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About the AUTHOR 

	  

	"Try to fall in love with souls, not faces" - emptystic 

	  

	  

	I have finally finished my story. Initially, as I said, I didn't plan to write it. The memories were too painful. But I got the assignment to do it and anyone who knows me knows what I do when I'm ordered to do something and left with no options.... But in the end, I have to say that it was a good thing to write my experiences. As the chapters progressed, I felt the wound closing, little by little. For my part, I have to say that it was worth it. I hope the reader agrees with me and enjoys the ending of this story. 

	 

	Will my hotwife adventure end with this book, or will I start a new book in my life? Sadly, while the pandemic we live in is good for writing, it's not good for all other things, including third party sex. Will leave it open to the imagination of my followers...at least for the time being. 

	 

	-Gema 

	


Chapter XXXXII - Suddenly, unwise 

	  

	"She didn't know what he had planned for her. She didn't care. All she knew was that she longed to please him." - Unknown

	  

	  

	We were in the forest. The Irati Forest was beautiful with its myriad of golden, reddish and brown colors. The autumn scene was beautiful, but I couldn't help but be reminded that at that time of year I tended to get depressed. I don't like the cold and I don't like it getting dark so early. The wilted leaves, colorful as they were, were the sign that summer was dead and change was coming. I looked at my husband. Daniel was enjoying the cold and damp. In return, because of his allergies, he hated spring, my favorite time of year. My husband and I were very different in many ways. In others, we were too much alike. Daniel wore the dog collar. I was wearing it too, but with a leash attached. It was a new leash, made of shiny rose gold metal. Daniel had cleaned and polished it to a shine. My husband carefully moved the reflector umbrella, trying to get the lighting just right. 

	Gerardo felt the need to pee. For a moment, he hesitated to give his precious camera to my husband to hold, but at the last moment he must have decided that it was too valuable or that my husband was too clumsy. Maybe he simply didn't want to leave in the hands of this man - my husband - an instrument he considered a symbol of his power. Although Gerardo only posted photos on his blog in which you could not see my face, he had taken many others in which I could be identified. My husband, fortunately, was unaware of the existence of that blog, although I sensed that he had his suspicions. With the camera in hand, Gerardo walked away and went into some bushes to protect himself from our gazes. There, half-conscious, he hesitated again. The low bushes only covered him up to his chest. The camera prevented him from moving with the ease necessary for the delicate task he was about to undertake. Besides, how could he touch it later, without the possibility of washing his hands in the forest? 

	My boss looked at me. Daniel had taken advantage of the break in the photo shoot to come and talk to me. We were whispering and my boss didn't like that. When I was with him, I was his. He would leave us alone at certain times so we could connect in our own way, but that wasn't one of those times. I was still his and his alone. It had been my mistake to agree to take advantage of the stop to whisper with my husband. Gerardo called out to me, interrupting my conversation with Daniel. Half-naked - or rather naked and adorned - as I was, I immediately responded to his call, leaving my husband speechless. 

	-Help me with this," my boss asked. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If your husband were to ask you now about leaving this way of life or leaving your relationship for good, what decision would you make?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Have you ever heard of Pandora's Box? And do you know that, when you get married, you promise that it will be for better or worse and till death do you part?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had managed to get Daniel to join us for the photo shoot. Gerardo had finally given in, but, in exchange, I had had to give in on other things. He hadn't fired me - it wasn't that easy, since after the boob job I had an ironclad contract with a relatively high, if manageable, severance pay - but he had made me feel what it was like to be without him and without my job. I had been suspended for several days from work and pay and also from his dark pleasures. And you were suspended from my pleasures too, Gerardo. {I'm afraid you're wrong. He's got Lidia for that, don't you remember?}. We had both given in and reconciled.  

	My husband, however, was not so lucky. His dismissal from his company was final. He was now unemployed, awaiting his severance pay and unemployment benefits. He seemed depressed. Unlike me, he had never been out of work. [You, in turn, didn't get depressed, did you? You just offered an old businessman unlimited sex in exchange for a job]. My husband had plans. With the severance pay he wanted to start his own company. More or less, he wanted to do as a freelancer what he had been doing in the previous company. It didn't seem like such a good idea to me. Setting up a company was risky. Gerardo had confirmed this to me. If it were up to me, we would take off part of the mortgage with the amount of his severance pay. I didn't think it was wise to take the risk and have to ask for additional loans to set up the company. But Daniel had been taciturn. In theory, he was submissive towards me, but there was a big difference between theory and practice. I wasn't sure if my husband intended to start a company just to prove himself to me and vindicate himself in front of my boss. Our boss.  

	The excursion to watch our boss photograph me was an excellent opportunity to distract my husband from his anxious worries. Gerardo had warned me some time before that, as soon as my breasts had finished settling, he would want to come back for a photo session outside. Daniel had been pleased. He had willingly - that is, with feigned reluctance - agreed to act as Gerardo's assistant and follow all of his directions. My husband had taken it upon himself to carry and set up all of Gerardo's extensive photo kit, everything except the precious camera. His power stick. [His way of controlling and pressuring you]. {Don't be silly, my little sister. Gerardo would never use the photos to blackmail you. It just so happens that Gema likes to imagine it to immerse herself in his submission}. [Say what you want, but I'm not so sure about that.] 

	-Help me," my boss repeated. 

	I tried to grab his precious camera, but Gerardo pushed it away. 

	-No, not with that. With this. 

	It took me a few seconds to understand, even though he had given me an infallible clue, pointing his nose downward. Finally I understood. There were things I'd had to compromise on to ingratiate myself with my boss and to get my husband to accompany us on outings. And this is not the only one. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Last year, Gerardo had to go to Barcelona to negotiate with Dídac. Will the contract be automatically renewed this year? How was the company Christmas party this year? Last year you were silent until mid-January - will you tell us when it resumes this year?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The contract does not have an expiration date. What it does have are clauses so that either of the two parties, albeit with different conditions, can terminate it. At the moment, we have not renegotiated anything, nor has the client shown any signs of wanting to do so. I suppose it is because he is happy with the service we provide (or should I say I provide?). 

	We haven't had Christmas dinner yet. I don't know if it will be as much fun as last time. The first few times are unique. Although this time, with Mario in play, it might be interesting too. (Wow, you just reminded me that I should go pick out a dress). 

	I am sorry for my silences. Sometimes tasks (work, studies, family, lovers, etc.) overtake me. Other times, I need time to process what's going on. Sometimes Tumblr helps me do that, other times I feel like I need to disconnect. I don't know if I'll be able to keep you guys updated in a timely manner this year, but I'm afraid not. In fact, I'm already behind in telling you about the latest happenings. Sorry." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The excursion had generally gone well, except for the bad cold I had caught. [That's what it's like to take naked pictures in the middle of a forest in autumn]. I was still recovering from the cold. I hadn't gone to work for a few days, but in the state I was in - in a raggedy mess - I hadn't been able to make as much progress as I would have liked with my master's degree either. My husband had also come down with a cold. Unlike me, he hadn't had to pose naked, but it had probably infected him. I had too many open fronts: my husband's unemployment and his erratic mood; the days getting shorter, darker and colder; the cold and the stress. Sometimes I felt like I was drowning. I would disconnect from Tumblr, even though I was particularly fond of my project, and hide like the Guadiana. But just like the river, I will come out again. I have to. We were at a critical moment and I couldn't afford to fall apart. I had to get the master's degree done; that was very important. And I also had to dedicate time to Gerardo, now perhaps more than ever. I liked being with him; I liked what we did. Sometimes I really needed it. But Gerardo, after our reconciliation, was being very demanding with me. He wants to prevent me from rebelling against him again. I lacked time for everything, but Gerardo was demanding more and more of my time. At least he's not being at Daniel's expense. He can now accompany us almost everywhere. Between one thing and another, we were not in high spirits. That didn't help us process everything around us. [That is, Gerardo, Gerardo and Gerardo].  

	I had finally slept with Mario. I had plans for him... or, rather, had. Daniel had taken it badly and we had argued. I had caught him in a low mood because of the subject of his dismissal. I often felt short of breath. Still, we were trying to make the best of the situation and not let the low moments get us down, because there were high moments too. 

	"Now that you've seen what I am, do you still love me?". It was part of the dialogue - in English - superimposed on a picture my husband had sent me via WhatsApp. Lately he dared to send me things in English. I already had an acceptable level to understand him. Somehow, he seemed to be trying to emulate Gerardo. My boss, from time to time, sent me things in English, but unlike my husband, he expected me to practice the language by translating them for him. The cute picture my husband had sent me showed a succubus cornering a shy man against a wall. I smiled at my husband's imagination and continued translating, "I knew what you were, but I didn't imagine you were this beautiful." That was the sexy female demon's response to the man. Likewise, the question could have been asked by the man and answered by the she-devil. I was tempted to write that to my husband. In return, I would reply, "Is that what you think of me? Do you think so, in spite of everything or, precisely, because of everything?" Do you love me because I make you suffer like this or in spite of it? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"Hello devilishness. Now some innocuous questions: How many followers do you have? How many do you follow? Does Daniel and/or Gerardo have a blog here? Does Gerardo follow your blog? Does he comment with you? Do you have camouflaged pictures of yourself in your blog (not necessarily naked)? Bss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have more than a thousand followers and every day the number increases, which makes me very excited. I follow about thirty blogs. Mainly, I do it to have a repertoire of images to publish (and because I get excited seeing them; I confess).  

	My husband made a blog at the beginning. I forced him to do it, because I wanted him to interact with me through this medium, to contribute his point of view. Those were the times when I only told him about my misdeeds with Gerardo through Tumblr. But he has abandoned it. He doesn't like to publish our life too much. Even the book thing is hard for him to accept. I think he's still embarrassed. I know he also writes in an English forum. I think that, being in English, he is not ashamed. Possibly, he feels less exposed, as if people today don't speak English. Even I am learning... His Tumblr blog is cornudodegemaesposacaliente. The name was not his idea. He has it abandoned, but I point it out in case anyone can change his mind. It's not such a big deal to be a cuckold and tell it on the Internet.  

	I'm not going to reveal whether Gerardo follows my blog or not. Maybe he does, maybe he doesn't. Not even my husband knows and I prefer to leave him with the uncertainty. Because of course, imagine if he were to follow it and learn the secrets of my soul... or that we are at risk of having some financial problem because of my husband's job instability. Imagine how Gerardo would use that information. Or maybe he is already using it... I may want him to use it.  

	Yes there are some pictures of me on my blog, but I'm not going to comment on which ones. I prefer to leave it to your imagination." 

	  

	alberto-lerele:  

	"I had to blow up the image in Photoshop, but I would swear that the spanking girl, with the cigar clamped in the garter belt, is wearing her panties underneath the aforementioned garter belt...although I can't be 100% sure. Maybe another follower can shed light on the image." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I checked before posting it too, as you have me on tenterhooks with that, but I came to the conclusion that it wasn't so, or at least that there was no evidence of it. But maybe others are of the same opinion as you." 

	  

	That's what I get for challenging my followers with discovering pictures on my blog of girls with their garter belts over their panties. Now it's my turn to post a picture of myself. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Close the door, Gema," my boss asked me as I entered his office. 

	His cold was almost gone and he was back to work. Gerardo had refused to let me kiss him, but not to let me blow him. 

	-Explain something to me, Gema. I think there's something I don't understand here. -Gerardo turned his monitor towards me so I could see what he was reading. I don't understand what this Alberto means," he said, pointing at the screen. Would you explain it to me, please? 

	I blushed. Gerardo knew about my blog. I had confessed it to him. Daniel still didn't know that Gerardo was aware of my books and my blog. (Now that you read this Daniel, do you understand some things better?) 

	-It's a... -I started to explain to my boss- let's say an old bet with my followers. At the beginning, when I was getting few questions and comments, I promised that I would post a picture of me, if they spotted a picture of a woman with her garter belt over her panties. It's impractical," I explained. 

	-I can imagine," Gerardo commented. I can imagine," commented Gerardo. But now you don't seem to lack interactivity with your followers, do you? I'd rather say you have a surplus of questions and comments. -My boss clicked on the questions section of my blog, showing the list of questions I had not yet answered. They were piling up. I just couldn't keep up with it all. Are you still keeping up with that challenge? 

	-I always keep my promises," I reminded him. Always. 

	-We'll see about that, Gema. I'm not going to make it easy for you. -I recommend you listen to Tina Turner's version of Proud Mary. 

	-I didn't know you liked pop," I was surprised. 

	-There are things you still don't know. But then again, Tina Turner isn't exactly pop. Listen to the intro, but listen to the 1971 version with her husband, Ike. I like to make things nice, but never easy. I like nice and rough, Gema. You should know that by now. -My boss looked at me long and hard, saying nothing. Take off your bra," he said suddenly. 

	-Yes, boss," I answered and began to take off my blouse. It had no buttons. There were only two buttons at the neck, in the back, to adjust it, and those were hidden under a funny bow that came out of the back and was on the side. Yes, an asymmetry, like the ones I like. 

	Gerardo, it seemed, liked to brag about my breasts, almost as if they were his merit. {Well, to some extent it is, for convincing you of it, for choosing them and paying for them.} He had already warned me that when I went with him to a restaurant, he wanted me to always go without a bra. At work, however, he expected me to always wear a bra. It seemed like a good idea to me, so as not to draw attention to myself. To seduce Mario, all I needed was for my bra to show through my blouse. Of course, every rule had an exception: in my other job, attending Mr. Ripoll, I was not supposed to wear a bra either. Apparently, Mr. Ripoll had been impressed and very satisfied with my new breasts, or so my boss had told me that the client had written in his last report. 

	-Give me the bra and put on the blouse," my boss ordered me, after looking at me long and hard. I have to do something about those nipples. I'd like them to be more prominent, not only when you get excited," Gerardo muttered. But for now they should do for now. Mmm. Touch your tits. I want them to be very erect. 

	I obeyed. It wasn't the first time I had played myself for him. Nor was it the first time I had done it in his office. But I had never done it through the blouse. The thin gauze - excessively transparent - was no obstacle to my caresses and my nipples soon responded. Since the breast operation I had the feeling that they were more sensitive than before and that they were getting hard more easily. They stood out like the Teide in the center of my circular, pink aureoles.  

	-Pinch them," Gerardo ordered. I want them nice and hard. That blouse, by the way, I like it. 

	I bit my lip to stifle a moan. The pinch was painful and pleasurable at the same time. 

	-Let's see! Mmm," Gerardo pointed his cell phone at me. I heard his camera shutter. Yes, that should do it. Take this proposal to Tiburcio," said my boss. Christmas is coming and I have a proposal for my partner. Do it now. In the meantime, I'm going to upload this photo to your blog. I think that Alberto is right about the garter belt. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	elnabe:  

	"Are any of these pictures of you, of your body?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Some of the ones I have published are mine. An easy clue: the ones on the front and back covers of my books are mine. But there are more." 

	  

	(The ones in the books were mine, but now I have changed them. In my blog, however, there are still my photos, although, obviously, I will not say which ones are mine. Nor will I say, beyond what I narrate here, which ones Gerardo has published in my name on my own blog. Yes, obviously this means that he had my user and password for my blog (have I already said that to reconcile with him I had to make concessions)? 

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXIII - innocent 

	  

	"When she has abandoned her moral center and her teachings... when she has cast aside her facade of decorum and ladylike behavior... when she has so corrupted this fragile thing and brought to the surface a mewling, unbridled whore, bucking and rutting for my enjoyment and pleasure.... Seducing this wild lioness from within... growling and clawing and biting... taking everything I give her... at that moment, she will never be more beautiful to me." - Marquis de Sade. 

	  

	Gerardo had a surprise in store for me at the company Christmas dinner. On that occasion and for the first time, he had extended the invitation to the employees' partners. He had argued that this was something that had been done as a matter of course for a long time in the U.S. and that it helped to bring the group together. On the surface, Gerard wanted to improve his human resource management practices and was willing to innovate. 

	That way, my husband joined Mario for dinner. 

	-What did he say? -my husband asked me slyly. 

	Mario was being mostly respectful to me - and my husband - at least outwardly. He knew I didn't want word of us to get around the office or even the slightest rumor. He, on the other hand, probably wouldn't have minded if his feat of screwing the boss became known, but he had to obey the chain of command. Evidently, Mario didn't know that Daniel was aware of our heated relationship. He thought I was cheating on my husband because he didn't give me what I needed and because he had conquered me with his undeniable masculine charms. It was an illusion that, at least for the moment, I didn't want to break him; his male ego was inflamed by the thought that I was cheating on my husband for him and, moreover, it simplified things.  

	Even so, on a couple of occasions he had not been able to avoid approaching me with his triumphant smile to allow himself to whisper some off-color things in my ear. In appearance, it had been nothing more than a funny comment between colleagues, in a relaxed atmosphere, where some more and others less had already caught the drift. It was an innocuous gesture for the uninitiated. But, in reality, his comments could have been described as obscene, if it weren't for the fact that some of those things we had already done. However, to those who were aware of our relationship, the true meaning could not go unnoticed. They knew how to interpret Mario's smile, his lips caressing my ear and my response in the form of a giggle. That gave me the opportunity to have fun with the expressions of the only two people who were aware of our intimate relationship. It was clear that my husband enjoyed more than Gerardo the licenses Mario took with me. Oh Gerardo, what would you do if you saw how Mario fucks me? It's really good. What my husband would do, I know. What would you do? 

	-He told me he wants to fuck me right here, in front of you and my boss," I replied to my husband. Do you think he means he wants to fuck me right here, at this table, or do you think he wouldn't dare that much and wants to take me to some corner? -For my part, it was clear to me what Mario meant, but it was a good opportunity to provoke my husband. 

	-I think he'd like to put you in here, in front of everyone, not just me and Gerardo. 

	-And would you let him do it, love? -I asked, pretending to be scandalized. 

	-It's a company party," answered my husband. If human resources has no objections, I'm not going to be the party pooper. Too bad you have the contract with Gerardo and not with him," added Daniel. 

	Mario turned and winked at me. He laughed as if he was laughing at his own joke, but it was clear to both Daniel and me that he was acting like a proud Don Juan. Mario, you've managed to steal another man's woman, without his knowledge and without him being able to do anything against it. Are you proud? Daniel was right. Maybe Mario would have been a better goreador than Gerardo. [Well, you still have time.] But, even if Mario could eventually be really dominant, I had other plans for him. [Yes, plans that Daniel disagreed with. Still want to try?] Daniel was happy with Mario's macho Iberian fuckboy attitude. That was more in line with his prototypical goreador - also or especially physically - than Gerardo. What my husband was reluctant to accept was that I tried to turn Mario into a submissive. But I get off on the challenge. And more importantly, I love to turn you on, my love. 

	Daniel put on a pouty face and laughed at him, acting as if he didn't really know what he had whispered in my ear. Another man would have broken Mario's nose, but my husband was amused by his ignorance. He was amused that I thought he was a poor ignorant cuckold, when the real ignorant one was Mario. 

	Gerardo, for his part, was also enjoying himself in his own way. While he didn't like Mario's courtships with me, he apparently did find it amusing to watch Mario get cocky in front of my husband. But Gerardo, unlike my husband, was not a man who liked to watch passively; he liked to intervene and control.  

	-Here. Take this, go to the bathroom and put on what's inside," Gerardo told my husband.  

	The DJ had just announced that the dances were about to begin and had encouraged us to find a partner to dance with. Evidently, Gerardo and I had agreed beforehand. Daniel had come to the party without a chastity device and had done so with joy. But that was an untenable situation. I'm not going to let you even remotely think you could do anything with any of my fellow sluts, Daniel. You've played me once and I won't give you the chance to do it a second time. 

	Obedient, even though it had been Gerardo and not me who had given the order, my husband did as he was told. He took my bag and retired to the bathroom.  

	Gerardo took the opportunity to dance the first dance with me. Evidently, the music was a pachanga. It was not ballroom dancing like tango. Like that tango he made me dance naked with him, at his house. [Yes, with Manolo watching. Why don't you clear things up and ask him if he was really there?] {Don't you know her yet? Unless it's obvious, I'd rather not reveal the mystery. You don't want to break the magic of the game. Isn't intrigue better? What if there really was someone watching? What if it wasn't Manolo? Imagine it was... Tiburcio!} The dance was a vulgar paso doble. Not that the paso doble was vulgar, it was the common - not ballroom - way of dancing it. I was not an expert in dances, but in my youth, as a teenager, I had taken a course in ballroom dancing and I still remembered some things. 

	-Before tonight is over, Gema," my boss said in my ear, as he danced with me and guided my steps, "besides me, Mario and Daniel, there will be another person who knows that you are a real slut. 

	I looked at him surprised and agitated. What do you mean? Manolo wasn't there. There were no customers either. Or did you invite someone, a special customer?  

	-How do you say? -he asked, certain that he would know my answer. 

	-Yes, boss," I replied, blushing. I had no idea what he had planned for me, but I had accepted without knowing it. Gerardo had trained me well. The "yes, boss" had become an automatic, instinctive response. 

	-I want you to seduce someone tonight, Gema. 

	-That person... is he here? -I asked timidly. My plans for that night were not those. I had planned to do something with Mario or Gerardo, but not with someone else. 

	-That's right, look, to your right," my boss said. 

	I turned my head and looked around slyly. Yoli? Yolanda was a coworker. She was a model employee in terms of efficiency, but somewhat cold, dry and prissy. I didn't like her. I had nothing against her, but she was not one of my favorite coworkers. She was the kind of person who didn't connect with anyone, because she didn't get any jokes, didn't laugh at any jokes, and didn't know what it was like to have fun and comment on anything that had nothing to do with work. She would be Miss Rottenmeier, except that that title was already taken by Tiburcio's harpy secretary. Coincidentally, she belonged to the section of Tiburcio, Gerardo's odious partner. 

	-But how...? -I stammered. This is going to be mission impossible. Apart from the fact that I don't feel like it at all. But nothing at all. She... a woman... a colleague... No, please," I begged my boss. 

	-You will, Gema," he answered with an emphaticness that brooked no argument. 

	-But she...? -I continued my stammering objections. How do you know that she...? -How did Gerardo know that she was into women? {The question, my dear, really is how does he know that you, even though you don't go for them, will go for them anyway}. 

	-You know how to seduce, don't you? With Manolo you showed that you do. Or have you already forgotten? I want you to seduce. Otherwise, it would be too easy. I warned you I wouldn't make it easy. Isn't that what you want, after all? 

	I nodded, although I wasn't sure that was what I wanted. Yoli, please don't. [Nor any other woman. [Nor any other woman. Once was more than enough] I prefer the ugly and disgusting Tiburcio! 

	-Not her. -Gerardo shook his head. Your thoughts betray you. That's so you can make it so difficult for me to go back to Lidia. -He shook his head again. Take a good look, Gema. I was referring to her husband. 

	I frowned in dismay. You can't expect me to seduce her husband right under her nose? What will she think of me? Such things would spread like wildfire through the office. If she found out - and if she didn't find out that night, she would eventually find out - she wouldn't hesitate to spread the word to let everyone know what a slut she was. She's not a hot wife! She's not even hot, I'm not breaking up a marriage! 

	-No, please," I begged my boss again. 

	Gerardo shook his head. If before he had done it with feigned disbelief, now he did it with absolute rotundity. 

	-Would you rather seduce her? -I don't think she's into girls. But I see you capable of seducing her even on that premise. 

	I glanced sideways at her husband. He was probably ten years older than me and not exactly attractive. Of course, what could I expect from that bland Yoli! He was bald and rather plump, dressed tastelessly -like her- and was a bit clumsy, at least when it came to dancing. But he seemed much funnier than his saintly wife. At least he tries to put some grace into the dance and have some fun. She, on the other hand, seems to do it out of obligation. I didn't find her sexually attractive nor was I interested in letting it be known in the office that she was a sexual predator. {But who are you to argue with our boss's directions?}  

	With my mission in mind, I tried to make eye contact with Yoli's husband. I had to be careful that she didn't notice. I sensed that Yolanda had already had me pegged as a slut for some time. It's not going to be easy. Her standards of morality and mine clashed head-on and that was not easy to hide. I took advantage of the fact that she had her back to me, while she was dancing and that, therefore, her husband was facing me. [Are you really going to do it? Don't you have a shred of morality left? Are you going to obey him even in that, in breaking up a marriage?] I smiled at him. The husband was not surprised, perhaps because he was already a little drunk or because, unlike his wife, he was a funny guy. A bit of a clown, poor guy. He smiled back. At this, Yoli turned her head to look where her husband had smiled so cheerfully, but Gerardo turned me around and I turned my back on them in time. 

	-I don't think I can, boss," I warned Gerardo. 

	-Don't want to or can't? 

	Both. 

	-I thank you for holding me in such high esteem, boss, but how can I flirt with him, when she won't leave his side at any time? 

	-Oh, Gema, do I have to tell you everything? Use all the tools you have at your disposal -Gerardo told me enigmatically-. And I don't mean your splendid breasts. Nor your ass. -Gerardo was silent for a few unbearable seconds. You have that and your husband too," he said, finally. Tell him to distract her for you. As bland as she is, she's going to appreciate another man coming over to talk to her. I don't think she's used to it. Daniel is a handsome man. I'm sure he'll be able to entertain her. He'd better," he added. 

	So that was your big plan? And did it occur to you before or after I suggested that tonight you order my husband to wear the chastity device? 

	-Look, I'm going to give you a hand. I'll distract her until Daniel comes, but don't let him take over from me! 

	And with that, my boss parted from me, suddenly leaving me alone on the dance floor. He approached the innocent couple he had selected as victims, tapped the man's shoulder, politely apologized to him and replaced him to dance with the Rottenmeier, pretending to hate every second of dancing with her. The man didn't take it too badly. Alone on the floor-as did I-he made a hesitant three hundred and sixty degree turn, looking for something to occupy himself with. He spun some more and, with his graceful, hesitant stride, made his way to the bar. 

	-Have they left you alone? Don't Mario and Gerardo love you anymore?  

	It was Daniel's voice. My husband hugged my waist from behind. I felt his chastity device on my ass. 

	-What's the matter with you? You look pale. -Daniel had noticed my state of uneasiness. 

	Nothing, love. It's just that I have to do something unforgivable. And you are going to help me. Mephistopheles requires it. The least important thing is that the man is not tractive. I was sure that my husband would care most about that. I turned and took his hand to dance with him. 

	-Everything all right? -I asked, instead of answering his question. I gestured with my eyes, pointing to his crotch. 

	-I'm sorry for the delay. I had to wait for... you know. 

	I looked at him scandalized. Daniel had a hard-on easily when he was uncaged. You didn't jerk off to relieve yourself, did you? 

	-No, no, don't worry," said my husband, before I could say anything. He seemed to have read my thoughts. I just had to wait and think about anything but Mario. Mario, I like him. No, I didn't mean that! -my husband quickly added. I meant that I think he's a good goreador. And if I remember correctly, you told me he fucks well. Aren't you going to tell him, someday? 

	Yes, I had slept with Mario once. We had arranged to meet and I had taken him to a hotel. He had eaten my pussy fabulously well. It had been easy for me to induce him to do it. And then he had fucked me energetically, like I hadn't been fucked in a long time. But that's not what I want from Mario. I'm going to wipe those macho airs of superiority off his face. As good as he fucks, even if I miss that, he's not as kinky as Gerardo. I'm not looking for vanilla sex, even if it's good vanilla. Besides, it would be too easy for you, love, if I turned him into a horndog. What is it that irritates you the most? Well, that's what I'm going to do. I'm not going to make it easy for you. [Why? Because Gerardo doesn't make it easy for you either?] 

	-Gerardo wanted you to dance with all my partners," I told my husband, ignoring his question. Gerardo is my horn player, Daniel. Understand and accept it. Lose any hope that it will be any different. You know..." I pressed myself against him, pressing my lower belly against his chastity device. The implications were clear. What do you think my partners will think when they notice the bulge, my little love? Do you think they'll think you're spliced... or well endowed? Some of them are very slutty. I bet one of them can guess the real reasons. 

	Daniel blushed. Embarrassed, he lowered his head. 

	-I bet you'd get a hard-on right now, if you could," I whispered in his ear. Some of you may already know," I teased him, gesturing with my husband toward his chastity device. But don't worry. There's been a change of plans. 

	Daniel breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn't true that Gerardo intended for me to dance with all my partners. That was what I had believed was his intention. I had suggested that my husband be uncaged and wear the chastity device there at the party. And Gerardo had mentioned making him dance with my partners. So that they would know why you are my plan B and not even. And I had bought it and agreed. But his intentions were different or had changed on the fly. 

	-You're going to have to dance with only one of them. You're going to have to entertain her all night. 

	-How?" my husband wondered. Why? -he continued to wonder. Who? -he finally asked. 

	-How? -As you know best. You must be like a limpet tonight. Stay with her," I urged him. The who -I made a gesture with my head, pointing to Yoli-, you have her there, dancing with Gerardo. 

	Daniel looked. Then he made a sour face. 

	Okay, you don't like her. You think I like her husband? You always stick to the superficial. 

	-Why..." I paused, "Gerardo ordered it. -I didn't like what my boss had ordered. It went against what I thought was the right thing to do. But at least he was being involved in involving my husband and giving him orders. He was doing his part, albeit unexpectedly. I have to fuck your husband. 

	-What? -Daniel asked in astonishment. He looked at Miss Rottenmeier again, as if assessing whether her husband could be a handsome man, if she was his wife. Who? -he finally asked. 

	-What does it matter, love? -I answered with a question, avoiding having to tell her who it was. 

	-For me it does," said my husband. Of course he does. 

	-For me..." Evidently he had it too... "No," I assured him, "not anymore. -Gerardo had made me see other things in a person than his wrapping. Gerardo... [Stop this nonsense and tell the truth! Gerardo has educated you well, he has educated you to obey. That thing about not caring about physique is a lie!]. I'm not going to tell you who he is. -It was stupid, of course. Anyway, you'll see me with him. As soon as you go dancing with her... her name is Yolanda, by the way... you'll see me talking to her husband. 

	-And Mario? -my husband exclaimed. 

	I am concerned with the morality of the matter and you are only interested in sex and only as you imagine it should be. 

	-Mario what, Daniel? Mario what? -I repeated. Do you think he's really going to ram me in here in front of everyone. Do you dream about that? Well, wake up! It's not going to happen. I'm going to turn Mario into a submissive slave. You know that. 

	-What about me? -my husband stammered, saddened. 

	-You will always be my husband, Daniel. Always. But think how much fun it would be if I had two little dogs at my disposal. Don't you want Mario to know you know about it? Don't you want the three of us to play? Maybe we do," I ventured. Without intending to, it had sounded more like a threat than anything else. And now, be a good submissive. Be the best submissive in the world and go dance with Yoli -Go away. Go now. Gerardo is raging for you to relieve him. And I understand that very well. 

	-And what do I do with her if... you know... if she becomes infatuated with me? 

	Are you objecting? {I think he's asking your permission to...} [I think he's referring to the chastity device. He'd be embarrassed if he had to...] I blanched instantly. What was my husband to do in such a case? My mission is a priority. [More than Daniel's fidelity?] Apparently, Gerard's plan was more intricate than I had initially thought. He doesn't just want to humiliate me and shatter any semblance of morality in me. He wants Daniel to... No! 

	-Do you want me to eat her pussy, since I can't do anything else with this? -asked my husband. He had sounded annoyed. 

	Before I could answer him, Mario came between us. He put his hand on my waist, grabbed my hand and made me dance with him. Daniel allowed it without protest and walked away from us. Is this what you want, Daniel? Mario had come between us pretending to be very cheerful. Maybe he really was. There was too much drinking at these kinds of parties. He had done so with no apparent malice, mimicking the general revelry. But Daniel had hardly drunk at all. He had let it happen, aware of what it really meant. You want this, Daniel. But we're not at this stage. Silvestre... I shook my head. Silvestre is over. I don't know if he'll ever come back, but now is not the time. Gerardo is the time and will be for a long time. Daniel enjoyed in his own horny way all that: half jealous and half excited, half humiliated and half feeling superior, because he knew that, in reality, Mario was ignorant, at least about our special relationship. And you have none of that with Gerardo. My boss takes me away from you, but he does it very differently from Mario. Mario wanted sex from me. Gerardo wanted my soul. He had made that clear tonight, just as Mario had. 

	Mario pressed himself against me. Just as with Daniel, I felt a hard bulge press against my lower abdomen. But my husband's was polycarbonate, while Mario's was flesh. Mario's hand came down and rested on the top of my buttocks. If he's drunk and doesn't control himself I'm going to have a problem. He's going to embarrass me. {And what difference does it make if he does? You're going to be exposed in any case, as soon as you try to seduce Yoli's husband. The whole office will know about it. What would you rather be accused of screwing your employees or be accused of stealing your coworkers' husbands? Either way, you'll be accused}. I allowed him to rest his hand on my buttocks. His cock pressing against my belly was turning me on. I turn him on so much that he is already hard, without having done anything. 

	-Tonight you won't escape me," Mario assured me, "I don't care what your husband thinks. -Mario stroked the bare skin of my back, up and down, then up and down, and rested his hand again on my buttock, the only part that the plunging neckline of my dress didn't cover. He pressed me against him. 

	I stifled a moan. What he was saying was tantalizingly seductive. [Leave Gerardo and save your soul!] {What Gerardo brings you, a Mario will never do. And you know I don't mean money}. I could feel his erection in my lower abdomen and he could probably feel the erection of my nipples on his chest. Even though it was a work event, I hadn't worn a bra. Gerardo had insisted that I not do so. In fact, the dress, in the end, had been bought for me by him and the back neckline did not allow for bras. But I no longer needed them, except to hide the erection of my nipples. The dress was metallic, rose gold. The color reminded me of the strap I had adorned myself with for the photo shoot in the Irati Forest. The dress actually consisted of two separate parts. The bottom was a fitted mini skirt that showed off the curves of my butt nicely. The top part was a sort of poncho, so to speak. It could also be described as a tunic, but, in reality, it was neither one nor the other. The back was completely bare. On one side, it hung from my shoulder to below my miniskirt, completely covering my arm and hand. On the other side, it left the arm as bare as the back. From that shoulder, from the back, two little rose gold colored chains came out to join both sides. Those two little chains were the only thing that covered my back. Actually, more than a tunic or poncho, it was a short cape -but worn backwards-, like those that the Italian Marquis of Esquilache, first minister of the enlightened Carlos III, had wanted to impose in Madrid in exchange for the long cape that was in style at that time. Poor Esquilache had had to flee the country because of a riot. Misunderstood, he had written: "I have cleaned Madrid, I have paved it, I have made walks and other works ... that would deserve to make me a statue, and instead of this I have been treated so unworthily". Gerardo, in return, was transforming me to his whim and, far from running away, was accelerating the reforms. The whole office is soon going to know what a whore I am. What has changed in Gerardo for him to suddenly expose me like this? In doing so he exposes himself as well. If my back was in the air, my torso was little better. The metallic fabric of the inverted cape was thin and had a medium degree of transparency. Without a bra it was almost like wearing nothing; at least that was the feeling. At least the skirt, although made of the same fabric, was lined and not see-through. It was normal for Mario to have a hard-on, without me doing anything to him. [Normal that Daniel had a hard-on, before you sent him to the bathroom to put on the chastity device]. {It's normal that Yoli's husband won't be able to resist your charms. This mission, compared to Manolo's, is going to be a piece of cake}. Of course, the everlasting choker that Gerardo had given me as a gift was not missing. 

	-I'm going to have to ask my husband for help," I replied to Mario. It's totally inappropriate how you're holding me," I provoked him, pressing myself against him. But if you think I'm such an easy piece of work, you're wrong. I'm not complicated; you know that. But I am complex. I want to do things with you that I've never done with any other man," I whispered in his ear, brushing my lips against his pinna. My words overcame the infernal noise of the music and reached the biggest sexual organ of the human being, the brain. It was a lie. The things I was planning to do with him, I had already done with my husband. Daniel is going to get something, if I manage to tame Mario and make him my submissive. But don't worry, love, you will always have a place, you will always be the last in the hierarchy. But you're going to have to do a lot more for that. 

	Mario, visibly excited - although he probably imagined otherwise with my words - breathed in and sighed. That's it, good boy. Impregnate yourself with my intoxicatingly sweet "Perdition" perfume. It was unlikely that I was going to have time for him that night, after the mission Gerardo had given me, but I made a point of squeezing him in, if I could.  

	I looked to the side. There was my husband dancing with the Rottenmeier. He looked uncomfortable and was trying to keep his distance from his partner, but that - I was sure - was because of the chastity device and not because of Yoli's blandness. If I can, you can, Daniel, but you don't have to sleep with her! [But even if I wanted to, I couldn't!] At least you only have to dance with her. Now you'll find out what thistle I have to sleep with to satisfy our boss. 

	-As much as it pains me, I have to leave you now," I told Mario. I'll talk to you later.  

	I tried to get off him, but Mario wouldn't let me. He held me and pulled me back to him. I sighed. I'd eat you right here, but it can't be. I'm on duty. Maybe it was the dress, but I was feeling really turned on. Besides, that's not what I really want to do with you. [Or is it?] It was proving difficult, as I had anticipated, to tame Mario. He had obeyed me by putting on his panties, but possibly I had made a mistake by sleeping with him so soon. 

	-Is that how you treat your boss? -I snapped at her. She was getting too confident with me, in front of everyone. Maybe it was the alcohol, but I had to stop him. {Why? Why do you have to do it? You want to brag about winning me over. One more trophy for your trophy case. But you haven't. -And I'd like to brag about making you wear my panties. I wonder what your colleagues would think if they saw that picture. I mean them. 

	Mario stumbled and lost the rhythm of the dance. I knew that's where I'd hit you!  

	-And now, be a good boy and let me go. We'll talk later," I promised her, even though I knew that, for once, I might not be able to keep a promise. How do you say? 

	-Yes, boss," Mario replied, still perplexed by the abruptness of my words.  

	I am sorry. I have a mission to accomplish. 

	I had begun to teach him how to address me. Mario had learned quickly, but he may have been doing it for the wrong reasons. You like to call me boss, because you pride yourself on banging the boss. I'm going to change that. 

	Despite what I kept telling myself, I was tempted to jump on his neck and devour his mouth right there, in front of Gerardo, in front of my husband and in front of everyone. Yes, Mario was really hot and he fucked really well. I pulled away from him abruptly so as not to be tempted. Eating him right there and then would have been counterproductive in several ways. I know that's what you'd like Daniel. But that's the easy part. The complicated part is much more interesting, you'll see.  

	I went to the bar. My boss was there, talking to Yoli's husband. Maybe he was apologizing to him for stealing his wife for a dance. {I think he's helping you. He's giving you a chance to get into conversation with him}. I approached him. As I had suspected, Gerardo took the opportunity to introduce me to Yoli's husband. His name was Benito and he turned out to be a pretty funny guy. You do the average with Yoli and something decent even comes out. Gerardo soon excused himself for having to greet other people and left us alone. My husband, meanwhile, kept the Rottenmeier entertained. Apparently she had not complained about her husband's absence. I looked at them sideways. I did not at all like the switching of partners we were doing. Of course, Daniel was a billion times better than Benito. Even Mario was a billion times better, in many ways. My problem wasn't Benito and it wasn't the Rottenmeier. [Your problem is your uncontrolled jealousy.] Daniel was going to get a good punishment if he did anything with her. [But you ordered him to distract her!] And she'd have her eyes gouged out. [But she's the victim!] Of course, it was Gerardo's fault. But he was my boss. He was our boss. {Yes, boss}. 

	The experience with Manolo, what I had learned trying to seduce him without being too explicit, was helping me to improve my seduction skills with Benito. Yoli's husband had fallen into the spider's web and had not yet realized that the more he moved, the more he was trapped. Already during the first dance his erection was evident. I'm sorry, blessed Benito. I'm sorry to break up your marriage. But I have my orders.  

	Mercedes A-Class. Red. In the parking lot, on the left, next to a tree," I indicated the location of my company car, the one I had earned for offering Mr. Ripoll extra services. I put the wireless key in his chubby hand.  

	Instinctively, Benito clung to it, not knowing what it was. Perplexed, he tried to vocalize something, but failed. 

	-Wait for me there. Now," I whispered just in time. 

	-You have abandoned me. 

	-Now is not a good time, Mario. 

	Mario had once again come between me and my dance partner. He had done it before with my husband. He had been emboldened again, after the dispatches I had given him earlier. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"A curiosity: what would happen if you found out that while you were with your lovers, your husband was seeing another woman?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That I would cut off his balls. Or that I would put a Prince Albert piercing on him, to better bind his chastity device. What you raise is an apparent symmetry. But, first of all, symmetries are not always what works best AND, secondly, that symmetry is only on the surface, until you dig deeper. If my husband were to date another woman and I were to accept it, the apparent symmetry would most likely break down when it came to counting the number of lovers. In the end there would be a risk that it would end up in a covert competition, in which he, as a man, could only lose to his wife. And that would risk creating a series of negative feelings. Clear asymmetry accepted by both parties from the outset is better. In fact, this, and on those terms, was what I proposed my husband at the beginning." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Thank you for your response about the apparent symmetry. I don't think that situation would necessarily lead to a competition between the two of you. From what I sense from reading you, your husband is not a conqueror and I don't think he would start collecting lovers. What it would give him, it would give you both, is the possibility of being on the other side and knowing what the other feels in that situation." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yeah, but I'm not interested in being on the other side. There are people who like to bullfight and other people who like to see how they bullfight. They are usually very different people." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Benito walked away unnoticed. I could only hope that Mario's behavior didn't confuse him and turn him away. Or that I was wrong about him and that, in reality, he wanted nothing more than to flirt with me. 

	-Your husband has been dancing all night with Yoli," said Mario. By the way, where is he now? 

	I looked around, but I couldn't find my husband or the Rottenmeier. They had disappeared. Shit! 

	-And you haven't stopped dancing with her husband," she continued shrewdly. 

	Have you been watching me? That wasn't bad. It meant he was crazy about me. [It's nefarious! It means he's noticed what's going on]. 

	-I didn't know you got along so well with her. What is it, a couple exchange?  

	Mario laughed. I breathed a sigh of relief. His laughter made it clear that it had been nothing more than a joke. If you knew how right you are... His laughter also indicated that he was drunk. With any luck, tomorrow he won't even remember. 

	-Follow me! -I ordered him. It was clear that I wasn't going to get rid of him so easily. Besides, drunk or not, he was still hot. 

	Mario obeyed and followed me. If he was surprised, he didn't protest. Following my instinct, I went down a corridor, turned a corner and... I was lucky. There were stairs leading to the upper floor. They were cordoned off. With the economic crisis, business was faltering even at Christmas and they hadn't opened upstairs. No one was there. I went under the cordon and climbed the stairs as fast as my heels would allow. Mario followed me. There, in the safety of the abandoned second floor I lunged at his neck like a hungry lioness, but instead of sinking my teeth into him, I stuck my tongue all the way in. 

	-Next time, when I tell you to wait, you wait," I warned him sternly. I caught my breath. With the stress and the run up the stairs, I was short of breath. The fierce kiss hadn't helped to catch it either.  

	With no time to waste, I pulled up my skirt, grabbed my panties and pulled them down. They fell quickly to the floor, sliding down my smooth legs. I bent down, picked them up and offered them to Mario. His eyes widened in anticipation. Fuck me right here, push me against the wall! He grinned, proud because I was crazy about his bones. And for his cock. 

	-Here," I said, "Put them on! Now I have to make a phone call. It's my daughter," I lied. Something happened, but it's not serious. When I get back, I'm going to check that you're wearing them. You better not let me down. 

	Mario opened his mouth to reply, but I left him there, with the word in his mouth. I had no time to waste. At the same speed at which I had climbed the stairs, I stomped down the stairs. Damn heels! How impractical they are, but how aesthetically pleasing! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. Your blog is great. Did I read correctly that you would be jealous if Daniel with another woman? Would you and Daniel share a woman like Lidia together? Or is this something unthinkable? You have nothing to worry about. I am sure that you will always be the only woman in Daniel's heart." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It is true that I am jealous and possessive of my husband. I'm not afraid that he will leave me for someone else, just for the sake of sleeping with her, but it's simply a scenario I don't like. I didn't want my sexual freedom; Daniel pushed me into it. And, while I'm grateful to him, it doesn't mean I have to give him the same freedom. In any case, I prefer him chaste and submissive. If he has fantasies about other women, they're going to stay just that, fantasies." 

	  

	  

	*** 

	  

	The tinted rear windows were to offer us the privacy we needed to proceed unbridled in the dark corner of the parking lot, where I had parked the car in anticipation of needing it that night. Thinking of Mario, not Benito. Yoli's husband was already waiting for me inside, sitting in the back. And he looked silly! I sat down next to him. I hadn't seen Daniel again, but that had to wait. Gerardo had given me a mission. You take my husband away from me, Miss Rottenmeier. Well, I will show you no mercy. I'm going to make Benito dream of me every night.  

	Benito, as good, gracious and easy-going a man as he seemed, was not about to pass up the opportunity, and so it didn't take long for his excited cock to enter my mouth. His pubes were hairy; I preferred them shaved or at least trimmed, but I was in no position to demand. [Well, you never complained about Gerardo.] {Gerardo is Gerardo}. [Nor Ripoll's]. {A client of Gerardo is an extension of Gerardo}. I didn't know well, but I didn't complain. [But you want to at least use a condom!] It's just that... well, I'll explain later. I had my mouth full, but Yoli's husband kept babbling. He kept repeating obscene things that I prefer not to reproduce here. I only asked him if he preferred me or his wife. 

	-You. I prefer you! -exclaimed Benito without hesitation. 

	-Who sucks you better, me or your wife? -I insisted, momentarily taking his cock out of my mouth.  

	I was tempted to jerk him off, at least at times, to finish sooner, but Silvestre had taught me well how to give blowjobs and I limited myself to pleasuring him with my mouth. Is that how you want me to do it, Daniel? Even to chubby Benito, whom I had just met? Silvestre had also taught me to expose my sexual attributes - tits and pussy - while sucking her, in deference to the man's sexual attribute being exposed. With the dress I was wearing, I didn't have to strain for it; without doing anything, they had been exposed. He had also taught me to look into his eyes, but that, despite the gloom in the car, was what I was finding most difficult. I had nothing against Benito. He seemed like a nice guy, even though he hadn't hesitated to cheat on his wife. [But he simply wasn't my type, neither physically nor because of his personality. But, precisely, forcing myself to look him in the eyes while I was sucking him off was giving me an incredible morbidity. Gerardo had never taught me Silvestre's rules for a good blowjob. Although he had probably read them in my book, he had never insisted that I follow them. I would suck him looking into his eyes, but with him I never worried about exposing my sexual attributes. Why don't you make me do it? I'm bad. You should punish me for not doing it. With Benito, however, I was trying hard. Is that how you want your whore of a wife to do it, Daniel? "That's it, girlie, be a real woman. Take his flaccid cock in your mouth, taste it, feel it grow without you hardly doing anything, feel it slowly swell. Now it's already hard and soon it will be completely hard. Aren't you satisfied to make it grow, just with your gaze and a slight movement with your tongue? Don't use your hands, do it all with your mouth, but don't take your eyes off him," I remembered what I had posted not long ago on my blog, in an attempt to provoke Gerard to better educate me on sucking him off. "Make him feel that he is special, that you do that because he drives you crazy, because you are his. It's not true, but let him have that illusion. You're a woman, you always decide. So what's wrong with you deciding to get down on your knees and suck him off with devotion and submission, until he cums inside your mouth? Actually, you don't do it for him, you do it for you, because you are a woman, you decide and you can... drive him crazy." 

	-You! You! You! -moaned Benito. She never sucks my dick," he exclaimed next. 

	And I thought you were paying me a compliment. I didn't feel sorry for the Rottenmeier. A husband deserved a good blowjob, at least once in a while. Even I gave them to my husband on occasion, when he deserved it, even though he was submissive and I kept him in continuous chastity for long periods of time. The fault is yours, Yoli, for being such a scrupulous puritan. If you had ever sucked him off, if you didn't think it was a dirty, dirty, degrading and immoral act, this wouldn't be happening. [Blas spoke! You, just two years ago you weren't giving blowjobs either]. Yes, it all started with Silvestre, thanks to my husband. I had changed, I had done it in time. [And despite that, he also cheated on you]. I've changed too much. 

	-Who do you prefer, Yoli or me? -I kept insisting.  

	I wanted to make sure my cell phone recorder captured it clearly. I had turned it on as I hurried to the car, away from Mario. The cell phone was in my purse. I only hoped that the recording would come out well. It would serve as a witness to the success of the mission. Mission accomplished, boss. Here is the evidence. Benito's response was unequivocal. 

	-You like to suck me, don't you? -asked Benito, panting. 

	-I love it! -I lied shamelessly. 

	If I was turned on by that situation, it wasn't because of the guy in front of me, or rather, in my mouth. If I was wet in spite of everything, it was because of the morbidity it was giving me. Yolanda was right: that was a dirty and degrading act, even immoral: what other qualifiers could there be to do that under the orders of the boss, a man who knew how to bring to light my perverse inner darkness? How else could it be called that he made me record it, even if it was only the audio? Yolanda is one of Tiburcio's most effective and loyal employees. He's going to use it to pressure her in some way. She may want me to get her some secret information from her partner. Gerardo had not only given me the mission of seducing Yoli's husband, but he had also specified me to record it. The audio is enough for you, boss? [That you lend yourself to this is despicable, Gema! For God's sake! Don't you have any shred of morality left?] He deserves it for what he must be doing now with Daniel! The fake pudibunda would have been aroused to feel my husband's fake erection against her belly. She would spread the word as if she hadn't been turned on by it. I could already imagine the comments the next day: "Gem's husband had a boner at the party! Would she have been flattered, even if she wouldn't admit it, or did she find it repulsive? It was hard to know how a prude like her might react. I shook my head. No, she'd been turned on. What other explanation was there for why the two of them had suddenly disappeared? Possibly that in private she wasn't as frigid as she seemed. Maybe in private she was an untamed beast. Maybe in private she was not as pudibund as she seemed, but was an untamed beast. If you really are a beast, you can try sinking your teeth into my husband's cock! I'm sure the hard polycarbonate will stop your nibbling! [And isn't it worse if he does? Imagine the comments the next day, if he finds out you have Daniel caged!] I shook my head. If you were a beast in private, your husband wouldn't be here now, with me. I didn't feel sorry for her. [You must feel sorry for yourself. First, for having stooped so low as to lend yourself to this. And second, because one way or another, it's going to be known in the office what kind of woman you are]. Gerardo had set me up and I had fallen for it, eager to please him. I was lost. {Speaking of recordings and infidelities, do you think Gerardo has also commissioned Daniel to record it?} 

	Yolanda's husband, ignorant of all the ramifications of his lustful acts, believing that this was his lucky day, was quick to unload in my mouth. I tasted like hell. Wasting no time and without a word, we headed separately back to the party, first me and shortly after him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Dear Gema, despite the little you tell about Daniel's feelings, I get the impression that he feels a strong rejection for Gerardo, something that did not happen with Silvestre. I think he notices that your dependence on Gerardo is more psychological than physical, as you yourself say, and that bothers him and makes him distance himself from you. I think your trip to Mexico with Gerardo has worsened that feeling in Daniel. I think you have also realized that and that is why you have forced Gerardo to include him in your meetings." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right, except when you say Daniel has distanced himself from me. He hasn't, but it's true that he didn't feel as included in the games as he would have liked. As you rightly said, that's why I forced some things to change with Gerardo. Things had been getting better, until my husband's predictable dismissal. We are now at a low point. It's true that maybe Daniel would prefer a goreador like Silvestre, but it's not that they are plentiful and are waiting to be chosen, poster in hand. Besides, I'm at another point. I want -need- to explore and that is something Gerardo is giving me, whether my husband likes it or not. He certainly understands, even if he's not thrilled about it. But here we all have to have some flexibility to make this kind of lifestyle work." 

	  

	What flexibility do I have in the possibility that my husband, on Gerardo's orders, has ended up having sex (non-penetrative, obviously) with another woman? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo was attentive. He had seen me walk away and he saw me come back. He winked at me in complicity. Yes, mission accomplished, boss. It didn't take long for me to be spotted by my husband -who had emerged, at last- and by the persistent Mario. Both tried to approach me first, but Mario was the victor and arrived first, cutting off my beloved husband. If he was being more daring than usual, it was undoubtedly because of the ethyl liquid flowing through his veins. 

	-Everything all right with your daughter," he asked, more interested in picking up where we left off than in finding out her condition. 

	Without answering him, I grabbed his hand and pulled him by the hand, leading us away from the party without too much disguise. I turned and looked at my husband, who was watching us walk away. My intention had been to seek his complicity. I knew he loved that part - the Mario part. However, despite my good intentions, my basic emotions got the better of me and I glared at him. Bastard! What have you done with Yoli? We'll settle the score! Mario and I returned to the stairs, but there were people on the landing and we had to wait for them to move away to get under the cordon blocking access to the upper floor. We were both nervous and anxious like two teenagers. The experience with Benito had obviously not left me satisfied, but it had made me even hornier, if that was possible. We took an opportunity to sneak up the stairs and returned to the scene of the previous crime. I immediately turned and pushed him against the wall. I took his face in my hands and kissed him. What do I know, Mario? Do you feel the remains of another man's cock in my mouth and now in yours? I had avoided swallowing since Yoli's devoted husband had ejaculated in my mouth. {And what would you have done if Daniel had gone ahead? Okay, you don't need to answer, what if Gerardo had gone ahead} Do I have to answer this last one or can you imagine? Remember that he has made me give up any moral fiber. Mario kissed me eagerly, penetrating me passionately with his tongue, unaware that he had had minutes before in my mouth. [You should have used a condom! It was reckless. You don't know if the Rottenmeier is as prudish as you think, but her husband may be a whoremonger]. {You know very well why he didn't use a condom, or are you drunk and I have to remind you?} Kissing Mario with Benito's semen in my mouth was not my idea, although it could have been. The idea had not been the puppet's, but that of the puppeteer. As I said, Gerardo was not a man who was content to watch, but who delighted in manipulation. And he didn't exactly like Mario, since I had thrown him out as my lover. Gerardo reluctantly agreed to let me fuck him, but tried to make it on his terms. Fortunately, they agree on this. Among the options he has, for him, the least bad is that I try to dominate Mario. He would not accept it the other way around. [And in Daniel, once again, you don't think. He wants just the opposite]. What Daniel wants and what suits him are not the same thing. 

	-Did you put on your panties? -I asked breathlessly. Without giving him time to answer, I slipped my hand into his fly to check. I breathed a sigh of relief. What would I have done if you hadn't obeyed me? How would I get rid of my horniness? 

	-You're dripping," Mario admired, as he slipped his fingers into my pussy. 

	-Yes," I admitted, moaning, "I'm going to fuck you. 

	After a few bribes, it was my turn to take Mario to the orchard, or rather, to the car. Without arguing with his boss's mute instructions, my employee followed me to the parking lot. Unlike with Benito, I was going to take more time with him, although I couldn't exaggerate it either, otherwise I wouldn't want to arouse too much suspicion. [What about Daniel? Don't you want to know what he did? Not now! With my hands trembling with excitement, I managed to pull down Mario's pants as soon as I got into the car. Just like Yoli's husband's cock, Mario's disappeared in my mouth at once. Of course, he had to wait for me to put the condom on. However, it was just to make sure it was stiff and ready for what was coming next. I pulled my dress up above my waist and sat on it. His manly member impaled me. I moaned genuinely. Mario did appeal to me sexually. The lack of Machiavellian promptings on Gerardo's part was offset by the existence of my own twisted long-term plans. Sexually attractive, expert fucker and my dirty mind devising its own manipulative machinations, some achievable, some perhaps not... My relationship with Mario scored high in multiple respects, except for one, which only Gerardo was able to cover. Mario did not hesitate to pull my inverted cape aside. He pulled it back, as a cape should be, and exposed my tits. I wasn't wearing a bra and my nipples had been tempting him all night under the thin fabric. He sucked greedily.  

	-I've always dreamed of having a boss like that," she declared, not knowing what was really in store for her with me. 

	I frantically rode him. This was not the time to move forward with my twisted sexual fantasies about him. Besides, I had already gotten him to put on my panties and taste another man's semen. Now it was time for hardcore sex! He was being delicious. I wasn't in too much of a hurry with him, but we couldn't be gone too long either. Be that as it may, Mario was taking a while to cum, maybe due to the anesthetic effect of the alcohol. Fortunately, that hadn't affected the hardness of his member. More! I've already cum twice and I want more! Mario had spread my buttocks apart with his strong hands and had started to play with my anus, stimulating it with his finger, although without actually penetrating it. More, Mario! More! Gerardo had my anus completely ignored. Ah, Daniel! You'll never be as good as Mario! Nor will you bring my darkness to light, as Gerardo does. Nor will you give me the same morbidity as Benito or Ripoll. You'll never be my plan A or my plan B or my... But you'll always be my husband. I love you. 

	I would have gone on longer, but it was time to go back. {But what difference does it make? If anyway, one way or another, everyone is going to know tomorrow what kind of woman you are}. I accelerated my movements on him - if that was even possible - and used my vaginal muscles to milk him, until he finally succumbed and cum inside me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gemma, Can I ask, since you have started your "hotwife-fantasy", if you changed how you feel about Daniel? Do you feel closer to him? He is your submissive, but you also say that Daniel is the "rock" for you. isn't this a bit contradictory?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, of course our relationship has changed. For the better? That depends on how you look at it, but I would say certainly not for the worse. The way I see my husband is different now and so is the way he sees me. For the better? It's a matter of preference. I like it that way. Of course, what we do do is communicate more and trust more. 

	Why can't a submissive be a rock? Doesn't one sit on rocks? Rocks are usually under one (if they're on top, it's a problem, though probably short-lived), just like foundations and foundations. Just like the submissives. I see no contradiction." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Mario and I returned to the party separately. My husband was still dancing with Yolanda - or had been again - but he no longer needed me to do so. Where had they gone before, anyway? 

	-Are you having a good time? I asked my husband, interrupting his dance with the Yoli's husband-stealing, prudish slut. What have you done with her? 

	-Uh... hello... uh... yes..." my husband stammered. 

	-Yolanda, forgive me for taking my husband," I said to the treacherous Rottenmeier. I think yours is out there looking for you. 

	I took Daniel away from her and took him with me. Yoli's faithful husband would soon give her the company she deserved.  

	-Did you have a good time? -I repeated the question. Honestly, I'd rather he'd had a terrible time. 

	-Hey... What about you? -asked my husband without answering me. 

	-Me? -Excellently," I replied with exaggerated conviction. 

	-With that guy? -my husband was surprised, referring to Benito's chubby clownish (and apparently vicious, unattended). I doubt it. 

	-Guess how many cocks I've had in my mouth," I replied, annoyed by his comment. Daniel didn't quite understand how turned on I was by these things and it was frustrating. He couldn't seem to see beyond people's physical attractiveness and I could never get him to understand.  

	I took her face in my hands and gave her an impudent peck in front of everyone. There's nothing objectionable about a wife passionately kissing her husband in the middle of a party, is there? [Depends on how many other people's cocks she's had in her mouth before]. When I opened my eyes, I saw Mario smiling at me, happy to have cum inside me and to have increased my husband's antlers without him - apparently - knowing it. Actually, he didn't know... yet. I winked at him knowingly. 

	-I... Yolanda..." my husband began to explain. 

	I raised my hand to stop him. Actually, I preferred not to know, at least not now. Even if Gerardo ordered you to, if he finds out that you had sex with that slut, you're going to find out! 

	-Daniel, take my bag and go to the bathroom, will you? -I said loudly, interrupting him. Anyway, with the music, no one but him would hear it. I tried to force the images of what I had done, or not done, with Yoli out of my mind. Next, I whispered in his ear. 

	My husband obeyed and walked away with my bag in the direction of the restrooms.  

	The time had come to bring the party to an end. The coworkers were starting to say goodbye to go home. It was Thursday and the next day we had to work, no matter what time we went to bed. Both Tiburcio and Gerardo were inflexible in that respect. 

	-Have you recorded it? -Gerardo asked me. He had stepped out of the shadows and approached me without me seeing him coming. 

	-Yes," I confirmed to my boss, "I sent it to you via WhatsApp. Apparently, with the hustle and bustle of the party I hadn't seen it yet, or rather heard it. God! What have I done? In the blink of an eye I've condemned a marriage, exposed myself as an official whore and allowed Daniel to cheat on me. And all because this man asked me to. Instead of disgust or terror, which would have been logical, I looked at Gerardo with devotion. My heart belongs to Daniel, but if you want my soul, take it from me! I offer it to you along with my body. Make me in your image and likeness! I had enjoyed sex with Mario very much. In comparison, there were things I missed with Gerardo. But what I felt for my boss, what he made me feel, was a higher level of addiction. I'm lost, irretrievably. Only heroin is worse. 

	-Well done," my boss praised me, filling me with satisfaction. I'll check it later. But there are still more things you have to do tonight," he advanced mysteriously. 

	-Yes, boss," I answered automatically. 

	Daniel returned. He stood quietly beside me, trying not to disturb. He didn't look happy, but I was sure he had complied with my instructions.  

	-It's Mario's," I said aloud, in front of Gerardo. 

	My husband's face lit up. Yes, it's Mario's, love, not Benito's. Gerardo's face soured, although he couldn't know what I meant. Inside my purse I had kept a gift for my husband. Now he had it, if he had followed my instructions, hanging from his chastity device, attached to his little balls. I had taken the condom from Mario, assuring him that I would take care of getting rid of it. In a sense, it was true what I told him. I smiled. I could be witty, too. What Mario didn't know was that I had knotted it and put it in my purse, so my husband could tie it to the chastity device. I wanted my husband to be aware for the rest of the night - to feel next to his little eggs and his caged chick - my infidelity with Mario, who in every way was a sexually superior man to him. {Ah! But you know that's not true. Mario will be sexually superior in every way when he does everything Daniel does. You still have a long way to go to get him to that point, if you get him there at all}. Although it might seem otherwise, these little sadistic games appealed to Daniel, no matter how much he often made a sour face. Those little details were the salt and pepper of our sexual relationship. I'll never replace you with Mario, love, even if I manage to tame him. We'll play the three of us... just like you played with the Redhead and Silvestre. 

	Gerardo approached my husband and tapped him on the shoulder, unexpectedly showing his appreciation. 

	-Well done," our boss praised my husband. 

	This time I was the one whose face turned sour. I'd rather not think about what you've done, Daniel. 

	-Come on, let's all go! -Gerardo exclaimed, turning to the few companions who still remained. Do you all have the address? -Most of them nodded, "Well, let's go! What are you waiting for? The party continues. Now comes the best part," said my boss. 

	Only a select few of us continued on to continue the fellowship festivities elsewhere. I for one had had enough. I had sucked two cocks and had thoroughly enjoyed one of them and, no doubt, there was still my boss's and, perhaps, my husband's too, if I still had the strength for it at the end of it all. Besides, my feet ached from the heels. But if the boss wanted to party, I couldn't object. I knew my position very well and was well aware of our delicate financial situation since my husband had been fired. [On the other hand, it was a good opportunity to give Daniel the show he deserved and wanted to see so much: he would rarely see me partying with Gerardo and Mario. So it was the four of us plus Margarita (the colleague who had slept with Mario - initially I had suspected it, but recently the protagonist had certified it to me). Margarita was one of those who would go for a bombing, whether she was invited or not. There was also Pedro, a section chief, whose rank I had matched after my promotion and with whom I had never managed to get along. He was a guy who seemed to be angry with everyone and who had not taken too kindly to the new position of responsibility I had been given. Maybe it was because of me or maybe he was suspicious in some way about how I had gotten it, but the fact was that I had taken people out of his department because of the reorganization. That loss of power had not pleased him, for obvious reasons. Great. The bitch I'm competing with for Mario and Pedro who can't even see me. It's going to be a great continuation of the party... 

	Pedro had brought his own car, as had Gerardo, Mario and myself. Margarita had come by cab. Gerardo asked my husband if he didn't mind driving himself, as he apparently hadn't had anything to drink all night. It was not in appearance, it was really like that. And it was not by chance, nor because my husband was a teetotaler, but because I had asked him to, so that I could drink in peace, apart from the fact that I didn't like to drive at night. Obviously, we couldn't all fit in one car, but Pedro, in any case, wouldn't be happy to ride in mine.  

	-Take the key, Daniel," Gerardo said to my husband, offering him the key to his sacred car, while I continued to make my calculations about how we would go to the bar.  

	Gerardo had surprised me with his decision and I had not counted on that possibility, based on the premise that my husband would be driving. Just like his camera, his car was sacred to him and he would not share it with anyone. [Then you are profane, because Gerardo has no problem sharing you]. But my boss had offered her the key as if it were a prize. I had gone from despising him - or at least ignoring him - to making him see in an exaggerated way that I esteemed him. But what have you done, Daniel? What did he tell you to do? Shut up! I'd rather not know! 

	-Are you all right? -asked my husband and Gerardo in unison. 

	-Yes, yes. A little migraine, that's all," I lied. Actually, it wasn't a lie either. In a metaphorical sense, I had a headache. I had made a pained face, looked away and raised my hand to stop my husband's imaginary explanations. I had thought I had done it mentally, but in reality I had actually gestured. 

	That is how we got going. Margarita sat with Pedro, possibly in a self-interested way, in that cold war of interests. Mario, Gerardo and I went in Gerardo's car, with my husband driving. We left my car behind; I would come to pick it up later, either in a cab or because Gerardo would bring me along.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema. I hope I'm not too intrusive for asking, but I'm curious: You and Daniel have been married for quite some time. How strong is your sexual desire/passion for Daniel as a lover, after all these years? How would you compare your husband to your other lovers? Is there something that only Daniel makes you feel while during the intimate act? Again, I hope these weren't too personal questions." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No intrusive question, but indiscreet answer. No worries. Well, over the years the mutual carnal desire has diminished, as it usually does, I think. If anything, this lifestyle has enlivened it and we are better off than we were before we started it, though not as good as when we were sweethearts and did it like rabbits. Sexually, my husband is inferior to my best lovers in multiple ways. For example, my husband is usually a one-shooter, whereas I have had lovers who were quick reloaders. Daniel is also usually satisfied with one fuck a week, whereas I have had lovers who seemed insatiable. Sometimes it's hard to take that a lover wants to have more and more of me, when the person I love is content with a weekly encounter. It's hard to understand, but we are all different and we have to accept the way we are. Daniel is also one of those who likes to make love gently, slowly, without haste. So he usually (or rather, he used to) have an impressive stamina. In fact, I would literally get tired of it, before he made his one shot. I've used the past now, because since we've started this lifestyle, he tends to run much faster than before. It's because he imagines some adventure of mine, while we're doing it, and it turns him on so much that he cums sooner than he (and I) would like. In contrast, I've had lovers who really knew how to fuck hard and non-stop. They have been exhausting, but in a good way. Sometimes a girl needs to be treated a little harder, although we often won't admit that person is our husband. However, there is something that only Daniel makes me feel and that is plain and simple love. He is my great, one and only true love. My husband did not deflower me, as I had a (only) boyfriend before him, but he has left an imprint on me like no other man. It is not a matter of comparing the sexual prowess of husbands and lovers. A hotwife does not need to do so, because, fortunately, she does not have to give up either one or the other, but, on the contrary, they complement each other and feed each other positively. There are times for certain types of lovers and there are times for the love of your life. And then there's life...and that's just with...the love of my life." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We arrived at the one Gerardo had chosen. Cheap neon lights greeted us. Pedro had been lucky. He had overtaken us in extremis and had taken the only nearby parking spot. Daniel left us at the door and went to park. The rest of us went inside for a few extra drinks. [The place was almost empty, even though there was no parking outside, and the owner was happy to see our troop come in. His scrawny body gave the impression that he hadn't eaten in weeks. Except for his abundant beard, he was parched. At least he would have enough to pay for the neon lights that night. Inside they were more abundant than outside. Red and blue colors dominated, like in a whorehouse. [At least you are well dressed for the place.] Gerardo ordered the drinks without asking what we wanted. Evidently, he ordered whiskey for everyone. I liked to share whiskey with him at his place, in slow sips. I liked it for the atmosphere and the meaning, not the drink. In that desolate place, a whiskey was not what I was in the mood for, but I accepted the drink without protest. 

	-Hello, Gema. You look... spectacular as always.  

	The voice sounded familiar. I turned around and... there was Manolo. I hadn't expected to find him there. What was the notary doing in that joint? {I have a feeling that tonight you're going to break your record of sucking different cocks}. Puzzled, I greeted him with two kisses. Since I had accomplished my mission of sleeping with him - in exchange for a handful of cigars for my boss, as I had later discovered - I hadn't seen him again. {Daniel is in luck. He has all your current lovers gathered here}. [Ripoll missing]. {Who knows? Maybe he'll come too. Anyway, that's not a lover, but a client} [And Lidia]. {Ah, yes, that's right...} 

	Tiburcio also appeared. It had been a while since he had left the party and I had not expected to meet him again. I had tried to avoid him all night, which had been easy, given how busy I had been. He was escorted by his dolphin -that is, his left-hand man-, Avelino's ass-kisser.  

	Tiburcio approached Gerardo and greeted him effusively. That was strange, because, although they were partners, they did not get along too well. Something had happened between them in the past. I had witnessed several times harsh arguments between them, in which Tiburcio rudely criticized him for the way he was managing the company and the poor results he was getting. He and Gerardo had very different management styles and it was difficult for me to understand how they had become partners. Tiburcio's attitude towards my boss outraged me, for Gerardo could be a manipulative fox, but he was fair and patient and was someone who valued people over immediate results. [Of course, especially when they give him as good results as you do]. For his partner, however, only numbers seemed to count and results were never enough.  

	That way of denigrating my boss had outraged me and prompted me to offer myself as part of the deal with Mr. Ripoll. The succulent contract I had obtained from Mr. Ripoll -thanks, in exchange, for sleeping with him on a monthly basis- had stopped him in his tracks and had allowed my boss to boast. That important business had saved him and had managed to shut up -at least temporarily- Tiburcio's slimy mouth. But I had not expected that things between them would be so well settled as to greet each other like this, like old compadres. My sacrifice had possibly even saved some jobs, because, although Gerardo's partner was not in charge of our business unit, his pressure to achieve certain global profitability objectives had been unbearable. It was foreseeable that my boss would have had to give in at some point and would have been forced to cut costs (i.e. personnel), had he not succeeded in increasing turnover.  

	The coincidence of Manolo and Tiburcio had me completely off balance. There was an explanation for Tiburcio, since, after all, he belonged to the company. But Manolo, what was he doing there? If he had wanted to have a drink with his friend, Gerardo and Manolo could have found a better occasion, for sure. But my doubts were soon to be resolved.  

	-Listen to me carefully, Gema," Gerardo told me. There was no need for me to do so, for it was natural for me to listen to him carefully when he spoke. We have the opportunity to bury an ancient hatchet of war, but I need you to help me. But I need you to help me. Will you do it? 

	I nodded, not knowing what I wanted. Gerardo's face lit up. 

	-Look, Gema, I don't like this as much as you do. But it's necessary to end this war. Either we end it tonight or it will go nuclear. Do you understand what I mean? 

	Again, I nodded without having the faintest idea what he was trying to tell me. 

	-Tonight, you have given me a weapon, but I would rather not have to use it. I'd rather make an offering to him. Listen to me well: I need you to follow Tiburcio's instructions to the letter, even if you don't like them. I am not asking you to like it. It doesn't matter if you make a sour face or resist. The important thing is that you obey him tonight. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	alberto-lerele: 

	"It is perfectly understandable that you have been down... a lot to assimilate and I think a lot to analyze about yourself and about how far your submission with Gerardo goes. As another follower puts in the notes, the logical question is: Are you okay? A kiss." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I didn't like that. I didn't like his partner. What was that all about? The joy of the evening was suddenly gone. Daniel, where are you? I need you! 

	-Did you understand me? 

	-Yes, boss. 

	-Be prepared. You have a chance to do something great tonight. Don't let me down and make me proud of you.  

	After we all fraternized for a while, I saw Gerardo lean over to his partner to whisper something in his ear. Tiburcio's eyes widened and his eyebrows arched, he looked at me and gave me a lecherous grin. He looked at me and gave me a lecherous grin. What did you tell him? It wouldn't take long to find out. Tiburcio approached me. 

	-Hey Gema, is it true that you are sleeping with Mario? -said Tiburcio. 

	It did not fit me that Tiburcio acted this way with me on his own initiative. As slimy as he was, he had always behaved correctly with me. Unlike Gerardo, Tiburcio -as far as I knew- did not mix sex and work. But that lecherous, even malicious, look was not going out of my mind. Besides, how could Tiburcio know about me and Mario? Why did you tell him, boss? What do you want? Even today, it makes me sick to my stomach to tell him about that episode of my life.  

	I'm not in the mood to regurgitate what happened, but I'll try nonetheless. 

	It was suddenly silent and everyone was waiting for my reaction to such a bombshell. I looked sideways at Mario. My lover didn't know where to put himself.  

	And what business is it of yours what I do or don't do with another person? What confidence do you have in yourself to ask me such a question? 

	-What the fuck do you care? -I replied. That was what I felt like telling him, what I should have told him, but I remembered my boss's words, so I answered more politely in return: "Yes, but I couldn't help it and I roared insolently: "But I don't see what relevance it could have! -Of all the people in the company, Tiburcio and his harpy secretary (the real Rottenmeier, not poor Yolanda, whom I had temporarily branded as such, as a result of my anger, even though she had every right to be angry with me) were the ones I disliked the worst, because of the way they used to treat Gerardo. 

	-Well, I see it," he relentlessly rejected my objection with those simple words. It is important for a boss to know that he has a hussy as an employee. 

	Was he drunk or why was he saying that? He certainly didn't look sober at all. Surely he had been drinking at the party, he would have been drinking as much as we were, but we weren't going around saying impertinent things about it. 

	His dolphin whispered in his ear and they both laughed. Avelino was third on my list of those I disliked the most. He thought he was safe from everything, being Tiburcio's right-hand man, the person destined to succeed him one day. 

	-Hey, hey... Mario! -Tiburcio turned to my lover and ex-employee in his section. How's she doing? Is she as slutty as she looks? Come on, don't blush about it. A man like you would have a lot of possibilities in my business unit, you know that. But tell us about it! 

	Mario looked at the floor in embarrassment, more for the behavior of that big boss than for his exploits with me. 

	-Come on, Mario, tell us something," Avelino tried to incite him, imitating his boss. Is it true that she has had a boob job? Do you even cover them? 

	The partner and his dolphin laughed like the two geeks they were. To my amazement, even my boss laughed at them. My husband, who had finally shown up, was tense and pale in return, ready to jump up and break a few faces if necessary. I touched his hand to reassure him - I didn't need him to defend me. Besides, that had somehow been instigated by my boss. Yes, boss. I still trusted him, even if I didn't understand what was going on and even if I found the situation extremely unpleasant. Avelino whispered again in his boss's ear and they both laughed again in a dirty and foul manner.  

	-Come on, Gema, don't be like that," my boss's partner soon returned with his macho comments, just when I thought they were over the nonsense and that everything was going to normalize. We all know you like sex. There's nothing wrong with that, so why don't you share it with us and make our night? Let us see that piece of art you bought for your torso. You paid for it with company money. I think we all have a right to it. Besides, I'm sure you'll be proud of that artwork. I can see your nipples are itching to come up for air, why don't you take them for a walk and show them to us? -Tiburcio laughed as if he had made a good joke.  

	Avelino imitated him. Mario seemed to want to intervene - Tiburcio was no longer his boss - but an almost imperceptible gesture from Gerardo - his new boss - stopped him. Manolo stood aside, watching and listening, but not participating in any way in this macho gesture. Pedro remained silent and tense. He wasn't laughing, but I sensed that deep down he was enjoying my humiliation, no matter how much he was shocked by the forms. And Margarita, despite being a woman and in charge of human resources, far from coming to my defense, also stayed on the sidelines. I was not surprised, as I had always labeled her as an opportunist. I thought she was the type of person who did not hesitate to get close to whoever she thought could contribute something and, apparently, I had not been wrong. Margarita was not a bad girl and, in fact, I liked her relatively well, but she had that way of approaching life. And then there was the fact that she had been Mario's lover and I felt I was competing with her. {Maybe she feels the same}. Still, even though she understood human resources management as a service to the company, rather than a defense of employees, she didn't seem to have it all together. Like Pedro, she was tense, but she kept herself on the sidelines, between Mario and him. 

	-Come on Gemma, are we going to be the only ones who are not going to see your beautiful charms tonight? Have we done something wrong to you or why are you discriminating against us like this? -Tiburcio scoffed. Mario has seen them. Your boss has seen them. Even his friend over there, from what I've been told, has seen your plastic tits. Come on, there are only a few of us left. I bet they're very nice. No need to be embarrassed. 

	How do you know about Gerardo and Manolo? Evidently, there was only one possible explanation: Gerardo had told him. You betrayed me! But what was the point? What have I done to you? How have I failed you to deserve this? I looked at Gerardo, looking for an explanation, a reaction from him, but I only got his cold and impassive look as an answer. This was beyond me; I had already surpassed any acceptable limit. But in spite of everything, I was still under the spell of my boss, I still felt submissive to him. It's like a drug. I'm lost. How had I managed to master myself like this? Now I realized my mistakes and how I had fallen into his sadistic web. Gerardo was not the man I thought he was. I realized it, but, in spite of that, his words ordering me to follow any order from his partner still weighed on me. 

	-I still don't see how what I do or don't do in my spare time affects you," I tried to respond as coolly as possible. Maybe I should have responded with more forcefulness, with more anger. I didn't lack the desire. But there was something in my boss's eyes that prevented me from doing so. 

	-You mean you haven't slept with all of them? -asked Avelino, revealing his adored boss in the task. 

	-No. 

	-You've slept with them? You've shown them your charms? You've let them rub you? -Tiburcio resumed. 

	-Yes!" I exclaimed. But you don't give a shit, okay? 

	-I forbid you to answer me in that tone of insubordination! -Tiburcio snorted. Of course I care, because you didn't do it in your spare time! You did it during working hours! Or don't you think I know that you even screwed a client to get the contract? 

	-I beg your pardon? This is unacceptable! -Finally Pedro jumped up, "Who did you fuck? Which customer is it? 

	Margarita shook her head, censuring my supposed performance. Manolo remained on the sidelines, impassive, merely observing. I preferred not to look at my husband, for fear that he might burst out and intervene. And because of the shame I felt. I don't deserve to be your wife, Daniel. They are right. 

	-The one in Barcelona. You know, the one with the fat contract," Avelino clarified without looking at Pedro. His eyes were fixed on me. On his face there was a vile smile. 

	-Yes, if I hadn't gotten that contract, we would have had to take drastic measures," Avelino conceded. Sometimes pressure works miracles," he said without appreciating my efforts or the jobs (maybe his too) that I had saved with my sacrifice. 

	-I'm telling you! -And he still goes there every month to blow his dick. 

	Margarita covered her mouth with her hand, repressing an exclamation of surprise and disgust. 

	-Yes, it's a big contract," added Avelino. 

	You're a real ass-kissing cocksucker to your boss! 

	Avelino had said it in a neutral tone, with no pun intended, but Pedro and the partner interpreted it the wrong way and laughed coarsely. Pedro fully joined the bandwagon of my aggressors and allowed himself the luxury of making a very descriptive gesture with his hands and mouth. It had taken him a while, but he had finally entered fully into my humiliation. Mario looked at me astonished and made a disgusted face. What's the matter, that you can fuck all your colleagues, even your boss, and I can't fuck whoever I decide to fuck? Margarita looked at me with disdain. She made the same disgusted face as Mario and approached him, moving away from Pedro. She took his hand, as if she needed his support. Actually, what you're looking for is something else, bitch! Get your claws off him! But I wasn't in a situation to confront her, as well as the others. 

	-Come on, show us your tits! Or do you still have arguments to refuse? What do you care, as libertine as you are? -said Tiburcio. 

	Pedro and Avelino nodded and supported his proposal. It was no longer just a matter of sucking up to their boss; now they wanted to humiliate me too! They had taken a liking to it. 

	I looked at Gerardo, seeking his help. I could have left, of course, and sent them all to hell. I could have slapped Tiburcio and his dolphin. They were side by side. With a single gesture, I could have slapped them both, right away. Or I could make a little gesture to my husband, release him from his restraints and let him loose to smash faces, one after the other. Fuck this job! I was about to burst into tears. But I didn't do any of that. We need this job. Instead, I looked at my boss. And I needed him doubly. This mess was because of him. I wanted to understand why he was punishing me like this. I wanted it to stop, but I needed him to stop it. I wanted to see him come to my aid at the last moment, taking me in his mantle and protecting me. Our sex games often included my humiliation before him and on two or three occasions before his best friend, Manolo, the notary. But they were only games. Gerardo knew it turned me on, but it had gotten out of hand. Why are you doing this to me? What have I done wrong? How have I offended you? I begged Gerardo with my eyes, but I only saw his cold look, without any kind of empathy. 

	Avelino whispered something to his boss again. Gerardo's partner arched his eyebrows, as if he had suddenly remembered something, and cheerfully reached into his jacket pocket. 

	-Wait. I have something for you that I think will help. He pulled out a dog collar and reached over to put it on me. Turn around! -he ordered. 

	I remembered my boss's words. I remembered that Gerardo had urged me to obey his partner in everything, even if I disliked him. But why are you doing this to me? I obeyed and turned around. I was face to face with my boss. I looked at him, but instead of seeing mercy in him, I saw a malicious smile on his face. Why do you want to bring me down? I should have declared myself in rebellion; I should have loudly ended our special relationship at that moment. I have every right to do so, after your betrayal. But, nevertheless, I hollowed out the wing and followed your earlier instructions. You told me to obey everything your partner ordered me to do, and that's what I'm going to do, regardless. You asked me to make you proud of me and that's what I'm going to do, if it's the last thing I do. The necklace had reminded me of my place. Such was my submission to my boss that, even in that extreme situation, he would not let me act otherwise. Any hint of pride or rebellion had vanished at the sight of the collar. I hope you're pleased with your little bitch, boss. 

	Emboldened because he had let me put on the bitch collar, my boss's partner did not wait for me to show him my tits, but took matters directly into his own hands. From behind, with one hand, he patted my breast through the thin fabric with impunity. His chubby little hand could barely reach my voluptuous breast. He squeezed it. My boss nodded slightly, encouraging him to continue. I didn't need much imagination to visualize Tiburcio's obscene smile behind me. In tears of rage and humiliation I let myself go. Everything in my body was screaming at me to get that filthy hand away from me [WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR? GIVE HIM THE HOSTIA HE DESERVES!] But my collar was whispering to me to let him do it. {You have no choice. You must let him do it. Gerardo has ordered you to. It is not your fault. You can't do anything}. My skimpy dress did not resist the tug of his hand. Tiburcio had grabbed the fabric and pulled it suddenly and forcefully. The flimsy straps of my dress snapped. The front fabric fell down, exposing my breasts to the hungry pack that had gathered to humiliate me. Everyone wanted to see me humiliated and torn apart, even Mario and Margarita, all except Manolo, who continued to watch impassively. {What does a notary do? What do you think he's here for? [And Daniel?] I'm not sure if he gets off on this. As much as I ordered him not to intervene, if he wasn't turned on by seeing me like this, how could he not intervene to protect me? 

	-Come on, turn around so we can all see you! -exclaimed Tiburcio's pig. 

	With a lump in my throat, with my make-up smeared because of the tears I could no longer hold back, devastated and shattered, I did as she ordered. I repressed the instinct to cover my shame with my arms. I did not want to give them that satisfaction. I tried to look as dignified as possible, despite my miserable condition. 

	-Come on, don't cry. You really like it here, don't you? -he mocked me, adding fuel to the fire. 

	I shook my head vigorously, but everyone nodded, even my husband. It was true, I didn't like that at all. I like the sweet games with Gerardo, but not this. A feeling very similar to the one I had had with Luis Alberto the night he had devastated me was taking hold of me. Someone whistled appreciatively at the sight of my tits. I wasn't sure if it had been Avelino or Pedro. I wasn't even sure if it had come from them or if it had been the waiter - the owner or manager of the place - who, belatedly and from behind me, had whistled. 

	With my tits finally exposed and their obscene curiosity momentarily satiated, Pedro, Tiburcio and Avelino began to argue in front of me, as if I were not present, about the subject of the client I had gotten in exchange for sex. I did it to save your asses, you bastards! Pedro acted shocked and demanded more details, no doubt to use them against me at some point. Margarita and Mario looked genuinely dismayed. 

	-I'm happy at heart," Tiburcio conceded. It was an important contract, as you all know, and I got a good bonus for it," he did not hesitate to say. He was drunk from the alcohol he had drunk and intoxicated by the excess of the situation. He was very comfortable, apparently. With the bonus I bought a new curved OLED TV. -He gestured with his hands, drawing my curves in the air. And I've gone whoring," he bragged, as if to take away the importance of what he had done. He bragged about the two things he had bought thanks to my sacrifice, as if one had something to do with the other. This way, I will always have in my mind what you have done for the company," he assured me. 

	-You're a pig! -I shouted at him. I could no longer contain my rage. 

	-What did you say? That I'm a pig? You're the only pig here. 

	-A leash would do him good! -remarked Avelino. 

	Pedro nodded enthusiastically. Mario shook his head, astonished, but Margarita nodded as well. 

	Emboldened by the reaction of his companions, Avelino, normally a coward, shouted: "Does anyone have a leash? 

	Everyone laughed at the thought of seeing me even more humiliated. No one really expected Avelino's proposal to come to fruition. No one was counting on the intervention of the owner of the place. 

	-I have one," he assured from behind the bar. I've got the dog tied up outside, guarding the back door," he explained. I can bring you the leash, if you want. But I'll have to bring the dog inside. If you don't mind... 

	-Bring her! -exclaimed Tiburcio, "What are you waiting for, you bastard? 

	Avelino stuck out his chest, seeing that his master had liked his idiotic proposal. He had not counted on it. He hadn't even thought before speaking. It was not typical of him. Avelino always pondered what he said, so as not to risk and say something that might antagonize his boss, but, like Tiburcio, he was intoxicated by the situation. The waiter was instantly on the move. Despite being thin as a wire and giving the impression of not having a single ounce of either muscle or fat, he disappeared with agility into the storeroom. There was an expectant silence, waiting for the manager to return. Avelino took advantage of the silence to whisper something to his boss again. Fucking ass-licker! What are you whispering about now? Tiburcio nodded. 

	-Yes, I almost forgot. Do you want to see how bristly she is? -asked Tiburcio rhetorically. In reality, he didn't give a damn whether the others were interested or not. Or rather to hear it. He took his cell phone out of his pocket. Let me show it to you.  

	-Here it is," exclaimed the store manager. He had hurried up and was working. In his hand he held a heavy rusty iron strap. Instead of a loop at one end, it had a carabiner. It was not a walking leash; it was a chain for tying the dog to a ring.  

	Behind him appeared a huge rottweiler, slobbering. Unlike his owner, he was short and instead of a bulky beard he sported his characteristic short, black fur with brown patches on his muzzle, chest and legs. Margarita backed away in fright and took cover behind Mario, clinging to him. Suddenly, the leash didn't seem like such a good idea, even though she had supported him earlier. 

	-Bring it," Tiburcio exclaimed, impatiently taking the chain from her hand. Quickly, he opened the carabiner and clipped it to my necklace. I felt the weight of the thick chain. It was very different from the leash Gerardo used with me. Tiburcio looked at his hand, disgusted. He had soiled it with rust. You'd better hold it," he told the store manager. He looked at his hand again, thinking how to clean it.  

	Avelino, the ass-licker, quickly grabbed some paper napkins, but before he could offer them to his boss, Tiburcio rubbed his hand up and down my breast and wiped it with my breast. The ferruginous imprint of his hand was marked on my tit. I cried. 

	-Did I say before that if you wanted to see how bristly she is? -Tiburcio asked, again rhetorically. Maybe I should have said how bitchy. I don't know, I haven't decided yet.  

	Gerardo's partner entered the WhatsApp application and played an audio. At first only slurping and moaning noises could be heard, but I immediately recognized the recording - it's me with Yolanda's husband in the car! Although I barely spoke, my comments in response to Benito's were enough to complete my total humiliation and annihilation. Tiburcio laughed, while the others listened embarrassed and pale. Only Avelino laughed with him. 

	He is the husband of a co-worker! -explained Tiburcio. He brushed him off tonight, while you were all out partying. So don't look at me like that for having put that necklace on him. She got what she deserved," he justified himself. Besides, she likes it here," he said. I bet her pussy is dripping," he said, as if it was necessary to give more emphasis to his denigrating words. And now, you're going to pay for having insulted me," he assured me, turning to me with a serious face. Bring me one of those stools," he ordered his right hand dick-sucker. 

	Avelino was his master's servant and brought him a high stool, one of those bar stools, at once. 

	-Bend over! -he ordered. 

	-No!" I refused for the first time. Everything had its limit; even I had a limit. 

	-How dare you? -Did Gerardo not teach you well? Haven't we treated you well in the company? Come on! Put your tits on top! 

	-No!" I exclaimed, finding strength in my weakness. 

	But what have I done to you? Why do you hate me so much? Is it because of the contract I got for Gerardo? Is it because I saved him from your insults and made you eat your words? Is it because of that? It all had to do with Mr. Ripoll's contract. That was becoming clearer and clearer. What I didn't understand was why my boss had agreed to let his partner humiliate me like that. 

	-Bring the dog! -roared Tiburcio. 

	-No!" I cried, horrified, "No, please! 

	As if the rottweiler had understood (perhaps its owner had wagged his finger at it), the dog, which looked more like a calf than a dog because of its size, advanced towards me, with its slimy tongue out. 

	Tiburcio was angry. Despite his disgust at the rusty chain, he pulled on it and forcibly led me to the stool. I followed him, fearful of the threat posed by the rottweiler. Tiburcio pulled the chain down, forcing me to bend over and rest my bare breasts on that dirty stool, where who knew how many men had rested their asses and when was the last time the owner had cleaned it.  

	-Hold it there! -ordered Tiburcio to the store manager. 

	I was shattered, without the strength to rebel. For a moment, I had found strength from my weakness, but, of course, that impossibility had been short-lived. The rottweiler with its drool and its yellowish fangs full of tartar had quickly scared them away. 

	-You better pull up your dress! -threatened my boss's partner. 

	Weeping and trembling, with my head turned, looking uselessly towards Gerardo, I pulled it up, exposing my ass.  

	-The sow doesn't even wear panties! -said Avelino. 

	The blood rushed to my head and I felt myself turning as red as a tomato. Embarrassed, I turned my head forward and looked away from my boss and my husband. It was useless to look at them anyway. Daniel, help me! I know I ordered you not to intervene, but do you always have to follow my orders? Do you have to do it even now? Don't you understand that I can't ask for your help, not in front of Gerardo? 

	Tiburcio whipped me. I cried out in pain. Quickly, he gave me a second spanking. They were not like those of my boss; there was only brutality and contempt in them. What had I done to him to deserve so much accumulated rage? He spanked me a third time, hard. I gasped, but the owner of the place held me tight. Tiburcio paused to look at his hand. Maybe his hand was hurting. My ass hurt more, you bastard! Maybe he had just remembered that he had just touched that rusty chain with it. Disgusted, he rubbed it across my buttock, up and down and then left to right and right to left. 

	-Pig! -I protested uselessly. 

	-Come on, Pedro, cheer up. Deep down she likes it. It's not the first time she's been spanked," he revealed. 

	Pedro, against all odds, refused, but Tiburcio continued to insist, alternating whippings with attempts to sign him up as an ally in this crusade against women. It's not just me! There's something else. He's a misogynist! I had no proof of this, but I consoled myself with the thought that it was nothing personal.  

	-Come on, Pedro. You know she deserves it. You know why she was promoted and you weren't," Avelino helped his boss in an attempt to convince Pedro. 

	So much insistence, in the end it had the effect of awakening his sadistic side and uninhibited him to give him free rein with me. On the left I began to be spanked successively by Tiburcio and on the right by Pedro. Pedro soon joined Tiburcio's unpunished laughter. Avelino had already done so, even though his boss had not invited him to participate in my punishment. 

	-Avelino, your turn! -exclaimed Tiburcio at last, to his delight. My hand already hurts. Margarita, take Pedro's place. 

	-I..." Margarita hesitated. "I don't know if this is... 

	Avelino looked at her with annoyance. 

	-According to company policy? -Tiburcio finished the sentence for her. Look! -Tiburcio stuck his hand in my pussy. Impossible to know how many fingers. Look! -I told you she was wet. This pig likes it," he assured, addressing everyone. Is there a problem, Margarita? If it makes her horny, it's not against any rules, is it? Besides, she signed it before a notary, didn't she? -She looked at Manolo. 

	-That is correct," said Manolo, in a professional tone. 

	-And this is within what you have signed, isn't it? There's nothing for her to complain about, nothing she can report us for. She signed it. 

	-That's right," Manolo confirmed. Now he knew what he was there for. It's all in the contract," he confirmed, "There's nothing to worry about. What's more, in any case, she could be denounced for non-compliance if she refused. 

	-Do you see it? -asked Tiburcio triumphantly, "Do you see, Margarita? And now, you'd better do your duty," he threatened her without much subtlety. Even the rottweiler understood. He looked at her and growled, "These are hard times," Tiburcio muttered, "and our people need an extra motivation, a reward, perhaps. I've always admired the tenacity of Roman soldiers - let's call it the Roman Soldier's Prize! 

	-Great idea, boss," Avelino applauded, still not knowing what it was all about. 

	-Margarita," Tiburcio continued, "write this down as a prize for the employee of the quarter: a night with Gema. The best employee of the quarter will be able to do whatever he wants with her. Take care of writing it up. Everything must be done properly, according to the rules and in writing. 

	Avelino leaned over to his boss and whispered something in his ear again. He continued whispering for quite a while. Tiburcio's face lit up. 

	-I've had a wonderful idea! he exclaimed, appropriating what had undoubtedly been his ass-kisser's idea. Avelino didn't seem to mind. On the contrary, he seemed proud that his boss had made it his own. These are hard times and we all have to work harder. Whoever stays two hours longer working hard in the office will get a blowjob from Gema at the end of the day to relax him.  

	-Great idea, boss! -applauded the cockblocker. How clever you are! 

	-Do you know how to give blowjobs? -Tiburcio spanked me hard, to emphasize his question, "Do you know how? 

	-Yes," I admitted, instead of protesting. 

	-Do you know how to make a man cum with your mouth in five minutes? -Tiburcio insisted. You may have a tail and you must be efficient and not just effective. Do you know that? -Again, he spanked me to emphasize his words. 

	-Oh," I cried, "Yes, I can do it. 

	-Cola," Avelino laughed. He said cola, jiji. 

	-Well, write that down too, Margarita. Obviously, that means that Gema will have to stay at least two hours longer every day. But that way she can make up for the time she's been wasting loitering around. I don't think we should pay her for those extra hours. 

	-Enough," Gerardo's voice thundered.  

	At last he had deigned to rescue me. {And he did it before your husband}. 

	-No, that's not enough! -a voice behind me exclaimed. It sounded indignant. 

	That voice... I know it. I turned my head, but Margarita and Pedro were blocking my view. 

	-It's good that she's going to be the office whore from now on. She deserves no less," said the woman. But I haven't had my revenge yet. An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. I claim my right to get even with her tonight. She has humiliated me and now I will humiliate her," Yolanda said. She had appeared out of nowhere. Or a snout for a snout. 

	-Ahh!" I protested. It hurt. I had brutally inserted something in my pussy and it stung. Pull it out! Please, take it out! -I begged. I tried to sit up, but the owner was still holding the chain tightly. 

	-Like this," said Yolanda. She was fucking me with the neck of the bottle. You want me to take it out, I'll take it out. In again! -Again, with brutality, she had impaled me with the bottle. Out and in. 

	My pussy ached from that brutal attack and it burned. 

	-Please! NO! 

	-Does your dog like liquor 43? -Yolanda asked the owner of the store. 

	-I don't... I don't know," the bearded man mumbled. He had never tried it. 

	-There's a first time for everything," assured Yolanda, without a moment's pity. She took out the bottle and poured the rest down my ass crack. Let's see if she likes the sweet liqueur. 

	The rottweiler needed no invitation. He raised his snout, plunged it between my buttocks and began to lick me.  

	-No, please..." I groaned feebly. {Calm down, you can't sink any lower.} 

	The canine's tongue licked my pussy and asshole. The men laughed. Even Margarita laughed. 

	-She's a bitch," she said, "She'll have it all drawn up by tomorrow. Does she have to sign it? 

	-I don't know," said Pedro. Dogs don't sign. 

	Tiburcio looked at Manolo, asking for confirmation with his eyes. Everyone looked at him expectantly.  

	-Oh! Ah!" I groaned. The rottweiler's long tongue had plunged into my pussy. It was lapping up the remnants of the liquor left inside me. At least that relieved my stinging. 

	-That's enough," my boss's voice thundered again. This is unacceptable. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron:  

	"Hi Gema. I'm sorry for what happened at the company Christmas party. There are evil people. Spanish is not my first language, so I didn't understand everything. I have to ask: Are "Gerardo partner" and "el delfín" the same person? I hope you and Daniel are now better." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Dolphin" is an expression that refers to the person chosen to succeed an important person (in this case, Gerardo's partner). So, no, Gerard's partner, Tiburcio, is one person and his dauphin, that is, his right-hand man, Avelino, is another person. It is also the title given to the heir to the French crown. That is really where the expression comes from. Curiously, the wife of the heir to the French crown was called Delfina. The origin apparently has to do with the sale to the king of a county in the southeast of France, located in the province of Dauphiné. The sale carried the curious condition that the heirs to the throne should have the title of Dauphin. As to whether I feel better, yes, much better, now." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo helped me to sit up and took me in his arms, gently. Then he gave me his jacket to cover my embarrassment. Without another word, he guided me towards the exit of the beach bar. 

	-I'm sorry," I heard Tiburcio say behind me. I'm afraid my VISA has gone bad. But I'll come tomorrow without fail to pay you," he promised the owner of the shop. I'll pay you back in full. I have an idea how you can improve the business and attract a certain type of clientele. You won't regret it. I have a good nose for business," he assured him jocularly. 

	 Instead of taking the car, Gerardo stopped a cab that was passing by on the street with a green light and we drove to his house. Mentally absent and blocked, I sobbed in his arms non-stop. When I finally managed to calm down, Gerardo apologized. 

	-It was horrible, I know. Please forgive me. I know it was excessive and you know that's not the way I act. But you'll soon understand why I had to act like that. I really had no choice," she assured me firmly, "You can reproach me for not having consulted you before, for not having prepared you for what was going to happen, but it had to be like this or it wouldn't have worked. You are not an actress, you are real. You don't know how to act and I needed tears and real anger. Do you understand? -My boss kissed my forehead, like a father to a little girl. He was proud of me. If I had told you before, you wouldn't have been able to react properly, naturally, to make this work. You see, my partner found out about us. It seems that Dídac's clown has lost his tongue and told someone who in turn ended up telling someone else. Dídac started bragging about your breasts... The fool thinks you had them done for him! -he explained, as if that explained everything. The thing is that Tiburcio found out everything. Actually, I have to tell you that it was Avelino. He discovered your part in the business with Dídac, your bonus in the company in exchange for certain services, your promotion, your master's degree, the company car, even your armored contract. All of it.  

	Gerardo sighed. I groaned. 

	-And he threatened to report us both," my boss continued his explanations. It's not about me. I don't care about anything at this point. But there was a risk that he could get your golden parachute contract annulled and even sue you for damaging the company's image, and that he would demand the bonus payments you had received, at least those since your promotion. You may even have to pay compensation for the alleged damages caused. Fair dismissal... no car... goodbye to the master's degree... lawsuits... Do you follow me? You can't afford it, now that Daniel is unemployed. -Again, he sighed, "I couldn't allow it; I had to act, I had to protect you. So, it occurred to me first to make your services extendable to my partner. After all, you are employed by the company. But I know him. He would never have been satisfied with that! I don't know what you've done to him. He hates me, but he hates you. Tiburcio would not have agreed to share you with me; he would have wanted a monopoly on you. And as you have been able to see, he is a horrible being.  

	Gerardo pressed me against him. I was shivering, cold and frightened at the same time. 

	-He would have always used the evidence he has against you," he continued. It would have hung over you like the sword of Damocles. No, that wouldn't have worked. I had to look for another solution and the only one I saw was that one, as hard as it was. Although none of this would have been necessary, if you had gotten me the evidence against him before, as I asked you to do," Gerardo justified himself. Tiburcio wants to destroy you. He really hates you. But you are stronger than that, aren't you? I knew you were. -He paused to smile triumphantly. But don't worry: I've paid the owner of the premises to access the video surveillance camera footage. Now, along with the witnesses present, we have proof of his way of harassing a female employee. And Manolo, whose side do you think he's really on? Manolo is my friend and he adores you. He's dead! Tiburcio is dead! Do you understand? Dead! He can't do anything anymore.  

	My boss patted me on the shoulder. It was my reward for a job well done. 

	-We are going to denounce him and he will have to pay. He's going to have to resign and also pay money, I don't know if it will come from the company as a subsidiary responsible for his behavior or from his own pocket, but I don't care about that. I know it has been hard, but you are saved and, besides, you are going to receive a good indemnity. 

	Again, my boss kissed my forehead. Next, his lips came down and his tongue plunged into my mouth, without asking me if I wanted to kiss him at that moment. His tongue reminded me of a dog's tongue. 

	 -Forgive me, but I want you to understand that I thought it through and there was no other way out! I knew that if I told him certain additional things, he would be predisposed to make a pass. He's a frustrated sadist! I told him that this kind of humiliation put you on and that, if I did it right, you would fall under his spell, just as you had fallen under mine. He only needed to outdo me to win your devotion. He thinks he's so smart, but he's an old fool. -Gerardo laughed. He felt superior to his partner. He had proved that he was. It worked like a charm, just as I had planned! I just had to make sure I gave him little nudges in the right direction and that was his dolphin's job. Did you see how he whispered in his ear? What did he say? Tiburcio will say he was encouraging him, but Avelino will deny it in front of the judge and say he was trying to stop him. My partner thought he had a loyal vassal, but how wrong he was! In reality, Avelino doesn't buy it and is looking forward to his retirement. I only had to push Avelino a little bit in the right direction and like a billiard ball, he ended up pushing another ball, just as I had foreseen.  

	I was having trouble thinking. I could hear Gerardo talking, but it was difficult to follow him. However, something was beginning to tell me that maybe Avelino had not found out about me and Mr. Ripoll by chance or because he had gone off the deep end. Although Ripoll may have been the ball that hit Avelino, so that Avelino ended up hitting Tiburcio. {And your breasts were the heel that made Ripoll's ball move. Nothing was accidental}. Gerardo was enormously intelligent and Machiavellian enough for it. In admiration, I pressed myself against him, seeking his protection. 

	-Tiburcio is going to eat the brown one all by himself," continued Gerardo proudly. In exchange for his help, of course, I had to promise him something, Avelino. Not that I trust him much, but you know the saying, "Keep your friends close and your enemies even closer." Well, the fact is that he is going to be my new partner. And I've also had to grant him that he can enjoy you, but I guess that's not a problem for you, is it? I think after this, you're ready for any dirty idea, no matter how extreme, aren't you? 

	Mentally, I went back to Tiburcio. He was a horrible being. Gerardo was right about that. And he was naive; that much was clear. He was no match for my boss. But he was more depraved than Gerardo. What had he said? The prize for the Roman soldier? The company whore, at the service of all employees? {And what did he say to the owner of the place? Was it something about putting on a show with you and his dog?} Tiburcio was really horrible. {What if Tiburcio is the one who has the agreement with the owner? What if the owner doesn't give Gerardo the videotape and gives it to Tiburcio? Can you imagine how Tiburcio could blackmail you with it? He could edit it, pixelate it and anonymize everyone else. He doesn't even have to publish it. Just show it to Vicky... Can you imagine the dirty and depraved things he would make you do? What if Tiburcio ends up being the smarter and more Machiavellian of the two?} 

	-With a little luck, Pedro will fall too," Gerardo continued, oblivious to my thoughts. I have him in my sights because of the way he looks at you. It was risky, but there was a chance he would end up getting his hands dirty too, and in front of witnesses. It worked perfectly! -he admired himself. I think I'm going to be able to fire him without any problems and get him out of the way. He's been with the company for many years and with his salary, a wrongful dismissal would be very expensive. With what I save on Pedro's salary, I can pay Avelino. 

	What about Daniel? I shook my head, disappointed. 

	-Daniel was also great," said Gerardo, as if he had read my mind. I ordered him not to intervene. He knew it from the beginning, but he kept quiet, as he should have done in your own interest. I knew it was going to be very hard for him, but he endured. You were right: he's going to be a good submissive. I love that he's so obedient. It was a good idea of yours to bring him into my life. I think we're going to have a lot of fun. 

	Daniel. That was what had hurt me the most. It had hurt me more than the spanking I had received. It had made me feel more devastated than the rottweiler's tongue in my pussy. The thing about my husband had been the worst. I didn't know what my husband had done with the Yoli at the party. But I did know that he had stayed with her in that dingy bar, where I had been publicly humiliated in that way. And that had been the greatest of my humiliations, the greatest of my defeats: to see how Yoli, demonstratively, kissed my husband in front of my nose and in front of my companions, while Gerardo took me away from that place and from him. 

	-Yolanda's was just in case plan A didn't work. But it did work," Gerardo explained the last details of his master plan. Seeing that plan A was working, I called her to compensate her in some way. The dog was her idea, but it's understandable that she wanted to take revenge on you for stealing her husband, isn't it? Of course, she wasn't satisfied with that. That revenge was too little for her. She asked me for Daniel in return. Anyway, after your husband witnessed that, he doesn't want to be with you anymore. I'm sorry," she lied. Even he has his limits. But don't worry, I didn't feel disgusted. In fact, it gave me an idea. 

	My husband's look of disgust had been the worst. Instead of following me, he had turned away from me and clung to Yoli. That image, more than any other, would never leave my mind. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Do you understand now why I've been in low spirits for the past few weeks and have barely updated my blog or responded to your messages? It's been a long story. I would have chopped it up, but I needed to get it out in one go. And I still haven't told one important and fundamental thing to fully understand it." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXIV - New Year 

	  

	"Decaffeinated coffee is like a prostitute who just wants to cuddle." - Anonymous 

	  

	  

	caroliberal: 

	"Hello!!! I'm Alex. My wife went from having occasional lovers, men to have sex with when the planets align, to also having a steady lover. But with him she doesn't talk in a hot tone, but rather sentimental. He is completely unaware that I know everything and that my wife is liberal. He is a married man and thinks my wife is being unfaithful to me. My wife is extremely turned on by having a fixed extramarital affair!!!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I understand your wife very well. I don't look forward to casual sex; I prefer long-term relationships and if they include a certain amount of feelings, the better, because the more intense the emotions will be for everyone. 

	How do you handle it? Does it make you hard when you think that in the heat of battle she tells you that she loves you and then, after climax, you both caress and kiss each other affectionately. Or does it fill you with jealousy and fear, because you feel you have lost control? She is the one in control and if, despite having sexual freedom and having found a man to have more than sex with, she is still by your side, it is because she truly loves you and the best thing you can do to reciprocate and keep her is to be especially affectionate with her and give her all your support, to continue that relationship until she decides. Are the pictures on your blog hers? You better be careful with her!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How do I make my wife a hotwife?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Become her best friend. Earn her trust, beyond being her husband. Be gentle, worship her, do the household chores. Allow her time to do other things, save her energies so she can devote them to other things. After you have done all that, then, much later... tell her that you love her so much and trust her so much, that it would not affect you negatively, if she were to have an affair with another man. Tell her that you would understand, because she is very beautiful and deserves the best. But most of all, show her that she deserves the best." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello again Gema. Every couple sets their own rules and if you have decided that, that's fine. I don't pretend to control or feel the power, otherwise I wouldn't want you to do that. That is not allowed by the vast majority of couples. I want her to do it with whomever she wants, but I would want to see it, because I love to see her enjoy it. I don't think I'm selfish because of that. Many would love to be able to do what I would like my wife to do, to have that freedom." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I didn't mean to accuse you of anything, by all means! It's liberal enough what you're willing to do. I was only trying to provoke you and stimulate you to think about opening up even a little more and allowing her to play alone on occasion, though not all of them." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-You're such a whore! -I insulted my wife. And twisted and mean. -I had meant it, but I had meant it as a sign of admiration. 

	-Am I bad? -she replied. She tilted her head to one side and looked at me with catlike eyes, capable of disarming even the most pissed off. Am I a bad wife? Or am I a bad hot wife? Hmm? -or a bad writer, perhaps? 

	-You are mean to me and to your blog followers. 

	-Our blog, love. Without you, it wouldn't make sense. You may not have realized it, but the protagonist, in reality, is you. Without you, the story could not continue. 

	-You don't give that impression," I replied. I showed her the last thing she had written in her blog. He had left with Gerardo, after doing... that. And he had left me behind, with that ugly woman he called Rottenmeier. Gema wanted Rottenmeier to take her anger out on me. I doubted she had had enough of that scene in that dingy place. Did you really do that with Mario? -I asked, changing the subject. Did you make him put on your panties and then fuck him in the car? -I was stunned, because I would have agreed to do it. And I was sad that my wife would want to do that with him. That's what I'm here for! 

	-Of course! Whose else would it have been a condom? 

	-I don't know. -I shrugged my shoulders. I didn't know what to think anymore. About that Benito... -I left him in the air, suspiciously. How could I know if he was telling me everything or if what he was telling me was true? 

	-Ah..." said my wife enigmatically. 

	-Aren't you going to tell me what else you did? -I meant Mario, I meant Benito, anyone. 

	-Mmm," said my wife, as if in doubt. But it was clear to her, "No," she said dryly. It's more fun this way. I'll tell you everything about Gerardo, without you having to wait to read it on my blog. Well, not everything... you know," he added cruelly. But as for the rest of my sexual adventures... -this time it was Gema who left the sentence hanging in the air- I'll limit you to the blog. I like it that way. I like the fact that you are attentive and that you have more questions than answers. As for Benito... -Gema looked at me enigmatically. 

	My wife was starting to be overly ruthless. I liked her when she was a little, but she was going too far. Now that she had a new lover, she seemed to want to take me back to square one. And she was doing it just when her other lover, Gerardo, had started ordering me around, with the sole intention of humiliating me and making a fool of me. Her boss had made me dance with practically all the female employees, after I had put on the chastity device. He had danced with Yoli too, of course. I had done it while she danced with her husband, Benito. I had noticed my wife more than my dance partners, understandably (though not very gallant). And, coincidentally, indeed, Gema and Benito had disappeared. At least, they had disappeared from my radar. And Gerardo had instructed me on several occasions to dance more closely with his female employees. He had pretended to notice the hardness of my crotch. My chastity device. He intended for everyone to know what kind of husband I was, even if it meant they would also know what kind of wife Gemma was. She wants to ridicule me to separate me from her. I had been left with no choice but to dance glued together, next to my wife's co-workers, pressing myself against them, with my chastity device and the condom with another man's milk. And Gema was already looking for a submissive substitute with Mario. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"As a cuckold, I like to know what husbands look like. Why, if you want to humiliate your husband so badly, don't you take him out dressed, for example, as a sissy? A picture of him on Tumblr, with his little pink panties. Uhmm... the total thing would be sucking cock and you fucking him by the head. don't you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Delicious fantasy, if the context is right, and that's what's hard to get. Because me doing those things, by themselves don't turn me on. But I admit it could be interesting, within certain scenarios and with the right person." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"You mean, then, that you don't know if what your husband is really screaming for is total submission to you? Maybe even he doesn't know. Have you tried having sado-maso sessions with him, without the antlers coming in? These are not my conclusions. My opinion is that your husband needs to be deflowered with a good cock, but with your consent. If I didn't have it, he couldn't. What do you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sado-Maso? Just like that, just like that, in those words, it doesn't suit me. Neither of us likes pain per se. It may be a component of play, but not as an end in itself. But yes, I once took him to a professional dominatrix to train him and learn myself too, because I'm too soft and I'm always afraid of overdoing it. However, the submission thing has been a side effect of our hotwife lifestyle. We started with consensual cuckolding, and gradually the balance of power shifted, to the point that Daniel feels more comfortable when the dominant part is mine. But it's very likely that neither he nor I really know what we want - who does, really? Anyway, I would not conceive of female domination without the component of "consensual" horns. I am quoting this adjective here, because within the context of domination, consent is implicit, not explicit, in my view. The submissive, if he wants to be submissive, cannot limit his domina. Of course, he can set limits on his own well-being, but he cannot pretend to be submissive and restrict her sex life. In any case, we're coming from the other direction - deflowering my husband with a good cock? His little ass hasn't been a virgin for a long time. I took it myself, with a good cock, albeit, yes, a plastic one. Do you think he needs a meat one?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Referring to thecornesdor67's reflection, I don't think that playing the submissive with your wife in a hotwife relationship has anything to do with a guy fucking your ass or mouth, no matter how much of a lover your wife is. It's one thing to get turned on by watching or listening and quite another to have another guy invade your body. 

	  

	Is that you who wrote that, Daniel? With the damn anonymous comments, I never knew who was really asking me. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I think theconeador67 brings it all to the same ground. Although, on the other hand, he doesn't seem to be lacking in experience." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Of course, a good, real cock, but from a lover of yours. You would feel fully satisfied and your husband surrendered at your feet. It's not the same to feel a plastic cock, than to feel a real cock while you look him in the face, kiss him and tell him how CORNUD and submissive he is. He will feel in seventh heaven, I assure you. One thing: never force him to kiss another man. Never. It might break the magic. What do you think, do you feel wet inside? Would you like to try it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hmm...mmm...Daniel, why don't you resume your Tumblr account and weigh in?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	"Sorry for the joke," I wrote on my Tumblr account. "I hope you guys don't get mad, but I have to say it: Holy Innocents!" 

	Someone (I won't explain here who...), had asked me to give free rein to my darkest fantasies and it occurred to me that the best way to do it was to take advantage of April Fools' Day to mix a bit of reality with a bit of fantasy. Despite the joke they had to endure, I hoped, however, that my followers would have enjoyed reading my story and that the time spent reading it would not have been in vain. After all, obscene enjoyment aside, I had revealed a part of myself. I knew I had scandalized many, but I was sure that a good part of them had also been aroused. And you, Daniel, were you also aroused when you read it, even if you knew beforehand that it was a lie? "Like me or send me a comment," I wrote to my followers, although, in reality, I was referring to my husband. "It's fantasy. There's nothing wrong with getting off on it; I'm just curious." 

	The story of the company Christmas party had its real parts. But, evidently, everything that had happened at the extended party had been pure imagination. After the party, we had not gone to another venue for the after party. That had not happened; I had only imagined it. I had fantasized about it. I blushed at the thought. What had happened at the place where we had dined and danced had been true, mostly. Gerardo had made me dance with Yoli's husband. For some reason that I still didn't understand, he had wanted me to turn him on. Maybe that's where I'd gotten the idea for the imaginary part of my story. But Gerardo doesn't do anything casually. He wanted me to excite him for something. Maybe he intends to lay the groundwork for some future plan of his. Daniel had also danced with Yoli, while I danced with her husband. And Gerardo had urged him to dance very close to her. But I had also made him dance with the rest of my female employees. The idea of my partners feeling the hardness of his crotch against their bellies had given me mixed feelings. Most likely they thought he had a hard-on. But it was possible that some of them might guess that he was wearing some kind of jockstrap. Yes, it's mine, mine alone, bitches! I didn't want to expose my condition, but apparently Gerardo was tempted to do so, for some reason. He was toying with the idea and the risk. But, although I had no real friend among my companions, perhaps I missed sharing my condition with another woman who understood me. It would be fun, if I could control my jealousy. It would be fun to humiliate my husband with the help of another, with a friend. Gerardo had also made me dance with the rest of the guys. He had insisted that I do it with every one of them. And so, they had all touched me in some way. My skimpy dress and its thin fabric had left no choice. Couple dances, after all, were always done clutching. He had also made me dance with his partner Tiburcio and the latter's ass-licker, Avelino. With these two, Gerardo had urged me to dance more than one dance. Tiburcio and Avelino had danced most correctly with me, but I had irremediably felt their filthy fingers on my bare back and their torsos on my almost naked breasts. The fabric was really thin and I had not worn a bra. 

	Of course, I had not had sex with Benito. I had subtly aroused him, on my boss's orders, but I had not slept with him or given him a blowjob. That's all I can say, for now. I would have thought it immoral to make him cheat on me, on a whim of my boss. Fortunately, he didn't ask me to do that. 

	With respect to Mario, exactly what had happened was as follows: 

	After dinner, it was time for the open bar (yes, Gerardo was generous) and with it, the party started. Evidently, not everyone stayed. Some only had the obligatory meal and then excused themselves to go home. The area of desmadre - that is, the dance floor and the bar - was common and there were other companies celebrating Christmas there. So there was quite a racket. Gerardo had given us all vouchers to exchange at the bar for drinks. Tiburcio had done the same with the employees in his section, although, apparently, with a worse face than my boss. For me, those vouchers were the equivalent of the open bar, because I, with very little, immediately felt the effects of alcohol. The colleagues who had left prematurely had left their vouchers to their friends. So there was no shortage of booze, and with it the general debauchery of those who had left was inevitable. 

	As I told you before, I had given my husband my purse so he could go to the bathroom to put on the chastity device inside. I think Daniel had expected something else - anything but that - because he had come back looking like a dork (I'm sorry, honey, but you should have seen yourself). My husband had returned my purse to me with little beaten-dog eyes. 

	"Did you notice the condoms?", I asked, as she handed me back my bag.  

	Daniel nodded. If he had been doing it with Gerardo for almost a year without protection, what did he want them for? My husband could only conclude that they would be for Mario, which he was happy about, deep down.  

	Next, she had opened her purse and taken out a small key. Daniel knew it very well: it was the key to his pleasure, the key to the lock of his chastity device. 

	"Here, go and give her to my boss and thank him for taking care of her!", I ordered. "And while you're at it, you beg him to let me fuck Mario." I didn't need Gerardo's approval for that; that one I had already earned. But I loved that Daniel had to beg Gerardo and even more that he had to beg for another man to fuck me, while he was caged. 

	I watched as Daniel walked away and hesitantly turned to Gerardo. In his eyes there was a struggle between his excitement that I was fucking an attractive goreador - a real goreador, according to him - and his disapproval that I should ask my boss for permission to do so. Gerardo was still not the prototypical goreador my husband had in mind and wanted for me (and for him). But I am old enough to be able to choose my lovers. Mario was certainly much more physically attractive, but he lacked things that Gerardo could offer me. Nor did my husband like Mario very much. At first, when he had read in my blog about my plans to fuck him and when he had heard how I had done it a few weeks ago, Daniel had been very enthusiastic about him. However, at the party, Mario had shown, as could not be unlike him, his arrogance. He had interrupted our conversations and treated me in front of my husband - and my colleagues - as something more than a boss or even a friend. Mario, a bit drunk, had been bordering on rude, but I could chalk it up to having a little bit of a temper. In any case, these were not the days to get angry with anyone. On the surface, his behavior might seem ideal for a goreador, and in a way it was, except that Mario acted that way without knowing the game my husband and I were playing. Not that he didn't like Mario from that moment on, as he obviously still preferred him to Gerardo. {Maybe Daniel, at that moment, began to understand why you don't settle for that kind of childishness and why you seek Gerardo's quiet maturity}. Actually, Mario acting like that being unaware of our game was a plus. It was something that emphasized his assertive macho character. That was not my husband's problem with Mario. The problem was me, it was my plans I had with Mario. Daniel felt threatened in his role as a submissive, because he wanted to dominate Mario and break his little ass, just as I had broken his. 

	Gerardo had taken the key and put it in the inside pocket of his jacket. My husband said something to him. Good boy! Beg him, love, so that your wife can fuck a real man. convince him! Gerardo looked at me and I smiled at him. Then he looked at Mario and back at my husband. Gerardo shook his head. Daniel, alarmed, looked at me. I cocked my head, arched an eyebrow and shrugged my shoulders. Then I gestured again, telling him to insist. Of course, Gerardo took every opportunity to negotiate and get something in return. But this time he's going to ask something from you, Daniel. That was the funny thing about him, except when he wasn't. At the moment, however, he was being it. I watched carefully as my husband again pleaded with him fruitlessly. Daniel still didn't fully understand how Gerard worked. It wasn't a matter of begging him and giving him grief; that simply didn't work. Something had to be offered in return. Daniel and Gerardo kept talking. At times my husband looked shocked, but finally he got Gerardo to nod. He turned to me crestfallen. 

	"And?", I asked. 

	"You have the green light. Enjoy. I love you." 

	"Thank you, love. You are sunshine." 

	"He asked me for something in return," Daniel confessed.  

	"Really?", I acted surprised. "What did our boss ask you?" 

	"He wants me to ask all your coworkers to dance, while you are with Mario. Especially a certain Yolanda." 

	"Well, it's no big deal," I downplayed the matter. 

	"Yeah, but you know I can't dance. I'm too embarrassed. You know that." 

	"Well, that's how you learn," I tried to encourage him. 

	"And, besides, he wants me to stick to them. Very close. Do you understand?" my husband said in alarm. 

	"Okay. Is there a problem?", I replied coldly. 

	"Is it that you don't care that they feel that... I'm wearing this?" 

	The truth was that I was no longer sure if I cared or not. Sometimes I had the feeling that I preferred to be seen - to be seen - as I was. 

	"I don't think they'll notice. They'll just think you have an erection and that's it," I tried to reassure him. 

	"Don't you care what they think of us?" 

	Between Mario and Gerardo, it was inevitable that my colleagues would find out. I was the company whore. 

	"If you only knew what they already think of me...."  

	I left in search of Mario, but not before winking at Gerardo. Actually, I didn't need to look for him, because before I had even turned my back on my husband, he had already swooped down on me like a vulture. We danced pretty close together, but everyone was pretty farty and it was a day to have fun. Besides, after my promotion, I wasn't the most popular in the office anyway, so I didn't care what they thought. Daniel kept asking my coworkers if they wanted to dance, until he finally managed to snag one. Her steps were frankly clumsy and it didn't help that she was more aware of me and Mario's hands than the rhythm. 

	The situation was making me horny. I liked to see my husband being jealous. Besides, I felt like tasting Mario's firm flesh. Gerardo had his virtues, but Mario had others. I maneuvered to the edge of the dance floor and in a moment, took Mario by the hand and walked away with him. I didn't expect anyone to have seen us. Anyway, I wasn't overly concerned either. Not anymore. We found a dark, deserted place where only the staff was supposed to be. Mario immediately pounced on my lips. He was a good kisser, you had to hand it to him. His impatient hands were all over my body and soon I felt his erect cock pressing against my crotch. His right hand slipped under my dress and grabbed my panties. A moan from me encouraged him to pull them down. They fell to the floor. The same hand felt my sex, checking that it was wet. With the other hand, Mario pulled down his fly, ready to fuck me right there. 

	"No, wait," I said. 

	"What's wrong?" asked Mario, trying to contain himself. He was very excited. 

	Despite his question, Mario made no attempt to stop and I pushed his hand away. My employee looked at me with a frustrated face. His cock was hard and all he could think of was to sink it all the way in. 

	"You must do something for me first," I told him. 

	"Sure. But now?" 

	"Yes, now," I replied emphatically. "How many times do I have to tell you that when I ask you for something it's for now, not tomorrow," I asked in a half-serious, half-flirtatious tone. "Do it and I promise you won't forget tonight," I whispered sensually in her ear. 

	Mario swallowed and nodded. 

	"See those panties you just took off?" 

	Mario nodded again. 

	"I need you to pick them up off the floor." 

	Mario looked at me quizzically, but shrugged his shoulders and bent over. I pulled my feet out of my panties so as not to hinder him. 

	"Very good. And now listen to me carefully, but, above all, I don't want even one question," I warned him. "Understood?" 

	Mario nodded. However, to make sure I had his full attention, I slipped my hand into his open fly and touched his cock on the outside of his boxers. As they say, it wasn't hard, it was the next best thing. 

	"I don't feel comfortable here. I'll wait for you in my car. It's parked on the left side of the building as you come out. While I go over there, I want you to go to the bathroom and... put on my panties. Then go to the car. I'll be waiting impatiently for you."  

	Without giving him a chance to reply, I left our hiding place and went to the car. I can only imagine the perplexed look on my subordinate's face. Surely, apart from being surprised, he was struggling between finishing the job and refusing to do something as unmanly as putting on a woman's panties. However, he had tasted my charms before and knew that I was a woman worth his while. Besides, he didn't want to let his boss down. I had warned him about that before I started my relationship with him. 

	It didn't take Mario long to find my car. The smoked rear windows along with the discreet, dimly lit spot where I had parked my car gave us enough privacy for a quick shag. Or two, if that's too quick. 

	"Let me see," I said, reaching in to unbutton his pants. 

	He still had a hard-on, despite having been forced to sheathe it in such an unmanly garment. I wondered if deep down that even turned him on. Mario was the typical flirtatious macho man and he wasn't at all into fags, as he used to say. For that very reason, he had earned this. His stiff cock didn't fit in my panties and was sticking out the top. I pulled his panties down below his balls, without taking them all the way off, and put the condom on. Next, I pulled up my dress and rode him. It was going to be a quick fuck, as we had to get back to the party. Mario took revenge for my boldness by spreading my cheeks apart and playing with a finger with my anus. He didn't penetrate me with it, but the object of his exploration was clear. I had no doubt that he would look for an opportunity to propose anal sex, especially after hearing me moan from his attentions to my ass. And when he does, I will have to decide which way to go. I hadn't had anal sex in a long time. With the right person, it was a very pleasurable thing to do. Unfortunately, Gerardo had no interest in it. And my husband was barred from my rear entrance; that was for horn players only. Mr. Ripoll had tried, but I had refused. Although for me he was an extension of Gerardo, I didn't consider him a horn player but a client. And Mario... The temptation was great, but I had other plans with him and going in that direction could be counterproductive. Or maybe not. 

	"Keep your panties on," I ordered. "Maybe I'll give you an inspection later, before the night is over..." 

	We both cum and I offered to take care of the condom. I helped take it off, knotted it and put it in the bag. It was not a question of throwing it on the floor, so that later the employees of the place or perhaps a child who was going to eat with his parents the next day would find it. My intention was to throw it in a dumpster, but on the way back I came up with something better. 

	Mario came back first and then I, separately, so as not to arouse suspicion. Yes, we had gone together hand in hand, but after the orgasm, the heat of the moment had passed and I was thinking more clearly again. My husband was dancing with Yolanda, but I stepped between them without much courtesy. I kissed him in front of her, just like that. Maybe Mario would see us and laugh, knowing that my husband was eating his drool. If only he knew that Gerardo would eat them later... Of course, he would make me brush my teeth beforehand. 

	"I fucked him," I proudly told my husband, carefully studying his reaction. If he asked the obvious, I was willing to state the obvious, that it had been with Mario. But I wasn't willing to tell him about the panties. I would leave that for later or for my blog. I didn't want it to go to her head and for her to laugh at that moment at Mario. That wasn't how a cuckold should feel. "Take my purse again and go to the bathroom," I ordered him. "There's one thing I want you to strap on the chastity device." He wanted me to carry Mario's milt close to him all night, while trying to dance tightly with my co-workers, especially Yolanda, if possible. {What if you obey Gerardo and fuck Benito and make Daniel dance with Yoli, with her husband's semen hanging between her little balls?} [Gerardo hasn't said anything about that! He didn't talk about fucking him. He only said that we should pay special attention to him]. {It's true that he didn't say to throw it to us. But his intention is clear, isn't it? Why not anticipate his true desires?} I wanted my husband to be mindful of who had fucked me that night, knowing that he would be the only one who wouldn't get wet. I wanted him to feel that strange excitement that invades the cuckolds, when they know they have the alpha male in front of them. Surely Mario would not hesitate to butt in again, to tell me any nonsense while talking to my husband. If only you knew that Mario was wearing my panties, Daniel! But I would only tell him that at the end of the evening, just before we said goodbye to Mario. It wouldn't hurt him to laugh a little, before we left for Gerardo's house. Surely Gerardo would do things with me that would not be easy for him to digest. Or maybe I won't tell him and he will read it on my blog, when I publish the narrative. 

	We had finished the party together, my husband and I, at Gerardo's house. There, he had handcuffed my husband. And there, my boss had put the dog collar on me and had given me several walks around the living room on the leash. Then, he had momentarily uncuffed my husband to get him to cooperate on a matter. "Yes, boss, I'm yours," my husband wrote in marker on my breasts. He then took a picture of me with his cell phone and sent it to our boss. On his face I could see excitement, but also fear and disapproval. I put him back in handcuffs. My husband had done enough. Despite his regrets, he had given me to Gerardo. Maybe he was beginning to like it when Gerardo started ordering him things. 

	"I have to punish you for Mario," Gerardo warned me. "You have permission, of course. But that doesn't take away from the fact that every time you make out with him I'll punish you for it." 

	It wasn't the first time my boss put me over his knee to give me a well-deserved spanking. He used to do it with any pretext, usually poor performance at work -I was always late in achieving the objectives-, but sometimes also for not having translated correctly some message of his in English. Gerardo managed to make me feel helpless and small like a child. His spankings hurt. I didn't like pain. Pain didn't excite me, it didn't give me pleasure. But the fact of feeling helpless, of feeling small, did. When Gerardo spanked me, I often preferred my husband not to be present, but lately he always was. More and more his spanking seemed to me like a most intimate act, rather than a punishment. As his spanking began to sting on my abused buttocks, I felt myself opening up, felt myself exposing my insides to him. As the tears escaped my eyes, the airlocks opened and all the pressure and all the confined emotions began to escape. I was crying because I suddenly felt released from all the weight of the world. "They are raindrops, not tears," I would later write in my blog. "Although both are similar. Some cleanse the atmosphere and wash away all the pollution and some cleanse the soul and wash away all the worries." With each lashing, my sins were atoned for, my worries dissipated. I felt light and floated upward, escaping my heaviest feelings and thoughts. They no longer mattered; I left them behind, if only for a few moments. You see, Daniel? A spanking at the right time helps keep the wife from going wild and coming up with strange ideas, like fornicating with other men. Because if the husband doesn't do it in time, maybe her goreador will end up doing it. He may even end up doing it because he had conjugal sex without her permission. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Wow, what a description of the event with your husband and Gerardo! Do you think Daniel would come to your rescue, if one day Gerardo was too rough? I guess Daniel is very protective of you or am I wrong? I mean you are his wife and mother of his daughter." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is quite protective when it comes to my physical integrity. And that's the risk, that he thinks he should intervene, as a husband and as the man he is. And it's not that Gerardo goes overboard, because we don't do anything really rough. It's all rather relatively gentle, but that's the crux of the matter, that it's relative. So maybe Gerardo is right to handcuff him during certain sessions, at least until I see that he fully trusts my judgment. After all, Gerardo doesn't do anything I don't want him to do in some unconfessed, twisted way." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	"Hi. How are you?" 

	There were things that Gema did not know. Now, when she read my paragraph, she would discover them (I'm sorry I didn't tell you until now, honey). But she was very jealous and it was difficult to tell her certain things. Gerardo was the culprit, of course. But Gema was crazy about him and would have misunderstood my intentions if I had told her at the time. Gerardo had made me dance with all his partners. Most especially, on repeated occasions, he had ordered me to dance with Yolanda. He had urged me to stick sensually against her. As if I were a common whore. The Rottenmeier, as my wife called her, was not pretty. But she wasn't particularly ugly either. And she wasn't a real pain in the ass as a person. I had found her rather amusing. And so, by dancing with her, by rubbing up against her, Yolanda had come to ask for my phone number. And I, aroused at the time - the chastity device prevents erection, not arousal - had given it to her. Why had she asked for it? Why had I given it to her? And that's why I don't trust that Gema had told me everything she had done with Yolanda's husband. Why had Gerardo made me dance especially with her and my wife with her husband Benito? What did Gerardo know or what did he intuit? Or what did he expect?  

	And now, Yolanda had contacted me. And I was in trouble. If I told Gema, bad. If I didn't tell her and she found out, worse. What did Yolanda want from me? I couldn't deny that I was flattered by her interest. In that, Gema had been right without knowing it, in her imaginary story. I felt even now, though I wanted nothing to do with her. At the slightest thing I do, Gerardo is going to use it against me. That's what it's all about! I had been flattered and excited by his interest in me at the party. Maybe that's why I obeyed Gerardo to write that on my wife's chest. She verbalized those words and Gerardo ordered me to write them on her breast. What was I thinking? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Now that these December dates are approaching, ask: Who will you spend Christmas with? Does Gerardo want you by his side to show you off like on his birthday? Would you leave Daniel alone?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Christmas with the family, that's for sure. The one who is left alone, unless he finds another plan, is Gerardo. I feel sorry for him, but it's not my fault. In a way he has become family and I fool around with the idea of inviting him, but it's a sterile fantasy, because it can't be. There are certain parts of my life that I can't mix with family." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Have you read it? -Gerardo asked his friend Manolo. 

	-Mmm-mm," Manolo said thoughtfully. His husband rambled on ad infinitum, remembering what he had read. I shouldn't tell you," Manolo looked at his friend Gerardo with a serious expression, studying him. -Manolo looked at his friend Gerardo with a serious expression, studying him. No, I shouldn't tell you," he repeated. It will go to your head," he said, raising his glass of whiskey. But it was clear he hadn't meant the ethyl liquid. It was Christmas and Manolo and Gerardo were celebrating together, alone, at Gerardo's house. But I'll tell you, though. -Maybe the alcohol was having a disinhibiting effect or maybe it was the Christmas spirit. Manolo was about to admit something that did not suit him, in that eternal struggle of friendly rivalry with his friend. Since you pointed me to his blog, visiting it is the first and last thing I do every day. -He sighed. He knew it hadn't been a good idea to confess that to Gerardo. But to hell with it! He was the only true friend he had. Damn it! Why would you tell me? I have to admit that she writes well. And that she's a fascinating woman," he added reluctantly, for she was his friend's wife, not his own. I've read it already. She has fantasies about me," he said proudly, referring to her appearance in the fictional story of the company Christmas dinner. 

	-He doesn't have them," Gerardo assured him. You were only there to... take notes. Isn't that what notaries do? -he smiled. He had also been surprised that Gema had introduced his friend to that imaginary story, but given the role his friend had played in it, he hadn't thought it was a bad thing. On the contrary, it had made him smile. His friend was in the story, but he had been relegated to the role of passive observer. In fact, that suited him just fine, in that everlasting friendly competition to see who was above the other. 

	-That woman is too much for you, Gerardo," Manolo assured him. He said it with sincerity, not to provoke him, but his words served both purposes. Those fantasies, those desires she has... they are too much even for you. 

	-And that's why you are willing to help me? -Gerardo accused him, making an angry face. Then he smiled. He hadn't meant it, at least not entirely. He winked at his friend, to take the edge off the previous expression he had made. He had exaggerated it on purpose, but it was possible he had overdone it. Sometimes instincts were hard to control and a joke could have more truth than intended. 

	-No... I..." Manolo stammered, initially. It's beyond me," he said. As much as I'd like to, I'm afraid I couldn't be of much help to you. 

	-I know, Manolo. Don't worry," said Gerardo, in a tone as if at some point he had thought about the possibility of asking his friend for help with Gema. He had done it on occasion, and maybe he would continue to do so on occasion. But in a generalized way, he had no thought of leaning on any other man to satisfy that woman's astonishingly deep yearnings for humiliation and submission. Gerard wanted her for himself and, although at times that hungry she-wolf made him doubt whether he would be able to tame and satisfy her completely, he had no intention of allowing any other man to leave his mark on her. For several reasons, it suited her to be fucked by Didac, but she had no doubt that this clown would not leave any mark on her. For that, he had everything too well under control. Nor did she see any rival in Mario. He knew that vanilla sex would not satisfy Gema and that her trying to dominate Mario would play in her favor; it would make Daniel stop being her only submissive and would erode the relationship between them on that side. All of them, even his friend, were nothing more than pawns. He neither needed nor wanted another figure of importance at his side. He, after all, was the king and wanted that queen to move only for him. But he could accept to make use of a special bishop. I have that taken care of," he assured his friend. I have someone to help me. And I think that person was a good choice. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Hello Gema. I am a mature Dom. I've been following you for a little while and I must tell you that I like your blog and the way you have of telling things. However, I would like to tell you to be careful in your relationship with Gerardo. From my humble experience, my own and that of people I know in this world, I know that a Master-submissive relationship has a relatively short expiration date, if there is no true love in it, which I think is not your case. It can have bad consequences. I see a familiar process in your story." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your advice. I will try to be careful, although it would help if you were more explicit. What things do you mean? What parallels do you see between mine and other situations you have encountered? This is new to me; I'm simply following my instinct. I've been submissive with some lovers - I realize that now - but I've never been a submissive. True love is not there, I can tell you that. But I would be lying if I said I felt nothing for him and I think he feels a deep friendship at the very least, but maybe I'm wrong. Anything you can tell me, I'd appreciate it." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"I don't know your story well, but I would say you are at the end of the dressage phase or starting the delivery. From my experience, taming usually lasts a year or a year and a half. In it, the Master manages to make the submissive dependent on the excitement caused in her by the small humiliations and the tests that he imposes on her so that she demonstrates her submission to him. These tests will become more and more frequent, and with it will also increase the degree of exposure of the submissive to certain risks in relation to her environment." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thanks for the information. So, the Lidia thing, rather than a fantasy of yours to have a threesome with two women, would it be more of a test for me?" 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"In my humble opinion, yes. I don't think a man of Gerardo's age and position hasn't had a threesome with two women before. That's another boundary you have to cross for him. Even more so in your case, that you claim not to be bisexual at all. Believe it or not, it's a pretty common thing to entice the submissive to have sex with other women. I guess it's because it adds extra to the transgression AND we men get off on watching two girls make out." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Limits... phew. Thank you, by the way, for commenting. I find what you say very interesting. Please continue." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"I tell you that for a Master the excitement of the game is in forcing his submissive to push her limits again and again, until she can give no more of herself. Surely there will be other tests for you in this coming period that you probably can't tell your husband about out of embarrassment or fear of his reaction. But that will be seen. I hope I'm wrong." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, the idea is for Daniel to be present, one way or another. Besides, it would be a shame if he couldn't tell some things. It would annoy me for the blog. Although maybe there are already some things that I'm not telling here, out of embarrassment and that even Daniel doesn't know about..." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"I think it is important that Daniel is physically present in most of your encounters with Gerardo. He is your anchor point to the real world, to the things that really matter, to true feelings, to love, to the small details that make us happy. His presence will put you in front of the decision about what is important, when the hardest tests come and can help you make the best choice for you and your family. Without him, you can lose yourself much sooner." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You always talk about doom - do you think that's the quasi-inevitable fate of the submissive in a relationship of this kind? Isn't it a kind of self-exploration, to enjoy and advance in some way?" 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"I have lived and seen quite a few things in this little world and, as you can imagine, exact parallels cannot be drawn, because all people are different and the relationships between them even more diverse. However, I do believe that there is a pattern in the way a Master takes control of the submissive. Maybe one day I will be brave like you and dare to put it in a book. The process consists of four phases: taming, surrender, alienation and abandonment." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have my opinion, but, according to you, what stage would she be at? Why do you think there is abandonment and why do you think it is always on the master's side? Could it not be that the submissive decides that she has explored her darkness enough and that she is the one who decides to close a chapter of her life?" 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"As I already told you, when there is no love, the Master's goal is not the submissive's happiness, but power over her. The Master's pleasure lies in making the submissive his plaything and that, at the end of the process, the Master is the only referent for the submissive. To do this, the Master must make her break many of her ties with the real world. Of course, the submissive can leave the relationship, but only during the first two phases. Once the surrender is complete, it is very difficult for her to leave. I personally believe that it is really the need for humiliation and to obtain the Master's approval that makes them detach themselves from their environment, because all their mental energy ends up being only at the service of this purpose: to please the Master. What happens is that for the submissive the fascination produced by the Master can confuse her with an intense infatuation, but that in my opinion is not true love. How do you feel it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well you see, I, as a hotwife, have never known how to separate feelings from sex. In fact, I think feelings are the most interesting part of my lifestyle. I don't conceive of sex per se (with a few exceptions... we all get horny from time to time). For me, the most interesting thing is to enjoy those feelings that are created, to explore the other person, to evolve with them, sexually and emotionally. That's why I've always preferred long-term relationships. That does not mean that I have fallen in love with my lovers, because I know very well who my true love is and where my loyalties lie. Regarding Gerardo, I obviously feel things for him and with him. I would not be interested if it were not so, if he were not capable of awakening certain sensations within me. But love... not at all! I wouldn't know how to define it either. Friendship? On the one hand, it's deeper, on the other hand, it's really difficult to be her true friend, when she negotiates almost everything (I don't mean money). It's hard to define it. Fascination? Yes, that may be so. I think so. But I don't feel like I'm confusing it with infatuation, even though I've grown very fond of him. As much as he fascinates me, he's not the kind of man I would fall in love with. For example, with Silvestre, my first lover, I did fall in love, although in a different way than I felt for my husband. They were two similar feelings, but different, and they didn't move each other. What you say in general about masters, I think you are quite right. That's why I've never been interested in going to a BDSM type site and placing an ad to meet people. I think a lot of them are selfish and only looking for their own pleasure. That doesn't interest me, damn it, I don't know if I'm interested in BDSM either, at least not with those acronyms! I'm interested in a lover with a dirty mind, generous and patient to discover things with the other person, and with emotional experience. I'm not interested in a cold person who only goes about his business. Gerardo has those qualities I'm looking for right now. But I fear that, like many other cuckolders - and I suppose Amos too - he will eventually be left alone, while the cuckolded husband will have a wife till death do us part. I don't know how long I will be with Gerardo. I look at the horizon and I see no reason right now to want this to end. But, even if somehow we were to reach the end of a road, I would like to keep his friendship (even, perhaps, with the right to friction). Gerardo, despite being a man of resources and professional and economic success, has suffered a lot in life. That makes him a person. He has that part of negotiating everything, but it is, let's say, like a hobby. Underneath is a person with feelings and who deserves to be appreciated, once you get to know him. 

	domaduro60: 

	"As long as you are as clear as you say about what is your true love and your reference in life and you know how to differentiate and value the true importance of the feelings that both relationships bring you, there will not be too much risk in your life. From what you tell me now about Gerardo, it may be that, in spite of always being in a position of superiority in his life, the tragedies he has suffered, may not make him the typical dominating Master. However, my advice to you is to watch for changes in his attitude." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, at least I try to. Anyway, I don't quite see that Gerardo intends to separate me from the rest of my world. He's accepted that I'm having an affair with Mario." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Mario is not your world, he is there thanks to Gerardo. He is his employee, one more pawn, like his friend Manolo or that Ripoll. They are necessary pawns to break you. He decides to whom and when he hands you over. Your world is everything that was there before Gerardo. Your husband, your daughter, your other relatives and friends, even your former lovers. You can do a test: Tell him you're going to spend a night with a former lover he doesn't know! If he accepts it without quibble, you'll be right and I won't." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Surely you are right and I should take your advice to put him to the test. It's just that, honestly, I don't feel like sleeping with other horn players right now. I'm not up to that much." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"You don't necessarily have to do it for real. It would be enough if you just tell him you're going to do it and see his reaction. Well, unless he also reads this blog and is already aware of the test you would give him. Then it wouldn't do any good." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Sometimes the best way to know what is on the other side of a dark passage is to cross it with decision, without hesitation, without doubting whether to do it or not, without questioning whether it is convenient or not. Among my good resolutions for the new year was to be fearless and enjoy every opportunity, opening myself more and appreciating everyone as they are, because all people are beautiful, even if some are more beautiful than others. We were going to spend New Year's Eve with Gerardo and... Lidia, the girl I had met at the Halloween theme party. Lidia, the girl with whom Gerardo had challenged his friend Manolo to pick her up. Lidia, the tender creature that Manolo had managed to lure into our group and who had ended up sleeping not with him, but with Gerardo and... with me. My boss had convinced me to see me again, or, more than convinced me, he had made me give in on that aspect. But this time, my husband would be there. It might seem that the date would be a 2+2, but it was not going to be like that, it would be a 3+1 (so that later the mathematicians say that it is the same thing...). 

	I thought of Lidia. She was a somewhat wild creature, or perhaps just uninhibited and certainly fun. In her early twenties, she had a huge gumption and the sweet body of a very young woman. However, there were two problems. First, I didn't like sharing my man, Gerardo or Daniel, at all. Gerardo, she and I had shared the three of us in bed... and then some. But I didn't like to introduce another woman into our relationship. Maybe it was jealousy or maybe it was fear; I admit it. It was hard to compete with her tender body and I was very competitive when it came to my men. I didn't want her near Gerardo and I didn't want her near my husband. And secondly, I wasn't into women - I'm not a lesbian or bisexual! I liked men. Period. I had kissed her in the bottle game at Manolo's house. But that was just a spicy game. And we had shared Gerardo's cock in bed. But that was because Gerardo left me no choice. {And wasn't it also because you didn't trust him and didn't want to leave her alone with him? Afraid he might take him away from you?} Evidently, if Gerardo wanted to be with Lidia, I couldn't help it. What did Machiavelli say about having enemies around? Anyway, it wasn't really up to me to decide about it. I had negotiated with Gerardo that I could introduce other people into our sex life and I was going to comply, even if I had no illusions. Of course, at the time I thought he was referring to Manolo and not to a girl in her twenties, not much older than my own daughter! 

	But Lidia also made me feel sorry for her and made my maternal instinct jump and demanded that I protect her. She could be my daughter! In fact, she must have been only a few years older than my daughter Vicky. What was a girl like that looking for with a man who could be her grandfather? {What about you? What are you looking for?} I dreaded to think of the havoc Gerardo's dark fantasies could wreak on the young girl's immaculate soul. Although it was evident that she had more than what her sweet look would lead one to believe, she was still a fragile young woman. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Dear Gema, I don't know to what extent your story is novelized and embellished to make it more interesting and exciting, but it seems complicated to me how you can take care of your family being a working woman, with a responsible position, doing a master's degree, taking care of the house, and still have time left to go two days a week to your boss's house, travel with him, write, etc. ..... I wonder when you see and attend to your child." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My daughter. She is now of age. That changes things, because before I wouldn't have been able to. Obviously, now that Daniel is unemployed, he has to take care of the house, almost completely. It's not his thing, but it's up to him to get his act together, no excuses. What I do have a hard time with is writing and updating the blog. Indeed, I don't have time for everything, at least not as much as I would like. You forgot to mention Mario. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	There was no need to knock on my boss's door; Gerardo had long since given me a copy of the keys. My boss was in the living room, drinking a whiskey and listening to jazz music on his record player. Yes, Gerardo was a classic and preferred the warm sound of vinyl to the crisp but cold sound of optical discs. I made an attempt to approach him to say hello, but Gerardo stopped me with a wave of his hand. 

	-Is he wearing the thing? -was the first thing he said. 

	The contraption was my husband's chastity device. Evidently, he was wearing it. He always wore it at Gerardo's house. My boss wouldn't allow it to be any other way. It was his way of annulling him, at least sexually. There could only be one alpha male in the pack and Gerardo was a ruthless silver wolf. 

	-Yes, of course," I replied. 

	Of course I was wearing it. I wasn't going to let my husband get too fixated on Lidia and stray. He was one hundred percent faithful to me, but I wasn't going to risk it. He knew that as the cuckold he was, he would never enjoy another woman, no matter how many men I had. That was the way things were in this lifestyle. I was his only goddess.  

	Gerardo nodded. 

	-Undress her," she ordered my husband. 

	He could have said "strip your wife naked," but he didn't. He never did. Gerardo never referred to me as Daniel's wife. Never. Gerardo was not a real goreador, in that sense. A real goreador knew how to play with both parts of the couple, he knew how to fuck her body and how to fuck both their minds. Both were part of the same game. But Gerardo simply accepted my married status. He did it because he had no choice. He was taking advantage of the situation, but he had no desire to interact with my husband. If he did, if he had started to do so, it was because I had negotiated it for him. I guess you can't have everything in this life. I sighed. Things were, however, getting better. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I had the impression that Gerardo was starting to enjoy ordering my husband around. I still didn't accept any sexual expression from my husband, but at least he seemed to be starting to enjoy commanding him. You don't become a boss if you don't enjoy controlling the lives of others. 

	Daniel obeyed and began to strip me, layer after layer, of my clothes. He did not simply throw them on the floor, but folded them and placed them carefully on a chair. Gerard did not accept the mess. And neither did I. Having my husband undress me for my boss turned me on. Finally, I was completely naked in front of Gerardo, except for my heels. He always liked to see me in them. 

	-Come! 

	I took a step forward, but a wave of his hand indicated that he wanted me to do it differently. I crouched down and crawled toward him, like a little dog. Or a kitten. I walked toward him on all fours, graceful as a feline. When I got there, Gerard stroked my face like a puppy. Puppy then. He then dipped two fingers into his whiskey glass and offered them to me to lick. I sucked them gladly. Gerard dipped his fingers in his glass again and stuck them in my mouth. This time, he pushed them all the way in, almost violently, while with his other hand he grabbed my hair, forcing me to suck him that way. He had made a habit of sticking his fingers in my mouth, either dripping whiskey or glistening with my own juices, but he had never done it so forcefully. I felt overwhelmed, as with Luis Alberto, and that sensation excited me. I was also aroused by the memory of certain situations I had experienced with him that I preferred to forget. {You forget it, if you want. I will never forget it.} [You're crazy! That... that... that... wasn't good! Gerardo took his fingers out of my mouth and caressed my face again in the same way as before. Then he pulled me to him and we kissed. His fingers had violated my mouth, but in the kiss it was my tongue that invaded his mouth.  

	We didn't kiss while my husband watched us from the discreet observation corner he was assigned. Daniel had a place where he had to sit in the living room to watch without disturbing us. It was an uncomfortable chair, in a corner, where he could handcuff it to the radiator, if he wanted. If Gerardo wanted to. Or if I wanted to. Fortunately, my boss had already gotten used to my husband's silent presence. Sometimes, when he had something special in mind with me, he would ask me to handcuff him as a precaution. He didn't want me, in a show of manhood, to interfere in his games with me. Neither of us wanted that. At other times, I would let him loose, which was useful, as he could act as a butler, if required. At first I had been the one to give him orders in those cases, but Gerard was beginning to get the hang of having a willing submissive. His observation area still did not include the master bedroom. Daniel was forbidden to enter there and had to make do with what he saw in the rest of the house and the noises he heard coming from the bedroom. To sleep, my husband slept handcuffed in the guest room. Again, Gerard did not want to risk my husband going to his quarters, alarmed by our panting and my moaning. It didn't always happen, but often, when my husband had to sleep handcuffed, Gerardo had a good reason for it. He liked to play with - or should I say abuse - my nipples. He had gotten into the habit of pinching them and sometimes he would pinch them hard enough to make me scream. If I was aroused, it used to give me a mixture of pleasure and pain. Did the boob job have any side effects on my nipples, or did he do something to them that he didn't tell me about? My nipples were bigger and stood up more easily. Or so it seemed to me. And I had them more sensitive, although in a different way. I was turned on by her pinching them. [Nonsense! There's no physical change. That's all because you feel more and more submissive. It's all in your head. You've already been warned by several followers that you're sinking into submission and it's going to get worse. Get out while you can!] Are you sure? Because lately, my goodness, I don't recognize them. In any case, at Gerardo's house, my husband always wore the chastity device, to strip him of his manhood and remind him of his place. 

	My husband watched us from his discreet corner. Love, do you see how I, your wife, passionately kiss another man, a man you don't like? Do you see how I feel about him and how he makes me feel? Gerardo was not my husband's prototypical horndog. He wanted a young, attractive man for me, someone muscular, someone who would leave no doubt about his physical superiority and who would measure up as an alpha male. Someone like Mario. But I have very different plans for him. And for you. Gerardo was clearly not like that. He was about twenty years older than me, but he had also neglected his physique. But what was really interesting about Gerardo was not in his physical appearance, but in his inner self, in his mind. His superiority is mental. And that's what makes you uncomfortable, love, isn't it? It's your terrain. It was his dark fantasies that attracted me, for they rivaled my own. And it was his experience and patience that reassured me and made me feel protected. It was her natural way of dominating situations and instilling her authority in others. If I could choose my ideal goreador, I would have a lot of Gerardo, some things of Mario and... quite a lot of Silvestre. [And none of Luis Alberto, fortunately! And one thing of Luis Alberto. It's that he wasn't finished. His energy. His way of doing whatever he wanted with me, without asking me, without worrying if I liked it or if I was willing. That fictitious "afterparty" with LuisA would have been very different. [God forbid, Gema, you're crazy! Fortunately, Gerardo has more than two fingers in front]. And that's why I chose him. But the ideal world didn't exist and Gerardo was taking me by the hand through a dark path of my soul that I longed to explore. My husband lived it with a mixture of concern and excitement, disapproval and admiration. He didn't like Gerardo, but that was a good thing in a goreador, as it made it much more exciting for him - even if he wouldn't admit it - and for me as well. I didn't pretend that goreador and husband were best friends. On the contrary, I found it more interesting, the more suspicious my husband became. And now that we are financially dependent on Gerardo, it has become even more interesting. 

	Daniel didn't quite agree with what I was doing, but I respected it. I knew that was important to me. Besides, his little chick gave him away. When we were at home in bed, without the chastity device, and we were discussing Gerardo, when my husband was showing me his concerns, his cock, in spite of everything, would soon stand up and show the other feelings he had about our situation. So, there was my husband, sitting behind me, silently watching, perhaps a little disgusted, but mostly very excited, watching how I kissed this man, how I thanked him for his efforts to tame me. By now, my husband knew I was doing it, not from the bottom of my heart, but from the bottom of my soul. Truly, there was something in me that loved Gerardo. It wasn't my heart, of course. It was something darker but no less addictive. I wasn't acting for my husband; really, when I kissed my boss, I was coming out of my depths. 

	-Do you want to drink, hmm? -he asked. 

	I nodded my head greedily. I liked whiskey, not so much for the taste of the ethyl liquid itself, as it was too strong and not sweet enough for me, but for what it meant in the context of Gerardo. I had grown accustomed to sharing a drink with him and I liked that. Above all, I liked it when we shared the same glass, instead of accompanying him to drink from another glass. 

	-All right, you may need it tonight," he anticipated ominously. 

	Gerardo placed his glass of whiskey on the floor between his feet. I got down on my knees and bent down. Using only my tongue, I swallowed my boss's favorite liquid. Like a kitten. {No. Like a little bitch}. For some time now, Gerard had taken a liking to making me crawl. He had recently introduced the game of making me drink from a glass like a pet. Sometimes it was his whiskey, sometimes it was milk. He was taming me, teaching me the manners of a pet. My husband found it degrading, but I didn't see anything wrong with it; it was just a game and there was fun in it. It was funny, but next to Gerardo, I felt much younger, like a little girl with her daddy. There was nothing wrong. Gerardo takes care of me.  

	-Bring the throne and place it in the middle, with the back facing the entrance. 

	My husband was startled. He did not expect Gerardo to speak to him, but he obeyed. He got up from his chair and placed that intimidating throne as my boss had instructed him. He then went back to his corner and stood there, not quite sure what to do. Gerardo touched my mamola in a gesture of affection. I knew what he wanted; I had learned to read his tiny expressions. I crawled over to the throne and sat on it, crossing my arms behind the backrest. Gerard got up and brought with him a new toy, which I had not seen before. It was fuchsia in color and resembled a pear with a long, curved tail. He felt my sex with his fingers, as if it belonged to him, to my husband's fascinated face. 

	-It looks like you're not wet enough for this yet. You're going to have to do something about that," he commented disappointedly, after holding his fingers in front of his eyes and studying them. Open your mouth. 

	I opened it and Gerardo introduced the dildo in my mouth, making me suck it. 

	-Keep sucking on it. 

	He walked away and returned shortly after with duct tape and a pair of scissors. Then, he took the dildo out of my mouth and instructed me to lift my ass, to insert it into my sex. Despite the lubrication provided by my saliva, it went in with difficulty. Next, he took the duct tape and tied my feet to the legs of the throne with it. He raised my arms above my head and slipped my hands through the holes in the back of the throne. The cold metal of the handcuffs closed around my wrists. The tail of the dildo protruding from my pussy he bent it to one side and taped it to one thigh. Then he sat back on the couch, satisfied with his handiwork. After watching me for almost a minute from his vantage point, he was not satisfied. He stood up, picked up the duct tape and taped the end of the roll to the back of the back of the throne. He unrolled the tape, taping it to the back of the backrest from behind until it reached my torso. He lifted my chest with one hand and continued unrolling the tape, taping it to my torso, just below my chest. He released it and did the same with the other breast. He continued until he had wound the tape around twice. With my upper body securely attached to the back of the throne, I could no longer move. Gerard returned to his own throne - his comfortable, padded chair - and sat down. He watched me long and hard, saying nothing. Silence reigned. Even the record player had stopped playing. Gerardo sighed. He threatened to get up again, but stopped in his movement, as if a better idea had occurred to him. 

	-Bring me a cigar! -he ordered my husband in return. 

	My husband had already watched me prepare Gerardo's cigar on several occasions, so he knew where the gadgets were. Daniel moved from his corner and did as Gerardo had ordered. He couldn't help but glance sideways at me several times. There I was, his beloved wife, tied to a gloomy throne, straight out of some cheap movie, spread-eagled, naked and with the splendid breasts my boss had chosen and paid for, pointing towards him, like two ripe fruits eager for their owner to pick them off the tree to eat them. Daniel prepared the cigar for his goreador. However, unlike how I used to do it, my husband skipped the last step. I used to light the cigar, puffing on it several times to make sure it had lit well. 

	-You can sit on the sofa," said Gerardo, in a display of generosity. From there, Daniel would have a better view. 

	Gerardo took several puffs of his cigar, enjoying it with pleasure. Smoke began to fill the room and floated like sinister clouds in the air. My boss stood up and walked towards me. The cloud of smoke followed him. He stood in front of me. Gerardo was bulky, tall and obese. And he looked very handsome, with his smart striped vest, white shirt underneath and tie. 

	-Hold on," he said. 

	He put the cigar in front of my mouth. I opened my lips and received his gift. 

	-Suck. You're going to need it," he said. 

	I obeyed. As with whiskey, thanks to him -or because of him- I had become accustomed to tobacco, although it still gave me a slight feeling of dizziness. It made me feel light, as if the thick smoke made me float. Gerardo stepped back. He opened the little wooden box, where we kept some of the toys. He sighed. He shook his head and walked away. I heard him go up the stairs, to the bedroom floor, maybe even to the attic; I couldn't make that out anymore. It didn't take him long to return. When he did, he showed me the mask he had in his hands. Then he put it on me, depriving me of my vision. Why wasn't the mask in the box? What was it doing upstairs? I didn't remember wearing it with him the last time in the bedroom. Gerardo took the cigar out of my mouth and interrupted my thoughts by kissing me. His tongue penetrated my willing mouth, possessively. 

	-Who do you belong to? -he asked the obvious, when he stopped kissing me. 

	-To you," I whispered, in a round voice. To you," I repeated louder, so my husband could hear me. I belong to you. 

	I felt something warm on my thigh, like a fine powder. It was the ashes of the cigar. Gerardo had accidentally dropped them on my leg, although my husband later claimed he had done it on purpose. He wiped my thigh with his hand, crushing and scrubbing the ashes. Actually, more than wiping, I sensed that he had smeared them on my thigh. Then he wiped his hand on my breast. 

	-Don't forget," he said. 

	The doorbell rang suddenly. A disruptive clang invaded for a few seconds the harmonious stillness of my boss's home. My second home. Gerardo looked at his wristwatch and nodded appreciatively. [You're imagining it! Blindfolded, you can't tell! I'm not imagining it. Daniel told me about it later. I sensed that, whoever he was, he had been punctual. Gerardo appreciated punctuality; he was in fact very picky about it.  

	Will it be Lidia? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Questions? Comment tu préfères te bondir? Have you thought about getting a tattoo (tattoo or iron marking) of your coconut? Do you always carry your chaste clue on your neck? Réponds moi en Français." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you want me to answer in French or do you want me to do a French? I don't like tattoos. I look at pictures of women with big artistic tattoos and I admit they are beautiful, but I think it's not for my skin. Sorry, not marks on my body. The key? Daniel is not always in chastity. Nevertheless, he is always in Gerardo's house. In these cases, I wear the key on the anklet, yes" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia didn't strike me as a punctual girl. It didn't fit with her. Besides, we had arranged to meet at the party, not at her house. But maybe Gerardo had changed his mind; maybe we would have the party at home. Suddenly, I felt dizzy, remembering that Gerardo had not handcuffed my husband, as he usually did. Gerardo signaled my husband to go open the door. I heard a tapping sound behind me. Yes, it's her. My heart skipped a beat. I gulped. Suddenly, I felt ashamed of what my husband would witness. It was easier without him. Daniel went back to the couch. The couch. Why the couch? No one said anything. I heard a roar, like the roar of a coat. Heels came closer. Cold hands rested on my shoulders. [Vicky and Lidia didn't look much alike. They had in common their youth, sweet features and that they were both of a fine type, but little else. Lidia was quite lanky; she surpassed me in height and I, with my one hundred and seventy centimeters, am not short for a woman. Vicky, on the other hand, is shorter than me. But I couldn't help thinking that what I was doing - what I was going to do, at my boss's insistence - was not right. Let alone in front of Daniel. 

	-Is everything ready? -asked Gerardo. 

	-Yes," was the monosyllabic reply. Despite the brevity of the answer, the tone had sounded familiar. 

	I heard someone rummaging for something next to me. Then I felt hands applying something wet and cold to my pubic area. Some sort of comb scrubbed the foamy product over my pubic hair. It was how Gerard liked me to wear it and how my husband hated it: lush. Evidently, I had spruced myself up at home, before I came over. I'd spruced it up a bit. What's he up to with the lather? Then it hit me. The voice was familiar, as were the sensations I was having downstairs. It was Mari Carme, the beautician! It was the second time she visited me at home, at Gerardo's house. The previous time I had received her like this, handcuffed to that same throne and blindfolded. The beautician was applying a new dye; the smell was unmistakable. Maybe Gerardo wanted me to change color, although he liked the reddish one. He loved that my pubic hair matched my hair. I had recently dyed my top hair, but I used to pay less attention to my bottom hair. Wow, I didn't know beauticians worked on New Year's Eve. {I'm sure Gerardo pays you well for your special services. New Year's Eve is a busy time for a beautician. Even if the center is closed, she will be making good money on the side}. I knew the sensations, but blindfolded they were different, more intense. Besides, I found the situation humiliating. Of course, she had already seen me naked on other occasions, as she was my beautician. Or rather she was the one Gerardo had chosen. And she had already seen me like that. Precisely, it had been the night we had met Lidia. There seemed to be a pattern. However, on this occasion, I was wearing a dildo clearly visible in my pussy. What would she think of me? {What if she is also turned on by this kind of play} [What if she was repulsed by it - which is as it should be - but is simply doing her professional job?] While the product was acting on my parts, the esthetician got with my hands. Apparently, Gerardo had also ordered a manicure. With her hands up behind the back of the throne, she didn't even have to bend down to access them. 

	 Suddenly, I felt a vibration inside me and I gasped. 

	-It works! -Gerardo exclaimed, like a child who has just been given a new electronic toy. 

	The intensity increased, making me moan in front of my beautician. 

	-It works via Bluetooth and also through the telephone network. I think we are going to have a lot of fun with this," said Gerardo, like a child learning to handle his drone. He played with the settings, varying the sensations he made my helpless body feel. 

	The beautician took off my heels and, unmoved by my boss's sadistic games, went to work on my feet. Apparently, it was also time for a pedicure. Gerardo, meanwhile, continued to play with his toy, making me moan at the most inopportune moments. At maximum intensity, the vibration was almost unbearable. My lascivious fantasy, spurred on by the vibration and Mari Carme's professional care, played a trick on me again and I imagined myself being the remote-controlled doll of my boss, his partner and the employee of the month. 

	Suddenly, there was light. My obscene fantasies suddenly vanished. The beautician had removed my mask. I blinked to get used to the brightness. Seeing his face, looking into his eyes, made me very embarrassed; it was worse than being blindfolded. But I couldn't help it, as it seemed that Gerardo had ordered a make-up session as well. Mari Carme applied her potingues and paints, pampering my face and eyes. She studied the result meticulously - she must have had an ecstatic expression caused by the remote-controlled vibrator - and made corrections here and there, until she was completely satisfied. She gave a slight smile of pride at a job well done, but the smile was short-lived. Immediately, her face tightened. She caught her breath, fleetingly moistened her lips and planted an unexpected, furtive tongue kiss on my mouth. She quickly pulled away from me, blushing. That was the last expression I saw of her, as she disappeared behind the throne, out of my field of vision. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello Gema. You worry a lot about Daniel and Lidia. That shows insecurity on your part. You don't think you can compete with an inexperienced twenty-something. Besides, attraction is not felt with your penis, but with your sight and hearing and Daniel will be there to watch and hear. If it has to happen, it will happen. Also Lidia would enjoy your husband much more than an old man. Given your relationship I don't think it will change anything, if your husband gets a little joy with a young body." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Inexperienced but with a lot of nerve. Too much. I'm not the one stopping Daniel from looking, that's Gerardo's decision. I can tolerate him looking at another, younger body, but what I won't tolerate is him reveling in it in another way. I'm sorry, but it doesn't work that way. Just because I'm promiscuous doesn't mean my husband can be. He is mine, he wanted it that way, when he goaded me into this. It's not insecurity, it's being possessive and dominant with him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And if in the end Lidia and Daniel are attracted to each other and go behind your back, how are you going to stop it? It's putting gates on the field." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's what the chastity device is for...and the riding crop in case it failed." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Haha, I can't believe he always wears it and the riding crop, I'm sure he even likes it. Do you consider your husband attractive enough to attract other women or is he ugly and charmless?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"At Gerardo's house, he always wears it. It's a sine qua non. He leaves our house caged and I don't take it off again until we return. The rest of the time, it goes by periods. Sometimes he's almost always caged, other times he's loose. It depends on how he gives me. He may or may not like the whip. It depends on how angry he is. Daniel is attractive, no doubt. He's no Mr. Universe, of course, but I can't be accused of having bad taste. I wouldn't tell you that, under normal conditions, I could attract a twenty-something, but Lida, apparently, doesn't fall into the normal category." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. This message is for Daniel. I am a urology doctor and you should be careful with the use of these devices. If worn prolonged for a few hours, they can lead to urinary retention infections and in the medium term even impotence, especially if you have moderately prolonged erections with it on. So be careful, please." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I knew there was a good reason why I'm not a good domina! But is physical health more important than mental health? I mean mine, now that there's that slut Lidia on the loose." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Hi. You take it as a joke, because you don't need anything from your husband to have a good sex life, but I honestly believe that for Daniel the health of his penis will be something quite important, more so than his philias. Especially, if there's something new in sight." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not true that I don't need anything from my husband to have a good sex life. I need his hands, his mouth and his little ass. Oh, and above all, what's inside his head. Does that seem small compared to an insignificant appendix? Did you know that the cecal appendix is also called vermiform, because of its worm-like shape? Did you know that for evolutionary reasons it has no function and that it is removed when it causes problems? Well, apparently it is not the only little worm that man has and that has evolved to cease to be useful." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"About the cecal appendix I did know, like almost everyone else, but about the other appendix you are referring to, I can tell you that it is not going to atrophy in almost any man. I don't think even in your husband. You only have to listen to the news to see how active they are, even if it's in the worst possible way. It's better to give it the value it has and channel your needs in a healthy way." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I didn't mean that it atrophies, but that evolutionarily it has less and less importance. Husbands don't have to be well endowed down there. It's preferable that they have other skills and other kinds of understanding. For the rest, a few well-endowed buglers is enough." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"You see it from your perspective, but I don't agree that evolutionarily it has less importance. Sexual freedom has made it increasingly important to satisfy one's partner, but knowing how to use one's penis well (not its size) is fundamental to most couples' good sex lives. There are far, far more dominant men than submissive men and far more submissive women than dominant women with their husbands." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't agree that there are many more dominant men than submissive men. There are many men who think they are dominant, simply because they are men. There are many men who don't know how to be anything else, because deep down they are cowardly cowards who repress the slightest feminine sensibility they could express. These men are not dominant. Truly dominant men, those who dazzle you with their charisma, envelop you with their aura and ignite you with their imagination, those are not abundant." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I froze, but the taste of her sweet and sudden kiss lingered in my mouth, sustained by the vibrations Gerardo kept sending at varying intensity through my body. Was Mari Carme a lesbian? She couldn't be! She was married; she was in a wedding ring. What was the reason for this outburst? Daniel had always dreamed of seeing me in a lesbian scene. He had done it ever since Nuria fooled around with me and I with her to excite my husband and her boyfriend. But we had never actually kissed. However, now it had happened and it had not been with Lidia, but with my beautician. Why that kiss? Was it arranged with Gerardo? Did he want to predispose me? It couldn't be a coincidence that he kissed me moments after Gerardo gave the noisy vibration again. Or was it Daniel? I doubted the latter was the case. Daniel didn't matter to Gerardo. And yet he made him sit on the comfortable sofa, from which he had enjoyed a good view. 

	-Is that it? -asked Gerardo. 

	-Yes," I heard Mari Carme answer behind me. It turned out beautiful, don't you think? 

	-I'll say. She's going to be the star of the party. Thank you, Carmen Maria. -Gerardo always called her that, instead of Mari Carme. And I still hadn't figured out why. Did you bring the dress? 

	-Yes, I left it there. It's as you asked. It's going to look great. 

	Gerardo took money and paid her. I wondered if he had also paid her for the kiss or if that was entirely up to her. Maybe she's married but she's into chicks. Considering she was my go-to beautician, that thought didn't reassure me. She might be turned on by the situation of seeing me tied up. That reassured me even less. Does she like being dominant? Or would she prefer to be in my place? How could she put me back under her expert hands? 

	-Good job. I'll call you next time. 

	-Thank you, goodbye and Happy New Year! -Mari Carme gave Gerardo two kisses. Happy New Year! -she said again, this time in my husband's direction. 

	-This was the only thing your eyes are allowed to see all night," Gerardo warned my husband. I hope you enjoyed it. 

	I was relieved by my boss's words. Daniel deserved to see the lesbian show he had dreamed of, but he had seen enough with that sneaky kiss. It was better he didn't see me with Lidia. She's too young, what will she think? And it was better that I didn't see her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron:  

	"Hello Gema. Excuse me if I go back on the subject of Lidia and Daniel. What would happen if Gerardo tried to play some mind games with you? Daniel with no chastity device and then Gerardo orders you to perform cunnilingus on Lidia. How would you react, would you want to intervene?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Of course I'd like to intervene!" 

	The response was accompanied by a picture of a woman in stockings and garter belt, holding a long, sharp kitchen knife behind her back. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel drove us in my car to the Kapital nightclub, located on Calle de Atocha in Madrid. My husband acted as chauffeur, while Gerardo and I rode in the back. My husband left us at the entrance of the club and went to park. It must not have been easy for him, because it took him a while to get back. When he did, he couldn't locate us in the crowded discotheque and had no choice but to call me on my cell phone. However, I didn't take it.  

	My cell phone was left in the car. Gerardo had taken my bag and emptied it on the back bench. Then, he had selected and put in his pocket the only belongings that, guarded by him, he would allow me to bring into the disco: the lipstick that Mari Carme had left me, my ID card and three condoms. I always carried the condoms in my purse. A cautious woman is worth two. But Gerardo had taken them and I wasn't sure if he had done it to keep them and use them himself or for me to use them, with who knew who my boss would choose. What if they were for Daniel? Daniel was caged and the key to his cage was on my anklet. The cell phone, however, had been left out. When I was with him, my boss demanded my undivided attention. I felt naked, with no purse to hold on to and no cell phone to hold on to. This was how Gerardo wanted me, useless and helpless without him. Nor did the dress I was wearing, even though it was long and had sleeves, help to diminish my feeling of nakedness. Without wanting to compete with Pedroche, it was full of transparencies. The fabric was black, primarily sheer and had opaque wine-red embroidery in the form of flowers covering strategic places. In spite of that, if someone looked closely, they would see my nipples transparent, because right in that place the embroidery left a small area uncovered, as if it was done that way on purpose. It was nothing obscene; in fact, the dress was tasteful - elegant and sensual - but it was clearly not for just any night. But New Year's Eve is not just any night. It ushers in a new year, something new. She wasn't wearing a bra, but she was wearing black panties, equally transparent, both in the front area that covered the pubic hair, as well as in the back. The two fabrics together - that of the dress with the embroidery and that of the panties - offered a level of concealment bordering on the acceptable. The red color of the embroidery matched my lipstick and my hair.  

	Gerardo hadn't let me take my coat either, since Daniel was going to drop us off and pick us up at the door anyway. But that didn't stop us from having to queue to get in. Apparently, there was a huge turnout. Fortunately, Gerardo was a gentleman and offered me his jacket to cover me while we waited, which didn't stop me from being the subject of numerous lustful looks and stares.  

	The thing is that my husband had to call Gerardo to locate us at the old discotheque and he obviously didn't like that. My husband didn't like having to call him and my boss didn't like being bothered by him. Daniel was supposed to be there to observe and help, not to bother.  

	The discotheque was an old theater, transformed into a music club, and had several themed floors and balconies from which you could see the central dance floor, located on the first floor. Gerardo explained to my husband where we were. He was having trouble talking on his cell phone because of the loud music. Daniel climbed as fast as he could up the four floors, until he reached the Kissing Room, which was the name of the room. When he arrived, we had already met Lidia. Gerardo had arranged to meet her in the Kissing Room. Lidia had greeted us both with two warm kisses. She looks beautiful. But her youth plays in her favor. Whatever she does, she will be beautiful, in any case. I didn't quite understand what a pretty, young, and easy-going girl like her wanted with two old geezers like us, but I preferred not to think about it too much. Even I must have been an old woman to her. And Daniel too, fortunately. As if she knew how I was going to dress, she had also put on a spectacular transparent dress. Hers, however, was a garish fuchsia color. The color made her stand out especially under the neon lights of the nightclub. It was long and had long sleeves like mine. It also included a lot of transparencies, with delicate embroidery. Among other things, her navel was visible, or rather, her navel piercing was visible. On one side, the dress had a strip of transparencies with very little embroidery, which went diagonally down from the ribs to the legs and, although it did not show anything, it revealed that Lidia was not wearing any underwear. Although her areolas were not visible, her small but taut nipples stood out, if one looked closely. I didn't know if the fact that Lidia wasn't wearing any underwear reassured me, because I was no longer the one who was the most naked, or if, on the contrary, it agitated me, as if it were suddenly a competition. Both dresses, though different - one gaudy, the other more elegant - seemed to have been designed by the same dressmaker. Had Gerardo given them to her, too? Surely it wasn't cheap. Why would he go and spend money on it? 

	As usual, the intrepid young woman radiated energy and joy in a somewhat crazy but innocent combination at the same time. How long had it been since the last (and first) time, two months already? Although I had tried to push it away, the memory of her was still latent in my mind and, apparently, also in Gerardo's, for he had insisted on seeing her again. What he intended, at least in the short term, was clear and Lidia seemed willing to play along. With her fun and refreshing manner, it was hard not to like her. Perhaps it would have been easier for me, however, if I had seen her as a slut. I knew I shouldn't feel that way, but I couldn't help but oscillate between feelings of affection for her radiant youth - slutty but innocent - and jealousy, because, after all, she had hooked up with the same male, one that I had worked so painstakingly on. There were two things I didn't like to share: my husband and my gore. My men. Those mixed feelings had already invaded me with Silvestre and La Pelirroja. 

	When my husband finally arrived, we were already halfway through the first glass. Actually, Gerardo had already finished his, but I was drinking more slowly. Lidia, it seemed, too. Gerardo made the introductions and Lidia greeted my husband with two kisses and an unnecessary hug, pressing her small, but smooth, natural tits against my husband's torso. I watched with satisfaction as my husband arched his back and pulled his pubis back. Fortunately, he was imprisoned, so the danger was going to be minimal, regardless. 

	-Man, you're just in time! -Gerardo exclaimed, addressing my husband as if he were a lifelong colleague. How about getting us another drink? -he suggested. Actually, it had been an order. I need Gema to be very... happy tonight. It's going to be intense for her. 

	On the fourth floor of the discotheque, where the Kissing room was located, the music was lower. Gerardo had said it in a loud tone, fully intending for me to hear him. He handed the drink vouchers to my husband and he walked to the bar, sending me a meaningful look. 

	-Do you like Lidia or what? -I asked my husband when he came back with the drinks. I still had the first one in my hand and I was halfway through it, but at Gerardo's suggestion, I ended up gulping it down. Lidia imitated me, "Are you keeping an eye on him? -I jokingly reproached my husband. In a joking tone, but in all seriousness. 

	-No, honey. You know I only have eyes for you," my husband assured me, smiling. 

	-You'd better! -I warned him, half jokingly, half seriously. Bastard! You like this game, huh? -Yes, you bet I do. You already liked it with Nuria. But this time I won't let you cheat on me. I'll cut your balls off if you dare...! I would have kissed him, but with Gerardo in front of me that wasn't possible. When she was with him, she was his alone. Gerardo didn't like to eat someone else's drool. Silvestre had been much more flexible in that respect. 

	Lidia proposed going up to the fifth floor to dance. The fourth floor was quiet, but the fifth floor was where they played the pachanga. We made our way through the crowd and went up. Lida finished her drink in one gulp. She immediately got on her bike and started to let loose. She asked Gerardo to dance. My boss, who hated that music, danced with her, delighted and in full swing. I couldn't help but look at them with jealousy, with my husband by my side. It wasn't long before they were kissing in the middle of the dance floor. She was the one who had put her lips on his, bitch! I knew it was not my place to feel jealous, as Gerardo and I were not in a loving relationship, but I felt it. My boss's old man and young Lidia were a more unlikely couple than me and him. But there they are, making out in front of everyone! Helplessly, I watched with annoyance as they devoured each other.  

	Daniel tenderly held my hand. I knew it was hard for him to see his wife jealous of another man. I was paying more attention to Gerardo and Lidia, than to the blessed man next to me who was my husband. Gerardo and Lidia made a grotesque couple. Already the age difference with me was very big, but with Lidia it was enormous. There was no lack of looks of surprise and disapproval from the rest of the people. It was grotesque, but there was something erotic about it at the same time. Lidia had a very sensual face. Perhaps what stood out most about her were her pouts. They were neither big nor small, but for some reason - maybe it was the shape of her somewhat prominent upper lip - they were very appetizing. At least, that was the impression they gave me. I decided to ask my husband.  

	-Yes, they are," my husband confirmed. They remind me of a porn... actress," he admitted. What's her name? Ah yes, Justine Joli! -exclaimed my husband, proud to remember the name of a porn actress. What? -He asked me, noticing my disapproving look. Justine, Andrew Blake's movie is a classic," he justified himself uselessly.  

	My husband the porn expert! And my lover with a young girl who supposedly looks like a porn actress. I made a note to research the film. Maybe I could discover some hidden fetish of my husband. The actress's name was curious, as it meant pretty in French. Although that was the actress's name - the stage name, probably - it suited Lidia. 

	-She has a lip like her," Daniel continued. It's the way her upper lip protrudes slightly above her lower lip," he explained enthusiastically. It's like a beak, a sweet little peck that invites to be kissed. 

	I glared at him. In case he hadn't noticed, I elbowed him in the ribs. I was being unfair to him -I knew it-, but I needed to take my frustration out on someone and he was the closest person I had. Gerardo and Lidia, meanwhile, were still dancing in each other's arms, kissing every now and then. But what the hell did you see in him, girl? Gerardo is special, but he's only special to me! I realized that part of my frustration was because suddenly I wasn't the only one who had seen the attraction in my boss. {And you're not the only one he notices, kisses, touches, lays down and...} Enough! Her suggestive dress -too garish for my taste- didn't help her to go unnoticed, although hugging Gerardo, you could hardly see her. The little ears on top of her head didn't help either. It was a headband with cat ears. It wasn't carnival, but they looked very sexy on her. I guess anything goes for New Year's Eve. They were identical to mine, which confirmed my theory that Gerardo had organized the whole costume for her, including the beautiful dress. Gerardo had placed the headband on me in the car, while my husband drove. Cat ears. I'm a kitty, not a puppy. {You are everything he wants you to be. Sometimes you're a cow. Now you're a kitten, but most of the time you're a puppy}. I hadn't been able to look in the mirror, so I could only guess based on Lidia how they looked on me. However, unlike her, I was additionally wearing a black dog collar. {See? Doggy, at last}. I'd say it was a cat's, but obviously a cat's wouldn't fit me. Both accessories had been a surprise for Daniel, when we got out of the car; he hadn't realized until then that Gerardo had put them on me. 

	Lidia and Gerardo stopped dancing - and kissing - and came over to us. Gerardo grabbed my hand and pulled me out onto the dance floor. "My turn!", I thought happily. His hand squeezed my tight ass. What conclusion will anyone who watched us come to? The dirty old man is taking advantage of that other man's partner, despite having a much younger girlfriend, and squeezing her ass, unnoticed by her stunned husband. That would not be entirely true. My husband, despite now having the beautiful Lidia by his side, was taking perfect notice of how my boss was possessively touching my ass. I was somewhat confused by how Gerardo had danced with Lidia. Even though they had slept together - the three of us had - I hadn't expected that level of trust between them. Of course, it had been no surprise -and I had imagined that something like that would happen-, but seeing it was different than imagining it, even more so when you try not to. His mouth was just inches from mine and I moved in for a kiss. I needed to do it, even if it meant eating Lidia's drool. But Gerardo turned his face away and wouldn't let me. I looked at him confused and frustrated. Since we had left the house, or rather, since Mari Carme had done my make-up, Gerardo had not kissed me. Daniel had played chauffeur and Gerardo had caressed my leg, but he had refused to kiss me. Why was he refusing to kiss me, when only a minute ago he had been making out with Lidia? 

	-The first and last person you are going to kiss," Gerardo spoke in my ear, as if he had guessed my thoughts, "is going to be Lidia. It may also be the last one," he told me. 

	My heart raced. He wanted me to kiss another woman? But not in public! Was that why Mari Carme had kissed me unawares, to prepare me for what was to come? Me and a woman? I knew her plans, her desires. Evidently, I was not surprised. But it was nonetheless shocking to hear it from her mouth. Yes, I had kissed Lidia before-and had done other things with her-but this had been different. First it had been the bottle game, drinking tequila and making Manolo horny, with my only goal being to seduce him, as my boss had instructed me to do. Then, obviously, things had turned out differently than expected. I had been thinking about it for the last few weeks. It had generated some tension between Gerardo and me. It was true that I had agreed to him introducing other people into our sex life, but I had never thought about another woman. Processing that was not easy for me. Finally, after mulling it over and dealing with my mixed feelings, I had agreed to it. What else could I do? Now that Daniel was unemployed, we were dependent on Gerardo. New year, new resolutions: I wanted to advance in my self-exploration hand in hand with Gerardo. That line, that of another woman, was not the one I was most interested in. In fact, I wasn't interested at all. I've already had my lesbian adventure. One night is enough. But I had to trust him. Besides, I had no other choice. Not at this stage of the movie. Otherwise, what was the point of wanting him to guide me? I still had palpitations and was confused by what was coming my way, so I barely - very contrary to the way I am - noticed how my husband and Lidia were talking and laughing together. 

	-Are you worried about Daniel? -Gerardo asked, however, managing to bring me out of my thoughts. 

	-Huh? Ah, no," I replied. I shrugged my shoulders. Anyway, he's caged. Even if he wanted to, which he doesn't, he couldn't do anything," I added, without much conviction. 

	-Right. But I don't want you to be distracted tonight. It's too much responsibility to carry the key. I don't want you to have to worry about it. Give it to me. 

	No! My husband is mine! Everything was starting to spin. The music and the flashes. Lidia with Gerardo. My husband with Lidia. The alcohol. Me with Lidia? "Give me the key!" echoed my boss's order in my head. I felt hot flashes. I put my hands to my throat, as if trying to open my air intake to breathe better. There I found the collar Gerardo had put on me and I calmed down. I can't ask him to take care of Daniel anymore and, when he does, deny him. Yes, his collar, that little dog collar, or any other collar he put on me, had that effect on me. It was a life preserver in a storm. I reached down and unhooked the key from my anklet. I placed one hand on top of the other and with palms up, offered my husband's key to him. Despite the momentary calm the necklace had given me, my heart was pounding again and threatening to burst out of my mouth. Do with me what you want. I handed my husband's key to Gerardo and with it I gave myself up. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Forgive me, Gema, if I sound like a real killjoy. The truth is that in my experience, both personal and what I have seen around me, in Master-submissive relationships, where there is no real loving relationship, things end badly. Only in couples that love each other have I seen that dynamic of power and love that makes the relationship stable and healthy. In the others, someone has been hurt. I, particularly, feel responsible for breaking up a family and it is something that still pricks my conscience." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your comments. I read them very carefully. Do submissives end up falling in love with their master, or is it simply that they need his humiliation, direction and approval so much that they forget their surroundings?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Here's your lipstick," my boss offered in exchange for my husband's key. Go to the bathroom and freshen up your makeup. 

	On the way to the restrooms, I reaped not a few lustful glances that, however, at those moments meant little to me. Perhaps on another occasion in my hotwife life, they would have meant something different, but not in those moments. I had to stand in line to get in. Although I had been reassured by touching the doggy collar Gerardo had put on me, I couldn't help but get agitated again at the thought of Lidia, my husband and... Machiavelli. What could Gerardo's manipulative devil be up to?  It was dangerous to leave them alone with my loyal, faithful but innocent husband. Gerardo knew how to take advantageous positions, as if it were a chessboard.  

	I was trying to shoo away the ghosts, when a vibration brought me out of my thoughts. It was the new remote-controlled vibrator Gerardo had bought! Suddenly, it had sprung into action. I remembered his words that it also worked through the phone network. Now it made sense. I squeezed my legs together in a vain attempt to suppress the vibration, or at least its effects on me. It's not fair! You turned it up full blast, boss! I clung to the wall, trying not to let anyone notice my condition, but I reaped strange looks. My mouth was ajar and I was panting. I was hunched over, with my legs closed and the palms of both hands against the wall, as if I was trying to slap them against it to avoid taking them to my privates. I hadn't felt that level of intensity at Gerardo's house. Apparently, he had reserved the maximum level for a better occasion. Fortunately, the music covered my moans or groans (or whatever sound was coming out of my mouth). As soon as it had kicked in, it stopped vibrating. In the bathroom I had a chance to take the vibrator out of my vagina, but I did not. Do with me what you want, boss. 

	I returned to the group and there was Lidia, leaning with her arm on my husband's shoulder, as if she had known him all her life, or at least from previous encounters. The three of them were laughing. 

	-Finish your drink, we're going downstairs to the central dance floor," Gerardo told me. 

	I had given Gerardo my glass, so he could hold it for me while I went to the bathroom, but Gerardo had passed it to my husband. I drank as fast as I could, but for me two drinks was already a lot of alcohol. I finished, finally, and we got ready to go downstairs. Daniel was coming after us, but Gerardo turned and stopped him. 

	-Do you know what that necklace means? 

	The doggie collar had replaced the otherwise ubiquitous choker. 

	Daniel did not know what to answer and said nothing. 

	-That Gemma has finally agreed to give herself to me completely," said my boss. She has proposed it for this year, without taboos, without limits. Hasn't she told you? -He looked at him with an air of superiority. You may not yet be aware of what it means. She may not even be aware of it herself, but she'll find out," she predicted. Daniel had also read my fictitious story and knew what I was willing to do for my boss. Do you think it's a coincidence that I've been training her as a pet? It's not just a matter of teaching her little tricks, like drinking with her tongue from a glass on the floor. There's a deeper meaning," he said ominously. And as far as you're concerned, that means I don't want you to come down with us. You're staying here. But I am generous. I didn't choose this floor by chance. Do you see the glass window there? With a bit of luck, you'll be able to see us from there, although I don't know if your eyesight will reach you. -Gerardo turned around, sure that Daniel would obey him. 

	My husband looked at me, asking me with his gaze what I should do. I had come closer to listen to the conversation between my husband and my goreador. No, not my goreador. My boss. I hesitated for a moment. After a couple of seconds' pause, I answered: 

	-I'll be fine, love. Don't worry," I said, placing the palm of my hand on his chest. It was a gesture I had copied from Nuria. Trust me. -My palm became a fist clutching my husband's shirt. The vibrations were shaking my sex again. I turned to Gerardo and saw how he was holding his cell phone in his hand. He had control of me from a distance. I closed my legs, trying to restrain that demon. I love you. But it's what I want," I managed to tell my husband. The intensity of the vibrations increased. I belong to Gerardo now," I managed to say between gasps. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	 "Good afternoon. The mind of a cuckold is very complex and frustrating, as well as capricious. From experience, I know that they make up some movies in their minds that, if not mostly fulfilled, they get frustrated like little children. Has this happened to you with your cuckold? Has he become infatuated with a cuckold or someone else? How have you reacted? Thanks for your response." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He was very upset that my relationship with Silvestre had come to an end. For him, I was the ideal goreador and he didn't want to understand why we ended that relationship. His reaction was quite childish and unfair, and he accused me of taking advantage of his philias while it was convenient for me and leaving them aside -and thus leaving him aside- when it was no longer convenient for me. It was a passing thing, but that reaction lasted him for months." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Hi Gema. I have been reading the old entries before following you and I have seen the deep dislike that Daniel feels from the beginning for Gerardo. I think it is because, unlike with Silvestre, he looks better in everything than Gerardo. Silvestre was younger, better looking, better endowed, a better lover and that, although it humiliated him, excited him. He felt the vertigo of losing you and that made him want to surpass himself to conquer you every day, giving you more love, giving you more attention, being a better lover and a better husband. Daniel, compared to Gerardo, is younger, more attractive, better endowed, better lover and that leaves him with no incentive. He feels that Gerardo has bought his wife with the only thing he doesn't have: money. And now, of that, with unemployment, he has even less." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I think you are quite right in your analysis, although I would qualify it a bit. Silvestre was better than my husband in all physical aspects, especially sex. That's one area my husband is willing to give up to an alpha male, because he wants the best for me (and because he delights in watching me and listening to my stories. Deep down I think it is, because he'd like to be me, not that that means he's gay or bisexual). What terrifies him to give in to another man is the intellectual and economic terrain. In our society, both are related, because we no longer hunt mammoths by brute force. And somehow, Gerardo has replaced him on the economic plane and threatens him on the intellectual plane. And at the same time, Gerardo has very little to offer on the physical plane and, in spite of that, I like being with him, which further contrasts what I said about economy and intellect. Because, if he were at least handsome and young, Daniel might try to convince himself that I'm actually with him for his physique and sex, but that way he doesn't stand a chance. Of course, if Gerardo had it all, maybe his fears would be greater and he would think that there would be some real possibility that I would leave him for him. So, as bad as it is, the situation is not so bad for him. What he ignores, at least on an emotional level, is that I am not with him (my husband) because of his intellect or his physique or because he earns part of our daily bread. I am with him because I love him. But tell me one thing, domaduro60, don't you think that the greater the fear, the more exciting it is for the cuckold? Don't you think that, in that sense, I have made a good choice with Gerardo?" 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Hi Gema. I just got home from work and saw your replies. I spent last night away from home last night too, but for work. As for what you say about fear, I think the cuckold is like anyone else and fear is fine and morbid as long as it is controllable. If he feels it escapes his ability to handle it, the morbidity turns into suffering. As I told you before, I think the dose of morbidity that Daniel receives from Gerardo has not increased for a long time.  

	Gema, I think that deep down you think the same as your husband: the feelings you say you feel for Gerardo are an unconscious justification for the fact that he has bought you. He has bought his own whore, yes, with company money. He enjoys you and his partners pay as well. Do the gifts he gives you go to the company's account too? Forgive this rant; I know you'll tell me I'm wrong about everything. That's what you should say for the readers of the blog." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Better his particular whore than a common whore, don't you think? I have no idea if the gifts are charged to the company. I hope not, mostly because that would be a bit risky. But, apart from that, the truth is that I don't really care too much. Don't think I care much about the gifts themselves. And indeed, I will tell you that I don't think I have positive feelings towards Gerardo, because, unconsciously, with it I want to justify or cover up that he has bought me. Although, who knows, maybe he suffers from some kind of Stockholm syndrome. But that would be dangerous, don't you think?" 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"That's out of the question, Gema. It must be extremely hard and risky to be a professional prostitute, even a high-class one. As you may have noticed, I like your husband more than Gerardo, even though my condition should be the other way around. But I also work in a multinational company and I have often seen bosses taking advantage of the company and the circumstances of the employees. It's more common than you think or want to admit." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I was kidding about the professional prostitute thing. They have all my respect. It's just that sometimes I need to remind myself that, deep down, Gerardo is paying me and so I feel the compulsion to post those kinds of images." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Gema, don't forget that you are not paid by Gerardo; you are paid by the company. Even if he uses you, it could be said that you are a valuable asset of the company. Haha. By the way, my name is Julio." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you Julio. I see the difference is huge. Now, instead of being Gerardo's asset, I am the asset of his entire company. What I've always dreamed of being." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Knowing he is powerless in the face of the situation creates frustration for Daniel and so don't expect his animosity towards Gerardo to diminish over time; it will probably increase. He still consents to the situation and says he supports you, because he loves you and because realistically, he knows that Gerardo is now your only option to maintain your standard of living. But knowing that also increases his resentment toward Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, in a way we depend on Gerardo to maintain our standard of living. And we also depend on me. You forget that Gerardo provides her with something more than rancor and money: Gerardo provides her with a morbidness, which I think no other man would be capable of, no matter how much (or precisely because of that) she doesn't like my boss." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"On the other hand, as you well know, sexual fantasies are like drugs: you need higher doses every day. You may get them, but for Daniel, after a year, I think there is no more dose of morbidity. There is a routine: on Thursdays you sleep at Gerardo's house until Friday afternoon, the sporadic nights you spend at Gerardo's house, him always listening alone, from the next room, and the parties you very occasionally let him attend." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You forget that much of the action takes place in the living room. And yes, maybe it's time to up the dosage somehow for my husband, before he goes rogue. Let me think of something. Or do you have any suggestions?" 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Suggestions? Well, involve him more in the act between you and Gerardo. Let him be present in the bedroom, let him hold your hand while you tell Gerardo to penetrate you harder, let him bite you while Gerardo fucks your ass and you remind him that he didn't taste it, let him lick the cum that drips out of you just a minute after Gerardo fucks you... But for that, you'll have to negotiate with Gerardo. Do you think you'd get it? Do you think it's worth doing it for your husband...and for you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"For the ass, Gerardo, for some reason, doesn't like it. We did it once - on my initiative - but he hasn't tried it since. I thought all dominants would like that. Gerardo and penetrate me hard? Well, it's not exactly his greatest virtue. He's softer and slower. I don't think he could give me hard for more than twenty seconds without exhausting himself. No, Gerardo doesn't do it like that. As for tasting his semen, I'd like him to do it in Gerardo's presence. I think that would be humiliating for him, but I'm afraid that Gerardo would be repulsed by that and that, to get it, I would have to negotiate with him, and that brings with it certain consequences you can imagine. Bite me while Gerardo fucks me? Holding my hand, maybe, but negotiating... But being kissed by another man in front of him or, to be more precise, by my husband... I don't see Gerardo going for it." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"I know Gerardo wants to keep your husband as far away as possible. For me it's an insecurity unbecoming of a Dominant... but well.... What I'm telling you is that you get it: not only for your husband, but for both of you, as a couple. It's a challenge that would also reaffirm your position as a wife and lover. You will need determination and will, as Gerardo is an old man seasoned in many battles, but you will know if it is worth it to have your husband closer to you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right. I'll try to get something, even if it's negotiating. He'll ask me to deepen our relationship further." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Delve deeper into the relationship with Gerardo? He is already present every minute of your life. You physically spend more time with him than with your husband and when you are not together, he is always there, with the messages, with the photos and videos you have to send him every day. He didn't even let you have a day off during the two weeks of vacation with your husband. On the other hand, you often forget about your husband, even on special days. Gerardo is; consuming all the air around you to suffocate Daniel." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Yes, it was true, at least in part. I had made this determination to deepen my relationship with Gerardo this year. I needed to unravel the mystery of myself; I couldn't put it off any longer. And Gerardo was my best guide. Mario was a diversion, a project going in another direction. Maybe he is also a distraction. I might not be able to walk two divergent paths. But I was like that. We'll see. 

	I wanted to kiss my husband, but I knew I should not. The first kiss of the night, after leaving Gerardo's house, was for Lidia. That was what my boss had told me. 

	Gerardo hooked his index finger on the ring of my necklace and dragged me with him. I struggled to walk, my legs closed because of the vibration in my pussy. Fortunately, the intensity of the vibration lessened and I was able to move forward without being too noticeable that something strange was happening to me. Gerardo grabbed us both by the waist and marched with us, one exciting female on each side. Left behind was my cuckold of a husband. Alone. Caged. 

	We arrived at the central dance floor, located downstairs. It was packed to overflowing, with lots of people jumping and jostling. The disco music was blaring, the flashbulbs were dazzling and the artificial smoke hid what was about to happen in a few moments. Everything was spinning. Everything, except the vibrator that, like an anchor, kept me trapped. As if drugged, I watched as Gerardo took a necklace out of his pocket and put it on Lidia. It was fuchsia. If I had had any doubts about the provenance of her dress, they were dispelled at that moment. Gerardo had been carefully preparing this checkmate. People were pushing and squeezing us, unaware of what was about to happen, of what it meant. Spaces were scarce. I was getting closer and closer to Lidia and my boss and farther and farther away from my husband. My legs were trembling. The vibrator was still vibrating inside me, although with a tolerable, pleasurable intensity. Excessively pleasurable. Gerardo took something else out of his pocket. It was a little chain. It was short, only about six inches long. He hooked it first to the ring of Lidia's necklace and then to mine. Together. Lidia slipped her hands behind my neck and I sleepwalked my hands around her waist. I knew what my boss expected of me. There was no need to search for her lips: the little chain barely allowed our heads to separate. I kissed her shyly. Gerardo increased the level of vibration. I bit her. I moaned mentally. Everything was spinning. Involuntarily, my hands went over her buttocks and checked what her dress had already revealed: that she wasn't wearing panties. The pressure of the crowd made our bodies press against each other. I was still kissing her, eyes closed. I always closed my eyes when I kissed. Lidia's hands ran down my back. Then they rested on the back of my neck, caressing it. Had it come from her, or had Gerardo told her about one of my weak spots? Her tongue tasted like honey. There seemed to be no end to the kiss. The chimes rang, as our tongues danced with each other. A new year had begun. My new life. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Gem, excellence is not abundant in either men or women (dominant or not) either at work or in life in general. That's why, when you find something exceptional, you must hold on to it and protect it so that it lasts forever." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I agree and that's what I do, both with Daniel and Gerardo." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"The exceptional thing I said to you about Daniel. It seems to me that you have to be a man to deal with your situation every day. Gerardo strikes me as a much more basic person, despite his money and apparent power. I judge only by what you write about him, but he strikes me as a typical businessman who has gotten rich by speculating and who buys everything, even people. But it would be very difficult for him to get the things he gets from a position of equality with the other person." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I married Daniel for a reason, while Gerardo is single." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo unhooked Lidia's chain. My end, however, he left it dangling from my necklace. He hooked the ring of Lidia's necklace with his index finger and kissed her. Again I felt jealousy, but it was more bearable than I thought I remembered feeling the year before. Some things seemed so far away. After a beautiful kiss with her, she turned to me. She tugged on my little chain and, without letting go of Lidia, finally kissed me too. For a moment I thought I would burst into tears. At that moment, I confess, I did not think of my husband. Daniel had had to welcome the New Year alone in the crowd. Infected by everyone's euphoria and widespread hopes that the new year would be prosperous and better than the previous one, we danced and kissed together. Gerardo must have set the vibrator on automatic mode, because it turned on and off by itself, randomly. I confess that I hardly thought about Daniel. All I could think about was kissing my boss and his muse. 

	I didn't know how much time had passed, how much saliva we had exchanged, when Gerardo decided to call it a night. I excused myself to go to the bathroom. My bladder was about to burst and the contraption I had inside me wasn't helping. Lidia signed up and joined me. She grabbed my hand and together we made our way. In the bathroom, I thought about my husband. I was sad that he couldn't be a part of our happiness. I pulled the remote-controlled vibrator out of my pussy. It was incredibly lubricated. I took a long pee. Then, I inserted it again. On the way back, Lidia grabbed my hand again and led the way. We went back to my boss. Before we left, Gerardo asked a girl to take a picture of us. The girl showed us the result on the screen. There were the three of us, smiling, one girl on each side of him, his arms around us and pressing us against him. I tried to notice my smile. Was it genuine happiness I radiated? Was there a hint of fear, for the step I had taken and for what was yet to come? 

	We left the disco and there was my husband, in my car, waiting for us. Apparently, Gerardo had called him on the phone. The three of us got into the back of the car. Gerardo was on one side, the two of us on his right, holding hands. My husband's eyes were transfixed through the rearview mirror on our linked hands. Suddenly, I felt bad for him. I had pushed that feeling away, but now, with him in front of me, I could no longer do so. He had spent midnight alone, on the fifth floor, trying to distinguish us through the glass and the artificial smoke in the crowd. Could he have watched us kissing? I doubted that, at best, he would have managed to see any detail from up there. Poor thing! I knew that one of his fantasies was to have a threesome with me and another woman. How could he not? It's almost every man's fantasy! And not only would it not come true, but he hadn't even been able to witness our lesbian kisses. No! Not lesbian! I'm not like that! So far, she had had to be satisfied with the kiss that Mari Carme had given me. Gerardo had already warned her. 

	My husband drove to my boss's house. It was uncomfortable, because today's cars are not really prepared to accommodate three adults in the back. Lidia and I were at least small, but Gerardo bulked up for two. I was in the middle. My boss was stroking my leg over my dress. Lidia held my hand. It was quiet. Daniel hadn't put on any music, probably so he could hear our conversations. The silence was only interrupted by the random roaring in my legs and the resulting giggles it provoked in Gerardo and Lidia. She knows. Yes, maybe we were a little happy, in more ways than one. But that's what we had my husband for, to act as our chauffeur. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"Life is a roulette wheel. There are more things out of our control than we think." 

	With a picture of a naked woman in a casino, sucking the top cone of a roulette wheel. 

	Do what you want from me, Gerardo. I am yours. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	With the lighting in the house, without the dazzling flashes, the mesmerizing laser beams and the mysterious neon lights of the disco, from close rather than far away, Daniel stood watching us both. The make-up was no longer as it had been at the beginning of the night, but the dresses were just as sensual and transparent. Who is he looking at more, Daniel, me or Lidia?  

	Gerardo called me and I came, leaving Lidia and my husband alone. Gerardo had taken off his jacket and was in the bathroom, washing his hands. Gerardo washed them very often. I washed them too. I dried them and opened the fly of his pants. I slipped my fingers through the opening of his briefs - yes, they were the old-fashioned kind - and pulled out his flaccid cock. Then I opened the lid of the toilet and pointed. Do with me what you want, boss. I'm yours. It didn't take Gerard long to relax and a golden stream shot out. The distinctive acrid smell flooded my nostrils, but I didn't care. My boss peed long and hard, while I held his cock. When he was done, I shook his penis until it stopped dripping and stuffed it back inside his boxers. That time, in the Irati Forest, just a couple of months ago, had been the second time I had done something like that. The first time I had done it was in Switzerland (now you know one more thing that happened on that trip). Since that second time, my boss expected me to help him with that task every time he went to the bathroom. I have no words to describe what I felt. Funny? Interesting? Exciting? Strange? Dirty? Humiliating? Immoral? Maybe there's a little bit of everything. Daniel, thank God, had not yet asked me what I was doing when I accompanied Gerardo to the bathroom. 

	I had never done anything like this with my husband. Neither of us had any interest in such a philia, nor had it ever occurred to us or would it ever have occurred to us. Anyway, my husband had been peeing sitting down for a few years now - almost since we started this lifestyle. It's something that, by the way, I highly recommend for hygiene reasons: husbands should all pee sitting down! {Or at least the cuckolded ones}. Now, with the chastity device, he had no choice. I washed my hands. 

	Daniel had sat on the chair, in his usual corner. Lidia had sat on his knee and was whispering honeyed things in his ear. I froze at the sight of them. My husband's arms, instead of falling to the floor, were unnecessarily holding the young woman. She's not going to fall from there! Lidia was giggling and my husband listened attentively. With one finger, she was playing with his shirt. I saw from the corner of my eye that Gerardo was watching me with amusement. I turned to him, ready to protest. But Gerardo picked up something and handed it to me. Yes, I agreed with him on that, as much as it pained me in my heart. You've earned it, Daniel! I advanced towards my husband with the mask in my hand and, much to his dismay, put it on him. Daniel accepted it. He knew better than to protest. 

	-You can imagine what's going to happen now, can't you? -asked my boss. I expect you to behave like a man and keep your mask on at all times. I'd put the handcuffs on you, just in case, but I'm not sure I won't need them later. 

	I had never seen him so communicative with my husband. Was it the drinks? Was it the intoxicating feeling of having two phenomenal females at his disposal? Or was it his good resolutions for this year? It seemed Gerard was willing to go the extra mile and keep his end of the bargain. [Don't get excited so fast! Watch out for Machiavelli!] 

	Lidia gave my husband a kiss on the cheek. Her lipstick mark was etched on his skin. She reached up and hooked her index finger on the ring of my necklace. He gently pulled it down, forcing me to bend down. A few inches from my husband's face, he kissed me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello Gema. Congratulations on your blog. Following your last posts, I would like to ask you if Daniel became infatuated with Lidia and left you aside, what would you do? Would you pass on him and continue with Gerardo as if nothing happened or would you leave Gerardo and your current life and fight to get your husband back with all your strength? Answer me honestly, if you can, please. Thanks wapa." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Was the above image of the girl with the knife hidden behind her back not explicit enough? Do you think Daniel would like a girl with a face full of ugly scars and missing a breast? If that wasn't enough, there is an ancient formula for love that is one hundred percent guaranteed to hold him back and keep him away from any temptation." My answer was followed by the image of a dominatrix locking her submissive in a cage with metal bars. "I'm not interested in Gerard without my husband. I'm not interested in any of this without my husband. And I'm not interested in Daniel getting close to any neighborhood slut or her getting close to him. If Daniel were to be unfaithful to me at any point, I would rethink this whole lifestyle." 

	  

	curiojotj:  

	"Really, do you think at this point you can give up this lifestyle? You say that, if Daniel interacted with another woman, you would consider leaving him. Another thing: You can't stand him being with another woman, but would he have to watch you give birth to someone else's child, whom, by the way, he hates, in addition to having to raise it? I understand that your relationship is asymmetrical, but that goes beyond that, don't you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There's more than one way to leave something. Asymmetry is not about being fair, it's about making something work. Daniel and I are different and we need different treatment. And no, I'm not leaving him with another woman." 

	My response with a picture of a woman in sexy panties, revolver in hand, hidden behind her tight ass. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXV - The limits of friendship 

	  

	"Being dominant is not about being authoritarian. It is about being flexible and firm at the same time. It does not mean being strong, but knowing how to use your imagination and be gentle when it is convenient and abrupt when you want to surprise. It means seducing instead of imposing. It means knowing the submissive's soul better than he does. It means being repetitive, to educate in certain types of behaviors, and imaginative, to explore new scenarios. It means being loyal and reliable and not selfish and ephemeral. It means transcending the physical and acting on the spiritual. 

	It means taking me where I dare not go, sheltered by your presence, even though you are not physically by my side. It means there are few like you. thank you." - Gemma 

	  

	  

	alberto-lerele: 

	"I heartily wish you a Happy New Year!!!! I just finished your second book and already posted the rating on Amazon. I missed that you described a little more the sensations and feelings in the different phases of the evolution of the story. The erotic scenes, as always, sublime. A silly question: (after the inocentada of December 28...) Did you take some literary license or is it a faithful reflection of your experiences with Silvestre? A huge kiss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In the third book I will try to elaborate and describe the sensations more. I'm thinking that Daniel could write in first person in some parts, to show what he felt. I don't know, it's a possibility: a book written in first person from the point of view of two characters. Literary licenses? I try to convey the essential. Obviously, I had to shorten some sequences, eliminate some encounters, but..." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Dear Gema, I hope this new year brings a better situation for your family. Especially for Daniel, who must be having a hard time because of his dismissal. I know from experience that it is not easy, when you are around 45, to find a job again, especially in the technology sector, where there are many young people who are very well prepared. That's why you must give him your support, now more than ever. I feel a lot of empathy with him and I am worried that he will be damaged by his situation and your growing involvement and intimacy with Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for the kind words. The situation is not easy, as you rightly say. Jobs can be found, but at what level of salary? Probably much lower than what I had before. I've been there and look where I ended up. Anyway, we are in no hurry. Daniel has two years of unemployment. It's not a question of stretching it to the limit, but he's not in a hurry to find a job tomorrow. Daniel's mood is changeable. One day he's cheerful and happy, excited about us and Gerardo, and the next day he's rather depressed. Is slowing down the right thing to do? Maybe it is. Or maybe not. Maybe you need this more than ever, to get away from your real problems. As real as I am with Gerardo, it's still a fantasy for my husband, a fantasy in which to take refuge and put aside the harsh reality. In any case, it is not as simple as adapting everything to my husband's needs. I take them very much into account, but that's not the only thing. I have my own. I have my fantasies and my needs. I don't have all the time in the world to explore certain things, nor does the right person always come along. It won't be a journey without intensity, that's for sure. Nor will there be a lack of problems and misunderstandings. However, what is also clear is that there will be no shortage of love and loyalty." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema I love your blog and wish a Happy 2018 to you and your family. I wonder if, having got to the point you are at, there are periods where you live life as a normal married couple in love. I don't mean a day a or a weekend, or even a getaway, but long periods, where you forget the hotwife and cuckold thing and feel free both of you to go out, laugh together, talk tenderly to each other and make love by giving yourselves completely to each other, without conditions, roles or humiliation. Thank you!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I assure you that our life is more normal than it may appear here on the blog, where I obviously focus on the more morbid. But what I understand you are proposing is to put this lifestyle on hold for a while. That in itself is not a bad idea, except that, in our case, right now is not the time. My relationship with Gerardo is deepening and it's something I wouldn't want to abort. That, however, doesn't stop Daniel and I from laughing and talking tenderly. However, when it comes to making love, it is difficult to put aside our respective roles. It's very exciting and strong. When it's not Daniel who brings up the subject, comments on a fantasy or recalls a scene, it's me. Yes, in the end in bed it's almost always present that he's my cuckold and I'm his hotwife. But what's wrong with that, is there anything wrong with me occasionally liking to make love to him, penetrating him myself?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. A while ago I saw a series on TV, where a recently widowed wife was talking about her late husband with some friends of theirs. In the conversation, she discovers that she knew nothing of how her husband felt about her, that the adoration of her husband that she saw was not real, and that he actually felt resentment towards her, out of a sense of inferiority. I don't know why you and Daniel came to mind, do you think what your husband tells you is really how he feels about you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If anything, she feels inferior to me, it's because of my sexuality as a woman. My orgasms are stronger than his, I can have multiple orgasms, I can seduce (almost) any man, I can... But that's nothing particular to Gema; it applies to any woman. Simply put, we are sexually superior. I think that's why society has always tried to put us on the sidewalk, because it fears women's sexuality. I don't claim a feminist discourse, because I don't like feminism at all. In fact, a lot of talk about equality and freedom, but I doubt that they would support what I do with Gerardo, for example. It is simply a reflection about superiority, with objective data and facts created by nature. I think Daniel might be envious of me for that, because, in part, he would like to be like me. Not in the sense of wanting to be a woman, to dress up and paint himself or have an operation. No, none of that. Just that, maybe, if I could choose what to be in another life, I would choose to be a woman. But of course, I would choose to be a beautiful woman, in the West and only if they had invented something to eliminate the discomfort of the ruler. No, I don't think she really feels inferior to me. It's rather the other way around: I often feel inferior to him, even though for the past few years I've been trying my best to hide it." 

	  

	***  

	  

	-What did you think? -my wife asked me proudly. 

	-She's pretty," I replied. I immediately realized my mistake. I tried to correct it by adding, "I don't know how Gerardo does it, but he always chooses them very pretty. 

	-I didn't mean her, you idiot! -What did you think of the... night? Did you like it? 

	-She? -I joked to provoke her. I was not to provoke a beast. I shouldn't poke my wife with that. But I couldn't resist playing with danger, even though I knew I was in danger. It's an amazing creature," I told her. It was the truth. Lidia was amazing. She was very affable and open. I had felt very comfortable with her. I didn't understand what motivated her, although I could imagine it. However, it was better not to tell my wife. She was not stupid and could imagine it herself. But I knew it was a subject I preferred to ignore. I preferred to suppress those suspicions from her mind. After all, as unlikely as it was, there was always the possibility that... I didn't finish the thought. I, too, preferred to put those thoughts out of my mind. What do you do when you see a magic trick? Do you think about where the trick is, or do you let yourself get caught up in the mystery? Well, that's it. 

	-You're an asshole," my wife snapped angrily. I doubted whether she was acting angry or genuinely angry. 

	Of course I knew what she meant. He wanted me to tell her that I thought her lesbian experience was fantastic. But, unfortunately, I hadn't seen it. Gerardo had announced it to me, and he had delivered. I wasn't particularly upset about it. But I felt it was my right, even my obligation, to be annoyed. Otherwise, what was left for me? If I was happy with everything, where did that leave me? And, above all, where did it leave the game? Shouldn't a submissive put up a minimum of resistance? Shouldn't a submissive cuckold put on a sour face from time to time? After all, I was no longer a willing cuckold. At least, I was no longer officially so. I was now a submissive cuckold, with no choice. Gemma had made it clear to me. It was no longer about my desires, but hers. Not that that was causing me a problem. In fact, I was finding it more exciting that way. Besides, it relieved me of responsibility. I just had to play along and accept, albeit with a minimum of resistance; that little bit of opposition was salt and pepper in the stew. No, it wasn't that I liked everything. But I was learning to get the hang of not liking it. It often got on my nerves, that's for sure. Sometimes I'd have meltdowns and get pissed off. But what could I do? Gema wasn't going to change. If I objected, I could lose her. I had no choice but to learn to live with the imposed situation and try to make the best of it. That bastard Gerardo had prevented me from watching my wife's lesbian action with that angelic creature. She's a demon disguised as an angel, really. From upstairs, in the discotheque, I had not been able to see much, only lumps. But I had been able to imagine what was going on down there. At least, and I had to let her have that, I had managed to initiate her into bisexuality. I am patient. The time will come when I can see her in action with that girl. But he had been able to see her kissing her hairdresser. It had been a real kiss, not like the fake caresses with Nuria. At first, when that woman came in, I had thought it would be that girl, Lidia. The ages didn't match, of course, but who else could it have been? It had been a surprise that she was his hairdresser! And now, every time I go to the beauty salon, I'll have to think that she made out with her beautician. I had no choice but to accept that Gerardo had choreographed it well. 

	-Don't even think about dreaming about her! -my wife threatened me. I still didn't know to what extent she was being serious and to what extent she was being theatrical. I'm not going to let you go near her. You think I don't remember your silly little smile when she sat on your thighs? 

	I smiled. I don't know if it was a goofy smile or a normal smile, but I smiled. The truth was that I had liked that she had sat on me. I had gotten along well with Lidia. We had empathized. Of course, I was only there to watch. I had no other intention. I couldn't have her, being caged. The chastity device had its advantages. And its drawbacks. It ensured that I couldn't fool around. Not that I wanted to. But being caged, it allowed me to relax, because I knew that whatever I did, whatever happened, I couldn't do anything. I didn't have to restrain myself especially, then.  

	-Don't look at me like that! -my wife blurted out. Now she seemed really annoyed. 

	I tried to wipe away the smile, but only succeeded in making it widen. I liked seeing her jealous. Usually I was the one who had to deal with the jealousy. For once, it wasn't bad that it was the other way around. If I'm not going to do anything with her, silly. But I love seeing you like this. Of course I was pleased that women were interested in me. Of course it had felt good to get Yolanda's message. It had been awkward too, because I hadn't known how to react. But it had made me feel good. And it had also made me feel good to have that little demon angel, Lidia, talk to me, sit on top of me and... give me a very sensual little kiss on the cheek. Even if deep down she was laughing at me for being a beaten, caged cuckold, I had liked those moments. He didn't laugh at me. He accepted it as the most normal thing in the world. And he was interested in me. 

	I had guggled pictures of Justine Joli. The truth was that Lidia had a certain air about her. But she had the young Justine, the one from the porn movies she remembered. Precisely, they were erotic films, more than pornographic. They were lesbian erotic movies. What a coincidence! They were of the softcore type, with a very neat aesthetic and script. Today's Justine had obviously aged, and no longer looked so much like Lydia. She had aged quite well, although she had undergone the typical cosmetic surgeries on her face that ended up stiffening her. The curious thing was that she was currently wearing red hair. She didn't remember if she dyed her hair when she was younger. What she remembered about her were those appetizing little faces, that innocent little face, which hid an unexpected sexual appetite, on the one hand, but not so unexpected, on the other hand, and those small but firm breasts. And now, the redhead was my wife. Where did Gerardo's old man get the young Lidia from? I knew the story, but there was something fishy about her. Not in Lidia, who wore a sweet heady perfume, but in the story. I again made an effort to push those thoughts away. Knowing too much could be counterproductive. I had learned that from my wife. Normally, I would question everything about Gerardo. But, in this case, it's better that I don't. I don't want to screw this up. I don't want to screw this up. I like this new direction the story is taking. I'm not going to be the one to break it by asking too many questions. 

	-All right," my wife exclaimed. -exclaimed my wife. You've earned it. I was going to tell you what Gerardo, Lidia and I did. But I'm not going to do it anymore. 

	-But you told me you'd tell me everything you do with Gerardo! -You assured me I wouldn't have to wait to read about it on your damn blog! -I had found the idea of the blog interesting at the beginning, stressful in between and frustrating at the end. 

	-You were there, Daniel," my wife reminded me, relentless. You couldn't see it, but you could hear it. -He shook his head. No, no, no. You screwed me once with Nuria, but it won't happen again. I don't care what some followers write about the health of your prostate. Don't you think I don't know that you most likely wrote it? No, no. I'm not going to uncage you for a long period of time. I'm not going to risk it. 

	-Honey, but if I only... 

	-Tonight you are going to be Daniela again," my wife cut me off. I want you to be perfectly shaved from the waist down. You're going to dress in heels, stockings, garter belt and bra. And you're going to wear make-up," my wife added to my humiliation. Do you want to know what we did? I'll show you. You're going to be her. I'm missing a Gerardo, but I'm working on it," she commented. He could only be referring to Mario. Daniel, this is serious! If you do anything with her, if you even think of doing anything with her, I'll cut your balls off! -To emphasize her words, Gema took the ham knife out of one of the kitchen drawers and showed it to me threateningly. Understood? 

	-Yes," I answered, a little frightened. I swallowed saliva. The smile had suddenly disappeared. I knew Gema wasn't serious. She would never hurt me or anyone else. But the sparks in her eyes made me doubt. Either she meant it, at least in part, or she was acting very well. 

	-Yes, what? -she blurted out. She was still holding the knife in her hand. It wasn't pointed at my chest, but at my balls. 

	-Yes, Goddess," I answered quickly. 

	-That's better. -Gemma put the knife down, but didn't put it back in the drawer yet. Tonight I want you to wait for me on the pouf, with your ass up and your panties pulled down to your knees. I'm going to try the strap on with you. This is not part of what I want to show you that I did with Lidia and Gerardo. I would never hurt myself and I would never hurt her. There is only one reason why I would hurt her," he said. The sparks had returned to his eyes, "But before I can show you what we did, I need you to be in a more docile state and put away that masculine mentality of yours that I see right now, when you think about her. I don't like you like that at all," she said, "I prefer you docile and feminine. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Laura: 

	"Hello Gema. I also have a 19 year old daughter and I am wondering if you have told her about your lifestyle yet. If not, doesn't she get strange and ask you when you spend a lot of nights away from home? If I did something like that, I'm sure my daughter would be upset and ask what's wrong with me." 

	  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, we haven't told him anything! I couldn't; it's something that terrifies me. She's an adult and maybe I should talk to her about certain things, both so she can see all the possibilities out there, and so she can understand us better. But I haven't done that. Unfortunately, today I don't have that kind of relationship with her that would allow me to do that. I wish I could be her friend, but things are not so good between us. I don't know if my daughter has noticed anything or not. I don't think so. When I stay away, I tell her it's a business trip. My husband, in his day, traveled quite a bit and it was the norm. Of course, it's surprising that mommy travels now too, but I have a new job, so why not? Also, she's pretty independent now and spends a lot of nights out with girlfriends, boyfriend, etc. So we always try to make it coincide. Anyway, if she asked me directly, I would tell her. Well, maybe not in my case, because as I was saying above, I don't have that kind of relationship with her. I'm not sure. But I would like to have that relationship with her so that I could explain to her naturally how things are. I think she would accept it, why not, as long as it doesn't change anything for them (they are very self-centered for that), I think they don't have any problem accepting this kind of things after a certain age. I really don't know. I'm a mess on that score." 

	  

	Laura: 

	"You are very brave then. I would die of shame and I think my husband more so. Society is not yet ready to accept this. I think it's still quite macho. I would most likely have serious problems with the family and at work, if it became public knowledge. Also, if my daughter rejected me, I would die. She is everything to me." 

	  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Your daughter is not going to reject you for that. As I was saying, as long as you continue to provide her with the same thing, she won't have any problems with it. She may say "my parents are crazy", but I think that's all. Problems with the family? Why problems? Are they going to deny you the inheritance? Are they not going to invite you to lunch on Christmas Day? Ah, they might give you a bad face. Well, I'm sorry, but that's up to them. If you really love someone, you accept them as they are, even if you don't agree with them and even if from time to time you try to convince them to change. I don't think it was that big of a deal, really. I think it's more your impression, because (logically) it scares you. Problems at work? Well, there it could have negative effects, I'm not going to argue with that. But why should they find out at work? Although... if your boss found out, maybe he'd give you a promotion. Look, you only live life once. And at the end of it all, you're going to regret more what you've left undone than what you've done. If you feel like it, do it. Be cautious, of course: there's no need to publish it unnecessarily, but don't get obsessed with keeping it hidden beyond reason. In the end, it's your life first and your husband's second. The kids are there too, but they will soon have their own life, so don't worry so much about it, they worry less and less about us (as they should). Think about your husband and yourself. And, for starters, you don't need to tell your daughter anything, that would come later. It's not like you have to be on the go every day. So, for a little getaway from time to time, I don't think anything would happen." 

	  

	Laura: 

	"I understand what you are telling me about the fear of his reaction if you tell him and that he doesn't understand your husband's role in this. But being like that, aren't you afraid that some of his acquaintances or his friends' parents will see you with Gerardo? And if you tie up ends, your nights away from home... I think they are almost always on Thursdays, aren't they? What if you were to get pregnant?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In life there are always risks. Taking a car is risky; it is one of the major causes of death, but that doesn't mean we stop taking it and go to unnecessary places. This is the same thing: the risks you mention exist, but I think the probability of it happening is small. Madrid is very big and I don't see myself with Gerardo in my city. Could someone see us in a restaurant or a discotheque? Yes, it is possible but unlikely. What if someone saw me unequivocally and undeniably? What if I told my daughter? Or a neighbor? Or my parents? Or our friends? It would be an unpleasant and undesirable situation. But, if it happened, we would face it brazenly and naturally. Yes, that's the way things are, we don't live in the Middle Ages. This has always existed; it is probably as old as humanity. The difference is that now, thanks to the Internet, it has become somewhat popularized and has gained visibility. At some point it will be the same as being gay: no one will be scandalized. Although, of course, it would be a pity then, because where would the morbidity be? If you have a good relationship with your daughter and you think she can understand, explain it to her. As I said, as long as it doesn't affect them, everything seems acceptable to them. But if you don't have such a good feeling, it's better not to tell her, because she will use it at some point as a weapon (yes, teenagers are like that). But I insist, if you have confidence, if she considers you a friend besides being a mother, if you think she can understand, it's better that she knows. It will also be exciting to see how your husband would react, knowing that his daughter knows he is a spoiled cuckold. Ha ha ha ha ha ha. Maybe she'll feel admiration for him, for being so generous. Maybe she would consider turning her boyfriend into a cuckold... We, the truth is that in that sense we are not being brave and we keep this a secret. No family or friends know about it. But that said, if anyone found out, we wouldn't think of being embarrassed about it. Head held high and naturally. This is the 21st century.  

	Regarding the other two questions: No, we did not always meet on Thursdays. This was mostly at the beginning, when Daniel was not invited and I had to look like I was going on a business trip or staying with a friend for a sleepover, because we had gone anywhere... or any other excuse. Now that Daniel is invited, we try to do it especially when she is not at home, which fortunately is more and more often. She has a boyfriend and not infrequently stays over with him. So we take the opportunity to meet up then, especially if it's an overnight stay. It's a matter of looking for opportunities and understanding that we have the right to lead our own life, apart from that of our children, because they do the same and that's the normal and right thing to do.  

	Getting pregnant? Ugh... that's a tough question. For starters, there are contraceptives, but they are not infallible. If there is suspicion, there is the morning-after pill. Fortunately, I have never had to use it. And if it comes to it: abortion or having the baby? That would be a separate issue. But if we had the baby, hypothetically speaking, what would we do with it? In our case, hiding the truth would be complicated, since my husband is sterilized. I don't know to what extent our daughter is aware of it, but our relatives know. But just as contraceptives fail, so does vasectomy... There have been cases, although they are extremely rare. And it would be even rarer if it came out coffee-with-milk, although that would not be my case, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. If it were to happen and we decided to have it: "A lo hecho, pecho! I would be neither the first nor the last woman to have another man's child. The really scandalous thing would be to admit that my husband knew about it and also encouraged me to have extramarital affairs. But if it happened, the world would still be turning, no doubt. It wouldn't end because of that. Everything has only as much importance as you decide to give it." 

	  

	The biggest coward in the world giving lessons... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-How was New Year's Eve? -asked Manolo to his friend. He had, of course, read Gema's account in her blog. But the story omitted what had happened later in bed. Did you achieve what you set out to do? -he asked admiringly. 

	-I believe so. -Gerardo smiled with satisfaction, swollen with pride. He had slept with two beautiful women at the same time. One of them, by age, could well be his granddaughter, but unlike Gema, who was still reluctant, because she saw in her a daughter, old Gerardo did not feel any discomfort at all. He had not even considered it in those terms. 

	-But how do you do it? -Manolo shook his head. He knew very well how he had done it with Lidia. He had given his friend no choice but to confess it to him. If Manolo felt cheated by that, since he had been the one who had supposedly lured Lidia into the group, it wasn't for long. He was too fascinated by everything else Gerardo was getting. The little girl was pretty, but she was just that, a little girl. The other one, however, was a woman, in every respect. And that was precisely what he couldn't understand and what amazed him, that his not so handsome friend managed to handle that woman in that way, even more so when she was married and had a family. There was more to it than money, much more. 

	-You have dedicated yourself to the notary's office," Gerardo began to explain. What is required in your job? To be diligent, meticulous, reliable, pristine... I'm not wrong, am I? -It was a rhetorical question. Of course he wasn't wrong. My job, in turn, requires me to seek out opportunity, negotiate it, and capture it. In my job, it's not enough for me to just watch and attest. I have to understand how each person works and understand what motivates them. 

	Manolo waited for his friend to finish his explanation, but Gerardo remained silent. Everything he had said was obvious. Manolo already knew that. He became impatient and said: "So? 

	-So, you say? -Gerardo laughed. He loved to make a fool of himself, especially with his friend. What do you think motivates Gema? 

	-Money," answered Manolo, more than anything else to provoke his friend and to lower his boastfulness. 

	-You're wrong," Gerardo dismissed his friend's answer. That's why you don't understand. You, as a notary, see an economic transaction. I see the motivation. It's not the money that motivates her. It's me paying her. Those are different things. But that's not what I meant. What else? 

	-Let you make the decisions," said Manolo this time. 

	-No, Manolo. Not exactly," Gerardo corrected him, "You should know that by now. He wants to experience extreme things, without feeling responsible for them. That's why she cedes control to me. This way, the decision is apparently mine and she is not to blame for what I make her do. It's silly, because she could very well refuse. 

	-Could I? Really? -Manolo doubted. He knew about the precarious financial situation Gema and her husband were going through. 

	-Are you criticizing me for using the economy as leverage with her and taking advantage of Daniel getting fired? 

	Manolo nodded. He had always considered his ethical standards superior to those of his friend. Not that Gerardo was a criminal without a conscience, but he had done things-and continued to do things-that were of questionable morality, at least to Manolo. He was no saint either, of course. His work as a notary required him to facilitate the payment in black money between the parties, while actively looking the other way. Not a few real estate transactions had been closed with a significant B-payment. But that was different. He had not taken advantage of it, at least not directly. He had only facilitated the understanding and, in return, had made sure that the transaction was done in his notary's office. 

	-Would you fire her if she didn't obey you? -Manolo had phrased it as a question, but he thought he knew the answer, and the intention had been to reproach his friend. If Gemma depended on him, he would treat her much more nobly. However, he had to admit that he was no match for her. He could not give her what she demanded. "Maybe Gerard is only giving her what she asks for," he admitted to himself. He wasn't going to tell his friend that if, in return, it might create a little guilty conscience for him. 

	-Deterrence," said Gerardo. It only works as long as it is credible. If the USSR had believed that the US would not launch a nuclear attack in retaliation to a US attack, World War III would have broken out and the world would have ended. The same can be said the other way around," he explained. But once the attack is launched, regardless of the destruction it produces, the threat ceases to exist and deterrence ceases to work. Would I fire it if I didn't get it to go where I want it to go? -Gerardo shrugged his shoulders. The best way to avoid that end is for her to think I would. Blame me for keeping the peace! 

	-Without atomic bombs there would be no nuclear war either," replied Manolo, after reflecting on his friend's explanation. He saw the logic in it, but he did not share the methods. 

	-I only give her what she needs," Gerardo justified himself, using words very similar to those his friend had said to himself. It's not like she was going to starve to death. But no, that's not what I meant either. You're missing the point, Manolo. Ever since I let you fuck her, you've been thick. Has she sucked your brains as well as your dick? Or has she stolen your heart? 

	Manolo reddened. To distract his friend, he quickly responded with another hypothesis: "She does it for her husband. She does it all just to make him morbid. -Manolo was emboldened. Judging by the sour expression on his friend's face, he knew he had hit the nail on the head. In reality, she's his slave and you're just a tool of theirs. 

	-No, no, Manolo. -Gerardo made a gesture with his hand, as if he could push those ideas away. Jealousy, Manolo, jealousy! -he finally revealed. She is very jealous and competitive. That's what I'm using to motivate her, Manolo. Whatever Lidia does, she wants to do better! That's my real leverage for my leverage. 

	Manolo reflected for several seconds on what Gerardo had told him. It made perfect sense. Gerardo had psychoanalyzed her well and was using her weaknesses against her, to motivate her. She was about to nod, but restrained herself. She didn't want to do her friend that favor. She would immediately swell up when he agreed with her on the subject. 

	-She does it all for her husband," he insisted in return. You can never really make her yours. 

	Gerardo's face turned sour. He knew his friend was right, but he was not about to throw in the towel so quickly. Time was running out, but he was going to fight to the end. 

	-Jealousy, Manolo," Gerardo reiterated. I have plans to use jealousy for that too. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Tarcotron:  

	"Hello, Gema. I'm curious: Do you know what Gerardo thinks about Daniel and your marriage? Have you said anything to him? Has Gerardo ever questioned your love for Daniel? Have you said anything about your love?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, Gerardo doesn't get involved in that. Let's say that he neither likes nor dislikes the fact that she is married. He is not the ideal goreador, who enjoys both the husband (psychologically) and the wife (sexually and psychologically). Gerardo has agreed to interact with Daniel, because I negotiated it for him. Gerardo doesn't particularly mind that I'm married, as long as he gets what he wants from me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema. If you want to promote the relationship with Gerardo, aren't you afraid that Daniel might think Gerardo is more important to you? How could you reassure Daniel? Aren't you afraid that you might push Daniel too far?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I make sure I give Daniel what I don't give any other man. For example, he's the only one I get into chastity. He's the only one who tastes me, having been with another man. And he's the only one I penetrate in the ass. These are authentic expressions of love, unmistakable." 

	  

	Until I get something similar with Mario.... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The experience with Lidia, for the second time, had thrown me off balance. I am not like that. She had made me kiss her in public. And she had made me do other things to her in private. And she had done them to me. The worst thing was that I liked it. I'm not like that! I only do it because she makes me. On top of that, after all the sacrifice, Daniel had only kept her cute face! He had said she reminded him of a porn actress. It seemed to me that it had nothing to do with that. That porn actress was much older than Lidia. Daniel had not appreciated the effort I had made. He had only noticed her and wanted to see the action live. To see her naked! I shook my head. I was being unfair to him. It wasn't about seeing her naked - that too! I wanted to see the lesbian scene, like in those porn movies he used to watch. He didn't care about what it really meant to me. He was only interested in the flesh, not my feelings. 

	"English practice: Kiss me!", I sent to Gerardo, translating the text of a suggestive image. 

	Gerardo picked up his cell phone and read the WhatsApp message. I saw it through the window of his office. And the blue tick confirmed that he had read it. But my boss didn't flinch. He put his cell phone on the table and continued working as if nothing had happened, ignoring me completely. I had been looking forward to surprising him. I had stood up to see his reaction, but he had ignored me. Crestfallen, I sat back down at my desk. Even Gerardo didn't understand me anymore. Daniel was sometimes insensitive. Or at least he seemed to be, because of how uncommunicative he often was. My husband did a lot of thinking, but he kept it to himself. That's no good to me, love! But Gerardo understood me well. He had done so from the first moment. He knew how to give me what I needed, not always, but almost always. Even when he surprised me, he was right. I don't know what's wrong with me. I'm not like that. I was having trouble getting certain thoughts out of my mind. 

	"Call Daniel and have him take you to Manolo's house", Gerardo had just replied to my message via WhatsApp, when I was not expecting it and I thought he had forgotten about me, after what I had done for him. It was half an hour before the end of the day and I had to go home. "I want him to record you from the car, without Manolo seeing him. I want you to record how you bite him," she specified in another message, next. "Manolo doesn't know anything. When he opens the door, don't greet him. Don't say anything to him. You give him a kiss, no more. You know how I like them." Daniel was at home; he was unemployed. But it didn't make sense for him to come all this way to pick me up and then take me to Manolo's house for a prank. But I sensed that he would be happy to do it anyway. This way he'll meet Manolo, the other old guy I've been banging. And this one is not bad at all. "I want you to give him a hard-on," the next wasap said. "You can kiss him all you want. You can whisper to him, if you want. But apart from kissing him, you can't touch him. You can't go into his house either. I want you to do it outside, on his doorstep. Then send me the video and go home." 

	"Am I the queen or the pawn?", I wrote on my blog, after calling my husband. He had found a nice picture, of a naked woman on a giant chessboard. "What I do know is that I don't play White right now." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"From your stories, you are entering the world of bisexuality. Don't get me wrong, bisexuality, not because you like women, but because thanks to them you can go deeper into yourself and feel a new sexuality, sweeter than with a man. Neither with the cuckold nor with the cuckold will be similar. Everything indicates that you are going to incorporate women and specifically Lidia into your sex life. Surely it won't take you long to have intense sex with her and having Gerardo as a spectator. Do you get wet at the thought of it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My lawyer advises me not to answer this question." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Just as Gema had come, she had gone back: without warning and leaving more unknowns than answers in her wake. Manolo entered his house stunned. He had not expected that kiss. He could not have imagined that Gema would suddenly appear at his door. What did it mean? Did she remember him and miss him? Gema hadn't written anything about it in her blog. But of course, she knew that Gerardo read her blog. On the other hand, she didn't know that he also read it. If she had written something about him, it had been to indicate that he was hotter than her friend Gerardo. Manolo was still amazed that she, knowing that Gerardo was following her, wrote openly that Gerardo was obese and old. Why was she talking to her lover like that? Was she trying to provoke him? "No. She wanted to provoke her husband. It's all about him, even if Gerardo doesn't want to admit it," she thought. But then why had she shown up at his house to kiss him? "He may have been ordered to by the devil of my friend," she mused. However, he dismissed the thought. "If Gerard had ordered him to, he would have kissed me either coyly, for going against his wishes, or lasciviously, as I would have specified to him," he said to himself. "But she kissed me tenderly-with love!" That had come from her, Manolo concluded. He touched his lips with his fingertips, remembering that sensation. "My friend is losing it and the truth is that I'm not surprised. What surprises me is that he's held out this long," Manolo thought. "Maybe she's having problems with her husband. Gerardo is what she wants. He would like to separate them. That's why she's come to seek refuge in me. And then she has repented and left. Deep down she is faithful to him."  

	Manolo sat down to meditate on what had just happened to him. There was only one logical explanation. Gerardo had used too much force with the lever of jealousy and had broken it. It had had the desired effect on the woman's marriage. But it had blown up in his face at the same time. Perhaps Gerard did not know it yet, because of her devotion to him or because of a misunderstood fidelity. "I would never try to possess you," he conveyed to Gema in his thoughts. Manolo desired her, as any man would desire her. He didn't blame Gerardo for that. What he blamed him for was that he wanted to break up their marriage, to keep her for himself exclusively. Marriage was sacred to Manolo. Maybe that was why he had never married. Manolo still doubted whether he could live up to what Gema demanded. He often felt unable to offer her as much. He admired Gerardo for it. But he, if he were to play that game, would do so with respect for his marriage. Of course, he also respected his friend and didn't plan to intrude. "Unless you're out of line, old friend," he said to himself. Everything had its limits. But it was possible that he himself had stepped over the line some time ago and crossed one of those limits. "Don't dismiss so easily what I write to you in your blog," he said in thought to Gema. "Gerardo is an old fox, but only fools think they are wise." Then he thought that maybe the fool was him, for thinking at some point that Gema might take into account those well-meaning and cautionary comments he wrote to her from time to time, sometimes anonymously, sometimes under a pseudonym. "It's my duty," he thought, "No one will ever know they are mine." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Queen or pawn? It depends on who you decide to play the game with." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Very good answer, you're right. Or maybe not? Maybe I have the feeling that I'm the queen on my husband's board, when in reality he's still the King, even though I may appear to be the more powerful figure?" 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"I sense that you are conflicted between your two passions. Both love and submission are feelings that struggle to fill your soul. Both require almost all your energy and that forces you to make painful decisions, not only for you, but for those around you. Think seriously about what's really important in life and above all don't be selfish." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't see that there is any real conflict between the two of us. Is it selfishness to want to explore that dark part of my soul before I 'grow out of it'? Is it selfish to give my husband what he deep down wants, even though he won't admit it even to himself?" 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"Hi Gema. I keep reading your old posts and in August, during the vacation with your husband, before the trip with Gerardo, you said that you miss him. Then, on the trip with Gerardo, you put a post that says "without my husband I am nobody", but you don't expressly say that you miss him. Honestly, which of the two did you miss more in each period? On a scale of 0 to 10, what number would you give each? Sorry I'm a science guy." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If I'm honest, I think I missed Gerardo more during the vacation than I missed my husband during the excursion with Gerardo. But I think it's logical and that doesn't mean that I love Gerardo more than my husband. With my husband, everything is more routine. That's good, because not everything in life can be crazy. One needs a fixed reference. But it's logical that in this routine one misses the spice. Who doesn't feel like eating a chili with lentils from time to time? But who remembers the lentils, eating Mexican food for a few days? It would be another thing to eat chili with meat every day; that can be dangerous." 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"Gema, I understand about the spice. It is normal that one likes it from time to time, but you are supposed to lead this lifestyle to spice up your marriage and therefore it should not be routine. The other is a plus, but not the opposite. On your vacation with Daniel, you had already been spicy for months, don't you see it as normal to take a break from that and pour all your energy and passion into the person you love for two weeks a year? If what you wrote is true, you spent the two weeks doing homework for Gerardo. But 

	I'm not just talking about quantity. If you think about what I said, you will see that it is more about occupying your mind at all times, whether you are physically with him or not. That is the intensity that he wants, that you don't think about anything else but him and leave everything else aside. I don't think your boss is trying to reduce the amount, but rather to increase it. Don't you feel that he is trying to monopolize you for him alone, that the intensity you put on him will be taken away from Daniel? You are a super woman, but you won't be able to do everything". 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He does try to hog me, but I think I've managed to compensate by making Daniel present. There will come a time when we both have to give ourselves a break from this lifestyle, but not yet. I think right now is the time to continue forward into the unknown." 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"I keep reading what you have written in the past. Let's see if I can catch up. I suspect that on your return from your vacation trip and Gerardo's proposals, there was storming at home and a good one at that. am I wrong? No offense, but I think you've been showing quite a bit of selfishness, thinking much more about what you need than what Daniel needs." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel needs a bugler and I need a certain kind of bugler - what's the problem? We both get what we want, although obviously nothing is ideal." 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"I am still approaching the present. I have read the result of your agreement with Gerardo and seen what you have written more recently of his presence in your meetings with Gerardo: It seems to me that Daniel has gained very little. Before, you went to the movies and left him at home. Now you take him to the movies, but you let him see only the trailer. Besides, you give Gerardo the opportunity to show Daniel that you are more his than your husband's. I don't know if this decision of yours was a good one. I don't know if this decision of yours was to involve Daniel or to quiet your conscience." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Regarding your last sentence, I don't see why the two should be at odds. In reference to the movie simile, Daniel is actually present in the filming of most of the scenes. The ones in bed, although it may seem otherwise to you, are not necessarily the spiciest, at least to my husband's mind. He would rather watch me give my soul to another man, than watch that man put it in me. I assure you that the former is much more intense, don't you think?" 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"In one post you say that Gerardo has a fantasy of making you his wife. I think this is a goal, rather than a fantasy. The indications are clear. He is not addressing you or Daniel as a married couple... he has introduced you to his family as his partner... he demands you spend more time at his house as a couple... he has started to shape your body... he already controls most of your sex life... The path is clear to me, but you don't seem to see it. Maybe you're too hung up on him right now and don't see anyone else, or Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He did introduce me to his relatives as his partner, but I think he did it mostly to show off to them and give them a hard time." 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"I am approaching the present. Gerardo's thing is textbook: the first time your husband is present, he took it upon himself to show him all the humiliations he does to you and some that he had not done to you until then. It is increasingly clear to me that what Gerardo wants is to break up your marriage and unfortunately he has the means. Your economic dependence, your need to reach total submission, the power to pay any resource and those humiliating photos and videos that could reach your parents or your daughter." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you never take the car? Do you know that it is one of the major causes of death? You are wrong if you think that having the means is enough, because you also need first the will and second the necessary strength. The first I leave to your interpretation; the second depends on me and Daniel." 

	  

	alberto-lerele:  

	"Hello Gema. After reading the comments of domaduro60 -Julio, I think he said his name was- I would like to make a note. Personal experience in a relationship is just that, personal. It may be that Julio's experience with his domination/submission relationships is not positive without the love factor.... But I'm sure no one has learned in this life from the mistakes of a third party. And I also don't believe, like you, that everything is black and white. Every person is a world, and every relationship different. Kisses." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thanks for your comment, Alberto. You are right; it is impossible to learn from the experience of others, but it does help to be alert. In that sense, I find domaduro60's advice very useful, as it also helps me to better interpret Gerardo's movements, although that doesn't prevent me from continuing to dance with him." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"In response to Alberto, I must say that I do not pretend to be a lecturer. I know that human relationships are unpredictable and that people only learn from their own mistakes, and I say this from my own experience. The only thing I humbly pretend is to expose my experience, in case it is useful to someone. I have lived both types of submission, one with bad results for other people and the one now, where love makes everything more magical and less sordid. The morbidity is the same but the happiness is much greater." 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"Gema, this sentence of Gerardo's worried me: "Gema has finally accepted to give herself to me completely. She has proposed it to herself for this year, without taboos, without limits". As I told you in my first messages, I see that you are already in the surrender phase. From now on, things are going to get more difficult. You have lost the sexual freedom you boasted about and you have given it to Gerardo. Soon you won't even be able to make love to your husband when you want to, but only when Gerardo allows you to. Instead, he will give you to whomever he wants." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's what he says. I say 'no taboos and no limits' is not the same as 'completely.' I think that's an important nuance." 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"Hello Gema. I read the last part of your story and it struck me that Gerardo made you notice how much fun Daniel and Lidia were having. Also, his comment about the key made me wonder if Lidia, apart from being a test for you, is also a strategy of your boss to create problems in your marriage. He knows how jealous you are and that we men do a lot of foolish things after forty, if we are given the chance. His goal: to always have you all to himself, eliminating Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's why I've written before that this looks like a chessboard. There's more than one piece. To give a man a hard time in the middle of his life? That's precisely why it's best to put those little eggs to good use. I see more and more that it makes a lot of sense that at least in his house Daniel wears the chastity device." 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"Gema, I leave here some things that I think are going to happen during 2018 and that I wish with all my will that they don't come true: 1. He is going to give you up to new lovers, either friends, clients or even strangers. 2. He is going to forbid you to have sex freely with your husband. 3. He will increase corporal punishment. 4. He will ask you for other modifications to your body. 5. He will ask you to move in with him (at least from Monday to Saturday morning), without your husband of course." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"1. Doesn't necessarily sound so bad, does it? I guess one of them will be a good fuck, or so I hope. 2. In a way, at least at his house he already has. 3. I have to make it clear that I'm not a masochist; I don't particularly like pain, nor does it give me pleasure. Although in a certain context, with the right intensity (little in my case), it can be stimulating. 4. Other modifications such as what? Tattoos? I don't like tattoos. I don't have any and neither does my husband. 5. It would be totally against what we have agreed between all of us. My husband would never agree to that...except that he wouldn't know about it. Monday through Friday mornings? What about work? Are you suggesting we take breaks at the office? Wouldn't it be too obvious if we both did it at the same time? Could it be that we've already done it?" 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"Gema, it is clear that I have explained myself terribly in several things. It must be because I am a scientist. As the space here is small, I will clarify in several questions what I really wanted to say. If you understand that at any moment I'm going too far or getting in where I shouldn't, tell me and I'll leave it at that. To complete the answer to Alberto, just to say that if my comments help you to be alert, that's enough. Gerardo may have hidden intentions that obviously he is not going to show you until the end." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And I thank you for your comments, because, as you say, they serve me to be alert. However, I also know that being alert is not going to prevent me from having to experience certain things myself, in the same way that a teenager is not served by her mother's experience and has to make her own mistakes in order to learn." 

	 

	


Chapter XXXXVI - Golden Liquid 

	  

	"Always maintain the attitude of a student. If you think you're done learning, bitterness will set in, but if you have more to accomplish each day, in any field, that makes each morning's awakening full of potential and joyful portent." - Unknown. 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I wonder if in addition to what you say, you also have a normal life, such as doing the weekly shopping with your partner, going out to dinner on a Saturday alone with your husband, meeting couples of friends for a weekend outing, spending Sunday with your parents or Daniel's parents, escaping for a romantic weekend with your husband, etc. Or, on the contrary, does your hotwifing aspect absorb all the free time you have?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, yes and no. We're pretty normal, actually, outside of what I tell here. But it's not like we often go out to dinner together either, because we tend to be very homey. We do go to visit our respective families from time to time, but as I was saying, most of the time, when we're not doing anything special, we're just at home. That's not because hotwifing absorbs us -although now with the master's degree, the blog and other things, it consumes more of my time than ever-, but rather because we have always been like that, we don't leave the house much. Actually, the hotwifing theme is something that brings us: a reason to move around, go out and enjoy ourselves in a different way." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning, Gema. On weekdays, do you usually have lunch with your husband or with your boss? If it is with your boss, do you go to his house and have any sex during that time? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"On weekdays I never eat with Daniel, because work is not exactly close to home. Depending on the workload, like with Gerardo or with the rest of the employees, especially with my team. At the end of the day, there is a real job to be done and it is important that we are able to do it, if we don't want the whole thing to fall apart. Of course, there are exceptions to this general rule and sometimes we run away to their house. It's funny, because at the beginning Gerardo was very strict about doing his work, but he has become more and more relaxed and it seems that work is no longer a priority. While that has certain advantages for me, it also worries me, because as I was saying before, I need this job to work." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning, Gema. When you come back from Barcelona from being with Dídac, after a day and a half away, who do you go to see first, your boss or your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It depends on each moment, although, thinking back, most of the time I go to Gerardo's house, after returning from Barcelona. Of course, lately my husband is present at Gerardo's house. But it is true that he usually arrives a little after me. Daniel has offered to pick me up at Atocha, which would be a detour for him, but Gerardo has been blunt and said to take a cab to his house (and to pass the expense note to the company)." 

	  

	Valenciana: 

	"Hello Gema. I'm a girl from Valencia and I have a typically feminine curiosity (we always worried about family logistics). The clothes you have at your boss's house, do you wash and iron them there or do you have to take them home to wash them? Thanks for sharing your adventures with us. Bssss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm taking her home. I can't see myself doing laundry at her house. Also, I've recently had a special reason why I prefer to take the laundry home and I'll tell you about it." 

	  

	Valenciana: 

	"Good morning, Gema. I hope everything is going very well for you at the beginning of the year. I would like to know if during the three days in a row that you spend at Gerardo's house every month, does your husband also accompany you and if so how do you organize yourselves? Thank you for your answer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sometimes it is one day, sometimes two, sometimes three. From what was formally agreed to in reality, there has been some flexibility on everyone's part. My husband is usually present most of the time. When he's not, it's more our fault, because we can't make it compatible with our family life. How do we organize ourselves with respect to my daughter? We try to take advantage of when she is not at home (she is of age and sometimes stays over at her boyfriend's house), or when we can somehow justify going out with some friends to party and staying at their house because they are in Madrid center (we live outside Madrid)." 

	  

	Valenciana: 

	"Thank you, wapa, for your answer. Do you have sex every time you stay at your boss's house or are there days when you don't do anything, like married people? Haha. When your husband is there, do you and Gerardo always have sex with each other or is that not the case either?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, whenever I go to Gerardo's house there is always some form of sex. If not, what a bore! For married life, I stay with my Daniel. When Daniel is there, there is also always some kind of sex between Gerardo and me. I always say "some kind of sex", because it's not always that he fucks me. Sometimes it's limited to me giving him a blowjob. In those cases, I often go without orgasm, although sometimes Gerardo lets me masturbate next and, if I've been good, he lets me cum. But I have said on other occasions that, at least for me, cumming is not the most important thing. Sex has many other ways of being pleasurable, both physically and psychologically." 

	  

	Valenciana: 

	"Hi, I'm the girl from Valencia. Your boss makes you get all dressed up every day at work, so you have to spend a lot of time doing your makeup, painting.... I'm kind of slow at that and I was wondering what time you have to get up to shower, get ready, get dressed, take the car at rush hour and be at work on time at 8 o'clock. When you sleep at your boss's house, does he let you come in later? I imagine after a busy night, it's harder to get up early to get ready. Thanks wapa." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The truth is that it doesn't take me long to put on makeup. Realize that it's not the same to wear makeup to a dinner party as it is to go to work. Gerardo likes me to be dressed up, but without losing my naturalness, at least in the office. In less than fifteen minutes I'm painted. The clothes, well, it doesn't take long to put on a garter belt and stockings. The rest, blouse and skirt, is the usual. No, I don't feel like it's taking me too long to get ready. Fortunately, I get in rather around nine o'clock, so I don't have to get up that early either. We don't have a strict timetable, but there are clocking in and clocking out times. As long as no one abuses it and gets their work done, it's no problem. I confess that I'm more of a latecomer, but both in and out. We try not to change our habits because we slept at his house. Gerardo is very formal about work, although lately he has become more flexible. It's not like the crazy nights at Gerardo's house last until the wee hours of the morning either. On weekdays we start in the afternoon after work, so we go to bed rather early." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I would like to ask you if when the three of you are at Gerardo's house, there are times when Daniel and Gerardo engage in conversations like normal, polite people. It is very strange for me to imagine your husband always sitting in a chair or tied up, always in silence, like another piece of furniture. It can be many hours, day after day, without any kind of empathy or communication between them." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, things have been evolving. At first Gerardo ignored him completely, as if he were just another piece of furniture. Now at least they talk, but not exactly as best friends, although politely, but perhaps not exactly normal. And they don't talk much either, just enough. But we don't spend our afternoons and evenings there to keep Gerardo company. My boss is usually entertaining me, so he doesn't have much time to talk to my husband either." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I didn't quite understand my followers' continued concern about my husband and what we did or didn't do together. Daniel was fine. Or so I think. With how little he spoke, it was hard to tell. Of course, his tongue had other ways of speaking. Who said sex should always be penetrative? My cuckold surely didn't. "Sex with the cuckold," I titled a new post on my blog. "I love knowing that, though as a man I wish for more, he settles for this, sacrificing his pleasure and gifting me his sacrifice as a sign of love. If he does it well - very well - if I am sorry for him, maybe he will have reward next. He won't know when it will happen or if it will happen, only that he knows it's my decision and accepts it. i love him!" Daniel said he was being served fresher and fresher. No doubt it was because the transport times were less. I smiled. Yes, I loved sitting on top of his face, after my boss cummed inside me. "Sticking my tongue in like that, does nothing for me," I continued to blog. I used it to communicate with my husband, with Gerardo, to express my ideas and provoke my followers. And also to reflect my fantasies and wait in terror for Gerardo to make them come true. "The most sensitive nerve endings are not in there. If anything, the touch of his lips in the perianal area contributes to the pleasure. But psychologically... that's different! Knowing that she is plunging her tongue where my lover had previously buried his cock... Lesson for cuckolded men: this technique only makes sense if your woman has just come from a date. When the clam has just been used and is still creamy, it's even more pleasurable. Otherwise, focus on the clitoris." No, I did not see my husband unhappy. He witnessed most of the encounters and had even heard me with Lidia. As a woman, the slut knew the female body very well. Of course there were also encounters to which my husband was not invited, sometimes because of family needs of ours, sometimes because I was escaping from work with my boss at lunchtime. Gerardo and I also needed intimacy. It was in those intimate encounters that my boss would peel away the protective layers that enveloped me, to get to the bottom of my fantasies and desires. And it was in those encounters that he would teach me new things, things that Daniel was still unaware of. And that I dare not confess to him. But thanks to those private encounters I could bring my husband a small, harmless little gift home. Now that he was unemployed, he no longer had any excuse for not taking care of the housework. So I had commissioned him to wash my panties by hand and then iron them, fold them and leave them neatly in my closet, ready for me to take to the office or to my boss's house. I had promised her a prize, if she could guess which ones had kept my boss's semen from dripping out. 

	"With a MasterCard you can buy many things", I wrote in my blog, commenting on a suggestive image. It was a practically naked woman, in the street, in front of an expensive store window. It could be Serrano Street. She was dressed only with a hat, a foulard and heels; in her hands she was carrying two bags of expensive brands. Everything a woman needs. "But to see how another man takes off your wife's panties is priceless. And to see your husband's face, when that other man is less attractive than he is, but still manages to get moans out of you that he's never heard before and gets you to do things you've never done with him before, that's priceless. There are things you can't buy with money. And that's why I'm with Gerardo, for the things he gives me beyond a good paycheck". 

	"Oral sex with the horny guy," I titled a new post on my blog. "I still like it when he takes me like this and uses my mouth in this way," I wrote, commenting on an image. "It only works, when there is a high degree of trust and the man knows how to do it and how to read his female's reactions. That's why I like it, because it makes me feel that trust we have between us." Gerardo continued to penetrate my mouth in that way, making me lie face up on the table or couch and fucking me from behind. I was still having trouble with suppressing the vomit reflex, but psychologically I loved it. It made me feel completely surrendered to him. "I love it when they're still squishy and starting to grow in my mouth, showing me I'm doing it right," I began to write in another entry. "Eye contact is almost as important as language skills. It's not just about giving physical pleasure, it's about showing him how much you want to make him feel, at least for a moment, like you're the center of the Universe." Clearly, I was not referring to the previous posture. In that posture, it was impossible to keep my eyes on her eyes. All I could usually see were his hairy balls bumping against my nose. 

	"I'm not sure if I should translate it as spanking or whipping," I wrote to Gerardo via WhatsApp. The image accompanying the text showed a woman's ass with Scrabble tiles, forming that word in English. I wasn't being too productive in the office. I was too excited. I had absented myself to the bathroom for a few moments, but had succumbed there to the temptation to update my blog. "I would say spank me, but for that I should say spank me, shouldn't I?", I continued to write to my boss. My panties were wet. "You want to know why I deserve it, how about we skip lunch and go to your place and I'll tell you about it," I proposed to my boss. God, why does this turn me on so much? "Would you send a picture to my husband later? Please?", I added next, with a full color picture of a woman's reddened ass. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, has your boss's dirty old man taught you the golden shower yet? If you already take it out to pee, that's the next step." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have no idea what you mean." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Golden shower is urinating on the submissive's body. Primarily on the tits, head, face or mouth. The submissive can also be forced to swallow the urine." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm sorry; I looked it up in the dictionary and nothing comes to me under that concept. I don't think there is or can be what you describe. It is impossible." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Golden Rain. Perhaps the dictionary is not the best source to enlighten you on this subject. A quick Google search will enlighten you much more. You'll even see with your own eyes that it exists and is practiced more than people would confess." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo was a pig! The truth is that it had been my fault and I had not learned. I hadn't learned that with Gerardo I shouldn't ask him for anything, because he would always use that to his advantage. I had tried to provoke him, to stimulate him, telling him that he needed a spanking, because he had been bad. And he was going to get it, yes, but not as I had expected. 

	Gerardo had not answered me immediately. I wasn't surprised either, as he was usually focused on business at work. He didn't like distractions until he had finished work, although lately he had become more flexible. Instead, shortly before lunchtime, he called me into his office. Instinctively, I closed the door. I expected him to invite me to his home. Although my husband was almost always present at our meetings at his house, sometimes we stayed later, after all the colleagues had left, or even made a quick lunchtime getaway. Since Daniel was present at our scheduled meetings, Gerardo had taken a liking to the little escapes from work, so that in those moments he had me all to himself. My boss offered me two sealed envelopes and a cardboard box. The box was sealed with the tape with our company logo on it. It looked like it had been improvised, as it was not wrapped in wrapping paper or anything like that. The two envelopes were numbered. 

	-Go to the car. When you're inside, open the first envelope and follow the instructions," my boss said to me without further ado. 

	I stared at him with a questioning look on my face, but Gerardo just nodded his head, dismissing me, and continued working. 

	I did as my boss had instructed me. It was not the first time we had played the game of step-by-step instructions. The first time - many months ago - he had sent me to his house, where handcuffs and instructions on how to put them on were waiting for me. I had no doubt that the little box would contain a toy, though probably nothing new, considering that it seemed improvised. I got into the car and opened the first envelope. It contained a handwritten message: 

	"Go to Manolo's house. When you have parked, open the second envelope." 

	Manolo? I had slept with him once. It had been the night we had met Lidia. I had managed to seduce Gerardo's best friend in extremis, following his instructions. Despite my charms and my rather direct hints, it had not been easy for me, as Manolo had resisted succumbing. Apparently, there had been a lot at stake: a precious box of cigars that in the end and thanks to my efforts and seductive arts, Gerardo had won. He had prostituted me to his friend for some tobacco. I had found out later that it had been a bet on my seduction skills. You won, boss. Are you proud of me? What did he want me to do with Manolo? Not long ago he sent me to his house to kiss him, without telling him. Although that time he ordered me to go with Daniel. Was there another bet between us? What will it be this time? A bottle of old whiskey? That's my price? 

	Gerardo is a pig (and so is Manolo). 

	I arrived at Manolo's house and parked on the street. I had made two detours, but the GPS had managed to redirect me. Nervously, I opened the second envelope: 

	"Strip. Completely. You can put on your coat. Then open the box." 

	You want me to get naked in broad daylight, boss? In the street? I had done it on occasion, when I took erotic photos of myself in public places that weren't very crowded, but doing it by myself felt different. [Well, you don't have to do it.] {Yes, it does}. It had been a while since my little inner voices, my so-called conscience, had been meddling in my affairs; it had taken a while. {You have to. You set out this year to explore our darker side, without taboos. Do you think this is worse than Lidia?} Shut up, you'd better not tell me about her! [Yes, you'd better shut up]. I thought for a few minutes. Nervous, I couldn't help biting my lip. I got out of the car and got in again, but this time in the back seats. The back windows were tinted, so they offered me some cover. Besides, it wasn't a busy street. I began to undress, thinking about the tasty whiskey I had no doubt I would win for my boss. I hesitated with the heels-should I take them off too? Did being naked include being barefoot or could I wear them? I didn't feel like going barefoot on the street at all. With my coat on, no one would notice my nakedness, except if I went barefoot. I decided not to take them off. Besides, I'll look sexier in them. I put on my coat. 

	Now it was time to open the box. With trembling hands I tried to open it, but failed. The adhesive tape stuck too well. {Come on, don't delay! Use the house key to rip it open}. The idea worked. Thank you, little voice! I opened the box. Inside were some handcuffs. There was also a collar and a leash. They were the tools Gerardo kept in a drawer in his office, under lock and key, in case we wanted to play in the office after work, when everyone else had left. Sometimes we did. At home, Gerardo had another set of accessories. With collar and leash, Gerardo would walk me around the office, on all fours, like a dog. He would make me sniff the chairs. Since the company Christmas dinner, he had made me sniff especially Yolanda's chair and table. He would also walk me around the offices. He used to especially entertain himself in Tiburcio's. "Search, little dog," he would encourage me then, as he sniffed like a bloodhound at the furniture and papers. "Look for something we can use against him." There, in his partner's office, he had fucked me a couple of times. Instead of allowing me to moan, he'd made me bark. I was beginning to imagine how this game would go. So I'm going to be Manolo's little bitch. Well, Manolo had already seen me on one occasion go on all fours and bring things in my mouth. I had even massaged his feet... with my tongue. That had happened before I got to take him to bed. 

	There was also a sheet of paper, with some handwritten letters on it. It was scribbled, as if written in haste: 

	"Put on the collar. Then put on the handcuffs, hands behind your back. Wear the leash in your mouth. Try opening the gate (Manolo doesn't usually lock it). Go up the stairs and knock on his door. When he opens it for you (if he is there), drop your coat on the floor. I want him to see you naked before I send you in." 

	What on earth is this? But how am I supposed to take off my coat, with my hands cuffed behind my back? I would have to put the cuffs on first and then the coat, otherwise I wouldn't be able to take it off. Or will it be enough for Gerardo if the coat gets stuck on my wrists? I read the message again. It clearly stated that I should drop the coat on the floor. If I put the coat on first and then the handcuffs, I won't get it to fall. But if I put on the handcuffs first, how will I put on the coat next? I stopped to think about the dilemma, but I was already a little late, because I had gotten lost, and I didn't want to delay any longer. I thought quickly. Yes, I'll put on the coat first, without putting my arms through the sleeves. And then I'll put on the handcuffs. With a shoulder movement I can make it slide down. There remained the problem that, if I did nothing, when I got out of the car it would open in front of me, and with my hands behind my back I wouldn't be able to close it. I will have to button it, but it will have to be a single button, if I don't want to risk not being able to take it off. [But how can you be thinking about that? Are you really going to do it? You'll be naked, if only for a few moments, practically in the street, at Manolo's door! How was it possible that I had already unconsciously accepted it and that I was worrying about the details, instead of questioning the whole idea? But time was pressing. I didn't want to let Gerardo down by being late because of my incompetence, let alone my doubts. Yes, boss, I will fulfill my mission. I trusted him. That's what it's all about. It was a test of trust. It was about trusting him and letting him guide me through the dark passageway I wanted to explore. If I wanted to do it, there was no point in hesitating any longer. I looked around the car. No one seemed to be coming. Occasionally a car would pass by, but I hoped the drivers had their eyes on the asphalt. I got out of the car and walked quickly towards Manolo's chalet. With my elbow I managed to open the gate. It's unlocked, just like you said, boss. I climbed up the ladder four steps. 

	Wait a minute! What did you mean by "if he's there", boss? How could Manolo not be there? Surely my boss would have warned him. No? NO??? You just wrote it to scare me, didn't you? Gerardo liked to play with my fears. That's it, isn't it? It had to be. Didn't it? With only one button fastened, my coat opened inappropriately. I wasted no time in looking around. Manolo's home, no doubt. He must be!!!! My heart was racing. I managed to press the doorbell with my forehead. And I waited. And I kept waiting. Nothing moved. I bit my lip until it hurt and then some. He's doing it on purpose, I'm sure. It's all planned. It's just to make me nervous. I kept waiting. I rang the doorbell again. Maybe he didn't hear me. [What if he's not there? Where's the key to the handcuffs?] It was cold, but I started sweating. I don't have the key. The key wasn't in the little box. What if Manolo isn't here? What am I going to do? {You'll have to stay waiting, sitting on his ladder}. But it's cold! [Why would I have agreed to do it, without having considered all the options? [Why do you blindly trust him? Jump! And you jump? Is that so easy now?] Had I become so obedient, so oblivious? I imagined an overly curious neighbor calling the police, because a woman looking strange had been waiting for hours at her neighbor's door. I imagined myself giving inexplicable explanations to the police about how I had handcuffed myself and why. But the worst part was that I imagined my daughter, picking me up in the dungeons, in a role reversal. 

	I heard a throat clearing behind me. It's you, Manolo! Holy savior! I had turned toward the street to see if anyone was watching me and hadn't heard the door open behind me. I almost pounced on him with joy, ready to embrace him, but obviously I couldn't. I couldn't and shouldn't. I couldn't and shouldn't. I couldn't. I couldn't. I couldn't. I couldn't. I couldn't and I shouldn't. I almost forgot to drop my coat, first. I blushed. That was embarrassing, even when Manolo had already seen me naked. Even when I had already assaulted him the last time to kiss him, right here, at the door of his house. I repressed my urge to look around to make sure no one else would see me. Anyway, if there's someone watching, that's a fact I can't change. I shook my shoulders until my coat fell to the floor. Manolo looked at me dumbfounded. But didn't Gerardo warn you? I hadn't warned him the other time, the time of the kiss, but I had assumed that this time he was warned. [Manolo finally let me pass and closed the door behind me. Actually, he had hurried to get me in, but it had taken me forever. The coat stayed outside, on the floor, where it had fallen. Once in the hallway, Manolo stepped back a couple of meters and looked me up and down again. There I was, handcuffed, with a dog collar around my neck and the leash in my mouth. Manolo shook his head in disbelief. He then took the leash from my mouth and pulled me, making me follow him into the living room. 

	Manolo took out his cell phone and took a picture of me, without telling me or asking my permission. He simply took it. Now I know that I should have objected to it, that I should have protested, put my hands in front of my face so that I could not be recognized, or taken his cell phone away. But I didn't. Manolo dialed a number.  

	-Yes, he's here," he said, to my relief. 

	It was all agreed! If Gerardo lets him take pictures of me, it's because he has everything under control. 

	-Yes, now I believe it. (...) What a remedy! (...) Is it how you wanted it? 

	Evidently, I was only hearing part of the conversation. I couldn't hear what my boss was saying. 

	-I'm happy for her. (...) Do you really want that? (...) No, no, of course I can! And she agrees? 

	Do I agree with what? 

	-Yeah, I guess so. This is still hard for me to understand. 

	Manolo looked me up and down. I wasn't sure if there was delight, amazement or even sadness in his gaze. 

	-Yes, of course it turns me on. I just never thought this would really exist. (...) Really? You're an old pig, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. (...) Yes, yes, it's a deal! (...) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. Thank you. I'll certainly do it! Bye! 

	I was still standing naked in Manolo's living room. I was anxious to know what would happen next. The half conversation I had overheard perhaps should have alarmed me, and partly it did, but only partly. What was wrong with me that the other party was not reacting? I looked at Manolo with little doe eyes. Manolo looked at me, still incredulous. His face had always seemed to me full of understanding, happiness and kindness, but in an instant his countenance seemed to darken and his features hardened. Without a word, Manolo pulled the leash in the direction of the front door of the house. 

	-Go outside and get that coat you threw away," he said. 

	Should I go outside again, naked? Manolo didn't let me think twice and slapped my ass to encourage me. I gasped, more from the pain than the surprise of being treated that way by him. I went to the door and looked through the peephole to see if there was anyone on the street. Everything seemed quiet. I plucked up my courage. I turned around so I could open the door with my hands cuffed. My breasts pointed towards Manolo. I managed to push it open. Then I stuck my head through the door and made sure again that no one was there. Quick as lightning I went out, bent down, took one end of my coat between my fingers and hurried back inside, pushing the door shut with my back. My heart was pounding. 

	Manolo reached over and took my coat. Gallantly, he hung it on the coat rack. Then he reached into the inside pocket of my coat and triumphantly pulled out a little key. It's the key to my handcuffs! But how did it get there? There was no other possibility than that Gerardo had inadvertently slipped it in there in the office. But I hadn't seen him go near it. {What if he had someone else do it? I don't know, Yolanda, for example}. Manolo left me no more time to ramble. He unlocked my handcuffs and then pulled the strap down. He did it gently, gradually forcing me to bend down, until I was on all fours. Then he pulled me down, forcing me to follow him like a little dog. He made me walk around the living room table. Then he took me to the kitchen and from there we went back to the hall. Manolo hesitated for a second, but then went upstairs to the bedroom, with me behind him. We entered the master bedroom, the same one in which I had consummated my seduction a few months ago. I remembered that fuck with pleasure. Manolo was about the same age as Gerardo, but he was much better preserved. His complexion was tanned and his body was sinewy. He was a real dandy. And he was also a good lover. Conventional but good. Manolo pulled the leash and we went back down to the living room. This was disconcerting. Besides, my knees hurt. Why did we go down again? It seemed as if Manolo was walking around, with no particular destination. 

	-Go to that cabinet, take the bottle of whiskey, the one at the bottom right, on the top shelf. It's the one marked Yamazaki. -Manolo sighed, as if he was about to lose his greatest treasure. 

	I got up and went to the closet, but I quickly realized my mistake. I should have crawled to the closet! Manolo didn't say anything. He might not even have noticed my mistake. Gerardo wouldn't have missed it. I found the bottle behind several others. Despite my heels, I had to stand on tiptoe to reach it. 

	-The glasses are there. Prepare one for me. And you'd better get another one for yourself too. You're going to need it. 

	I was about to make the remark to him that I had to drive back home, but I didn't. Anyway, what did I know how long I was going to be at his house? Surely Gerardo would be coming, when he was done with work. I poured him his drink and made another one for myself. 

	-Do you know how to play a record? -asked Manolo. "Yes, of course you can. Carefully take the Wayne Shorter record and put it on. 

	Manolo had an extensive record collection. Most of them were optical discs, although he also had many vinyl records. He hadn't told me what kind of record he wanted me to play, so I went through them all. It wasn't easy. Gerardo's collection of vinyl records was perhaps a bit more extensive than mine, but Manolo didn't have them in alphabetical order. I assumed that Manolo would have them grouped thematically. I recognized many classical records and some jazz records. Although I knew the term, I was unfamiliar with jazz music until I started dating Gerardo. My boss had enriched my musical ear. I finally found the record. It was vinyl. I put it on the turntable. It was on top of the CD player. I carefully placed the sleeve next to the turntable. The title of the record caught my attention: Speak no evil. 

	-Do you know you have prodigious hands and a prodigious mouth? -He said, making me blush. Would you give me a massage? -he asked kindly, looking down at his feet. 

	Wow, that's not what I had imagined, when you had praised my skill! I thought you meant something else. I nodded and knelt down in front of him to remove his shoes. Gerardo had already forced me to give that kind of massage to his friend once. Apparently, he hadn't forgotten. A part of me was proud. It had happened last summer. Since then, I had learned a few more tricks. I pulled off his socks. Manolo moaned in anticipatory pleasure. Many of my followers did not like this practice at all and even less so with an old man. I will ask them if, however, they want to know the details, even if I omit them from my story for the moment, when I write it. I put his big toe in my mouth and lubricated it... To me it seemed transgressive and degrading. And that's why it turns me on, I guess. 

	I was uncomfortable, kneeling on the hard floor, but Manolo didn't seem to notice. I was sure that, if I told him, good old Manolo would remedy my situation, but I felt that I should not complain and that, in any case, it had to come from him. Gerardo used to offer me a pillow when the session went on, although he didn't always do it. 

	-Whew, that was pretty good. You don't deserve what comes next, but it has to be done. Come, lie down on my lap. But wait! Finish your whiskey first.  

	Obediently, I finished my drink and lay face down on her legs. You didn't have to be very smart to imagine what was coming next. Manolo gently caressed my buttocks. Then he grabbed my wrists and put his hands behind my back. I felt the cold metal and heard the locking of the handcuffs. I knew that sound well. Next, he slid a hand under my pelvis. This time I was the one moaning in anticipation. His fingers found my wet sex. His other hand was still caressing my ass. 

	Without warning, Manolo unloaded a spanking. It stung, but I tried to avoid flinching, so as not to scare him. Gerardo usually started softer, to warm up the skin and gradually increase the intensity. Manolo, however, had released the first one with force. I sensed it was the first time he had ever spanked a woman. I decided not to complain. I wanted Gerardo to be proud of me and I didn't want to make it hard for his friend. A second spank impacted against my buttocks. I stifled a moan. I mustn't complain. {Didn't you tell Gerardo you needed a spanking?} Another spanking. I bit my lower lip. But I hadn't imagined that he would send someone else, even if it was his best friend, to do that delicate job.  

	Wham!  

	For a first time, Manolo hit hard. I had imagined he would be more cautious, perhaps more timid.  

	Wham!  

	His fingers on my clitoris helped carry the pain.  

	Whack, whack!  

	I had no safe word with Gerardo and, therefore, neither did I have one with Manolo. I had informed myself and knew that this was a common occurrence in submissive relationships, although I had never liked the idea of a safe word.  

	Wham!  

	I didn't have it with my husband either. I thought that a safe word was something orthopedic, something artificial, that broke the mystery. Security should be based on trust, knowledge of the other person and respect, not on a word.  

	Wham, wham, wham!  

	Evidently, with my husband those three conditions were present. And I also felt that with Gerardo it was like that. Although we didn't know each other that well, we had been together for more than a year and we had advanced slowly enough to know our limits and to know when and how to expand them. Or so I thought. 

	-Stand up and lean over the table. 

	My ass was on fire. Although I couldn't see it, I was convinced that it was starting to look like the one in the picture I had sent to my boss to arouse him. I could not restrain myself from holding my buttocks with my hands. Unsure, I walked on my heels to the living room table. I bent over it, leaving my ass high up. I heard how Manolo came up behind me and how his pants fell to the floor. So he's finally going to fuck me. I was glad for that, but also scared. As I had said before, I liked Manolo to some extent. Sex with him had been good; it was a good memory. So, I didn't want the nature of our relationship to change, not in that way. On that occasion, I had seduced him; I had called the shots. We had had conventional sex, but okay. This was not right. Despite my misgivings, my pussy was dripping. What the hell was wrong with me? What was wrong with me? I prepared myself to feel his cock inside me. 

	I waited. And waited. And kept waiting. Normally I would have turned around to see what was going on, but somehow I understood that it wasn't appropriate. I mustn't do that. I must not break the mystery. Instead, I sharpened my hearing. He's jerking off behind me! Moments after I realized it, I felt his warm cum splash over my ass and back. Manolo grunted. It hadn't taken him long to reach orgasm. Could it be that he'd been so aroused by the spanking he'd given me? I remained still, letting Manolo rub the remnants of cum from his cock over my buttocks. When he finished, I heard the sound of my cell phone taking a picture of me. I shouldn't let him take a picture of me. But I let him. Gerardo gave him permission. 

	-Did you leave the car unlocked? -he asked. 

	Of course he had left it open. What a remedy! I couldn't have locked it with my hands cuffed. The car key had been left inside, along with my cell phone and the rest of my clothes. 

	-Well," said Manolo, without waiting for my answer. 

	He then opened the door and pushed me out, literally throwing me out of his house. Without allowing any retort, the door closed loudly behind me. There I was again, naked and out in the street - cold! But this time I didn't have my coat to keep me warm or to hide my nakedness. Frightened, I galloped down the front steps of her house. My heels clicked on the porcelain tiles like a horse's shoes on asphalt. Rampaging, I ran to my car. I almost stumbled and fell. For some reason, it didn't help my balance to be on heels and with my hands cuffed behind my back. Damn pig! I was fond of Manolo and had not expected such treatment from him. It was clear to me that Gerardo was to blame and that Manolo had acted according to his instructions on the phone, but that didn't exempt him from being a pig. This time you've crossed the line! But I didn't have time to get any angrier. Fortunately, I had left the car parked nearby. I turned around so I could reach the handle with my hands and opened the door. I got inside as fast as I could, careful not to drop the bag I was carrying between my teeth. Before kicking me out of his house, Manolo had given me the disc. Speak no Evil. It was for Gerardo. I had made a mistake. My price was not the bottle of whiskey, but an old vinyl record. I didn't feel like accidentally dropping it, but I knew I shouldn't have. Or maybe it was the whiskey, but since Manolo held back and didn't fuck me, Gerardo lost the bet. I failed him. I slipped into the back of the car as quickly as I could. The tinted windows would protect me, at least for a while. I still had to figure out how to get home, as I still had my hands cuffed. But at least I now had my cell phone. 

	I was startled to enter and find a man sitting in the back seats. My heart threatened to jump out of my throat. What are you doing there, Daniel? After the initial shock, I almost cried tears of joy, but I restrained myself. This was difficult enough for me, and it was much more difficult for my husband, without adding unnecessary drama with tears. I couldn't show that kind of weakness to my husband; I had to reassure him that I was in control of the situation. 

	-What are you doing here? -I asked him after kissing him and hiding my face in his shoulder for a few seconds, until I managed to recover. 

	It was a silly question, of course. Evidently, Gerardo had sent it. What other explanation is there?  

	-Are you all right? -he asked. 

	I swallowed and nodded. 

	-Relax. Relax first," my husband said tenderly. You don't have to tell me right now. Anyway, I've seen it all. I've seen how you got into his house. And I've seen the pictures too. I just hope you know what you're doing. Do you? Promise? -Daniel unlocked my handcuffs and released me. 

	-How do you have the...? 

	I didn't finish the question. Evidently, Gerardo would have given the second key to my husband. He would have made him go to the office beforehand. 

	-I'd better take you home. I'll come tomorrow by public transport to pick up my car. I'm not worried about that right now. Get dressed and let's go, honey. 

	I nodded, happy that my husband hadn't made a scene or bombarded me with questions. We would have to talk about it, but first I had to digest it first. 

	-We have to stop by the office first. I have to give this to Gerardo," I informed him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi beautiful, when are you going to post pictures of you? I don't know if you've posted them. I try to follow you daily, but maybe one day I missed something. If so, could you post them again? I hope in the summer to fulfill my fantasy with my wife and be a cuckold, see how she enjoys in front of me. By the way, thank you, you have helped me a lot." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have already published several. Although it is true that I don't usually affirm or deny whether they are mine or not. In this sense, the possible candidates to be my photos do not carry the label "personal" in the publication. More clues I can't give you. Search and you will find some." 

	  

	Gerardo "forces" me to post pictures of myself and the truth is that it excites me. But I hope he never forces me to have to admit that they are mine. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When you decided to get tits, you said, "I was already his whore, even his submissive, but not his slave or property. That was something I would never be." Now, on New Year's Eve you tell your husband that you belong to your mistress and that you are going to give yourself to him without limits and you don't even remember your husband as the year goes by. It seems that the restaurant show and saying no to your lover to include your husband was a parade to get him to swallow with the boobs. Did you agree it with your lover to cheat on your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My lawyer says I must claim in court that I am innocent. He is convinced that I am and that I have a chance of winning this trial, as long as there is no jury and that it is before a professional judge that I can convince...somehow. Anyway, Gerardo is doing his part and he is including my husband in some way, isn't he?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I read the message you sent yesterday to your boss and his reply with the instructions regarding Manolo. Are you willing to sleep with Manolo every time your boss tells you to? Will you obey whenever your Master wants to give in to you, so that you can sleep with other people?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Manolo is not so bad. I like him a lot and he's a good lover. I would have no problem sleeping with him again. Would I obey if Gerardo told me to sleep with others? Yes, I suppose I would. That's what I meant by no limits. If he wants me to sleep with another man, I would; that's his right, since that's what we've agreed." 

	  

	patomarc:  

	"From what I read, for everything you have an answer and in all the answers the injured party is Daniel. Could it be that you chose to detach yourself from a routine husband and chose the life that money offers?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If you read the whole thing again, you'll see that Daniel is actually the big beneficiary, although at first glance it may not seem that way." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You and I both know that you have to make this journey without ballast or ties for your surrender to be complete. Assume it and tell him now." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not a tie, it's a support and it's a reason to do it." 

	  

	patomarc:  

	"I don't think Daniel is the one who benefits the most. For me, it's Gerardo, who would never have dreamed of having an aunt twenty years younger at his feet to experiment with her as he wishes. Then, it's you who fulfills all your desires and sexual perversions and lastly, Daniel who is content to imagine, intuit and barely glimpse what his wife experiences." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Everyone benefits in their own way. I understand that you think that the first beneficiary is Gerardo, then me and lastly Daniel. But at least you seem to agree that Daniel is also a beneficiary. Is it so hard to imagine that the order is actually Daniel, me and Gerardo? Or maybe there is simply no order, because it's not a matter of assessing and scoring who benefits the most (how would you do that anyway?), but simply that we each simply get something positive out of this relationship." 

	 

	


Chapter XXXXVII - Second trip to Switzerland 

	  

	"Controlling the sexuality of the submissive: 

	The control of the submissive's sexuality is a common feature in all Domination-submission relationships, but in power relationships it takes on extreme importance as a tool to achieve total control of the submissive's will. 

	In these relationships, in the absence of deep affective feelings between Master and submissive, lust is the primary motivation, the "drug", which makes the submissive give herself to the maximum to overcome the challenges that her Master poses to her in the hope of obtaining sexual pleasure as a reward. The Master will enhance this lust in the submissive throughout the whole process of her submission, gradually increasing the level of excitement and morbidity in the different scenarios he will prepare for her. 

	One of the first things the submissive must learn is that her Master is the master of her pleasure. To this end, the Master will restrict and control when and how the submissive can reach orgasm. This training is accomplished by physically arousing the submissive, either by direct action of the Dominant or by masturbation of the submissive, until she is brought to the brink of orgasm. At this point, the Master will abruptly cease stimulation of the submissive and lower her arousal level by various means. This stimulation-stimulation process is repeated a certain number of times. Sometimes, the Dominant will allow the submissive to orgasm and sometimes not, leaving her with the frustration of not having achieved sexual pleasure. With this technique, the Master will make the submissive learn that her pleasure depends on her Master's will. The submissive will never know when she will be able to get pleasure and when she will not and will try her best to please the Master's desires, so that the Master will allow her to achieve that pleasure. 

	Another important point is to expand the sexual experience of the submissive, initiating her or expanding her competence in various sexual practices. These practices are usually exhibitionism, bisexuality, deep throat, sodomy, double penetration, sex with third persons or groups, sex with strangers and/or in public places, bukkake... In advanced cases, it can also include sporadic prostitution, zoophilia and scat.  

	Training in these practices is obviously progressive, from the lightest to the heaviest. The first 4-5 are usually carried out during the dressage phase and the rest in the delivery phase. The most extreme ones will be achieved already in the alienation phase. 

	With all this process, the Master will succeed in maximizing the submissive's lust, who will need more and more doses of excitement and morbidity, making her totally dependent on the pleasure that her Master can give her and plunging her into a permanent state of sexual arousal, which absorbs all her energy and makes her unable to think of anything else but pleasing her Master. The Master thus becomes the only referent in the submissive's life, the only person in the world who can achieve the submissive's happiness."  

	- domaduro60 

	  

	  

	-I'm going to take pictures of you in the snow again," Gerardo told me.  

	Without waiting for my answer, he filled my mouth with a tasty strawberry. We were at his house. We had taken advantage of the lunch hour to sneak away from work to his house and have a quick fuck without Daniel present. Wayne Shorter was playing. Gerardo had made me put on the Speak no Evil record I had gotten him from Manolo, in exchange for allowing him to spank my pretty upturned ass. He had whored me out for a handful of songs - six actually; apparently it was the first edition of the record.  

	Daniel had initially been sympathetic. After all, Gerard had involved him. He had told him to go and observe, urging him to remain hidden at all times. But then, at home, he had insisted on several occasions that he was taking it too far. Stripping me naked in the street, handcuffing my hands, no turning back and all for vinyl... Daniel was worried and couldn't say he wasn't right. [At least you recognize it]. 

	Again without waiting for my response and without even letting me swallow the previous strawberry, he popped another strawberry into my mouth. We weren't going to have much time to eat and, apparently, this was going to be my meal. I might deserve the cream, if I'm good. {You might deserve an orgasm, if you're really good}. Gerard was sitting on his couch and I was sitting on top of him, with my legs spread and his cock inside my pussy, riding him. I was still dressed, just like him. We hadn't even had time to undress. After getting him hard with my mouth, kneeling between his legs, my boss had simply pulled up my skirt and pushed my panties aside to put his cock inside me. Once on top of him, he had unbuttoned my blouse and pulled my tits out of my bra. My clit rubbed against his crotch, giving me pleasure, but I knew I shouldn't cum until I received his permission. I opened my mouth to moan, but the strawberries in my mouth kept me from screaming. Gerard had taken my tit in his mouth and had bitten my nipple. My boss took advantage of my open mouth to put his hand in my mouth. I counted three fingers. Instinctively, I tried to push his invading hand away, but I could not. No sooner had I put the disk in than Gerardo had cuffed my hands behind my back. 

	-I'm going to take you to Switzerland, again," he informed me of his plans, a part of them.  

	With his hand in my mouth, I could answer him even less than before, but, apparently, my boss had no interest in knowing my opinion. Gerard wiggled his fingers and stroked my tongue. I moved my head to suck his fingers, just as I would have done with his cock. I knew what he liked. With his free hand, Gerard took a strawberry from the chrome bowl and brought it to his mouth. He tasted it with satisfaction. 

	-I know you loved it last time," he said after chewing and swallowing the strawberry. His hand was still in my mouth, preventing me from saying a word. We leave in a week and a half. I already have the tickets. -Gerardo bit my other nipple. With his hand in my mouth, I couldn't scream and was only able to produce a gurgle. In return, I retaliated by gently biting his fingers. -You don't bite the hand that feeds you," my boss reproached me. Do I have to remind you that these breasts are mine? -he asked. Actually, he was not only telling me that he had chosen and paid for them, but he was also reminding me that we were financially dependent on him. Daniel was determined to start his own company and that meant we couldn't count on his severance pay for other expenses. Don't worry," he said, "I'll get even. -He bit my nipple again, the same as before, and he did it harder. It's all organized," he said, making it clear that there was no turning back. 

	My boss took another strawberry from the bowl, put it in his mouth and held it between his teeth. He then took his hand out of my mouth. He looked at it in fascination. It glistened with my saliva and strawberry juice and had little bits of strawberries in it. He wiped it on my breast. Unexpectedly, he slapped me - not too hard, but a slap nonetheless. He grabbed my hair by the nape of my neck and pulled me to him. His strawberry ended up in my mouth. We kissed, playing with the strawberry. That display of energy - slapping included - had pleasantly surprised me. Gerardo fascinated me in many ways, but if there were two things I clearly missed, they were anal sex and feeling overwhelmed, as Luis Alberto had made me feel. Actually, the two things were the same for me. Anal sex was much more than mere physical sensations. Gerardo was intelligent, imaginative -he always managed to surprise me-, assertive and patient. My mentor. My provider. My protector. For all that, I had chosen him over someone like Luis Alberto, someone wild and dangerous. But sometimes I missed feeling not only mentally, but also physically dominated and even crushed. It was not my boss's style, but again, he had surprised me. 

	-Daniel," I said timidly, fearing his response. 

	Gerardo shook his head. 

	-But..." I protested. We had a deal. My husband could join us, be present, watch me humiliate myself in front of another man, someone he didn't like at all.... 

	-If you want him to come, let him pay for it," Gerardo commented, impassively. Or you pay for it," he added, a clear reference to my husband's financial situation. I'm not willing to pay for it. That's not part of the deal. But if you want, we can negotiate it," he assured. 

	Sadly, I shook my head. I wasn't going to take that bait. Negotiations with Gerardo always made me go too far and I was already going too far. I could pay for my husband's trip. His money was my money and vice versa; we didn't have separate accounts. But I knew it wouldn't come cheap. With such short notice, the plane tickets would be expensive, plus Daniel would have to travel economy class, while Gerardo and I would travel business class. That would be the least of it, of course. Then there was the hotel, the meals... I knew what Gerardo had meant. He wasn't opposed to his accompanying us; legally, according to the deal we had, he couldn't do that. But he wasn't willing to pay a penny of his expenses. Not on this occasion. He has something special planned for me. He wants me alone with him, to finish educating me. The truth was that on the one hand I wanted my husband to be present. [Not only that. You have already seen what domaduro60 has described. Gerardo is going to make you completely his. In which phase are you already? The last or the penultimate]. I needed Daniel to be present and to act as a brake or, at least, as a safeguard. Domaduro60 was right: as much as I denied it in my comments, deep down I knew I was close to losing myself. I was addicted to a drug and that drug was Gerardo and the humiliation and new experiences he provided. But on the other hand, if I was honest, I preferred Daniel not to be with us. {We needed this intimacy with our boss to move forward}. I longed for more of that drug. Daniel feels jealous and feels excitement, seeing me with Gerardo. [And disgust]. I hope he understands me. I hope he understands these contradictory feelings. If not him, who will? 

	-You're out of cream," said my boss. Move. We have to get back to work. I'm going to fill your pussy with milk. Then you'll have it inside for the rest of the day. Come on, move your hips! Order me! -You won't cum, but I will. Then do your makeup and take off your bra. I don't want you to wear a bra this afternoon. 

	I obeyed my boss. I moved my hips as I knew he liked, to bring him to orgasm. Gerardo didn't have Silvestre's vigor, but he had plenty of stamina. More than Daniel. Although that might have been because of age. Just as he didn't get hard as easily, it took him a while to cum. But I knew how to milk him, as he had said. Despite my hotwife status, I wasn't as experienced as it might seem. I hadn't been with that many men. My first boyfriend. Then Daniel. Then, in my early days as a hotwife, Silvestre and Luis Alberto. {And the chubby guy}. Then, before Gerardo, a man I hooked up with for one night, to prove to myself if I was capable of doing it with someone I wasn't physically attracted to. From that, it seems like an eternity. And in Gerardo's time, he, his friend and his client. {And Mario. Domaduro60 is right. Mario belongs to Gerardo's world}. They are more men in Gerardo's time than in Silvestre's time. {And that man from Switzerland} I didn't want to reveal this! I didn't want Daniel to know. {Well, now he knows one of the things that happened in Switzerland and that you have refused to tell until now}. More men with Gerardo, the quiet one, than with Silvestre, the energetic one. {More men and a woman. Don't forget Lidia}. Gerardo had taught me how to move. It's not that I didn't know how to do it before, but my boss had taught me some moves in the cowgirl position, which was his favorite. He had taught me how to get him to cum - him or any other man - almost instantly - milking him - and he had taught me how to ride him slowly and pleasurably. I had tried the milking move on one occasion with Mr. Ripoll, to get the fuck over with as soon as possible, and it had worked. Ripoll had not been able to hold back and had cum inside me, sooner than he would have liked. Afterwards, he had criticized me in his monthly report, but Gerardo had only smiled, knowing how and why it had happened. 

	Gerardo soon succumbed to the moves he had taught me, but unlike Ripoll, he cum with satisfaction inside me. He was in a hurry to get back to work. To me, those movements, gave me less pleasure, as I barely managed to rub my clitoris that way. No matter. I didn't earn my climax anyway. {Don't worry. Daniel will take care of it with his mouth, as soon as you get home}. Gerardo had given me the strawberries, but had denied me the cream. In return, consciously or not, I had given it to my husband. After bringing me to orgasm, it would be Daniel's turn to hand-wash my used panties. I smiled. That was worth more than an orgasm, even if it meant being in the office all afternoon horny, with erect nipples and no bra. What about Daniel and the trip? [He must come!] {He'd better stay home}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Daniel starts the year well: unemployed and despised by his wife and Gerardo's old man. Don't you think your husband deserves to be treated with a little more dignity or respect, if you really love him? Do you know psychologically what it means to be unemployed? Ah, he's only been unemployed for a short time. Suddenly, if he hasn't already, he will begin to descend the ladder of self-esteem, reaching a point where you yourself won't recognize him and then what will you do? Sink him further? Will you drop everything to help him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I have a plan to sink him deeper, to make him even more submissive. I will tell it little by little. In these difficult times, the best thing for him is to feel a firm hand, to keep him from having to worry too much. Daniel has been working all his life and taking care of most of the household chores. Now it's his turn to rest and let me take care of it." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, despite the hotwifing relationship you have, I think you have been and continue to be unfaithful to Daniel. Every time you hide something you have done from him, you break the rules you have established. You make decisions that affect him, without even mentioning it to him. Concealment assumes that you are unsure of his reaction and how that would affect your plans or your feelings and so you hide the truth from him. To me that's infidelity." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, it's the agreement that Daniel and I have. He told me at the time that he wanted me to have some privacy, even though he likes to observe. He told me that he could withhold about 20% of things. Half of that I should tell him later, when I saw fit, for example, to surprise him, and the other half I could keep to myself. It is not infidelity, if it is consensual. And it is only disloyalty, if it would be against our common life project. None of that is the case." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The infidelity we were discussing is not a question of percentages between what you tell him and what you don't, but of the nature of what you hide from him. If he doesn't know the significance of what you hide, how can it be consented to?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's the difference between being of letters and being of numbers: He is of numbers and he proposed percentages to me. I am of letters and I tell him much more than the minimum percentage, but the two or three important things I keep to myself. No, seriously: it's not a matter of knowing, it's a matter of trusting." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are pure selfishness. Life with you is impossible. Poor Daniel, with all that he allows you and you give him nothing but scorn! You don't understand that when a man is a pamperer, what he wants is to kiss his wife while she is being fucked by another, to hold her hand, etc., so that afterwards or the next morning he can make love to her, that is to say, to enjoy both of them. That is to say, to enjoy both of them, or not? After the inocentada, I put in quotation marks what you write and it may all just be the fruit of your imagination or much of it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ha ha ha ha ha ha. You got me and I'm going to confess: I'm actually a wiry North Korean, belonging to a special Internet attack group, whose mission is to help destroy the West, by corrupting its moral values. Men who encourage their wives to have sex with other men? Women who sleep with old men and let themselves be dominated by them, for a good wad of cash? Men who beg to lick another man's sperm from their wife's pussy? Work in exchange for sex? Bisexuality? Homosexuality? Men who let themselves be fucked in the ass by their wives? How can any of this be real? All of you who are following me and getting horny about this, you are already corrupted. The West will be defeated, not by force of arms, but by the superior values of our society! Are you calmer now?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From what you describe, it sounds like you've allowed Gerardo to fuck you without a condom. You probably also allowed Silvestre to do it in your day. But what would happen if you got pregnant by your lover? Would you have the child? What would your husband feel, knowing that you are carrying another man's child inside you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"This is a difficult question. First of all, and this is clear, I have NO intention of getting pregnant, neither by my husband nor by any lover. My maternal instinct is quite satisfied. That's the easy, straightforward and simple answer. But I think you deserve a more elaborate, more thoughtful answer. Even on the above basis, it is true that pleasure in sex is due to the reproductive instinct. And there are moments in which this instinct can appear beyond the pleasure of sex itself. These are punctual moments, in which the idea of the fertile sperm of a special lover finding an ovum and fertilizing it is momentarily exciting. But after that spark, which lasts only an instant, quickly comes the horror that, despite contraceptive measures, there is the slightest possibility of becoming a reality. No, it doesn't interest me at all. But I would be lying if I denied that at no time did the idea excite me. Fortunately, as I said, this idea is more than ephemeral and I have only experienced it in a few moments. Because if it were to happen, it would be a mistake, a big mistake. At my age, I'm no longer interested in going through raising another child. I left that behind long ago. I started early to end early. But if, nevertheless, it were to happen accidentally - because I would never do it on purpose - I would have to meditate about what actions to take. In that hypothetical case, the two possible actions are drastic: abort or have it. I cannot answer at this time which option I would choose, in this hypothetical case. How would my husband feel? Well, that's another difficult question. I think he too is excited by the idea, for fleeting moments. Actually, I don't think so, because in fact I know it, as we have discussed it on a previous occasion. Obviously, it would be a big mistake for him too, even more than for me, for obvious reasons. But it would not be a horror, or so he thinks. From what Daniel tells me, he would be willing to raise him as his own, as the good cuckold that he is and as the responsible and committed husband that he is. But that's the world of hypotheses and fantasies, because what happens when the child grows up and starts to make war, as all children and adolescents do? It's often hard enough to put up with your own offspring, but at least in them we recognize our own virtues and character flaws. But in a bastard... No, it wouldn't be easy at all, perhaps not even feasible. Although, on the other hand, many people adopt, some due to fertility problems, others out of conviction. In a way, there would be similarities between the two cases. Even in the case of the hypothetical bastard, it would have the advantage for the cuckolded husband that at least it is his beloved wife's blood, although it would also be a symbol of his cuckolded status. But that's what some men like to be, isn't it... cuckolds. Mind you, let's not play with innocent lives and leave this in the world of hypothesis, reflection and ephemeral fantasy." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerard would never allow another man to raise his child and it would also give him infinite power over the mother. The perfect hostage so that Gemma could never leave him, until he tired of her." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why do you think I religiously take the pill?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Where are you going? -I exclaimed. I couldn't believe what Gema was telling me. It certainly wasn't the first time she was going to Switzerland with Gerardo. It would be the second. But she still hadn't told me what had happened the first time there. She had told me things, but I sensed that most of them, the most serious ones, she had kept quiet. I thought we had a pact! -I exploded. I was supposed to be able to accompany her to her meetings with the old man. But Gema had just told me that she would rather I didn't go with her. Just like that. She preferred that I, her husband, not be with her. The cost of the trip was really the least of it. From Gerardo, of course I expected him not to want me around. But from my wife? 

	-A pact? You and I don't have that kind of pact! -My wife went on the offensive. She had told me the news in a sweet and understanding tone. But seeing herself attacked, she had counterattacked. The pact that you can accompany us is between Gerardo and me. My lover and I, Daniel, not you. The pact you have with me is that I cheat on you and you clean my pussy and thank me. Or has that changed? 

	-No, I..." I stammered. I had rarely heard her talk like that. It was clear that she had already made her decision. She had only informed me of it, with her tender words. But there was nothing I could do to change her mind. She was getting farther and farther away from me. She was getting closer and closer to him. Contrary to my hopes, accompanying her to her meetings at his house had not changed that. If anything, it had made me see reality. Her accounts, verbal or written, were one thing, but seeing it with my own eyes was another. Or hearing it with my own ears. Gema put the blindfold on me at Gerardo's house, but, in reality, she had taken it off. I could see it clearly. I could really lose it. I never imagined this. I could imagine losing her to a Silvestre. But to a dirty old man... I had to admit that I had lost. I had reacted too late. Gemma had gone too deep into that well of master-submissive relationships. Several of her followers, experienced mature people, had warned him. And what can I do now? {Hold on, Daniel, hold on. Swallow your male ego and hold on. Don't fight it. Help her. What will be will be. But if you resist, it will be sooner rather than later and irremediably. If you hold on, you might have a chance}-. I'm sorry, love. You're right," I said. Forgive me. Nothing has changed. You are still my Goddess and I must not question you," I said submissively. But you understand that I feel uncomfortable, don't you?  

	-Of course, love. That, after all, is what it's all about, isn't it? -Gemma changed the hardness of her expression to faux fawn eyes. 

	-You haven't forgiven me for Silvestre yet, have you? Will you do it someday? -I asked, dejected. I had screwed up, but I had only screwed up once.  

	-About Nuria and Silvestre. No," said Gema dryly, without confirming if she meant she would forgive me someday or if she just hadn't forgiven me yet. You work better when you're uncomfortable than when you're too comfortable, Daniel. And you know it.  

	Uncomfortable? That was an understatement. I was losing my wife. Gerardo was stealing her from me. I would never have believed it possible, but somehow he had her under his spell. And every hour I spent with him, the power of the spell would increase. If he could, he would knock her up to take her away from me. And I couldn't do anything but watch passively - what's more, I had to clap my hands! {Daniel, calm down. With your macho ego you'll only make things worse. It's too late for that}. It's just that everything goes wrong for me. In addition to our emotional dependence on her, we are also financially dependent on him. 

	-Yes, love. Just remember that I love you more than my life," I said, trying to hide, at least partially, my disheartenment. I won't object. I'm not going to start a fight. {That's wise of you}. But if you see me as a wimp, it's worse. 

	-I know, love. And I know you too. But if you love me, you must love me as I am. I love you as you are," he assured me, mocking me. His hand went to my crotch, where he felt my chastity device. You love me as I am. You opened the melon," he reminded me. 

	Not the melon. Pandora's Box. And now, who is capable of putting the winds back into it? Gerardo in his sessions treated her more and more like a well-behaved pet. He made her wear the headband with the little cat ears that he had put on her on New Year's Eve. And he made her wail. Other times, he made her bark. When he made her bark it was usually when he made her lick his feet. And Gemma did it with a devotion I would never have imagined possible. With everything I've seen (and Gerardo doesn't let me see everything; in the bedroom he doesn't let me in and in the bathroom I don't go in when they are there) and heard, I don't know if we can ever get back to normal. You no longer see me as a man and I you... It was the same devotion that had driven her to undress and handcuff herself almost in the middle of the street, because he had asked her to. He had seen her tremble. Gema had said it had been from cold, but I knew it had been from excitement. That Manolo hadn't fucked her. Not on that occasion. But he had spanked her, which was worse. It was hard enough having to watch another man hurt her. And now, any friend of his could whip her too. That's worse than getting fucked! {calm down, Daniel, calm down}. At the time, I had accepted it. Mind you, I had had to go the next day to pick up my car. She, although she had denied it, was not ready to drive home. She was floating, somewhere in hyperspace or subspace that is. {You of all people should understand her}. And I do understand her, in part. {You should, because you've experienced that yourself, you know how addictive it can be. You've experienced it a few times with her} {That's different! She's my wife, not a semi-stranger, not a dirty old man! {And with Nuria and Silvestre?} That was just once. Don't you see the difference? Just once! {And what you feel, every time you know he cheats on you and it's more than just sex?} That's a different subspace. That was a cuckold's hell-paradise. {But it's just as addictive}. And just as dangerous. I know. It's my fault. Then at home, I had argued with her because of that affair with Manolo. I can't just accept that anyone would spank her! And I had realized that it was too late to argue. If I fought with her, I would lose her. 

	-And will Lidia go too? -I asked stupidly. It was a reasonable question, why shouldn't I be interested in who was accompanying my wife on a trip abroad? Switzerland wasn't even a member of the European Union. I had every right in the world to ask her. But I had done a stupid thing by doing so. 

	-Lidia? That's all you're interested in? -my wife exploded. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"My life has only a couple of commandments and one is, "Don't do what you don't want done to you." I don't think you know what you've gotten yourself into. Haven't you wondered why he's been divorced twice? I think he's going to destroy your marriage. He is creating a need for you for his person, demanding more and more, more and more from you. One day he will tell you that you are forbidden to touch your husband, putting your marriage in great danger.What will you do?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"One of her marriages broke up, when her son died. Maybe the reaction to that tragic event was his fault, but not the event itself. But if what you want to say is that Gerardo is not a good husband, I am not going to argue with you, because I already have the best husband in the world and in comparison with him, everything pales. You ask me what I would do if I were forbidden to touch my husband. I have consulted with my lawyer and he told me that I don't have to answer that question." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I can understand many things. My question is: When by reason of life only the memories of the good times of the couple are left and the sex has passed, when you are sitting on the couch, what are you going to remember of that end of the year, of that moment that you should have been together with the one you say your true love and you weren't? Life is for both of you to enjoy. THE COUPLE" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And we've done it as a couple: Daniel has been present. Besides, most of our lives we've spent the end of the year as a couple, almost alone. Is it so bad to spend it sometime in a different way?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I think what you have done to your husband at Gerardo's house borders on cruelty. A whole night tied up, with that device and without sleep, is inhuman, even for a cuckold. I don't think that's love for him. I think your lust doesn't let you see clearly what you're doing to him. Besides, he has to put up with a rude, impolite, despot of a guy, who won't even look at him, as if he were a thing, instead of a person. It seems to me that sexual play is one thing and mistreatment of which you are Gerardo's accomplice is another." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes it was intense, yes. But in my defense, I have to say that I was partly used to it, as at home he often sleeps with the chastity device on, although never tied to the bed. For everything there's a first time." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Congratulations on your blog. I wanted to ask you if you realize the life your husband leads Unemployed, all day alone at home, ruminating, not knowing if his wife will come home to sleep every night, party days and weekends alone, while his wife is out partying with her lover and his friends, nights at the lover's house tied up, humiliated and vexed mercilessly by your boss, nights alone at home, thinking if one night you will never come back. I don't know how strong your husband is, but I'd throw myself out the window." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is now busy translating my book into English, so he has somewhere to occupy his mind. He is also looking into starting his own company. He's not going to do it until he has everything clear, because it will require a certain investment; that's why he's analyzing it without rushing. He is calm, at least as long as his unemployment benefits last. It is not true that he stays at home while I go out partying every night with my lover; that does not reflect our reality. First of all, the vast majority of the time, we just hang out at Gerardo's house. Parties are the exception. And, secondly, he is usually present when I go to Gerardo's house. Apart from the adventures I tell about here, to which I obviously devote all the emphasis, we are quite normal in our day-to-day life. Daniel humiliated? Yeah, but that's what partly turns him on." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, you have broken all the covenants you had in your relationship and without counting on your husband during your evolution as a hotwife. I believe that Daniel has every right to change the rules whenever he feels unsatisfied in the relationship, whether it is by introducing a woman on his side, a second horn or altering the power relationship in your couple. And even if you don't like it, you should accept and understand it, just as he has done for all these years, out of love." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, he doesn't have that right. That's something he gave up a long time ago. He has the right to want to introduce other hornmen, but not to want to golf him with other women. That's not his way." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In your relationship you have been unilaterally breaking one by one all the rules you have agreed with Daniel for your own benefit. Have you thought that he, even if he doesn't like it, what he does is suffer inside, keep quiet and accept everything, because he loves you with his soul and is desperately afraid of losing you, if he puts limits on you? And you, honestly, do you really love Daniel or do you go on with him more than anything else for the morbidity that being married gives you, while you fuck your lovers?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are wrong when you say my husband is "desperately afraid" of losing me. If that were the case, we would not be able to continue this hotwife and submissive cuckold lifestyle. For this to work (and it does work for us), trust is a prerequisite and he knows I will never leave him (which I won't). It's not fear that makes him accept this lifestyle, it's the fulfillment of his own dark fantasies that makes him desire it. Because Daniel desires both my unconditional love and humiliation, strong emotions and to see his fantasies fulfilled." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think your relationship with Gerardo is exhausted as far as Daniel is concerned. You will have things left to discover, because it's your fantasy, but it's not your husband's anymore. For him it will be all more of the same, from now on. Those new restrictions you have imposed on him at Gerardo's house don't help either, because they cancel out the unexpected and increase the monotony. You are going to have to put a lot of effort and imagination into it, if you don't want Daniel to become emotionally detached from this story. And the way is not Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I agree with the second to last thing you say, that I should try harder with my husband." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I was worried that with Mario I wasn't making as much progress as I wanted. But I just don't have the time or the energy! It bothered me to give up on my projects and, even worse, to leave them half done. Maybe Gerardo was counting on it from the beginning and that's why he allowed me to have relations with him, in exchange for something. Maybe he knew that I would not have time for everything, including the master's degree, for example, and that I would have to abandon this project. The problem was not so much having time to fuck him as getting to do it according to my plans. Mario was a good fuck, but I wasn't interested in the here-I-get-you-here-I-kill-you kind of sex. I had never been interested in that kind of sex. I was interested in relationships and everything surrounding the sex itself, which gave it real meaning and enhanced it, taking it to a level beyond the merely carnal. Fucking Mario was easy: I only had to tell him where and when. But I wanted to transform him into a submissive. I wanted to do it, partly to distress my husband. I love getting on your nerves, love, and you don't know where they come from. [And partly I wanted to do it, because I imagined that sex with two submissives - at the same time - would be the most fun. I imagined all the things I could do with the two of them in bed at the same time and it turned me on. I wasn't a born dominatrix, in fact, I thought of myself as a lousy one. But I am a good submissive. But I was intrigued. It would be very "fun" for Daniel. Unfortunately, taking Mario to that level required time and energy and I lacked both. Yes, I had gotten Mario to put on my panties. True, Mario was licking my pussy assiduously. But I hadn't been able to take it to the next level. He had flatly refused to put in an anal plug. He even reacted allergically if I tried to play with my finger with his anus. I wasn't throwing in the towel yet, but I had no choice but to admit that things were difficult, if I wanted it to be as I imagined. And if it wasn't as I imagined, I wasn't interested. Mario would fuck me until he got tired and then leave me, bragging about having fucked the boss. For that, it's better that I leave him. Mario was no substitute for Gerardo. Although he was a Don Juan and tended to behave in a dominant manner, that was not the kind of dominance. Sex with him, if I could transform him into what I wanted, would always be vanilla. [And why don't you try to transform him into a dominant, instead of a submissive?] First, because he lacks imagination, culture and intelligence for that. And second, because I'm financially dependent on Gerardo. [Yeah, nice excuses. Let me say the most important: Third, because you are emotionally dependent on him]. A simple choker or a simple ribbon can mean many things. For me it means being able to be carefree. It also meant being able to hold on to something strong, something that would protect me against all odds. It meant being able to explore without a guilty conscience that other Gem, the dark Gem in me. But Mario would never put a choker with that meaning on me. I wasn't throwing in the towel, but the Mario project was on standby. 

	And with all the mess on my mind, I still had to decide about the trip to Switzerland. I had told my husband emphatically that I would go. I hadn't wanted to leave it up for debate, especially if he behaved that way, questioning me. I had no problem talking things over with him, but I couldn't accept him questioning me like that. My doubts about what I do are too big for that. With my husband, I could always back out, if I finally decided not to go. But I still hadn't told Gerardo anything. Nor had he asked me to confirm it. He takes it for granted. With Gerardo there was no turning back. With so much work, with so many open fronts, I had my doubts about whether I should really go with him to Switzerland. I try to appear stronger than I am and I often succeed, especially with my followers. But that's just the appearance, can't I have any doubts? Maybe everyone else is right and I'm wrong. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi wapa. I am also doing a master's degree for my company (although my boss is not as stimulating as yours) and I understand the effort it takes, after working all week, to be involved with it also on the weekend. You also have to live in two houses, which will complicate it even more. Doesn't your boss help you, leaving you free on Friday, so that you can go to the master's in the afternoon? When you leave the master's on Saturday at noon, do you go home or to Gerardo's house? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I have all of Gerardo's help for my master's degree. If I have to leave early, because I have to go to class or because I have to prepare something, he supports me. Apart from his personal support, that's what's good about it being funded by the company, that it becomes something official and not something exclusively private. When we meet at Gerardo's house, it's usually with my husband. We have been adapting as we go along and we no longer have specific days. We depend a lot on being able to give our daughter the slip, without her getting suspicious, and Gerardo has understood that we need flexibility for that. It is a question of mutual trust and commitment. Maybe for a period of time not all the stipulated visiting days will be fulfilled, but it's okay if Gerardo, in return, sees a good attitude on my part to follow the games he proposes. Let's say that at times quantity can be compensated by intensity or quality. It would be another thing if he saw that I was trying to get out of it, but that's not the case, because, although I'm often uncomfortable with the situations he proposes, it's what I really want." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Have you noticed that 95% of the images you have posted in January are related to your submission to Gerardo? It seems to be the only thing that interests you and occupies your mind right now." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for letting me know. The truth is that I hadn't noticed it. I checked my blog and you're right: most of the images go in that direction. I didn't do it on purpose; it had to be an unconscious thing. Yes, my relationship with him occupies much of my mind at the moment, although, if I'm honest, I didn't expect that much." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, about going back to Switzerland to ski with Gerardo, I do know what you are going to do, you are going to go alone with him and you are going to leave your husband behind. What I don't know is how Daniel is going to take it. In his state of mind it could be a good blow, a new disloyalty on your part." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The trip is indeed planned without him, a priori. How would I explain to our daughter that we are both going? If I go alone, I can say it's a business trip. But with Daniel, it would have to be a vacation and in his situation of unemployment, it doesn't make much sense for us to spend money to go skiing, even more so when neither of us has ever skied in our lives (I did what I could on the previous occasion). It's not decided yet, but if we do, it would most likely be without my husband, you're right about that." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say your daughter would be surprised that her parents would go away for a weekend. And isn't a weekend business trip even stranger? Moreover, repeated from another one just like it, the year before, and from another week-long business trip in the middle of a vacation month. I think your daughter is smart and must suspect something by now, even if she doesn't tell you. Sons usually don't want to confront these suspicions for fear of confirming them, so they pretend they don't know." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I don't think it's that strange. Companies do conventions, group spirit events and so on. Some companies have a preference for doing it on the weekend. I say this from experience, because in my husband's company it was like that. Another thing is that, indeed, she is not stupid and that she may be surprised because mom also works in a company that shares that custom." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Most of my blog followers disliked Gerardo. I'm sure if he were a charming Richard Gere he would be different, even if he acted the same way. But they were dead wrong. I was sorry they had such a bad image of him. It's probably my fault that they think of him that way, because of how I describe him. So, I will take this opportunity to clarify a few things: Gerard was a gentleman of the old school. He was a good listener. He kept his word and was reliable. He never got drunk - yes, he likes whiskey, but with one or two drinks he didn't even get a kick out of it (unlike me). And he never got angry or showed anger. He was very calm. He was dominant but not bossy. He was self-centered but not egotistical and he cared about his employees. He was demanding but fair. And, above all, he understood me and knew how to treat me. 

	We had met again at her house. Since New Year's Eve, we had had more encounters than the ones I have recounted, although all of them without Lidia. For narrative reasons, it doesn't make sense to recount every single encounter, as it could get boring. I try to focus on the most significant ones. Daniel was a bit grumpy. The idea that we were going to Switzerland without him - I still hadn't confirmed anything to Gerardo - didn't please him. But he had promised to behave himself. You'd better; otherwise you'll stay at home. As on other occasions - this had become a kind of ritual - Daniel undressed me at the threshold of the double door to the living room, under the watchful eye of my boss, until I was only in my underwear, i.e. stockings, garter belt, panties and heels, but no bra. It makes me horny to have my cuckold do this for my lover and to give myself to him. Daniel did it, even though he was angry with me and my Gerardo. Don't be angry, love. I haven't decided yet. I haven't said anything to Gerardo yet, although you don't know that. Then, as at other times, I took the handcuffs from a small wooden box next to the armchair where Gerardo was sitting, and restrained my husband's hands behind his back. Then, I unhooked the little chain from my ankle to which the key to his chastity device was attached - I used to wear it on a chain around my ankle or around my neck, as I pleased; I had gotten back into that habit, even though Gerardo made me get rid of my anklet in Mexico. Then I advanced on all fours to Gerardo's armchair, with both keys in my mouth - those of the handcuffs and those of the chastity device - I barked and offered them to him. Gerardo stroked my head, congratulating me on my good behavior. It was a stupidity of which I was fully aware, but I felt proud and happy about it. All I needed now was to wag my tail from side to side, if I had one. He took the keys in his hand and made a fist, and then I kissed his closed hand. I deposited a sensual kiss on his knuckles, embracing them with my lips and moistening them lightly with my tongue. Gerard put his fist against my forehead and left it there for a few seconds. It was our ritual. Next, he took the kitty-ear headband from the little table next to his armchair and put it on me. Then she hooked the chastity device key to a little chain around her neck. That way, when I lay with him on his bed and stroked his chest or put my face on him, my husband's chastity and his status as a submissive, spoiled cuckold were ever-present. You're my plan C, love, and now it's not even up to me to make you so. The key to the handcuffs, Gerardo deposited them back in the little wooden box next to his armchair. Next, I crawled over to the cabinet where I used to keep the collar and leash. I looked sideways at my husband, trying not to turn my head so my boss would notice. See, honey? I'm his pet and he teaches me tricks. And you, what do you want to be? I wish he would teach you tricks too. Recently, I had moved them around and now they were in the bottom drawers, so I didn't have to get up to get them. I opened the drawer, held the collar and leash in my mouth and took them to her, on all fours. Again, I barked. Gerard stroked the back of my neck again. Then, he put the collar on me and hooked the leash to it. I leaned over and kissed his shoes, even licked them. My boss's shoes were always clean and neat. Gerardo caressed the back of my neck. For me it was the signal to take off his shoes and socks. With my husband behind me, watching from the doorway of the living room door, I did so and worshipped my boss's feet. I licked and kissed them. I even sucked his big toe, as if it were a cock, though with less frenzy and more tenderness. Satisfied, Gerardo signaled to my husband, indicating that he could come in to sit in a chair in his corner. I remained prostrate before my boss, adoring him, as he deserved. As chance would have it, Daniel and I are nothing without you, Gerardo, and I like that feeling. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, Gema. Congratulations on your success. As an active cuckold and living a situation of dominating cuckold, hotwife wife submissive to him and submissive cuckold (me), I can't help but ask you if you don't think that it can distort the relationship with your partner to the practical non-existence, if the cuckold moves to the leading role in the relationship." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I don't think so. The corneador has a certain role in the relationship. If he steps out of it, then he is no longer a goreador and she is no longer a hotwife. The role of the goree can be purely sexual, but it can also be affectionate, to a certain extent. Personally, I enjoy it more when there are certain feelings behind it. Sometimes those feelings can be similar to falling in love, but they are not love. Sex is important in a couple, and if it ceases to exist, yes, there can be a change. But sex does not have to be penetrative (him to her), as there are more forms of sex (for example, her to him). What I don't think is a good idea is for there to be an absence of sex between the couple, but for the sex between them to diminish and change and transform and therefore become more intense and meaningful, I think that's not a bad thing." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If, as you say, Gerardo and Daniel barely speak to each other and the time you spend at Gerardo's house he is busy with you, what is Daniel doing there, so many hours alone, doing nothing and talking to no one? Isn't it frustrating for him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"A good part of the time I'm busy with Gerardo is in the living room, where my husband can see and hear us (except sometimes, we blindfold him). Do you find a porn movie with your favorite actress boring? Do you feel like talking a lot when you watch an erotic movie? Anyway, my husband is not very talkative. On the contrary, he is very introspective. He doesn't get bored precisely because his mouth is closed (it annoys him more to have his dick locked up)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I find it very strange that, in a consensual relationship between adults, even if it is a three-way relationship, the three of you can't sit down to dinner at Gerardo's house (before or after having sex) and have a relaxed chat about politics or the latest TV series, the three of you as equals. It also shocks me that you can never make love with your husband in freedom, without the conditioning of domination, without the denials or taboos you impose on each other, or that you barely have any friends to go out with outside of the role." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And why talk about politics when there are better things to do? We don't exactly go to Gerardo's house to chat. I do make love freely with my husband. Sometimes in femdom, sometimes in a conventional way, as I feel like it. It's only my husband who can't do it freely. Other friends? You're right, it's a pity we don't have friends to go out with. We do, but at a certain distance. Things are the way they are. At least, with this lifestyle, we are meeting very diverse people. I'm not saying it's ideal, just that it's the way it is." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo had humiliated me in multiple ways in front of my husband. Apart from making me lick his feet, he had made me masturbate with the instep of his foot - denying me orgasm over and over again while making me moan and purr like a kitten - and then he had made me clean my juices with my tongue, like a little bitch. He had taken me to the couch and made me lie across his lap. The uncertainty of not knowing what he would do next always stimulated me. Would it be just caresses or would he spank me? Would he be gentle? Would he allow me to touch my parts while he did it? Or would he just stop touching me and keep me like that, no caresses or spankings? With Gerardo I never knew what was going to happen and I liked that. But he had finally spanked me, until my ass was red as a tomato. At least he let me masturbate, while he spanked me. Spanking after spanking, he had made me beg to suck his cock. Instead of his cock, he had shoved his fingers deep into my mouth and made me beg him for more. All of that, in the sight of my husband, turned me on so much. I will always be your wife, love. But look, I'm Gerardo's little dog or kitten or who knows what, the one you don't like. He had made me lie on my back on the sofa, with my neck on the armrest, and he had penetrated my mouth from behind, until he finally came inside me. Are you proud of me?  

	"I'll wait for you in the bathroom," he had said, referring to the bedroom bathroom. And he had gone upstairs, leaving me alone with my husband for a few moments. There were things my boss preferred not to see. "Don't be long," he had warned me already from upstairs, as I kissed my husband and shared my boss's milk with him. Daniel, as usual, had pouted, but had responded to my kiss. I know you love it, silly, why don't you just admit it for once? 

	The key to my husband's handcuffs was in the little box and was at my disposal. Basically, I could take it whenever I wanted to handcuff my husband or uncuff him, as I pleased. Sometimes it was Gerardo who gave me the indication to do it, but, in any case, I always did it. I had removed my husband's handcuffs and accompanied him to the guest room to put him to bed. Stay here, love, and listen. I still have work to do. Aren't you proud of me? In your life you dreamed of having such a hotwife.  

	  

	*** 

	Anonymous: 

	"This is for Daniel: You stop jerking off, thinking about what your wife is doing with someone else, and find yourself a chick who really likes you and gets off on making love to you and you can practice with her everything your wife denies you (sodomy, throat...) I know you've never been with another woman, but when you try real sex with someone else, you won't believe what you've been missing all these years; I assure you. Let your wife get on with her life with her lover, if she wants to, and you look out for yourself for once." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. I'll pass it on to Daniel. Poor guy, how little you know him... By the way, why are you wandering around these cuckold forums? How many handjobs have you had on our account?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	" Haha. Princess, with you, no handjobs, none! I think of your unhappy husband and I'm cut off." 

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (my response to the insolent follower with a black and white photo of a woman in stockings and lightly combing her hair): 

	"Well look, when I follow an erotic blog, it's usually because it turns me on. I may agree or disagree with what they say, but if I follow it, it's because it turns me on. And when I get turned on, I usually use this little finger to solve my urges, if Daniel's tongue isn't within reach at the time." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"See pretty girl, your fans should be eternally grateful to me for getting you to post a picture of you (neither confirming nor denying). By the way, I'm sure that finger is the same one you stick up your husband's little ass. So long princess." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I haven't stuck that finger up my husband's ass in a while. We use bigger things now. But if it makes you look forward to smelling it, even virtually, imagine it's like you say." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Daniel do it now, before you run out of rice (you're still young), your wife leaves you with no sex at all or she leaves you for one of her lovers any day. What little you have is going to dwindle over time." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The less, the more intense - or is quantity now worth more than quality?" 

	  

	srbmtza: 

	"First of all, I love your blog, why do you answer the questions? Most of them come from people looking to highlight the conflict between you and your husband, even though from your narrative, he quite enjoys it. Many times I read the questions and feel like telling them, "If you don't like what goes up, don't read it!" Cheer up, Gema, and remember: "haters gonna hate"." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I do it for several reasons: First of all, I like to interact with the people who follow me. If I didn't get any feedback from the people who read me, this would be very boring and I would probably quit. Secondly, I don't expect everyone to agree with me. In fact, if that were the case, it would scare me. I like to provoke and I don't mind being provoked. I don't get angry because I'm questioned or even, as the case may be, belittled here. It's my life, yes, but here on Tumblr it's only virtual; no real harm can come to me. I do this largely for fun and I'm not going to get angry about anything. I also hope people don't get angry, if they do occasionally take dispatches. Thirdly, I write and answer questions, because it helps me understand myself. Some people like to take a walk in the countryside to reflect. It helps me to write. The questions that challenge me are often the most interesting in that sense, except when they become repetitive. Really, I appreciate criticism and people disagreeing with our way of life. However, it amazes me that there are people who follow cuckolded forums, without somehow being turned on by the subject (or so they say). By the way, I love what you write on your blog." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Fortunately, Daniel did not always sleep tied to the bed in the guest room at Gerardo's house. We had started out that way, but now it only happened, when Gerardo had the foresight to expect it was going to be a busy and noisy night. My boss's initial intention of handcuffing him to the bed was not a bad one. Gerardo wanted to spare my husband from having to feel bad about being able to intervene, but not to do so by obeying orders (mine and his). It was easier for Daniel, if it was simply impossible for him to intervene; that way he didn't have to question himself. So I kept handcuffing him, but only when Gerard instructed me to do so, because he was going to make me moan loudly and make me scream.  

	Gerardo had not indicated whether I was in for a busy night with him and whether I should handcuff my husband to the bed, but, this time, I had done it anyway as a precaution. I had taken Daniel's handcuffs off in the living room, but after helping him undress and putting him to bed lovingly, like a child, I had put them back on, pinning him to the headboard. I had seen my husband glare angrily at my boss several times and had not wanted to risk an emotional moment when his usually temperate temper would snap and he would intervene. Or maybe I had imagined it and was turning into a sadist who enjoyed his torment. "I love you," I had whispered in her ear and repeated it as I had walked out the guest bedroom door, leaving it open so she could hear us. 

	Next, I had gone to the master bedroom. My boss was indeed waiting for me in the bathroom. I closed the bathroom door behind me. There were things I preferred not to share with my husband. I unzipped Gerardo's fly and pulled his penis out. Gerardo was pleasuring me with the largest sexual organ of a human being: his brain, not his cock. I pointed it at the toilet bowl. Gerardo began to relieve himself. His yellow squirt hit like a waterfall against the porcelain of the toilet, producing the characteristic noise. At home, on the other hand, we all peed sitting down. Daniel did it too, and even did it when his little bird was not caged. It is a much more hygienic and woman-friendly custom. Drops of urine bounced off as they hit the smooth surface of the toilet and landed on the rim. Fortunately, I am not his chacha and never will be; it's not my turn to clean it. {Right. That job could be done by Daniel. Didn't he pick up at Silvestre's house after the poker game? Didn't he even clean the toilet? How many men had used it beforehand?} Gerardo finished urinating. I shook his cock so that the last drops fell off. Then I put it back in his fly. My boss stroked my head, as a reward. It had been a while since he had peed like that, with my help. {No, no! Tell it all! Tell it well!" "Okay," I answered my relentless little inner voice reluctantly. All right. I shook his flaccid cock, to remove the last few drops. And then I put it in my mouth, to clean it. I don't like the pungent taste of urine residue. {Relax, you'll get used to it, like you did with whiskey and tobacco.} I cleaned his glans with my tongue and even stuck the tip of my tongue in his urethral orifice, to get it nice and clean. I then kept it back in his fly and he stroked my head as a reward. Having passed that test of devotion, his hand on my head made me feel good. "Happy?", I asked my little voice inside, red as a tomato. She had been peeing like this for a while now, with my help. At first, I was just holding it in. But then my boss had taught me how to wipe it off. It wasn't something I was proud of and, in fact, Daniel didn't know anything about it. (Now you know, love, although I suspect you've always known.) I wasn't proud of it, but I was proud of it. I wasn't proud, but it made me feel very submissive, when I did it and that feeling was positive. And addictive. It was a feeling of peace, albeit a bitter peace. {Bitter the taste or bitter the feeling?} The first time had happened in Switzerland. (Now you know one more thing that happened there, love). He had held it in, Gerard had urinated and convinced me to clean it for him, but he had pretended more than that and I had been very disgusted by it. Since then and until shortly before the photo shoot in the Irati Forest, I hadn't tried again. {You know he won't be satisfied with you cleaning it for him, right? That time he rushed it. But now, at some point, when he sees you submissive enough, he'll come back and want more than that}.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gema. I hope I am not getting on your nerves with my questions. I have no doubt that you love Daniel. But sometimes you get the impression that all your sexual passion is for Gerard or other lovers. Is there still a physical desire for penetrative sex with Daniel? Is being intimate with Daniel more an expression of love and not such desire?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"They are different planes. Daniel touches my heart. Gerardo digs into my soul. And sexually... I do different things with Gerardo. It's not that I'm more attracted to him. But I think you said it pretty well: with Daniel it's more an expression of love than of carnal desire. The only thing I would say is that with Gerardo it's not exactly carnal either, it's like I was saying, he knows how to discover things about my soul." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Hello, Gema. You say that your BUDDY is your life net. Do you trust him so much? Would you be able to throw yourself out of a window, if he told you? Now his life is changing: possibly new job, new partners... Who's to say that he won't change, that he will change his attitude? Are you so sure about him? What if he failed you? Or worse, what if he's already failing you and cheating? What if, really, he's not loyal to you? Think about it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If he were underneath, yes. Only by being underneath can he act as a lifeguard." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, no matter how hard you try, once seen, the repulsive image of the dirty old man with his wrinkled and hairy ass and his little chick is going to be engraved in Daniel's brain and being his sexuality more mental, as you say, that image will be present in his mind always, even more so when he doesn't see you and hear you or simply thinks you are together. It's an image that's going to be with him for the rest of his life and I hope he can deal with it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's right. and he'll have to always keep in mind that that dirty old man with his hair and his wrinkled cock gives me more pleasure than he does. Those things are engraved for life and that's perfect." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-No, you can't, Gema. I don't think it's appropriate. Not in my house," my lover answered. 

	I had asked him if I could take the key to my husband's chastity device. Gerardo had it hanging on a little chain around his neck. His head was lying on his chest and he had the little key just inches from my nose. 

	-I understand he is your husband," Gerardo continued. It was one of the few times he referred to Daniel as my husband. Usually, he tried to avoid that expression. But I don't think it's right for another man to penetrate you, not here in my house. 

	It was the first time he denied me access to the key, since we had established the ritual of giving it to him in custody. I didn't always ask for it, of course. In any case, when I did, it was after I had had sex with him and when I felt that my husband needed a special reward, beyond tasting my lover in my pussy. Sometimes that meant that I would make love to Daniel, in the spare bedroom. I liked the feeling of him sticking his cock where my boss had just moments ago cum and feeling my special creaminess. By the time that happened, Gerard was usually snoring. Other times it could be a straw or a blowjob that I would give him, allowing or not - depending on what he gave me - to cum in my mouth, thus thanking him for his love, his patience and his dirty mind. I know none of this would be possible without you, honey. I keep that very much in mind. These details, of course, I did not tell my boss, as they belonged to the sphere of intimacy with my husband. Gerardo had fucked me relentlessly. Or I had fucked him, depending on how you looked at it, since he usually lay on his back and I rode him. My boss had squeezed my nipples and made me scream. For once, he hadn't stuck his fingers in my mouth to stifle my moans. He had spanked my ass with both hands, signaling me to ride with more brilliance. Then he had twisted my nipples again, when he noticed I was about to cum and had made me bark, if my moans didn't stop me. I didn't need to be reminded, for I knew well that to cum I had to ask his permission. Maybe it was because he had cum shortly before in my mouth in the living room. Maybe he had even taken a little blue pill to recover quickly. The fact was that, in spite of my fast movements and without pause, Gerard had endured well without cumming. I, on the other hand, had been on the verge of cumming several times -I still had that pungent taste in my mouth-. I can't tell Daniel, although I know he senses it. My boss, the old man, had held up well to the unbridled ride he had spurred me on and I, despite being a woman, had begun to exhaust myself. And what was I going to do, I needed to cum! I had begged my boss for orgasm and he had granted it to me, in exchange for making me scream, while squeezing my nipples: "I AM YOURS. I WILL DO ANYTHING YOU WANT. I WILL GO WITH YOU TO SWITZERLAND, ALONE WITH YOU, OR WHEREVER YOU WANT!" Gerard had cum at the same time as me. Then I had cleaned his cock, this time of his semen and my vaginal fluids, and I had laid down next to him, with my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. 

	I understood that my boss - our boss - was not denying me permission to uncage my husband for this particular occasion. I understood that, from that night on, Daniel would always be caged at all times, at home. But Daniel deserves a special prize, after this! {But what are you complaining about? Wasn't it your idea to give Gerardo the key? Didn't you want me to interact with him? It's good that things have an order. You can do other things with Daniel}. 

	-I'll just give him a straw! -I protested. I won't even let him finish," I quickly promised. 

	-No, Gema. We both know that the temptation would be too great for you to end up doing other things, don't we? 

	-I guess," I confirmed. Where he was right, he was right. 

	-It doesn't make sense in my house. Besides, I don't feel like putting it in a puddle later. 

	That was not the case. Gerardo never put her in a puddle. It was always my second husband's turn -when it was his turn. And Gerardo was not the type to shoot more than once or twice a day and he always did it before Daniel. Until the next day, everything would have been absorbed, besides Daniel was very neat and always cleaned his and my boss's cum with his mouth afterwards. 

	-I'll make him wear a condom," I suggested desperately. 

	-Not in my house," Gerardo replied, taciturn as my husband used to be, when he insisted on something. The condom, however, seems like a good idea. We'll talk about it. You gave me the key, Gema, and I'm going to use it," my boss said. If you want to go and kiss him... or do those things you do, as long as I don't see it..." He shook his head, unable to understand why we were doing it. After all, I'm a flexible person. 

	-Thank you, boss," I said, even though, at least in that respect, I had nothing to thank him for. {What do you mean? You gave him the key to exercise power and he's doing it}. For some reason, I always felt grateful to him. It turns me on that my cuckold is in the hands of my cuckold. Anyway, it didn't happen very often that I had penetrative sex with my husband at Gerardo's house or gave him a blowjob. They were exceptions and most of the time, by my own choice, Daniel would just give me cunnilingus and clean my bottom. Not going to be much of a change, anyway.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Regarding your answer to the conflict issue, you say that you give your husband what he wants. How do you know that's what he wants, if you yourself say that he is uncommunicative and that it is very difficult to guess what he really wants or how far he wants to take the game? Could it be that you prefer to believe that what you do and want is also what Daniel wants and thus avoid conflict and problems of conscience?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Because we have been together for many years and, if I don't know him, nobody does. But obviously, nothing is certain and I may be wrong. However, doing nothing can also be a mistake. I always think that one regrets more what one has not done than what one has done." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You know your relationship better than anyone else and, if you say it's working for you so far, that's great, but I sincerely doubt that both you and Daniel can be as confident as you say you are that it will stay that way. You are much more exposed to changes in feelings than he is, because you relate so intimately to other people and at any moment everything could turn upside down. It's like going 200 on the freeway; it's very exciting and great, but if you have one little slip up you're dead." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's true what you say. And if it happens, I hope my new airbags will save me. There will come a time to slow down, this can't go on forever. But there's still a lot of highway ahead. Or maybe I should use the term freeway, as you do, since it is, after all, pay-as-you-go." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Earlier this month you put up a post in which you said, "I saw in my husband's eyes excitement but also fear and disapproval" Are you aware of the emotional damage you may be doing to him? I think your husband's disapproval of your relationship with Gerardo overcame the excitement long ago, but as soon as the fear overcomes the excitement as well, real jealousy will come and with it the end of your marriage. Trust takes twenty years to build and a single minute to destroy." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"True. But there is no one in the world, except himself, who knows my husband better than I do." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Thank you, boss," I said to my lover. I gave him a deep kiss, to show my gratitude. I got up and left the bedroom. I was still wearing the headband with the little ears, the collar and the thong. I was also wearing my stockings, garter belt and high heels. I turned off the light before I left. Gerardo liked to do it with the light on; he loved to see me. Sleep well and thank you for everything.  

	I closed the door behind me and went to the guest bedroom, where my husband slept or suffered. I covered my vagina so as not to drip my boss's semen down the hallway.  

	-Love? -I whispered, "Are you awake? 

	-No," answered my husband, with his particular humor, "Are you all right? -he worried about me. 

	-My nipples hurt," I confessed, "but I'm fine.  

	-Why do you do it... why do you let him do it, if it hurts? -my husband wondered.  

	He, before everyone else, had to understand me. Sometimes I whipped him and whipped him. Why didn't I understand him? Was he different? 

	-I don't know. I guess it's because it not only causes me pain. -If he caught me at the right moment of arousal, I felt a mixture of pleasure and pain as he tortured my nipples. I love you. Do you know that? 

	-I know," my husband replied, much to my relief. I didn't expect it otherwise, but reading what my followers wrote to me, I sometimes had my doubts. 

	-Look," I said, after turning on the light. I showed him my hand, covered with my and Gerardo's fluids, but Daniel, instead of looking at my hand, looked at my reddened tits. 

	-Are you sure you're all right? I heard you... 

	-Shhh!" I said affectionately to my husband, interrupting him. I put my hand over his mouth to silence him. Daniel had heard me confirm to Gerardo about the trip to Switzerland. But that hadn't been a surprise to him. He had already counted on that, since I had told him so. The surprise, if you could call it that, had been for me. Maybe I was deluding myself, but until the last moment, I hadn't had it all my own way. And now I have confirmed it and there is no turning back. To Switzerland, or wherever he wants to take me with him. 

	Daniel turned his face away and said, "I can give you that, if you want. I can do it. You don't have to do it with this old man. Old, ugly and gross! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema. How do you react, if Gerardo wanted you to stop having penetrative sex with Daniel? Is this unthinkable for you? Do you need to feel Daniel inside you, also for your emotional connection?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Penetration is important, but I can also penetrate him." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gemma. You are the dominant and Daniel is the submissive in your sex games, I understand. But wouldn't it be interesting to switch roles for a short period of time? Aren't you curious what Daniel would do with you, if he would be the dominant?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hmm... no. I think the asymmetry of the relationship is what gives it a special spice. I mean the relationship that being a hotwife entails, being free but at the same time submissive with other men, if I feel like it. Being dominant with my husband and submissive with other men, there is something about it that the reverse situation could hardly match. Apart from the fact that, if he were dominant, it would also mean he could have other women and I'm not programmed that way, to be able to accept sharing him as easily as he does." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I have seen the answer you have given to tarcotron and it seems the natural thing to do, in keeping with what you tell us here. But I don't know why I got the feeling, reading some of your stories, that at certain times you strongly wish your husband would stand up and assume the dominant role, not only in front of you, but also with your lovers, something like rescuing you from them. In several paragraphs of your book, I also had that feeling. Then, I think the fear of him breaking free and looking for other things makes you dismiss it.Is that why.Is that why?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, maybe what I'm trying to show him is that he's not man enough to do it. Or maybe that he's precisely much more of a man than that, for not doing it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I could do it. I could be as imaginative or more imaginative than that old man. After all, what did he have that I didn't have? Money, he had money. {You know well that's not the only thing he has that you don't have} But I can do it! Gema didn't have to put up with him. She didn't have to let herself be treated like that, by someone like him. After all, what is he proposing to her? To walk on all fours and bark like a bitch? Anyone could do that. {But not just anyone could make her do that}. I could make her bark, if she'd let me. {Well, if she has to let you do it, that's too bad} He's the one she lets! Why shouldn't she let me? {That's not the only thing he's got her to do}. Yeah, the photos. {And prostituting herself to a client}. And that's a good thing? {And sleeping with another woman. Don't you realize that it's something more, much more, than what you say} But I can do it, if he'll let me! I looked at myself from my wife's perspective - who am I kidding? There I was, handcuffed to the bed, with the clamp on and the pink panties, her favorite, though, thankfully, hidden under the sheet. "I can, if you let me," I said mentally, getting weaker and weaker. 

	Gema put her hand over my mouth again. Her fingers found their way between my lips and I tasted the damned old bastard who intended to steal my wife. Gema knew his intentions; she talked openly about them in her blog. And she knows that I know it. And, in spite of that, she continued onward. Or downward. Deeper and deeper into that cesspool.  

	-Show me that you love me," my wife said. 

	I hesitated for a few moments, but, finally, I started sucking on his fingers. 

	-That's right, love. There's nothing here that I haven't tasted before," my wife encouraged me. Share it with me. Share it, really, everything. I want to share everything with you," she continued to encourage me, disconcertingly, "absolutely everything. 

	Everything but your trip to Switzerland. What's going on there that you don't want me to see? 

	Gema pulled her fingers out of my mouth and kissed me. We shared her boss's milk and my wife's vaginal fluids. 

	Why won't you let me dominate you? It's not that I want to. But it's just that you shouldn't have to put up with this. You deserve better. 

	-Make me come, love. Make your little woman come. 

	Gema climbed onto the bed and straddled my face. Her pussy was completely drenched, between the old man's cum and my wife's lust juices. I plunged my tongue into her pussy. If I didn't think about it too much, I wasn't that disgusted. As long as I was aroused, as long as I didn't cum, I could take it. I knew how my wife liked it. She had even written about it in her blog. Tongue inside, instead of on her clit, didn't bring her anything, except if it carried the seeds of her gore inside. Then she was really turned on by me sticking my tongue inside. Gema moaned, though she did it differently than with Gerard. It was little more than a sigh, whereas with him it was screams. but he hurts her! I remembered her battered nipples, Why won't you let me? You allowed it to a certain extent to Silvestre. You gave your body to Luis Alberto's pimp. And you're giving your soul to Gerardo's devil. Why not me? 

	-I wanted to make love to you, honey," my wife assured me, "but Gerardo refused to give me the key. The man whose sperm you're eating doesn't want me to make love to you, at least not here. I could have discussed it, but you know the danger of negotiating things with him. You have to settle for this, honey. But I know you like this even better than making love to me, even if you don't want to admit it. 

	I said nothing. What could I say, with her pussy suffocating me? I'm not necessarily like that. I can be strong, if you let me. {And give him the "if he lets you"! But have you seen yourself? If she has to leave you, then you're not really dominant. Admit it, you don't have what it takes} I do! I'm as smart and educated as he is! And I'm younger, stronger and better looking. {And your semen is blanks, while his is made of rusty bullets, but they still penetrate just the same. Would you hurt her?} No, of course not! Not really. {See? That's why he'll always be a better Master than you. He doesn't mind hurting her. What's more, he enjoys it}. 

	Gema got up from my face. She leaned over me, licked my cheek and kissed me. The lasciviousness she was showing was what I had always dreamed of seeing in her. I finally got her to enjoy sex to the fullest, with nothing to limit her, but at what cost? My wife pulled the sheet aside and uncovered me. She looked at my caged Wily in amusement. Next, she sat on my face again, but this time looking down at my poor useless Wily. {What about you? How much more do you have left to enjoy sex without limits? You know what I want, don't you?} I licked her slit up and down. I even licked his anus. At least I have this left. There are things only I do for her. Gema pulled down my panties and played with my little balls. {See? You enjoy being submissive much more. You could act dominant, but in sex, it would only be that, an act. Your true sexual nature is to be submissive}. I look like her. {Yes. And that's the problem}. No, that wasn't the problem; the problem was Gerardo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, does your husband still have his blog, and is it possible to communicate with him? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Your blog is danielmayday68. I just looked, but it no longer exists. Either he has deleted it or it has been deleted due to inactivity. That was an attempt to force him to participate in my blog, answering or sending questions, but it didn't work. My husband is not much into writing and I think he also feels a little embarrassed to do so about this topic." 

	  

	parafueraconsentidor: 

	"Silly question: on Daniel's Tumblr there's a counter - does that mean Daniel hasn't had an orgasm for more than 461 days?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, that counter has been abandoned for a long time." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Rumor has it that this year Gerardo wants to leave you a very, very special gift for Valentine's Day. You're not going to leave your birth control pills within his reach, are you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You know by now I'd do anything Gerardo asked me to do, right?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I'm sure Gerard wants to take you to Switzerland for Valentine's Day weekend. A romantic getaway, the two of you alone in the snow, in the immensity of the Alps... An ideal place to show you the life it has to offer and also to impregnate you, there, alone, isolated from the world. An ideal place to show you the life it has to offer and also to impregnate you, there, alone, isolated from the world. What better opportunity for Gerard?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I admit he brought it up for Valentine's Day. That's why I hadn't had trouble making up my mind. Do you think his semen still has the strength to impregnate me? It tastes a little stale, though I've gotten used to it." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Funny how up until May of last year so many of the images and posts you put on the blog referenced your husband. Lots of I love you and I love you in those posts. From then on, references to your husband have been reduced to a minimum and the I love yous have almost disappeared. Did you fall in love there with Gerardo? Has he displaced Daniel in your heart? And in your life, when will you replace him?" 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (my response, with a black and white photo of a girl biting her lower lip): 

	"Not everything is always black and white. Life has many more shades." 

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"Lately I notice that you pull out your fingernails when asked about Gerardo and when it's with Daniel, you minimize everything and put it all down to his fantasies. Don't you think you're exaggerating, pulling that string just to fulfill your fantasies and self-entify, so you can ignore that you're leaving Daniel more and more aside? Because, even if you say it's a triumph that Daniel is now present at Gerardo's house, compare the interaction you had with him to when you were with Silvestre. There's a world of difference, isn't there?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It never rains for everyone. I am not saying that our current situation is perfect. For me, the ideal corneador would also be a different one. If you give me a choice, I would prefer him to be much younger, stronger, more... But the ideal does not exist and both Gerardo and our situation have many other things that I appreciate and prioritize. At this time in my life, I need a goreador like Gerardo more than one like Silvestre, despite the other advantages -beyond his physique- that Silvestre had." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, with the trip to Switzerland you have a golden opportunity to impose your conditions on Gerardo, without negotiations or quid pro quo. An opportunity for him to understand that you and Daniel are one and, if he wants to have you, it must always be with Daniel. This way, you will be able to check if Gerardo loves and values you as a person or if you are just a sexual toy for him. Also Daniel will be able to see if you really love him and how much you value your marriage." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Whatever I decide, I will do it in consonance with my husband. But I don't see the logic that, if I went without him, it would mean that I don't really love him. I could also put it to you the other way around: If he really loved me, wouldn't he let me go so that I could enjoy myself? Wouldn't that be a proof of his infinite love? I also don't see what's wrong with being a sex toy for Gerardo, nor does it have to be at odds with him appreciating me as a person at the same time. I don't expect acts of love from Gerardo; I expect him in play mode to use me as he pleases and in non-play mode to respect me as an accomplice in crime." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	It was Valentine's night and my husband deserved the award and the respect. So, I took him to Beni's Wagon for dinner again. It was the same place where about four months ago I had introduced him to my boss and where we had reached an agreement that my husband would always accompany me when I was with him. On that occasion, we had set a series of conditions, with a minimum number of visits and a series of other things, which later, over time, had become more flexible. Maybe it was because, with the master's degree and everything else, it was materially impossible for me to spend so much time at his house. Or maybe it was because Gerardo understood that it was necessary for me to always have a good excuse for my domestic absences, for my daughter's sake. Or maybe it was simply to compensate him for the dedication I was showing him, even if it reduced the frequency of our meetings at his house. It was clear to me that if I wanted to expect flexibility from him, I had to give him something in return. Thus, it was no coincidence that I had agreed to endure the recent humiliation at Manolo's house. Nor that I accompany him to the bathroom, every time his bladder tightens. I would be lying if I denied that it had turned me on, but I would also be lying if I said I hadn't felt pressured to do it. 

	In any case, Beni's Wagon, apart from being a romantic place that my husband and I had liked very much, was a significant place. On the one hand, it was the place where we had agreed on a major surrender on my part. But it was also the place where I had managed to introduce my husband to my relationship with my boss. It had been a triumph, not without sacrifice, but a triumph nonetheless. I know that many will cry to heaven, because of the restaurant I chose, and that they wish I had had a romantic dinner with my husband, alone and away from everything else. I can only say that those who are angry about my choice do not truly know the horned mind. Gerardo was not love, he was not something forever, but he was something important in our lives. Both my husband and I knew it and even lived it with a certain naturalness, even if, in my husband's case, it was not without periodic misgivings, sometimes more and sometimes less intense. 

	Gerardo had tried to get me to go with him to Switzerland for Valentine's Day. But I had finally refused. I had confirmed that I would go with him, but I had not told him when. That was subject to negotiation. [And what did Gerardo negotiate in exchange? Don't you want to tell? For Daniel and me, that party was not as special as for other couples. It was just another consumerist holiday and, in fact, we didn't usually celebrate it. However, the fact that Gerardo was trying to have me for himself that day had increased its importance to us. Some will be furious with Gerardo, interpreting his actions as an attempt to separate me from my husband in order to win me completely for him. I don't take away that that is a possibility, but I consider that Gerardo was simply acting as he was entitled to, within his role as dominant horndog. And boss. Above all, boss. And I, as a good submissive, was not willing to oblige him in everything. What incentive would there be otherwise, if everything was too easy? In a way, my refusal - or rebelliousness - to leave my husband alone that day made it more appropriate to celebrate in that particular restaurant. Fortunately, Gerardo had given in, albeit with a sour face, to delay our trip for a few days. [Yes, but what did he ask for in return? Aren't you going to tell? Pig!] 

	Besides being the party of lovers, that is, of couples, Daniel and I had to talk about couple things, in which Gerardo would inevitably appear as well. Yes, Beni's Vagón was the right place, as was the dress I had chosen for the occasion: the same dress with transparencies that I had worn the night of our tripartite agreement. It was the right place to reassess the situation. 

	-I know that you and Gerardo are temporary. I know you don't really love him, but sometimes I find it hard to believe that you don't. Do you? 

	-Honestly? -I asked my husband.  

	Other couples talked about their love for each other and my husband and I talked about my hypothetical love for another man. Daniel nodded gravely. In his face I saw concern. 

	-Honestly..." I bit my lower lip. Honestly..." I sighed. I don't know. This is all very confusing. What I do know is that I love you, Daniel. 

	-So you love him too, at least in part," said my husband. 

	-No!" I exclaimed. My heart was not beating faster at the sight of him, but I felt a tingling inside my soul, anticipating how he was going to sully it and how he was going to twist and mold me. I felt towards him a different kind of excitement and even a different kind of commitment, commitment not only to him, but, above all, to myself. I don't know," I admitted, crestfallen. Daniel, you know what happens to me. I'm like that. It's hard for me to distinguish sex from feelings. What's more, I don't like sex without feelings. You saw him with Silvestre and, in spite of that, you decided to go ahead. 

	-Silvestre! -My husband snorted, "Silvestre.... 

	-I interrupted," I said, "you had it under control. Now you have to trust me to get this under control. 

	-Do you have it? 

	I bit my lip, again. 

	-I don't know," I admitted honestly. I'm not going to leave you. Never! -I reminded him, just as sincerely. 

	-But you would do anything for him," my husband accused me. He said it with resignation, without raising his voice. You'd go anywhere with him. 

	-I'm coming back, Daniel. It's not that many days. 

	-You would do anything for him," my husband repeated quietly. I wasn't sure if he was talking to me or to himself. You will come back, but will you be the same? 

	-No," I admitted, "of course not. That's what it's all about. I know that when I come back, I will have gone one step further. 

	-One more step. -Daniel repeated my words. One more step, where to? 

	-I don't know. -I put my hand on his and he caressed it lovingly. I want to explore everything before I die. Or before I'm old and can't do it. 

	-Everything? What is everything? 

	-I don't know, Daniel. I really don't know. 

	-You would do anything for him," my husband paraphrased. Would you even give him a child? 

	My stomach suddenly clenched. Then the tightness gave way to a tingling. 

	-He didn't ask me that, Daniel. I don't think he's interested in that from me," I added quickly. 

	-I know you didn't quite agree with me getting a vasectomy so soon after our daughter was born. Is this also one of the things you haven't forgiven me for yet? 

	-Of course I agreed, Daniel. It was up to both of us. 

	-But you have always felt that your motherhood is not satisfied. Deep down, you would like to be a mother again. 

	-With you as a father, Daniel. With you. 

	-Cuckold father. 

	My husband withdrew his hand, but I gripped it tightly. 

	-We've already talked about it, love. It's not going to happen. And if it did, it would happen by accident. 

	-Or because he asked you to," my husband said so softly that I almost didn't understand him. Anything. 

	The blood shot to my face and my cheeks burned. 

	-Gerardo is temporary. All the corneadores are," I assured my husband. 

	-I know, I know. -Daniel took a deep breath, drank from his glass of water and pulled himself together. Honestly, I was surprised you lasted so long. 

	-Why? -I arched my eyebrows suspiciously. I was happy to have dropped the pregnancy issue, but it bothered me when he made reference to the age difference or his deteriorating physical condition. He, who was extraordinarily intelligent, ended up focusing only on the physical. It bothered me that he thought I was like that too. You are handsome, Daniel, but not that handsome. I didn't fall in love with you because of your looks. 

	-I thought that your initial fascination with being sold like a whore and feeling dominated like a submissive would be nothing more than a passing interest. I thought that once you experienced it, you would move on. 

	-And you, Daniel? Do you also want to move on, with your cuckold's filia? Or is it your submission that no longer interests you? -Daniel had made a mistake. That was really what he wanted, at least for the moment. That and more. At some point, my story with Gerardo will come to an end, but I still have a lot left to explore. It's now or never. It's now, or I'll regret my whole life for not doing it, or at least for not even trying. 

	My husband looked at me, not knowing what to say. 

	-No. I want to continue," he admitted, after an eternity. I understand that you want to explore it. I told you myself many times, when I was trying to convince you to take the first step as a hotwife, that you'd regret what you've left undone rather than what you've done. I understand that. But... 

	I raised my hand and stopped him. 

	-No, Daniel. Don't go that way, not yet. I want to know what you want. What will you regret if you don't? 

	Daniel looked at me, mute. I saw suffering in his eyes. He wanted to tell me something, but he didn't dare. I squeezed his hand to encourage him, but in vain. 

	-What will you regret if you don't try, Daniel? -I insisted, "What will you regret if I don't? Or if I don't make you do it. Tell me! -I begged or ordered or simply exclaimed. 

	-I..." Daniel was silent again, "I... You're on the right track," he finally said, his voice even quieter than before. Daniel withdrew his hand and took a sip from his wine glass. 

	It was frustrating. Daniel had been brave to convince me to be a hot wife. He was being brave, being submissive and accepting everything. Some things, he was turned on by. Others, he knew he had to swallow with. But he was still just as cowardly when it came to talking about himself.  

	-I'm worried that I'll end up really hurting you," he said, changing the subject. Physically and psychologically. 

	-Physically? Him? -Gerardo would turn my ass red and leave my nipples and areolas sore, but it was because I let him. Gerardo was tall and in his youth he would have been strong, but he had neglected his body. I was sure that, in a hypothetical fight, I could take him. Not so with Luis Alberto. 

	-Psychologically," my husband agreed. I want to accompany you to Switzerland. 

	I shook my head. That was an impossibility. We had already talked about it. We had even postponed the date. It was not possible to make any more changes. 

	-I'm afraid of what you might become there," my husband admitted. I'm afraid you'll come back different. 

	-That's what it's all about, Daniel. That's what it's all about," I repeated. We were in a loop. We had talked about all this over and over again, the last time just a couple of minutes ago. 

	-You are mine. You always will be," I assured her. But I want to know, I need to know, what it's like to feel like to be yours. 

	-You really want to be his property," said my husband, surprised. 

	-You will always be my property. Always. I will not give it up. Even if I were another man's property, you will be mine," I assured him, once again. Daniel, you understand me very well. You understood me perfectly, when you got me, acting behind the scenes, to promise my little ass to Silvestre. You knew what my weak point was. Surely you understand this too. It's the same thing... 

	-But raised to the nth power," said my husband, finishing my sentence with his own words.  

	I wouldn't have said that, but he was right. I nodded. 

	-What if he asks you to move in with him when you get back? 

	-That's impossible. -We had already talked about that. What would we tell Vicky? -I shook my head. In that case, you would be my secret lover and Gerardo the cuckold. 

	-And would you put the chastity device on him? -asked my husband, trying to make a joke to take some of the heat off the matter. 

	-It's unlikely she'd let you. But she'd end up eating your semen," I commented, a little louder than I had intended. Some diners had heard me and looked at us. Not in the pussy," I whispered, "You know Gerardo doesn't do cunnilingus. But in the mouth. -I smiled, also to ease the tension. 

	-As your lover, I could be with other women," my husband provoked me. 

	-Don't go that way, Daniel Llamazares! Not that way, no," I warned him. As little jealous as he was, I was too jealous. If we do the average, we come out normal. 

	-But I'd miss seeing you with him. -Daniel frowned. I'd rather see you. 

	-Really? -You like it? 

	-I like to see you. Not him," said my husband. Let's see how you would say it. Hmm. I like being able to witness firsthand how... your lover... touches your once pristine soul with his unholy hands. 

	-Mmm," I said, admiringly, "Unholy hands, undefiled soul. Let me write this down. 

	-For the blog? Or are you going to write a book about it? 

	-Why not both? Now seriously, are you proud of me? 

	Daniel nodded. 

	-There has never been a hotter wife. 

	Unholy hands, impure soul. Maybe it's true that you are beginning to understand me. Why do you always complain about the physical, if you already understand that this is not about that? In the past, I had shown that I was attracted to dominant lovers. I had done crazy things with them, but it had been different than with my boss. My lovers had always focused on the carnal part, but Gerardo walked the paths of my soul. You like to play the beaten dog, when you're really enjoying it. [Do you really think that?] Okay, maybe not always. Surely there are things you hate. But in the overall computation, you like it.  

	-I know deep down you like to see me kneeling before another man. Ever since you convinced me to become a hotwife, I've known that. What I don't know is why. Do you like to see me like this, because you'd like to be like my mistress? Or is it because you'd like to be in my place? You won't tell me, will you? 

	Daniel made a mischievous face and shook his head. 

	No, of course not. I knew you wouldn't make it so easy for me. But I'll figure it out. I just have to get Gerardo to interact with you more. I smiled mischievously too. However, that was still a pending subject and it was one of the hardest to pass. Maybe it always would be, even though I had managed to get Gerardo to take a few small steps in the right direction. It wasn't about my boss subjugating my husband -that didn't seem to suit Gerardo-, but at least getting him more actively involved. I need more, Gerardo. I need more in this direction. In that sense, it had been quite a significant step for Gerardo to tell my husband to go to Manolo's house and collaborate in my humiliation. {That was a step, but not necessarily in the right direction}. I had the intuition that this job would fall on me, but I had my doubts about whether I could do it all, especially if I could do two opposite things at the same time. 

	-Deep down it turns you on that I'm falling in love with him," I dared to say, "I'd spill the wine on you," I said, seeing that he was still grinning mischievously. 

	Daniel was enjoying my hotwife thrills as much as I was, that kind of infatuation or new relationship energy that comes with a new lover. Gerardo was developing differently from what we were both used to, but, even so, my crazy husband was turned on by it, no matter how much it hurt and how much he made a sad face. I knew it would turn you on even more, if it's with someone you don't like. I knew that it would hurt and excite you at the same time, to see me so devoted to someone you detest. [Gemma, be careful! If he gets horny, it's not his choice. That's the way he is. That doesn't mean he doesn't really suffer]. {So what? A little suffering is well spent for him. Besides, if we can suffer for Gerardo, so can he}. 

	-Are you still thinking about starting your own company," I asked my husband. 

	Daniel nodded. 

	-I can do better than I did before. I have the client portfolio. 

	-You know I support you," I assured him, "if that's what you want. But you know you don't have to prove anything to me. Starting a business is risky. 

	-I can do it, Gemma! -my husband interrupted me. I had touched a nerve, even more sensitive than my feelings towards and my perversions with Gerardo. 

	-Of course, love. Of course. -The problem was that it was risky. Setting up a company meant provisioning funds, money that was better for us to amortize the mortgage. Do you realize, Daniel, that if you fail, I'll have to sell what's left of me to Gerardo's devil? Then you can count on me to do EVERYTHING he tells me to do for us. 

	In a way, the misfortune of my husband's dismissal had happened at the best and the worst moment at the same time. It had been the best time, because thanks to my job - yes, thanks to the bonus Gerardo paid me - we were doing well, financially. It would have been a hatchet job if he had been fired when I was unemployed. I would have been forced to accept any low-paid job and I would not have dared to undertake this adventure. But it had also been the worst time, as we were now more dependent than ever on my boss, which meant we both had to work hard to please him - not unconditionally, but it did put extra pressure to keep him happy. {I love this situation.} [Please!] Although that wasn't necessarily a bad thing, considering the direction I wanted to go in, anyway. 

	Apart from these sensitive issues, or perhaps precisely because of them, the night went by in a very romantic way. It was curious how the heat of the fire and the fear of burning made us feel more alive and how it brought us closer together, despite certain disagreements. 

	-Gerardo wants to rob you," said my husband, as we left the restaurant. He pressed me against him. You know, don't you? 

	Quite a few followers had already expressed their opinion on the matter. No doubt my husband had read them and was concerned. Of course, that was something to appreciate. 

	-Steal from me, love? From me? -I pretended to be shocked, "I make my own decisions; I'm not an object to be stolen. Or don't you know that already? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, haven't you thought about moving in with Gerardo? That would simplify your daily life quite a bit and leave you more free time, and it wouldn't be a big change either, since you seem to spend more time at Gerardo's house than at yours at the moment. Besides, your husband could come visit you from time to time, as he does now, and you could even spend some time alone with him when Gerardo wasn't home." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I've thought about it... because Gerardo has hinted at it on occasion... and I've dismissed the idea." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Getting pregnant by Gerardo would allow you to trap him forever, before he gets tired of you and changes you for a younger woman. At least you would be assured of a pension for life (Gerardo's). Besides, with the money he has, you wouldn't have to raise him yourself; you could hire a full-time nanny. Of course, you would have to move in with him, but that wouldn't be bad either. Maybe you could turn the tables and have your ex-husband as your mistress." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I wouldn't even have to move in with him for that. If the hypothetical child were his, he would have to support it regardless of where I lived. But that money would be for the child, not for me. So, I would gain nothing, except a lot of insomnia and a more limited sex life, because, first and foremost, women are mothers, when it comes down to it. Especially when they are small, it is very difficult to disconnect that facet. My husband as a lover and my lover as a husband? It sounds funny at times, but only at times. But I doubt Gerardo would be interested in being cuckolded, even if it meant having me for longer. And I don't think Daniel would look forward to being a lover either. Besides, if Daniel were only a lover, would that give him the right to date other women? Or do you think he could still keep the chastity key?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, if as you say you have thought about going to live with Gerardo, even though you have ruled it out for the moment, does that mean that there is a real possibility and that you might find it attractive to live with him? Do you think that if you continue to deepen your submission to him and he continues to insist that you live with him, you could resist the temptation? So far you have agreed to do everything he has wanted. won't the same thing happen with this and in the end you will leave Daniel and go live with Gerard?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I would never leave Daniel, even if it meant going to live temporarily - hypothetically speaking - with Gerardo." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I read in your old blog that you already had an experience of going to live for a while at a lover's house, handsome and with money, I think you said. Would Daniel be willing to repeat that experience with Gerardo? Do you think that even though he is old and ugly he would be more scared now than then? And you, would you want to repeat it with Gerardo, knowing that it would cause you more dependence than all your previous lovers? Would you do it even if Daniel objects?" 

	  

	I didn't remember writing something like this in my old blog. Perhaps the reader was referring to a weekend I spent with Silvestre. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I would never take such a step without Daniel's full support. Such a hypothetical step would be very serious and would require thorough thought and both of us being convinced that we wanted to take it. It's not something I plan to do, of course. But I also don't see why I should limit myself at this time and exclude it altogether. But it's not a step I crave or even dread, because right now, I just don't see it. Although, I admit that being his 24x7 bunny would be quite a morbid challenge. What do you think would happen, if I did it? How do you imagine it would all end? But, in this case, I think the age difference would play in favor of alleviating my husband's fears, whether I were much older than the horny guy, or the other way around, as is the case with Gerardo. There are relationships that work very well, despite the age difference, or perhaps precisely because of it, but they are not the norm. In any case, if something like this were to be proposed, it would always be under the assumption of a pre-established time limitation. An experiment, say, with a start date and an end date and intermediate checkpoints. Without those conditions, I wouldn't even consider it as a hypothesis." 

	  

	I had to admit that I was fascinated by the idea. It was completely unrealistic, with our daughter in the way, but I was seduced by exploring what day-to-day life with Gerardo would be like and what I would become. That, on the one hand. And on the other hand, I was intrigued to see how our love - Daniel's and mine - would pass that test. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that Daniel knows that you will never leave him and maybe what you have lived through so far, where you have fallen "madly" in love with several of your lovers to finally go back to him, could prove you right. But I don't know if you are aware that the current situation is completely new in your life. Your relationship with Gerardo is not an affair, as it was with your previous lovers. This time it transcends the physical and is lodged in the most animal part of your mind. And it's only a matter of time before he loses you physically.  

	Daniel, if there is any distant possibility of getting your wife back, you have to stand up and change the situation, cut your losses and impose your conditions. If you do nothing for fear of losing her, you will only make it happen later, not avoid it. If you still don't dare, be unfaithful with another woman! At least shake the shaker of feelings. You will surely get a much better cocktail than the one you are forced to swallow now. " 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I wonder if you would give the same advice, if the situation were reversed, if I were the cuckold and he were the conquering male. Would you also advise me to betray him, even if I assured you that I love to see how he gives pleasure to other women and how he makes them moan? Are you sure you are advising him for his own good? Or is it because you think the situation is unbecoming of a man? As for swallowing cocktails, I admit that at this stage of my life I'm not offering you much variety in terms of ingredients, but in return, I think they taste more intense, whiskey and tobacco." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	On the way home, my husband would find a little surprise he hadn't counted on. Don't even think of telling me you imagined it! In any case, I didn't think he was expecting it for that occasion. Back at the office, Gerardo had given me a small Valentine's Day gift and had asked me to wear it for the first time that evening. His initial plan had no doubt been to give it to me in Switzerland, but I had refused to leave my husband alone on that date. So Gerardo had activated the contingency plan. He rarely had just one plan. His thing was to have plans within plans and negotiations within negotiations. I had put the gift on and worn it under my dress and Daniel hadn't even noticed. It had been a little uncomfortable, as I hadn't had anything in my ass for a long time. Daniel had tried to grope my ass several times, but I had pushed his hand away. I loved it when he did that, because it gave me the opportunity to allow or deny him. Depending on my reaction, my husband had learned to interpret whether it was an absolute no, which he had to respect, or whether I was enticing him to try his luck later. On that occasion, I had decided to play with the mouse, but not to let him feel and see the tail until I got home. 

	-Did you wear it all night in the restaurant, while we were having dinner? -my husband admired, when I turned around and lifted up my skirt. 

	-Yes, of course. Gerardo asked me," I explained, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. Do you like it? 

	Daniel swallowed before answering. 

	  

	-Oh, yes, indeed," he said, his hand on his chin. He was enraptured by what he saw, "Are you his kitten now? -he added after a while. 

	-I was before, don't you think? -Are you jealous? 

	Daniel shrugged his shoulders. 

	-A little bit maybe. His slut, then. Are you now officially his slut? How many little animals are there? -He tried to provoke me. Cow tits, kitty ears, doggie tongue and now this, slutty. 

	I stuck out my tongue in reply. 

	-You're never going to dominate me, you know that, don't you? 

	-Yes, my Queen," said my husband. Actually, I don't think I would know how to do it either. And why would I do it? You look very happy now. And, above all, I see you very strong, very smart, very independent. You've evolved a lot. I like that. 

	
I wasn't sure if he was kidding me. 

	-I am not independent; you are wrong about that. I depend on you; you know that. In large part, I'm doing this for you. That's what you want, isn't it? 

	Daniel ducked his head. A shy "yes" slipped between his lips. 

	-So, would you rather be Gerardo or would you rather I dominate you? 

	-I'd rather you dominate me," said Daniel, without raising his head, as if it was hard for him to admit it. 

	-Then maybe you should take the chastity device and bring me my harness, don't you think? 

	-Yes, my Queen. 

	-Or would you rather play with this kitty? Meow! I said, making lamb-like eyes. 

	Daniel said nothing. That was the complicated thing about him, that he often said nothing. He seemed to want one and the other at the same time, even though they were mutually exclusive. 

	-Bring me a bowl of milk. It's time for you to play with your kitty. 

	Daniel hurried to the kitchen. 

	In a couple of days I would take the plane with Gerardo to Switzerland. Daniel would not be going with us. The funny thing was that, at the end of the dinner - at the end of it all - my husband had encouraged me to make the trip alone with Gerardo. Perhaps, in the end, he had appreciated my effort to get Gerardo to change the date of the trip so that it didn't coincide with Valentine's Day. {Or maybe I really want Gerardo to transform you, even if it torments him at the same time}. My husband liked to be present, as was natural, but he understood that we all needed some space for intimacy. [Maybe he thinks that your economy is at stake and, with it, his dream of starting a business and proving to you that he is as good a provider husband as Gerardo, if not better.] Or maybe it's a bit of everything. In any case, that night I was going to be his kitten. Or his bitch. Or his cow. Or whatever he wanted. He deserved it. And I was looking forward to it immensely. I let my tail slide through my hand. It was incredibly soft. Daniel's right: it's a slut's tail, not a cat's.  

	-Meow! -I said, not knowing what the foxes were doing. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"That the goreador or the Master ends up alone is what always happens when there is no love involved. But you can also be left alone at the end of the story. You are determined to continue what you have started, no matter who falls. You recognize that you no longer have Daniel in your head. He has become secondary. Everyone has a limit to their ability to understand, to forgive, even to love. If Daniel gets fed up and demands that you end it, you won't stop. You will go ahead and break up with him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not true. I have never said at any time that Daniel is secondary. In fact, although I know it doesn't seem that way, he is the main actor. Without him, none of this would make sense. Let me explain: I'm not looking to be submissive to another man; I don't want to be the submissive wife of a dominant husband. I like my freedom and I like my husband to adore me. What makes the whole thing morbid and therefore interesting is that, having that freedom, I have momentarily decided to offer it to a particular lover. But it is my husband who gives me the freedom, so, without him, I would have nothing to offer. And without him, I would not dare to do any of this ever, for he is my life net." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"It would be very revealing if Daniel would express here, in his own handwriting, what he really feels about the path you have taken and how he sees your future, but honestly, not to make himself look good to you. I know it is hard for you to express what you feel, but sometimes it is very liberating to be honest, especially with yourself. Putting your feelings in writing makes you realize what you truly desire for your happiness and the happiness of your loved ones." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, indeed it would be very interesting if he reactivated his blog and wrote in parallel to me. We tried at the beginning and he opened an account on Tumblr, but he never actually wrote anything. We are each the way we are. I like to write. He's into pacing and reflecting." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Gem in your last stories are defined three facets that you will have to perfect this year: your thrusting, exhibition and pain tolerance. The thrusting has started with your best friend, but then simple acquaintances will come along and you will end up doing it with complete strangers, whom sometimes you will be forced to charge, to make it more humiliating. This is the typical way. You, as a submissive, will enjoy it, as long as you explore it, but it will also have consequences in your personal life. It never comes for free." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Everything has consequences, even breathing has them. Do you know any teenager who hasn't had a binge and had to deal with the hangover afterward, even if you warned them beforehand?" 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"As for exhibitionism, you will increasingly have to expose yourself to riskier situations, where you will expose your naked or semi-naked body to strangers, with the risk that sometime someone will recognize you. That will give you strong adrenaline rushes. Finally, it is training you in pain tolerance: the intensity of the spanking will increase and the paddle and the riding crop will come, as well as the weights on the nipple clamps. What will your husband say, when he leaves marks on your body, for example from the riding crop?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Honestly, I don't know. You tell me and I know you may be right, but I don't know what to say back. I can only say that I try to live in the moment." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Get undressed. I'm going to take some first-person photos of you," my boss told me. We were in the office. Leave only your heels on. And put this on. -Gerardo took a little cardboard bag out of the big drawer of his desk, where he used to file his papers. In it were my collar, my leash, my headband and another slut's tail, this one pure white. 

	We had stayed late, working, and we were already the last ones. The next day we were going on a trip. Maybe it was because I was fed up with Daniel always being there lately, so Gerardo had wanted to do the photo shoot at the office.  

	-Very good," he praised me, seeing me completely naked and with all the utensils on. On all fours! That's it. Bring me... that little box. 

	I crawled over to the table to fuck her, showing her my ass adorned by the slutty tail. It was slutty, but I liked to think of it as kitty. The tail ended in an anal plug, which was inserted into the ass and held in place, just like that. It had been a while since I had worn a plug in my ass, except for Valentine's night with my husband. Gerard had never expressed any interest in my rear entrance, which had been one of my disappointments. I was happy to please him that way, with my new look. I loved it. It's so smooth and so pretty. Would he start taking an interest in my ass now, for something other than spanking me? I stood up straight, trying to imitate how a little animal would do it, and, helping myself with my front paws, I took the folder in my mouth. I crawled towards him to hand it to him. 

	-What is it? -I purred, rubbing my face against his leg, like a kitten in heat. I had seen that folder at the business follow-up meeting we had had with his partner and his stuffy secretary in Gerardo's office. It was a dingy, cardboard folder, brown and old. No one had paid any attention to it, even though it was in the center of the table. I didn't really care what it was. It was probably a bit boring. But curiosity killed the cat. 

	-Look for yourself," my boss invited me, offering me the folder. 

	I opened it. 

	-But," I stammered. This is..." I flipped through the pages of the contents. The first three were pictures of me, in black and white. It was followed by my contract, the special contract, the one that was supposed to be confidential, the one I had signed before his friend, the notary. 

	-Yes, what is it? 

	-It's me! -I exclaimed, stunned, did he want everyone to know about my condition? He had put that folder under the nose of his partner and that harpy secretary of his! 

	-No, Gema. Take a good look. That's not you," my boss explained calmly. That was you. But look what you are now. You're not the same, are you? 

	Gerardo took a picture of me with his cell phone, capturing and immortalizing the expression on my face. 

	-But... I... 

	-Right Gema? -Gerardo put his hand on my head and caressed me. 

	-Meow," I said. 

	-I can do whatever I want with you, Gema. And I will," my boss assured me.  

	Curiously, instead of running away in a more than justified panic - a natural reaction, an instinct of self-preservation - I took another leak. 

	-That's it," she praised me, stroking my little head. And now, bring me... that marker. 

	I obeyed. I heard the shot from his cell phone camera. 

	-Perfect. And now, find something intimate of Yolanda and bring it to me. I trust your sense of smell, little bitch. 

	But what a fixation I had with Yoli! I opened the door to her office and peeked in carefully. If anyone saw me... But there seemed to be no one there. Gerardo wouldn't risk it. He's just playing with me. I crawled over to where Yoli sat. I sniffed her chair and table, like a puppy would. I opened the drawers. In one of them, I found her lipstick. I held it between my teeth to take it to my boss. When I turned around, I found that he was not far behind. He had followed me and had been watching me. Good thing I behaved like a real little bitch. [Unconscious! He may have even recorded you!] 

	-Very good," he praised me, "and now bring me.... 

	When she got bored with this game of making me crawl around the office, she sat down on a chair. It was Yolanda's, although perhaps it was just a coincidence, because she had her seat in the middle of the office. She crossed one leg over the other.  

	-You did very well. Very good," he repeated, satisfied. You deserve a prize. Come here. Indulge yourself. You deserve it. Rub yourself here," he said, pointing to his shoe. 

	I rubbed my sex with his instep, as if trying to shine his shoe. He was wearing laces and I felt his roughness rubbing against my naked sex. The sound of his cell phone alerted me that he had taken a picture of me. I should run away. But here I am, doing this, like a true animal in heat, unable to control myself. The plug in my asshole stimulated my anus, with the back-and-forth motion on his shoe. I didn't hear the sound of his cell phone camera again, although Gerard continued to focus the lens on me. 

	-Stop it! -I don't want you to come. You haven't deserved so much yet. Get out of the way," he ordered. Oh, look how you've left it! It's all smeared all over your pussy. Can't you hold back? Don't worry, I like you like this. But now, you must clean it. Come on, what are you waiting for? 

	I leaned over and started cleaning her shoe with my tongue, tasting that unlikely mixture of leather and pussy juice. Where did she come from so much? I look like a teenager, how can I be so horny? I heard the camera on his cell phone go off. 

	-Stop," ordered my boss, when he considered that he had finished polishing his shoe. 

	I looked up expectantly. What do you want me to do next? 

	Gerardo said nothing; he only made a slight downward movement with his eyes. I was glad. I had done a good job and now I would have my reward. I unzipped his fly and pulled out his member. It wasn't hard yet, just black and blue. Better, so I could feel it grow in my mouth. I greedily opened my mouth and engulfed his sex. In the middle of the office, completely naked - Gerardo had made me take off even my garter belt and stockings, which he liked so much - I sucked him with pleasure. Her pleasure is mine. 

	My boss did not take long to cum, which was unusual for him. He unloaded his precious seed in my mouth and on my face. Some drops of his sticky semen went into my hair as well. For some reason, he had not wanted to cum inside my mouth, but had done so outside of it, while I gave him the necessary last wiggles. It had been the first time he had cum on my face, as he always did it inside my body.  

	Apparently Gerardo was very satisfied with his work of art and decided to immortalize it in a photo, while I -still on my knees- looked up with gratitude. My boss took Yoli's lipstick and painted my areolas red. Then, he wrote on my chest, "Mia!". Next, he took his cell phone and immortalized the moment. Then, he sent it to my husband via WhatsApp. 

	-You've done very well," he praised me once again. You are ready for the trip. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"A while ago you wrote that you understood what Daniel was going through, because you were also unemployed for a while. Was it your relationship with Silvestre that made you quit your job or was it the bursting of the real estate bubble that put you out of work? Were you unemployed until Gerardo hired you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It was the economic crisis. I was laid off. At first, I took it easy because I had unemployment benefits and, besides, Daniel had a good job. Then, when I started looking for a job, I found that salaries had gone down a lot because of the crisis. I had the feeling that many employers were taking advantage of the situation and I just wasn't willing to take it all in (Hey, no pun intended, but you can laugh all kinds of ways). More disgusted than desperate, it occurred to me to look for another kind of solution and at the same time to satisfy a fantasy of mine. So I decided to look for a certain profile of businessman, until I remembered Gerardo, whom Silvestre had introduced me to, to make my fantasy -my husband's- of sex for money for one night come true. That night I had backed out and rejected Gerardo. For me respect and honesty are fundamental; I like to feel that outside of game mode I enjoy his trust and respect." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema. You have commented several times that Gerardo has a partner in his company and that you do not get along very well with him. On the other hand, the conditions of your contract are quite special and it is strange that Gerardo's partner is not aware of them. Have you had to do any services to the partner, so that he doesn't make problems with your contract?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, fortunately not. I wouldn't like him at all, because he seems to me a repellent person. Obviously, Gerardo and he are partners and bosses, so they must have some similarities, but overall, his partner seems to me to be the antithesis of Gerardo.  

	It is not so strange that the partner does not know my working conditions. First of all, Gerardo and his partner have limited plots of land in the company, within which each one does and undoes as he sees fit. The only condition is that the profitability and turnover accounts come out. Secondly, although my salary is higher than normal, it is probably not that high either, and even less so in my new position as boss. For me it is an abnormally large salary, due to my lack of experience in this sector, but, possibly, for someone who sees it from the outside, it is simply a high salary, justifiable, as long as the accounts come out. No, I don't think the partner knows anything about my special status. Fortunately. Because if he did, I would fear the worst. You can read my April Fools' joke to get an idea of what I think it would be like, if I never depended on Tiburcio. I did not write that just to play a joke on you, but to express and digest my fears. I know very well that my situation is precariously balanced." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema. I understand what you are saying about your fears, if Gerardo's partner would look at your contract. Fortunately you now have it ironclad. However, whatever you can prove with your work will go a long way. Gerardo is older and may have some ailment that temporarily takes him out of the business and then his partner would take full control. How competitive is your industry? Do you think you could continue to grow the business, even if Gerardo was temporarily out? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We are in the business of making other people pay as little as possible to everyone's coffers, to the evil but necessary Treasury. We're not usually good-natured people in this industry; we're more like sharks. Even if I could fend for myself to some extent, there is no doubt in my mind that Gerardo is my advocate. The ironclad contract is fine, but it is a double-edged sword: on the one hand, it protects me. But on the other hand, it also ties me down. It's something I didn't realize at the time, when I asked Gerardo for this kind of protection." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We had finally met at the airport. Gerardo had insisted that I go to sleep the night before at his house so that we could leave together, but I had refused. I had just celebrated Valentine's Day with my husband and it seemed inappropriate to leave him alone so soon and, above all, unnecessarily. Gerardo would have me all to himself for the whole week we would be away, so it made no sense to add one more night -alone with him- at his house.  

	Although my husband, at the last moment, had not only supported me, but also insisted that I go with Gerardo to Switzerland, I knew it was not easy for him to do so and for him to stay at home. Last year I had done it and the result had been very satisfactory for all parties. I had had a great time and had experienced something that, if it hadn't been for Gerardo, I probably never would have done. Neither my husband nor I were really into skiing or wasting money renting an expensive cabin in the Alps. And Daniel... he had both suffered and enjoyed himself in his own way in my absence, knowing that I was with a man who gave me something he couldn't, but with the assurance that he would return home after that little excursion. They were excursions, nothing more, with identical starting and ending points. Albeit with a transformation in between. To be honest, the year before, I hadn't really missed my husband while I was with Gerardo in the Alps. There had been too many things to process and I hadn't had time for that feeling. Different, however, had been the return. After finally returning home, both my husband and I had the love feeling inflamed. My absence and my stay with another man had served to make us both realize how much we loved each other. It didn't matter how much fun I had had with Gerardo; it wasn't about having a better or worse time. It was about the fact that I had a wonderful, unique and... a little crazy husband. Daniel, honestly, you shouldn't let me do these things. If you would just for once pound your fist on the table... The week after last year's trip we had both been high on the overflowing love hormones that were rushing through us more intensely than ever. It had been a sweet, warm feeling, more intense than other times, and it had made our hearts pound. It had not happened - at least in my case - during the trip, but it had happened afterwards, when I saw him. My husband, in return, had confessed to me that in my absence he had felt more in love than ever, except for the week after my return. 

	We were going to repeat that experience a year later, although certain things had changed. Daniel had become accustomed to being present at my meetings with Gerardo. It was an agreement we had and that, however, on this occasion was not going to be fulfilled. Every rule has its exceptions, love. On the one hand, it was difficult for us to justify our absence to our daughter. With my husband unemployed, it didn't seem logical or educational for us to go on vacation. If I went alone, we could at least pretend it was a business trip. On the other hand, Gerardo didn't want my husband not to accompany us. Was that a deal breaker? Actually, the agreement was that my husband would be present at home; nothing said about travel. I understood that my boss wanted to have me to himself for a week, I was even flattered. Somehow, it showed that it was about more than sex. But it also scared me. He said I'm ready. Daniel, why didn't you stop him? It wasn't a matter of nitpicking and analyzing every word and comma of the agreement. At the time we had agreed on certain things that were later made more flexible. The lesser amount of time I spent with him at home, I had compensated with a greater willingness to experience things and to obey his instructions, without opposing them too much. Flexibility was a matter of all parties involved. Last but not least, there was also the fact that in our financial situation, with my husband unemployed, it was not wise to pay for his trip. Understandably, Gerardo was not willing to pay for my husband's expenses. 

	Wanting to keep Gerardo happy did not mean, however, that I had to say yes to everything. Gerard had wanted to spend Valentine's Day with me in Switzerland, but I had refused. He had wanted me to sleep the night before the trip at his place, but I had refused. After the little game at the office, he had pretended to take me home. The fact that I didn't have my bags had mattered little to him. "You know that with me you have everything you need," he had told me. "I'll buy your things for you in Switzerland when I get there." My reasons were obvious, so much so that even Gerard must have understood them, although that didn't mean he wasn't trying to convince me. After all, wasn't that his duty as a corneador? Maybe I would have been disappointed, if he hadn't at least tried. Or maybe he would have been disappointed, if everything was too easy for him. 

	"This is the first part of the story of my trip," I quickly wrote on my blog. "I have prepared it before embarking. I don't know when I will be able to write and publish the following ones, to share with you my experiences, as I don't think Gerardo will leave me the cell phone for too long while I am with him. Besides, I hate writing long texts on my cell phone. I have programmed several things -mainly photos- so that you won't be bored in my foreseeable absence. Among them, there may be some of mine - wish me luck!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, when you work on your blog or answer our questions, do you always do it from home or can you do it also at work or at Gerardo's house? Do you usually do it always in the evenings, when you get home from work? Does Daniel help you with the blog and its contents or can he only read it once it is published like the rest of your followers?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel can only read it once I publish the content. Sometimes I ask him things, especially if you ask me, but he can't come in to write. And I prefer that he reads things once they're published, rather than seeing them first, although when I'm at home with the computer, sometimes he gets a peek. It doesn't particularly bother me either, it's just that most of the time I prefer to surprise him. I answer questions when I can. Sometimes I answer and schedule the answer for a certain time. Other times I answer almost live. At home I usually use the computer, but if it is something more or less brief, I also usually answer quickly from work with my cell phone (sometimes from the bathroom, sometimes from my work place, if I see that there is no danger of being observed). I don't have a set pattern; I take the opportunity to work on my blog when I have the chance." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Regarding your answer about trusting Gerardo and your husband, I don't understand why you are embarrassed to confess anything to your husband, however bold it may be, given the free relationship you have. He is supposed to support you in everything you do and you should have no problem talking about what you feel and want, with full transparency, and that you at least know his opinion." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I guess it's for the same reason that many hotwives do things with their hornmen that they would never dare to do with their husbands. For example, before my life as a hotwife, I had never let my husband cum in my mouth, but with my first goreador it happened naturally and I wasn't disgusted. Does that mean I was more confident with Silvestre than with my husband? No. It simply means that a good cuckold awakens certain things inside us that we don't dare to do with our husbands. We are the wives of our husbands, but the sluts of our cuckolders." 

	  

	And the employees of our bosses. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I understand that Daniel knows that you hide things from him and that he trusts you. What I don't understand are your reasons for hiding those two or three things from him that are important to you, if you trust him too." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's easy: First, privacy is important and everyone is entitled to at least a little plot, a secret place, a place that is ours alone. And second, he likes to know that he doesn't know everything. He likes that uncertainty. Imagine watching a movie and you already know the ending... how boring, isn't it? It's better to know that at any moment you could be in for a surprise. Imagine now a book that you read for the second time and in which you discover little details that in the first reading were not there. Would you then read the book again, maybe a third time?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You repeat many times that you will never leave your husband, but isn't it greater cruelty than leaving him to continue living with someone whom you practically ignore, whom you don't value as a man, much less as a lover, and whom you humiliate in front of strangers? Isn't it nobler to leave him, even if he suffers now, and that he can one day get up and rebuild his life with someone else who really values him as a person?" 

	  

	Is that you, Gerardo? If you intend to separate me from Daniel, this could very well be a question from you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are very cruel to suggest that I should leave him for his own good. And you forget - and that may be my fault, for not conveying it well - that behind all this is my husband by choice. He got me into this lifestyle and he encouraged me to be more dominant with him. He instigated me to take more initiative, so that he no longer had to pull the strings from behind the scenes. I may be going too far this time, but I think I deserve it too, after all I've done for him. But, deep down, as much as it annoys him, I know it turns him on too. I don't understand that you think that by playing what he likes - though not necessarily exactly how he would prefer - that I'm not valuing him as a person. Not all people are the same and have the same sexual preferences." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"For all that you have done before for your husband." That means that you are doing this exclusively for yourself and that you don't care about the consequences for the other players. But don't you think you owe a lot to your husband too, for discovering this world for you? Who owes more to whom? So, I think you should be totally honest with him at all times and expose your intentions to him bluntly so that he can decide how far he wants to play or withdraw from the game, even if you follow that game." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's not how it works. You can't insist to the point of exhaustion that you can imagine, start a game and the first moment that something bothers you, you want to abandon it. You have to be consistent and know how to put up with it, even if you like everything. I'm not saying it for him, because he is doing it. For that same reason, I don't believe in safe words - what's the point of giving up power to someone else, if you still have control over the big switch? I believe in trust, not safe words that allow you to give up and run away at any time. My husband has no safe word with me and neither do I with Gerardo. By the way, in this game both players are essential. Only Gerardo is replaceable, albeit with difficulty." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I don't agree with you. In any facet of life, any person has every right to give up, as long as he is convinced that it is the best thing for him. Of course, you have to make an effort, as I know Daniel is doing. But if in the end he couldn't cope with it, he has every right in the world to quit, just as you have the right to continue, even if he quits." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You don't understand. I wouldn't go on if he quit; it wouldn't make sense. And I'm not saying that at all he can say STOP. What I'm saying is that he can't do it because he's uncomfortable. He has to know (and does know) how to handle that discomfort. Not everything is always exactly the way we want it to be and we have to deal with it. That's what differentiates an adult from a child." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My husband drove me to the airport. We left the car in the parking lot and he accompanied me to the terminal, taking care of my bags. He wanted to take advantage of every last minute with me, knowing that once I was with Gerardo, he would limit my access to my cell phone, jealous of my attention. When I was with him, Gerardo demanded my full attention. He didn't like me to be distracted. Daniel and I knew that he would only have the cell phone for the most essential and, above all, urgent communications. We had no doubt that, after my two signs of rebellion, Gerardo would be even stricter about it. We arrived at the check-in counters and took our places in line. Our hearts were pounding. We knew that we would soon be separated temporarily and we were looking forward to the feelings of yesteryear upon my return. In fact, at that moment, we were already experiencing a preview. Suddenly, our idyll was interrupted by the deep voice of Gerardo, who had arrived ten minutes after us. 

	-Ah, you've come too," said my boss, looking at my husband, visibly unhappy about that fact, as if he felt he had Daniel in his soup. Good, good, that's better," he added. Then he grabbed me around the waist and kissed me deeply. That was a bit unusual for him, since he avoided eating my husband's drool. That's why, when he let me be with Daniel at his house, it was always at the end, when he had already satisfied his needs and was overcome with post-coital drowsiness. 

	A moment ago I had been in idyll with my husband. I was his wife and he was my man, the two inseparable. But Gerardo had broken that idyll with a wet, tobacco-flavored kiss. Now I was his... his... canta? The funny thing about it was that Gerardo had broken the idyll, but that, without being present, he had also enhanced those feelings between my husband and me. It seemed that we needed him - him or another corneador - to feel so intensely. 

	-Let me help you with that," a female voice offered. The owner of the voice took my suitcase.  

	I hadn't even noticed that Lidia was there too. What is Lidia doing at the airport? Why are you carrying two suitcases? One looked like Gerardo's. So the other one would be hers? Does that mean she... But you didn't say anything about her coming with us! I thought she was going to be alone with you. {Why does she make you so uncomfortable? Is it because of your inordinate jealousy and because you want to have your men all to yourself? Or because it makes you feel... strange... to share a bed and something else with a woman?} Lidia was smiling, visibly pleased at the surprise she had given me and at knowing something more than I did. She was about twenty years younger than me and often looked as if she had more boards than I did. The smell of her sweet perfume intoxicated me. It was too sweet. Her youthful face was radiant and fresh, as usual. 

	-It's good to see you too," he greeted me.  

	His words barely managed to bring me out of my paralysis. I hadn't expected that. I was stunned, as if I had been slapped in the face. Daniel stays and she accompanies us. {Now you'd rather have Daniel come, knowing that she's coming too? Wouldn't you rather they didn't get too close together?} 

	Lidia pushed the suitcases aside and grabbed my hand. Without waiting for any response, she pulled me. I followed her sleepwalking. I barely noticed that we were heading for the bathrooms. Lidia opened the door without slowing down and proceeded to a stall. We both went in and she closed the door behind me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I feel like a piece in a chess game that I don't control. I have wanted to be the queen to dominate the board, but I feel like there is someone else moving the pieces and determining what I do. I know I am not the queen. Nor do I feel like a pawn, redundant and dispensable. Am I the rook? I don't have the fortitude nor do I move in such a gridded fashion. Perhaps a bishop, with its elegant diagonal moves, able to quickly cross the board from side to side? Or am I the knight, with its seemingly erratic moves, able to alternate white squares with black? Why, except for queens and kings, do all the figures come in pairs? What does the king need two for?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And if you are not the queen in this game, who is, your husband? Have you already feminized him in such a way that he is able to completely submit to and eat King Gerard?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The queen in chess may be feminine, but she does not represent weakness at all, quite the contrary. The queen is the strongest figure, the one who dominates the board. The king is the most important figure, because without him the game is over, but he is also the weakest. The questions therefore are: Who dominates the board? Having read this, do you still think Gerard is the king?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't think your husband can be king. You make the decisions and he abides by them. Besides, the King usually gets more and better gifts than the rest of the pieces and in your case it's the others who get the most and your husband settles for what's left. It may be enough for a pawn, but not for a King." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There are people who, without having the media figure of a king, rule from the shadows. The real King is not the one who visibly wears the crown, but the one who secretly handles the baton." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"So, you mean Gerardo is the queen, because he dominates in the game and your husband the king because he is weaker? And you are the horse, jumping from one to the other? What a mess. Your husband, isn't he just a pawn that you and Gerardo manage?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Or maybe my husband is the king and appears to be the weakest, but he's actually the one controlling the game and making the pieces position themselves and eat each other. Or maybe we are not playing chess, but checkers. What I mean is that maybe not everything is as it seems and that each of us may have our own machinations, some more clear and acting on the front line and others more covert. None of us here are fools or lacking in character, even if we each express it in a different way." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Congratulations, Gema. You are a great manipulator. You have made us believe that it is Gerardo who has been proposing to you to deepen the relationship, like fucking without a condom or getting tits. But when one reads your posts carefully, you already anticipate those things as your desires, before Gerardo proposes them to you. You have always led the way. Even the exclusion of Daniel was your doing, not Gerardo's. What I don't know is what really happened in August to make you change your strategy. Maybe someday you will tell us honestly." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (my response with a picture of a woman, jacket open, exposing her breasts and playing several simultaneous games of chess): 

	"You are very perceptive. I'm not very good at chess, but I have other weapons with which to conquer the field. Nothing special happened in August. It was simply a change of stage. In my first stage with Gerardo, I felt the need to have some intimacy to open up and explore myself and allow him to explore me. It would have been more difficult with my husband's continued presence, because it would have inhibited both of us. For Gerardo, for obvious reasons, because he is not used to having spectators. And for me, because although I have full confidence with my husband, I also need a space of privacy and intimacy like everyone else. Also, it was a difficult stage, because Gerardo, as I have said on many other occasions, is not physically the ideal goreador in my husband's mind. For him, seeing turnips and hairy asses is not easy as a man. If the goreador is physically attractive-let's say an Adonis-that makes things easier, because, even if he also has a tail, there is a certain aesthetic beauty. I sensed that we needed a phase where the morbidity my husband feels in these situations came not so much from the visual spectacle as from the imagination and psychological impact. Then, when I felt that everything was already in place and that there was a certain inertia that made things go, without having to continually push them. I thought it was time to introduce Daniel more and try to get them used to each other. It wasn't and isn't something simple, because, as I said, Gerardo doesn't like having other men around and my husband likes it, as long as the aesthetics go along with the situation. Those were his starting points and I had to get them to move from there. It was never my intention to exclude Daniel, quite the contrary. But there were some necessary prior steps for all parties, myself included. Things have improved a lot now, although they are still not perfect. 

	P.S.: Maybe now you will also understand why blindfolding my husband or not allowing him access to Gerardo's bedroom is not an act of cruelty or even pure dominance or humiliation, but something necessary to empower his other senses, which are less opposed to the situation than his eyes." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You often compare your three-way relationship to the game of chess, but to me it's too cerebral. Your game is more visceral, more like power where you bluff, hide your cards and appear confident in your game that you often don't have. In this game, you've become the Queen of Spades and you may get, the way you're going, become the Queen of Diamonds, but what you can never be anymore is the Queen of Hearts." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Didn't you miss me? -Lidia asked me mischievously. She had cornered me against the door and I felt her breath on my face, "I missed you. 

	Miss her? I didn't know what to say. New Year's Eve had been our second threesome with Gerardo, but it had been the first time I had really kissed her... and then some. She was skilled, but what I remembered most about her were her tender little breasts and her sweet kisses. Not just the kisses on her mouth, but the tender kisses, soft as a light breeze, that she had given me on my neck. I had endured it for Gerardo, because he had asked me to. I had not remembered her again, except when the wind caressed my skin.  

	I felt my pulse racing. Lidia's lips were getting closer. I wanted to pull away from her, but she was holding my wrists with her hands. I had no strength to resist. I raised my arms to push her away, but that only made my situation worse. Now I had my wrists on either side of my head, firmly held by Lidia's skillful hands. 

	-Gerardo's orders," he whispered in my ear, as if that would alleviate my situation.  

	And indeed he did. "Gerardo's orders." It wasn't me, it was him. He wanted it that way. I felt on my neck an echo of the breeze of his breath, whispering those words. I felt his warm lips on my neck. Kiss by kiss, they moved up until they reached my cheek and then my lips. His tongue slipped into my mouth. 

	How long had we been kissing for? I had lost track of time. And I hadn't realized that Lidia had let go of my wrists either. I was still holding them up, as if she were still holding them, when, in fact, her hand had slipped under my skirt and was rubbing my clitoris as only a woman knew how. 

	-Nooo!" I wanted to scream, but I didn't. I couldn't. I couldn't. Lidia kept kissing me. Lidia was still kissing me, or was I kissing her? Nooo! 

	With her free hand, Lidia began to unbutton my blouse. Nooo, please! What are you doing? Are you crazy? My breasts were exposed, covered only by my bra. Lidia moved her hand away from my breasts and also her lips from my mouth. However, her other hand was still between my legs. Gerardo's orders. I looked at her. She was such a sweet girl but so fresh. What are you doing with Gerardo and me? Don't you have well-endowed boys your own age to have fun with? Why was she wasting her time with us? 

	-Gerardo told me he doesn't want you to come. But if you don't tell him, I won't tell him either. -He winked at me complicitly. His hand had slightly increased the pace at which he was rubbing me down there. 

	With my mouth half open, as if already longing for her kisses, and with my hands still in the air, I could do nothing but nod. The movement of my head barely perceptible, Lidia's free hand went back up to my breasts. Involuntarily, my nipples hardened beneath my bra. I had my gaze riveted on her pretty face. So sweet. I felt something metallic on my skin. And then I felt the bra unclasp. I looked down in alarm. 

	-Nooo! What are you doing? Are you crazy? -I gasped. 

	Lidia had just cut one strap of my bra with a scissors. Without stopping and without ceasing to rub my clitoris, she proceeded to cut the other strap. 

	-Gerardo's orders," was his laconic reply. 

	Lidia reached for the rear hitch and let go. Why did I let her do it? Why didn't I stop her? {Gerardo's orders} Why was I paralyzed, with my hands still up and my mouth ajar? Lidia tugged at her bra. With the straps cut off and the back unbuttoned, she had no difficulty getting her hands on the booty. 

	-You know he likes to show off your breasts," he explained. He made them beautiful, like those of a real slut. 

	My blouse was semi-transparent; I had counted on the bra showing flirtatiously through it. Gerard liked refined lingerie. He always insisted that she wear panties and most of the time she also wore stockings with a garter belt. As for the bra, the thing however varied since my boob job. She had chosen my size and shape and as soon as she liked to show off my breasts, urging me not to wear a bra, she again preferred me to wear a full set of lingerie. 

	Lidia hid the scissors, tucking them in the back, between her skirt and her panties. That's assuming she's wearing panties. {Being another of Gerardo's sluts, I'm sure she is}. Next, her deft fingers began to play with my bare breasts. They had fit well after the operation. They weren't too big or too unnatural, but they were firm and perky enough to suspect they were unnatural. "I want educated people to know that you had them done," Gerardo had said, as he had selected the size and shape for me with the surgeon. I had given him the power to decide that in exchange for paying for them and other work-related privileges. It had been a huge risk, but I had trusted his judgment. It had been a demonstration of trust to deepen our relationship. Let the educated know that I had them done. Would a truck driver (no offense to the profession or its professionals) even notice? {A trucker would probably only be interested in leaning them on you}. "Educated people." I sensed what Gerardo was referring to. I wanted the people he dealt with to somehow know that he had put my tits in. So it wouldn't be about my breasts, but about the fact that I'd had them done for him. It was something that had hardly been exploited yet: Manolo, Dídac (for our client, my breast augmentation had been a plus to keep him interested in our services) and Lidia. And some waiter who had been able to intuit my breasts under my transparent dresses, when I went out to dinner with my boss. An attractive woman with a boob job next to a dirty old man... what conclusion could they come to? {Lida already told you: they're slutty tits} Sugar girl! No, they wouldn't understand the nuances either. I couldn't blame them, as sometimes even I didn't understand them. 

	-I'm coming! -I exclaimed in a hoarse voice. 

	Lida squeezed my nipple hard and pounced on my lips, plunging her tongue into my mouth. Although it probably wouldn't have been her purpose, she had managed to drown out my moans. I came. It seemed that Lidia understood my body better than I did. Gradually, she pulled away from my lips, kissing me with decreasing intensity, to the sound of her fingers on my parts, letting the sensations of orgasm slowly subside. Next, she embraced me. I clung to her as if trying to keep from collapsing. Lidia stroked the back of my neck. 

	-Remember, it's a secret between girls," she whispered in my ear. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"I must say that I like erotic literature and real blogging of certain facets. I don't pigeonhole myself into a single style. Therefore, I see that, in your current case, judging by other people's accounts in other forums, opening yourself to experience your bisexuality is one more step of mastering your master. My question is: Do you have boundaries set that you do not wish to cross? I ask because you say that Gerardo takes you slowly and that's why you don't suffer so much from your transformation. But the sex you are currently having and the actions you are taking in relation to the context in which you live (economic dependence and above all sexual and mental dependence), is becoming an addiction, equal or more powerful than a drug. In truth, would you realize at what point you could seriously hurt your marriage? I say hurt, because I know Daniel would not leave you. He truly feels love and has pure trust for you. I'm sorry, I've gone on too long. But actions, even if they don't end love, can leave indelible scars that will completely change your marriage and I'm not talking about your current hotwife game, but that daily life that you say is what gives you calm and security. Daniel, he is there because he loves you. But you should know that even if he stays because of his love for you, your relationship may change from happy to death to just together." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Limits? I think it would be more dangerous to have them than not to have them. My own limits would only be an incentive for Gerardo to want to overcome them. A limit for him would not be a barrier, but a goal. Limits agreed upon with my husband would only serve to make me apologize if I ever transgressed them. I think it is better not to consider anything and to go with an open mind. The only thing that we have decided - and I repeat - is that I do not want to grow old with any man other than Daniel. My love and my loyalty are the only limits and those are insurmountable. From there, I agree that in this game, care must be taken. With my husband, on the one hand, it is simple, because he is very open, patient and generous. But on the other hand, it's complicated, because he's not very expressive. But we are doing this together, although each in our own way. We both have a lot to explore, although each of us does things differently and in different ways. Gerardo is not a threat, he's an opportunity for both of us." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I regained my strength and pulled away. Lidia smiled and pushed my hair away from my face. Then she gave me a quick peck. With trembling hands, I began to button my blouse. This couldn't have really happened. I was aware that the security people would have their boots on when they saw me go through the archway, but that didn't matter at the moment. Other kinds of emotions were still invading my body. Lidia helped me with my blouse. Half-dressed, we left the cabin. Lidia was ahead of me. She had taken me by the hand again. Before leaving, I stopped in front of the mirrors of the toilets. Half-dressed, I said before? [There's no one to spruce you up anymore] I look awful! My lipstick had smudged. {Yes, and I think it did before you}. And I had her lipstick marks all over my neck and cheeks. I stood up to try to fix myself a little, to erase the traces of her lust on my skin, but Lidia pulled me towards the exit.  

	-Gerardo's orders," he said. 

	We returned hand in hand to the counters, where Gerardo and my husband were waiting for us. Daniel's eyes widened when he saw the marks that left no doubt as to what had happened. Lidia's lipstick was also smeared, but she didn't seem to mind. 

	-Ah, my two precious ones. Just in time. -Gerardo remarked. My boss took Lidia by the hand and pulled her to him. Have you been good? -he asked.  

	Lidia nodded happily. Gerardo traced the outline of her lips with his thumb, as if trying to feel the traces of my kisses on his smeared lipstick. Lidia, fully trained, half-opened her mouth. Gerardo looked at her with satisfaction. He looked away from me for a moment; his lips drew a small smile. He looked at her again and inserted his finger in her mouth. It was curious to observe how my boss had changed in recent times. In the beginning, he had always been very concerned about being discreet and not making any public fuss, but as time went on, that seemed to matter less to him. Lidia sucked her finger, not taking her eyes off his. By God, Gerardo, she could be your granddaughter! 

	-Oh," Gerardo suddenly exclaimed and pulled his finger out of his mouth, "you bit me, you bad girl! -He looked at her first with fury, but quickly calmed down. Don't worry, I'll remember this one. Then she turned to my husband. She looked him up and down and said, "Will you take her home then? 

	It had not been a request or even a question. It had simply been a polite statement of fact. My husband would take Lidia home in our car. He would take her home! So...? Two thoughts generating contradictory feelings competed in my head to prevail. Lidia would not accompany us to Switzerland; I would be alone with Gerard; she would not be there! My husband will take that slut Lidia home alone! Without giving me time to reason out the situation, Daniel hugged me and said goodbye, without daring to kiss me. Then he took Lidia's suitcase and walked away with it. I followed them with my eyes. Her tight little ass was showing under her skirt. Lidia seemed very happy, despite not accompanying us to Switzerland, but in reality, she was always cheerful. Overwhelmed, I was almost unaware that my suitcase barely weighed anything. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, are you absolutely sure that your husband did not actively encourage you to go to Switzerland for a whole week with your boss, because what he really wanted was to stay alone in Madrid? How are you going to check that he is faithful to you during his week of freedom? And about the gadget, it's not a problem. Even if he was wearing it, it's easy to open, if needed." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You wouldn't need me to go on a trip, if you wanted to cheat on me. It's very easy to do, I tell you from experience." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How can you be so sure that your husband won't look outside for what you can't give him? Even if you think you know him very well he, like you, will hide a dark side that he doesn't even show to you. Daniel is at a complicated age for a man, with a lot of time to think about what he lacks and how to get it and if you can't give it to him, because you are in another story, more important to you, he will look everywhere for what he lacks. And the key quote won't be a problem, they are simple to duplicate." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And if I wanted to, I'm sure even with a wire I could get that lock open. My husband is quite resourceful and handy. I'm as sure as I can be, that is, everything and nothing. The little key is nothing more than a symbol, but symbols, though intangible, are often more important than the palpable. One thing we have in common, Daniel and I, is that we both keep our promises. I keep mine, to give him what he needs, although it may not be enough and I fail, but I do it with care. What may happen is that what you think he needs and what I think he needs are different things." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If at Gerardo's house, your husband had or would have had sex with Lidia behind your back while you are in bed with Gerardo (you know better than anyone else that penetration is not necessary to have sex), would you consider it a betrayal, an infidelity? And if it had been on Gerardo's orders, would you accept it then? Would Daniel's betrayal hurt you more as a submissive or as a husband? Would that radically change your relationship with Daniel? And with Gerardo? Thank you for answering honestly." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's a complex question. If it were at Daniel's initiative, it would be a betrayal and an infidelity, both for having done it and for having hidden it. And yes, it would change my relationship with him. It wouldn't leave him, but it would make me have to think about this whole hotwife thing and the aspects of female domination. All of this only makes sense - to me - if there is a certain asymmetry. The moment it becomes symmetrical, it's not what it used to be and I would have to consider its new meaning and whether I would want to continue with it. If it was because Gerardo had ordered it... Phew! It's a complicated answer. On the one hand, it's what I've been looking for, for Gerardo to be dominant with me and my husband. But I haven't exactly looked for that aspect of me giving him the benefit of having some kind of sex with another woman. But of course, if you accept someone to be dominant, you have to do it with all the consequences. It wouldn't be infidelity and it wouldn't be betrayal either, but it would hurt me just the same. However, I don't think it would make me rethink my relationship with respect to Daniel, but maybe with respect to the one I have with Gerardo." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I'm a girl in my thirties, divorced, and I'm an admirer of your husband. I find him to be a sensitive, loving, understanding, intelligent, patient and, as you say, handsome guy. I've fallen in love with him. So, you don't have to suffer for him, if you leave him for your lover one of these days. Here is a person willing to give you lots of love and understanding. Please post it, so he knows there are people who love him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband is a gem and I don't plan to leave him. It's good that you want to show him your support. Come on, come a little closer!" 

	(My response with a picture of a woman with a haca in her hand). 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi, I love your blog. It's great. I found your response to the woman, who was interested in her husband, very appropriate. So, is it correct to assume that you would not have lent Daniel to other women, if they ask permission? In general, do you think other wives might be interested in Daniel, knowing his cuckold philia?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I would not lend Daniel to another woman. Not in principle. I am not like him. I couldn't bear to see him with another woman; I wouldn't enjoy it. Of course, when you get into it, you see things from a different perspective and you dramatize less. However, that's not the agreement we came to (when he insisted on me) and I don't think I could stand it, regardless. I also think that one of the things that makes it exciting for him and for me is precisely that asymmetry: that I have all the freedom and he has none. It's not something imposed, it's something consensual and it works for us. And if it works, why change it? I'm not sure if other women are attracted to Daniel being a consensual cuckold. I'm sure there will be some women, but, in general, I think there is still something inside us that tells us that it's not right, despite the undoubted benefits it would bring us. I believe that many women would simply not understand it or would not dare to understand it, despite the fact that they would be the ones to benefit from it. We are still thinking about giving ourselves to a man for life. But maybe in a few years time things will change and another type of man will be in demand. It might seem selfish, but I sincerely believe that the world would work better if we women had more prominence and better control so much unbridled testosterone. Women have a different kind of sensitivity. But the protagonism has to be earned, it is not enough to whine and ask for equality. Some confuse equality with equality. As for me, I want a submissive, intelligent and understanding husband and a dominant, demanding and creative lover. I'm not interested in being the wife of a dominant man, even though in my spare time he excites me to no end." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"By the looks of it thanks to Lidia, Daniel is no longer solely yours." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you really believe that's what happened or are you just imagining it because that's what you wish?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I'm glad that Daniel has finally been able to have a little chat with Lidia, even though it was on Gerardo's orders and not on his own initiative. Let's see if he gets the hang of it and continues to do it on his own initiative." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	With luggage checked and tickets in hand, we headed for the security area. Slowly my brain was working again. It was not the first time Gerardo had done something similar. Already on the trip to Mexico he had made me part with my suitcase completely, arguing that I wouldn't need anything and that he would take care of everything. This time, I had kept my suitcase, but apparently most of my things had disappeared from it. But why did Lidia bring her suitcase? The only possible explanation was that Gerardo had intended from the start for us to exchange suitcases: his half-empty one for mine filled to bursting with women's essentials, like daring dresses and sexy lingerie. But my husband's unexpected presence would have caused me to change my plans slightly. Yes, that must have been it; that suits Gerardo. He would have taken advantage of my absence in the bathroom with Lidia to instruct my husband to exchange the contents of our suitcases. Yes, he would have shown him the gadgets he intends to use with me, what he considers essential for a week's stay with me in a foreign country, in a snowy and relatively isolated area. If so - and it had to be - it would have been a sublime detail on Gerardo's part to involve my husband in his own way. Yes, Gerardo is making an effort in that regard, even though he is not comfortable with the situation of having another man clinging to him like a limpet. In his own way, he was trying to satisfy my desires and that was something I would not forget. But what gadgets had he packed in my suitcase, what had Lidia brought? For an instant, that thought tried to compete with my concern about my husband and Lidia, but it was soon defeated. What did it matter what he wanted me to wear or what he wanted to use on me? Anyway, the advantage of going with an empty suitcase was that on the way back I would bring it back full. Surely Gerardo plans to go shopping with me so he can choose my wardrobe. 

	The plane finally took off and we were on our way to our destination. Behind us were my husband... and Lidia. In front of us was only Gerardo, at least for the next few days. Gerardo and his sordid fantasies and indecent desires, those that both fear and excite me. Behind me was also the reproachful look of the woman who served us at the check-in desk. She could not help but notice my smudged makeup and the lip mark Lidia had left on my neck and cheeks. But were they so obvious? Also left behind was the sly look of the security guard as I passed through the electronic archway. For some stupid reason, it was necessary to take off my jacket to pass through the arch. The blouse I had chosen really wasn't suitable for traveling without a bra. I should have anticipated some such nastiness on Gerard's part, especially after I had rebelled against him on two occasions. I had refused to travel with him on Valentine's Day and had refused to spend the night before the trip alone with him and now I was starting to pay the consequences. And my cell phone was also behind me. Taking advantage of the fact that I had to put it in the tray to go through security, Gerardo had confiscated it. He had it with him, of course, but he wasn't going to give it to me. On other occasions, Gerardo had restricted the use of my cell phone, as if I were a little girl, but on this occasion he seemed determined to take it to the extreme. 

	-There's something for you in the handbag. Why don't you see what it is? 

	Gerardo was referring to his handbag, the one he had made me carry after boarding. Is it a gift? I love gifts. {And me.} [And me!] It was not because of its economic value, but because it meant that he had thought of me and had taken the trouble to give it to me. Not infrequently, however, his gifts had a sexual meaning, like the time he had given me the handcuffs. I opened the bag carefully, fearing the worst. I looked at him with surprise. Gerardo only nodded. He didn't need to be more explicit; I knew exactly what he wanted me to do. I got up and went to the bathroom. If Gerardo thought I would come without lube, because Lidia's caresses had already made me lubricate, he was right. I returned to the seat and sat down next to him, not without some discomfort. Gerardo smiled with satisfaction. It was the third time he had used the remote-controlled vibrator with me. The first had been on New Year's Eve, when he had made me make out with Lidia at the disco, while my husband tried to watch us in vain from the upstairs veranda. He still hadn't seen me make out with her. I knew he was raging to be able to see me; it was one of his fantasies. Gerardo had made it come true, but I hadn't let him watch. On New Year's Eve, my husband had been blindfolded at home and at the airport, he had only been able to see the marks Lidia had left on my skin. [By the way, you're still wearing those marks]. In the bathroom, Lidia hadn't let me touch up my makeup and then Gerardo hadn't allowed me to do it either. Is that also part of his punishment for my rebelliousness? With my semi-transparent blouse -I hadn't been allowed to wear my jacket on the plane either- and Lidia's marks, I was traveling a bit unpresentable. It was funny, because on other occasions Gerardo had made sure that everything was very stylish. Apparently, Gerardo was willing to take my humiliation to unsuspected extremes and wished, among other things, that everyone could see the breasts he had bought me. All he had to do now was put the necklace on me.  

	{Look in the bag again. Take a good look}. Of course, the necklace was also in the bag. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Darkness, tequila, melancholy... Are you regretting it? Would you have liked to be normal to quarterly dust and candidly good? At some point do you want to make your "Cornudín" suffer, as you call him? The torments you're putting her through and the ones that have been going through your mind. How many sleepless nights? What if your daughter knew what a whore mom has become? The insatiable hotwife, with a dirty, sexually depraved mind and, as you say, because you lack time, otherwise you'd still be more so. Which path are you going to choose now?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I'm not regretting it, I'm enjoying it, but it's a different stage than before. Yes, the quarterly fuck was what Daniel and I were destined for, had it not been for my husband's dirty mind and his insistence. Now we both have more sex than before. Yes, I would like Daniel to experience what I do, to share more of my torments. The difficult thing is that his particular fantasies are different from mine - that's why they are particular - so I can't just apply the same thing to him. I would like to find the way and the energy to transfer it to her particular world. If my daughter knew... I'd rather not think about it. She's of age now, but there are things I don't think she's ready for. But maybe I'm wrong, though I'd rather avoid having to check. I may find that like father, like son. My path? The same as it has been so far: keep exploring with Gerardo. What I hope is that I can find a way to give my husband more of what he needs. Although he doesn't express it, he's very demanding in that regard and tends to get bored easily." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"You say that sex, at this time, is not paramount, but a way to dive inside you What do you want to get at? Regardless of how slutty you become with this lifestyle, I place a lot of value on the goodness of people. Do you think that by this path you can get to the most basic perversity and evil? How far would you let yourself go to discover yourself? Are you afraid that this path will make you lose your family, even your CORNUDO?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I want to experience what it feels like to be exposed, powerless, at the mercy of another person, surrendered, blind, bound, naked, unable to choose, at most being able to say no, but unable to choose between options. No, I don't think it gets to evil that way. I think, as you have pointed out on other occasions, there are many selfish and self-centered people in that world. That's why I cling so much to Gerardo, because I think he is not, or at least has a greater degree of maturity and wisdom to know how to channel it. But I don't think all this is going to make me a bad person at all. And I don't think it's going to make me lose my family either. My priorities are clear and I don't see them being incompatible with my husband, even if we both have to make sacrifices and accommodate." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Sacrifices? For economic or sexual aspects, are they worth it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Nothing in life is without sacrifice." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Where was I going? Oh yes, I was going to tell about the second time I had used the remote controlled vibrator. It had been in the office and on the worst occasion I had been able to select. It had been at the weekly meetings I had every Monday with my team of people. We would meet to review the previous week and to plan for the week ahead. Gerardo knew the schedule perfectly well. As soon as I arrived at the office, he had instructed me to put on the damn vibrator. I hadn't activated it all morning, but the truth was that the simple fact of having it inside already produced a special tingling sensation. And then, right in the middle of the meeting, the damn thing started vibrating. It caught me by surprise as I was presenting the business figures to my people and made me jump. My team looked at me in surprise, and I had to pretend not to notice as I squeezed my legs together to contain the vibrations, as if that would do any good. But at least I had managed to reduce the sound, or so I hoped. Gerardo turned the vibrator on and off a few more times, with unpredictable intensity and duration. Under those conditions, I couldn't concentrate, of course. It was a relief to me when the meeting was over and my team left to attack the week with gusto. They were all gone except Mario, who immediately took an interest in me, worried that something was wrong with me.  

	As I said, with Mario, I hadn't made as much progress as I would have liked. I had too many things to attend to and not enough time and energy to pursue them all. I had plans for him, but not enough time to execute them. Yes, I had slept with him at the Christmas party, but since then there had only been the occasional office fooling around on the sly.Damn it! I was choking on everything I had and wanted to do. Speaking of choking, that day, by the way, I ended up blowing him in the file room at noon. It wasn't exactly the way I wanted to proceed with Mario - in fact, it was rather counterproductive - but I was too horny to think straight. With the vibrator in my loins, I couldn't do much else either, if I didn't want Mario to find out. And Gerardo, as expected, had asked me to work overtime with him in the office that afternoon. So, indeed, the thing had choked me, if you know what I mean. 

	Gerardo activated the vibrator from his cell phone. Yes, it was against the rules to activate the cell phone's bluetooth on the plane - at least back then - but I doubted he was going to crash because of that. I sensed that my panties would end up completely soaked that day. At least in Madrid I had my Daniel to wash them by hand. There in Switzerland and without most of my luggage, I wondered how I would manage. 

	-You've got the wrong gadget," Gerardo commented. -But don't worry; I see you like it and I'm not going to take it away from you, even if you deserve it. 

	What do you mean I made a mistake? I looked at Gerardo, searching for an explanation on his face, but my boss only smiled in amusement. Resigned, I opened my bag and took out the dog collar. I hadn't made a mistake, he had tricked me. I have no choice. I must obey. [If he cheats you, you are not obliged to obey. If you had taken the collar from the beginning, I would have told you he meant the vibrator. You know that]. Regardless of what he would have chosen, he would have ended up with both on. At least she didn't put the handcuffs in her purse. [He probably didn't dare because of the security check.] Gerardo took a picture of me with his cell phone as a souvenir. I didn't need photos; that trip looked like it would be unforgettable for me, for better or worse. At least I had managed to take my mind off my husband and Lidia for a few moments. 

	-A curiosity: Was your husband wearing the chastity device at the airport? -Gerardo asked suddenly. 

	-No," I answered him firmly. Daniel wore it many times, but not always. I knew that in my absence he would jerk off like a baboon, but he had deserved his freedom, for supporting me at the last moment to go with Gerardo alone. Even though it might not seem like it, his support meant a lot to me. Even though I tried to act as if it didn't affect me, his opinion was essential to me, especially to calm my bad conscience. Why? 

	-You're welcome. You know I don't like it loose in my presence. But don't worry about it. It was a public place; I understand. But next time, think about it. If I've agreed to you being present, it's been on conditions. When you're with me, I don't like to think of him either as your husband or as a man. You know. 

	I swallowed hard. We had always talked about how my husband should behave at home, but I hadn't thought that it also referred to public places, let alone the airport, where my husband had only gone to accompany me there, not to accompany us to Switzerland. Anyway... [Yes, there was something strange in the way Gerardo pronounced certain words]. I looked at him. He was reading something on his cell phone, making him not realize he was looking at it, but there was a slight sardonic smile on his face. What exactly had he said? ["Don't worry about that."] "That's why." If I wasn't supposed to worry about that, then what was I supposed to worry about? No, it couldn't be! No, it had to be my imagination making me think of things that were not. Gerardo had not pronounced those words differently; I was imagining it. Lidia! No! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"I think the last thing I have left to tell you (what a marathon I'm having) is the issue of Gerardo basically trying to destroy your marriage I take the car every day and I don't go slowly, so I'm aware of the risks in that and in life in general. The bad thing is if you meet a kamikaze; then you're screwed. I do believe that Gerardo has the will to do it and whether he has the strength depends above all on you, on the resistance you are able to put up, to overcome your instincts and your love for Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If that is his purpose, he will fail in the end. Buglers may enjoy other men's wives and may get them to go crazy for them and do things they've never done before, but, at the end of the story, they always end up alone." 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"I really don't understand why you are so possessive of Daniel, when you have another partner and you spend a lot of time with her, much more than with Daniel. Don't worry about symmetry; I'm sure Daniel will never have the number of lovers that you have had and will have; you will always beat him at that, but he can experience very good things outside of your environment. And you don't have to see him or even know about it, if you don't want to. Being far away? Well in Madrid we're all either very far away or very close." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You just said it yourself, 'you're going to beat him at that every time.' The risk is that it ends up becoming a competition. No, we agreed on that from the beginning. Besides, it was Daniel who saw that same risk and said that the best thing to maintain a good relationship is for him not to have that freedom that I have." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I believe that when you have sex with your boss in the office during overtime, it is a clear breach of your agreement. Being overtime you are giving your boss time that you are taking away from Daniel, who is waiting for you, and, in addition, having sex, without your husband being present. I also believe that your going on a trip alone with Gerardo is also a breach of your agreement, even if you say it is not. Therefore, your husband will be entitled to breach his part of the agreement as well." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, it's not. We are not in a relationship between equals. Ours is a woman-led marriage and, therefore, the decisions are made by me and the rules - once he wanted our marriage to be that way - are made by me. Likewise, my relationship with Gerardo is not one of equals. He is the boss and is within his rights to demand overtime from time to time." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I wasn't worried about my husband's fidelity; I trusted him. But I was concerned about the instructions I might have received from Gerardo, while Lidia entertained me in the bathroom. I trusted Gerardo, of course, but not in that respect. The one I didn't trust at all was Lidia. She was a lovely girl, always cheerful, but she was also mad as a hatter. What instructions did you get from Gerardo, you little bitch? Anyway, it had been my fault, for having told my husband that I had to obey my boss. I needed Daniel to experience that side of Gerardo, because I knew that in that respect I wasn't living up to what he needed. I was finding it difficult to be submissive and dominant at the same time and that was having negative consequences on Daniel's attitude, which he himself knew and recognized. But acknowledging the facts wasn't enough to change things: my husband needed a firm hand. 

	I tried to reassure myself. Most likely, all that was just my imagination. Yes, they are playing a trick on me. Gerardo didn't know that my husband would accompany me to the terminal. He can't have planned it. [But he may have adapted his plans.] Gerardo had quick mental reflexes. Did it make sense? He had been left alone with my husband, while Lidia had abducted me and taken me to the bathroom. He had had time to instruct and insist, reminding him that he owed her obedience. {But he had not been able to plan anything with Lidia, for at no time had he been alone with her in the terminal, not even for a few seconds}. I remembered. Indeed, I have always been by her side. In fact, practically all the time we have been holding hands. However... there was a possibility: Gerardo and Lidia had arrived after us at the check-in counters. Maybe they had seen me and my husband from afar. In that case, Gerardo would have had time to come up with a plan and instruct Lidia thoroughly, as he liked to do. 

	I made a move to call my husband, if only to tell him that we had landed and had a good flight. {Yes, the tickle of the vibrator in your loins has certainly been good, even if you haven't been able to go all the way so far}. But I couldn't call him. Gerardo had already confiscated my cell phone in Madrid, as soon as I got through security. I couldn't even ask my husband how he was doing... or who he was with. Damn it! 

	I was getting dizzy and it wasn't because of Gerardo's driving. I had rented a car and we were on our way to our lair. A new vibration in my pussy brought me out of my mental self-torture. We had arrived. The place was different from the previous time. Probably because of my indecisions, Gerard had missed the opportunity to book at the same place as before with his friends. I was extremely sorry if that caused her any discomfort and I made it a point to make it up to her during our stay. I will try to be the obedient little girl you want me to be, the submissive little bitch or the sensual but naughty kitten, if you prefer. The tail-plug Gerardo had given me for Valentine's Day was rather slutty, so I didn't know exactly what to expect. Maybe I'll just be his pet. He'll decide which one he prefers at any given moment. The tail was an eccentricity, but it was really soft and I even found it amusing. Since Sylvester, I hadn't worn an anal plug. The one Silvestre had given me had been made of metal, with a shiny cap. And now Daniel wore it from time to time. It was normal, if you could say that, at least compared to the slutty tail-plug. Gerard, apparently, didn't like anal play. It was a pity. It had been practically a year since I had done it for the first and only time from behind with him. He's had my rear end of pleasure forgotten. It's strange in him, because pleasure is more psychological than physical. In fact, the physical sensations can be uncomfortable, at first, which makes the psychological ones more powerful. On that occasion, I had surprised him. He wanted to do it without a condom, as I had promised him I would, but I had been late with the pill and wasn't sure it was 100 percent effective. Curiously, that experience did not seem to have pleased my boss, because we did not repeat it that way. Mr. Ripoll, our client, had shown his interest in taking me from behind, but I had refused. Although it could be interpreted that he was an extension of Gerardo -I still visited him about once a month in exchange for a juicy contract for the company and a juicy bonus in my paycheck-, Mr. Ripoll was not a horn player and my asshole was exclusively reserved for horn players. No, Daniel, you will never get my ass ever again. 

	We finally arrived at the hotel. The previous time, Gerardo had rented a very romantic cabin with two other couples of friends or acquaintances, but this time, because of me, we would have to be content with a hotel. It was fine with me, of course. The important thing is that we would both be there. Even if the hotel was less romantic, the fact of not having to share the space with other people was a plus for me. In fact, if I had met up with one of his friends again, I would have feared the worst, given our recent sexual history, in which I had committed to accepting other people he brought into my life. So it would be just the two of us. After checking in at the front desk, we went up to the room. It was small but functional.  

	Gerardo went to the bathroom and I followed him, knowing my obligations.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say you know your husband very well. How far do you think he would allow you to go in your degradation? If Gerardo ordered you to have a gangbang, would Daniel allow it? Or prostitution or sex with animals or golden shower? And if you think Daniel wouldn't allow it, would you be willing to do it, hiding it from your husband? If you really want to get to the bottom of your dark side, you should experience the extreme. As you say, one only regrets what one has not done and never what one has done." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You have a vivid fantasy, that must be left to you. But I think you start from the wrong basis: you think my husband should allow or forbid me to do something. Why should he? Because he is my husband, because he is the man and I am the woman? We are adults and responsible. It's not about permissions. Daniel doesn't have to protect me, he doesn't have to authorize me to do this or that. (By the way, is there anything else you want to add to the list of depravities?). Obviously, we agree on my sexual freedom, but from there, it's no longer about permissions to do one thing or another. What kind of freedom would that be then? It's my body and I do what I want with it, of course! Of course, I do it because I know my husband wants me to feel sexually free. That was the agreement we originally came to a few years ago. That said, the agreement also includes that I can keep certain information to myself and that I don't have to tell him everything, or at least that I don't have to tell him right away. So, even if I chose to do something without your knowledge, it would be within our agreement." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Of course, there is no problem in playing horns the way you feel like it, as long as it fulfills both of you; otherwise it wouldn't work in the medium term. But so far, we talked about how you've kept Daniel out of your relationship with Gerardo (you told him about it on the blog). I don't think that's what he wants, maybe you do. If Daniel is introverted, it will be complicated to know what he wants, but I think he needs to communicate physically with you, when you are with another, to see your eyes, your face of pleasure and know that you do it for him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, at the beginning I only told Daniel about the things between Gerardo and me through this blog. It was a passing thing, to give more morbidity to the affair. My husband likes it and at the same time it's a bit of a turn-off for him not to know everything and to find surprises." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"That part of the brain is where the deepest passions and feelings that can sweep away everything are. Your punishment of Daniel for his strong rejection in the beginning of your relationship with Gerardo, excluding him completely and denying him direct knowledge from your mouth of what was going on and only letting him know snippets through the blog shows a very visceral reaction, which makes it clear that you cared nothing about your husband's feelings in this new adventure you want to live." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, you're wrong. That was to give it more morbidity at the beginning. But now that's no longer necessary." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I can't believe how far you go, Mom! I don't like you doing and playing ugly with my dad, you disgust me!" 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with the image of a girl fucking a giant teddy bear): 

	"Hush child! You'll understand when you get married. Until then, go play with the teddy bear." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I pulled his birdie out through the fly of his pants, pulled back the foreskin and pointed to the center of the toilet. Out of his cock came a long yellow stream. The smell was strong, after so long without drinking and relieving himself. Along with whiskey and tobacco, it was another smell I had learned to identify him with. Those three smells symbolized the dark pleasure he gave me during sessions with him. My bladder was about to burst, too, but Gerard instructed me to unpack and put things away beforehand. 

	I was anxious to know what Gerardo had left in my suitcase or what he had packed for me, but I was even more anxious to communicate with my husband. This, however, would still have to wait. Gerardo had asked me to open his suitcase first and put his things in the closet. In the meantime, he would rest from the trip, watching me from the bed. Gerardo made use of his cell phone to play with my vibrator, while he hung his shirts and pants from the rack and placed his socks and underpants in the drawer. He was especially amused to set it to maximum intensity and watch as I tried not to squirm under the assault of such pleasure vibrations. The full bladder didn't help make it any easier either. Taking her things out of the suitcase, I came across a mysterious padded envelope, which I left in the desk drawer. 

	I was finally able to open my suitcase. It was practically empty. But I knew that the emptier it was, the more new things I would come home with. In the middle of the emptiness, I found a pair of shoes. They were new -a gift from Gerardo.... They were high-heeled sandals, higher than I was used to. They were made of black synthetic leather bands, with slits between them. Several bands had golden buckles, whose main purpose was decorative. In a way, they reminded me of the fishnet boots Gerardo had made me abandon on a beach in Mexico. Not that they were similar, but if those boots were made of mesh, in these boots the leather bands with their buckles gave the sensation of being bars or, better said, ties.  

	-Thank you, boss. From the bottom of my heart, I love them! -I thanked Gerardo. That almost made up for my abandoned boots. But don't you think they're too unsuitable for the cold and snow? - They certainly seemed totally inappropriate for a place as cold and snowy as the one we were in in Switzerland. 

	-They will be useful to you, sooner rather than later," my boss replied ominously. 

	-Can I try them on, boss? -I was excited like a little girl with new shoes (ha ha ha ha ha).  

	-You can and you should," Gerardo replied. 

	I paced back and forth several times in the room, under the watchful eye of my boss. I had gotten the size right and, except for the high heel, which had threatened to throw me off balance several times, I found them really nice and comfortable. 

	-Thank you, boss," I thanked him again for the gift. You know it wasn't really necessary. -I was being sincere. I really appreciated the gesture and, honestly, my expectations didn't include him giving me gifts. Nobody's sweet tooth is bitter, of course, but I wasn't doing it for money. The money was symbolic, it was part of my fantasy, but I wasn't doing it for that, although given our financial situation since my husband's recent dismissal, I wasn't going to give it up either. In fact, I had gotten the hang of negotiating and trying to sell myself face. Gerardo had instilled that in me. 

	I crawled onto the bed, ready to thank him for the gesture with a nice blowjob. Just as I had done earlier in the bathroom, I slipped my hand down his fly to pull out his little birdie, pulled back his foreskin and popped it into my mouth. It tasted better now. It was squishy and I liked that, as I loved to feel it growing in my mouth. With my weight on my knees and on my left forearm, I used my right hand to unbutton my blouse, pull up my skirt and pull down my panties. Exposing my sexual attributes while giving a blowjob was something I had learned from Silvestre. My first lover used to argue that if his cock was out, so should my breasts and my sex. Gerardo had never demanded that of me, which I regretted. And since he had never demanded it of me, I had never put into practice with him what Silvestre had taught me. I may have felt increasingly submissive with him, but, even though he hadn't asked me to, I felt compelled to do so. Gerardo's cock got hard faster than I would have liked. It might sound contradictory, but it was something I liked about him - one of the things I liked, among other things, about his age - that it took him longer to stiffen and that allowed me to enjoy his hard cock in my mouth longer. 

	-Undress me and put on your Valentine's Day present," my boss ordered. 

	Obedient and excited, I left his cock and began to carefully remove his clothes. I took off his socks and kissed his feet, but Gerard pushed them away, entrusting me for later. I finished undressing him and went to my drawer, where I had stored my things. The lube and the plug-tail were among the few things Gerardo had let me bring from my original luggage. I had made a transfer while Lidia entertained me in the airport bathrooms. And now my stuff is with that slut! My things, including Daniel. I let my panties slip and fall to the floor as I stood up, but I squeezed my legs together to keep the vibrator from slipping out of my pussy. Gerard hadn't given me permission to take it off. Nor had he given me permission yet to go to the bathroom and my bladder was threatening to burst. But I held it in. 

	-Shall I take off my skirt? 

	-Yes," answered my boss, "and the blouse too. But put on the ears first. 

	He was referring to the headband with cat ears that he had given me for New Year's Eve. I put them on. Then I lubricated the plug-tail before inserting it in my ass. I looked kind of ridiculous, if it weren't for the fact that it was carnival week. I was some kind of exotic domestic animal, a hybrid between slut, cat and... bitch. The spirit of the latter animal made me turn to my master, ready to lick him devotedly. 

	-Put your panties back on," Gerardo stopped me. But pull them off at the back, to leave the tail outside. 

	I did as he told me. My panties now covered only one buttock to make way for the cock. It was a strange sensation, but stranger still was having a butt plug again, this time with a tail attached, and a vibrator with the pussy. To the silicone breasts I had already gotten used to surprisingly naturally, although sometimes I wondered if I had done the right thing, letting Gerard choose. Not that I was dissatisfied with the result - the surgeon had done a magnificent job and my nursing mom and mature woman's tits were grateful for it. My husband said he had really feared that my boss would turn me into what he called a bimbo. I didn't know that term. Apparently, my husband had learned it from the dirty porn sites I was forbidden to visit, but which he would nonetheless browse behind my back. From what Daniel explained to me about the meaning of that word, that was not what I had become. My new tits were larger than my natural size, but not exaggerated. Not by that much. Daniel had shown me pictures of bimbos, with boobs that looked like airbags and snouts that competed with the boobs. {And if Gerardo wanted to turn you into a bimbo, what would you do?} Daniel had assured me that he really had been worried about me. It was obvious that he didn't trust Gerardo. Naturally, the surgeon could not have implanted anything without my explicit consent. That would have been against professional ethics. Even if I had assured the surgeon that Gerardo had my authorization to choose and that I wanted to be surprised, no doctor in Spain would have accepted that. So, all that had been based on the fact that we would both study the different prostheses together, but that I would let my boss choose and then communicate the decision to the surgeon. And that was what my husband had been afraid of, because he was well aware that I used to keep my promises almost to the letter, even if it meant having a hard time. I had proved it on several occasions. Gerardo had chosen a good size and I was satisfied with that. I had not expected him to choose a real bimbo prosthesis -perhaps that was also the reason for my confidence in promising to accept his decision. However, I had neglected to look at the shape and how it would make my nipples point upwards. Although they looked quite natural, there was at the same time something about them that screamed they were not. After the swelling was removed and settled after the operation, my aureoles and nipples had been left pointing at an angle that didn't look natural at all. To some extent, it was as if behind a disguise of naturalness they exclaimed, "Hey look, we're slutty tits!". Or halfway bimbo. Without shouting it from the rooftops, they identified themselves to the astute observer. It was as if they were throwing a stone and hiding their hand. It was as if for a moment they took off their disguise to quickly hide behind it again. The psychological transformation had been even greater than the physical one. I had almost bimbo tits and that's how I felt. And they are yours, Gerardo, just like me. My nipples also seemed to have increased in size, but that was possibly my imagination. But it is true that they seemed bigger and, above all, more sensitive and, at the same time, predisposed to be pinched. 

	-Wait! You're still missing something. Bring me the handcuffs. There were things we had obviously checked in, instead of carrying them in our carry-on luggage. 

	Again, I returned to my drawer. I almost had more gadgets than clothes of my own. I had no idea how I was going to survive so many days without, for example, hardly any underwear. I took the handcuffs to my boss, but he shook his head and refused to take them. 

	-No, not like that. With your mouth. Put them back in place and bring them back to me, but do it right this time! 

	Far from getting angry, I smiled at him. For some strange reason, I liked it when he behaved a bit coy with me. I deposited the handcuffs in the drawer and pulled them out again, this time with my mouth. With them between my lips, I took them to him. Gerard looked me up and down, paying special attention to my breasts, the breasts he had selected and paid for. They now hung down like the udders of a cow. He smiled in satisfaction. Next, he held out a hand, palm up, for me to place the handcuffs on it. Then he asked me to turn around and put my hands behind me. His fingers ran down my spine, barely grazing my skin, which sent a shiver down my spine. "A true master knows when to use his fingers as a light breeze that caresses your skin and electrifies it and when to turn them into pincers that mercilessly trap you and remind you that you are his," I wrote on my blog, with a black and white photo - one of those neither confirm nor deny - of a nipple being pinched by two fingers of a man. Gerardo then cuffed my hands, as he had done so many times before. I felt totally helpless in that situation, but at the same time protected in his presence. How can one feel exposed and protected at the same time? It was a strange sensation, which made my heart beat faster. I felt my already soaked panties getting even wetter. 

	-Go get a pen," my boss ordered. 

	I looked around in confusion, where was a pen? In his jacket surely there was one, but I couldn't reach it with my mouth and now my hands were cuffed. 

	-On the desk," my boss said patiently. 

	I went back to the desk. I was near the drawer where I kept my things. How many times have I already gone this route? I managed to catch the pen between my lips and took it to my boss. Gerardo took it and asked me to turn around. He then wrote something in large letters on the side of my exposed buttock. 

	-Stand over there. I want to take some pictures of you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"That you found Mein Kampf among Gerard's favorite books only corroborates what many of us think of him and his intentions for you and especially for Daniel. For Führer Gerhard, Daniel is the Jew who must be exterminated." 

	  

	I didn't know what to think. He had discovered in Gerardo's book collection Hitler's cursed book, Mein Kampf. It was next to the book he had just finished reading, Thus Spake Zarathustra by Nietzsche, another German. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Doesn't the conclusion you draw seem rather simple to you? Perhaps Gerard is the Jew who precisely wants to wipe out any vestige of one of the most intelligent but most imbecilic men in the history of mankind. To destroy the enemy, you have to know him first. I don't know why Gerard has read that book, but I think more than one interpretation is possible." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And knowing your boss your feelings, what do you think he intends to achieve by sending those photos to your husband? And what do you want to say or achieve, publishing this now and reminding your husband of those possessive photos, precisely in these days where you are alone with Gerardo, in a foreign country, far away from your husband and at the mercy of old Gerardo's whims?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think Gerardo is just trying to make good on his promise to involve my husband more and get him involved in the game. I'd rather he send him those photos than have him completely ignore him. Although it is humiliating in a way, it is the kind of game that suits my husband, even if it is hard to understand. It's true that I'm falling more and more into Gerardo's web. It is not the first time that I develop certain feelings towards a lover -that is something that both my husband and I like about this game-, but it is one of the few times that after more than a year things are getting better and that is something I want my husband to keep in mind. It is not that I am falling in love with Gerardo and falling out of love with my husband, not at all! They are feelings on different levels, as I have tried to explain on other occasions. My husband has always liked me to be another man's slut. Well, now I am that and something more with Gerardo." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You wrote that it had been a significant step for Gerardo to tell your husband to go to Manolo's house, to make him collaborate in your humiliation. This was not done to implicate your husband, but to hurt him, to let him see what he was capable of getting from you, how much power he has over you and how much he can humiliate you as much as he wants, without your husband being able to do anything to stop it. Gerardo deviously seeks to annihilate Daniel, both psychologically and financially. you'll see!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Now it turns out that he will also be to blame for getting fired at his company!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say it's not that you are falling in love with Gerardo and falling out of love with your husband. But the facts you tell show just the opposite, that you are increasingly in love with Gerardo. The aggressiveness with which you defend him in your answers, as opposed to your husband, whom you continually humiliate, also indicates this. But you have not answered what is your interest in letting your husband know that you belong more and more to Gerardo. Do you want to hurt his feelings, to do him moral harm, to humiliate him to the maximum?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I want to remind him that I love him, but that he doesn't have all the cod sold and that he must make an effort every day, just like when we were sweethearts. I seek to excite his mind and delve into his fantasy of almost losing me, to bring out the strongest feelings of love, which are sometimes buried under the layers of everyday life. And lastly, I wish to show him that I can give myself to another man, do things with him that I have never done before and probably will never do again, while still loving him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It is clear that you have fallen completely in Gerardo's nets and that at the moment you are completely blind and are not able to realize all the feelings he provokes in you. But at the rate your relationship is evolving, it is only a matter of a short time before you yourself stop denying the evidence and acknowledge to yourself and your husband that you are in love with Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Being in love doesn't exactly mean loving. They are even feelings, sometimes difficult to distinguish, but they are not the same thing. " 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I went back to the same place I had just come from. I was starting to get tired and my full bladder didn't help either. Gerardo took several pictures of me with his cell phone, mainly on the side where I had written those letters. I had managed to catch a fleeting glimpse: it was my name. And it also said "Mía". 

	-Good. Come and get your prize," he offered, pointing to his cock. It was flaccid again and I would have a chance to feel it grow inside my mouth again. Get comfortable, because you're going to be like this for a while. I want you to do it slowly; don't be in a hurry. Then I might fall asleep for a little while, but I don't want you to take it out of your mouth. If you want, you can close your eyes and fall asleep with me. 

	I don't think I can fall asleep with a full bladder. 

	Gerardo manipulated his cell phone and put on some relaxing music. The vibrator inside my pussy began to vibrate to the sound of the soft music. It gave me a pleasant tingle, but not enough to make me cum like this. I tried to get as comfortable as possible, with my hands pinned behind my back. It was not easy to find a comfortable position like this, to give him a blowjob. Without my arms, I couldn't support myself. Gerardo turned around and put a pillow under my head and another one behind my back, to make things easier for me. In that position, I could barely move, but I would have my tongue to do the job. His cock slowly grew inside my mouth, just the way I liked it. It was a divine sensation for me, to be able to feel the effect of my efforts on his virile member, inflating little by little. I savored the first drops of cum. I always had the feeling that they tasted of whiskey and tobacco. 

	I didn't know how much time had passed. I think a long time. My mouth was sore from how long I had been sucking him, but I didn't care. The pressure in my bladder was worse. With satisfaction for a job well done, I received the semen from his orgasm, when he finally cum in my mouth. Barely a minute later, Gerard fell asleep, without changing position. As I had anticipated, postcoital sleep had come over him. The music was still playing softly and the vibrator was still vibrating at the minimum speed. I hadn't come, but I didn't care. You can have my orgasm, boss. After all, it was the least I could do, after the logistical problems I had caused him by my hesitation. I closed my eyes and tried to fall asleep too, but neither the vibrator nor my bursting bladder would let me. I urgently needed to go to the bathroom, but I didn't want to wake him up because of that. So, despite my discomfort, I closed my eyes and tried my best to enjoy his cock deflating in my mouth. I liked the reverse process less, but maybe it was time to broaden my horizons and appreciate his sensuality. In any case, I had no choice. As she became flaccid and small, the remnants of semen or presemen contained in her urethral canal dripped into my mouth. Objectively speaking, it didn't taste good, but it tasted like glory to me, because it was the symbol of my culminated depravity. About fifteen minutes later -that was my estimate-, Gerardo woke up from his morning mini-nap. 

	-Oh. That was very good," he commented, waking up. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. There's nothing better than waking up next to you. I can't tell you how much I appreciate it and how grateful I am. Would you bring me the envelope now, please? 

	Really, what I wanted to do was go to the bathroom. Again, I crawled to the desk. I grabbed the envelope as best I could with my mouth and took it to my boss. I had to pee URGENTLY. But I was also curious as to what that mysterious envelope was for. 

	-Take off your panties. 

	I helped myself with my handcuffed hands to do it. 

	-Put them in here. -Gerardo had taken out of the padded envelope a little plastic bag about the same size as the envelope. It was one of those with an airtight seal. He had the pouch open, telling me to put my panties in there. 

	I bent down and reached for the panties with my fingers. I stood up and turned around so I could put them in the pouch. 

	-Nooo. Not like that," he scolded me, "You should know that by now. Start again. 

	It took me a few seconds to understand. I really need to GO TO THE BATHROOM. But I didn't protest. I dropped the panties on the floor and bent down as best I could to pick them up with my teeth. They smelled strongly, having worn them at the airport and cum with Lidia and having worn them on the plane, in the cab and in the hotel room, with the vibrator buzzing in my pussy. I then deposited them in the pouch. Quickly, Gerardo closed it and put it in the envelope. Then he offered me the flap. This time I understood more quickly. I moistened the glue on the flap with my tongue and Gerardo closed the envelope. 

	-Don't you want to know what it's for? -my boss asked. 

	Those questions were often tricky. If he admitted yes, it meant he had a need and that meant Gerardo could negotiate something in return to satisfy it. It was the free market, the law of supply and demand. 

	-Yes. What is it for? -I asked, however. I was really curious and I had to go to the bathroom. I couldn't worry at that moment about possible negotiations. 

	Gerardo stopped for a moment - a moment too long for me - and thought about it, but then answered. 

	-It's for your husband. I'm going to send it to him. I want him to smell how horny you get with me, I want him to be aware of your scent, while you are here with me. Do you think so? 

	As naturally dominant as he was with me-maybe with certain women in general-he seemed so insecure at times with respect to my husband. It seemed that in that respect men were not equally good with him and that he needed my approval. I didn't know if it was because he was a man or because he was my husband.  

	I nodded. 

	-Are you going to send the envelope home? -I asked. It was a rhetorical question. Of course that was the idea, how else could I send it? I figured I would send it by express service, otherwise it wouldn't get to him in time. 

	-Not exactly. I'm going to send it to someone to take it home. 

	Gerardo smiled. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"After you told Gerardo that your husband had become unemployed, has your boss taken advantage of the information to further humiliate Daniel or lower his self-esteem? Does he use that weakness of Daniel's to make you undervalue your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, Gerardo has not used that topic or any other to directly humiliate Daniel. He humiliates him indirectly, through me, by delighting in showing him what he can do with me and also in showing him that, when he wants to, he can stop showing him (by taking me into the bedroom or having me blindfold him)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If for a few months now your husband hasn't contributed anything to your economy to maintain your standard of living, he hasn't contributed anything to you sexually for some time now and sentimentally he's just a routine ("a monotonous plate of lentils", you told a follower), why don't you leave your husband now and focus your life on what you really love and desire, which is Gerardo, and deepen your submission to him? Gerardo is the "chili" that gives your life excitement and meaning right now." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Chili without meat is meaningless. My husband is the sustenance and Gerardo is the garnish. Without my husband, this would be meaningless. I don't know if maybe I expressed myself badly with the lentil dish or if I was misinterpreted. In any case, I didn't mean at all that my husband doesn't interest me on a sentimental level, quite the contrary." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Well, if you have to go off every so often with another man (moreover, always the same man) in order to get along a little better with your marriage, then deep down there's something wrong there." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And do you have a partner? Because if you don't, something might not be working for you. And if you do, what are you doing looking at porn blogs and horns? Something's not working...." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From what you tell and from the images you post, it seems that Gerardo awakens in you loving feelings that you have never felt before with anyone. He wants you for himself. Besides, he is rich and powerful and can give you a life of luxury, which your husband cannot give you. Why don't you divorce Daniel and go all in with Gerardo? Women have to worry about our present and future well-being, with someone who can really protect us and give us what we need. None of that can be given to you by your current husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"They are not loving feelings. There is a certain resemblance, I admit, because they are feelings of feeling protected (and exposed at the same time), of feeling understood, desired... But part of those feelings could also be parental and there is in fact a component of that in them. But it is not love. I can't conceive of sex (except for exceptional moments) without any kind of feeling. For me, the interesting thing about this lifestyle is not just the sex, but what I feel. But I don't feel for Gerardo or any other man what I feel for Daniel. And I don't feel for Daniel what I feel for Gerardo. They are things on different levels and in different dimensions, but they are compatible. I like being with Gerardo, but I would not like to be his wife, no matter how many comforts he could offer me. It's one thing to have him as a boss in the office. It's another to have sex with him and even go on vacation with him. But it would be quite another to be quasi-married to him. No. By the way, speaking of comforts, there is one thing Gerardo cannot offer me: Would he allow me to be a hotwife and sleep with whomever I want and whenever I want? At this stage of my life, I like him to take control, but it's only a stage. Would he allow me to dominate him? Would he give me a foot massage? There are some things money can't buy." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Good. With your salary you could live perfectly well? I mean: could you leave your husband as a house servant, taking care of the cleaning, supply and happiness of you and your daughter? I mean, you could be a typical family of the fifties or sixties, where the wife brings the money and the lovers home, with the knowledge of the COURIER, his submission and acceptance. And don't forget: Imagine you make your husband submissive like what dommaduro60 explains. Ha ha ha ha. what do you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I didn't know that in the fifties or sixties wives brought money and lovers home. Did this already exist back then? Yes, on my salary we can live. But I don't think my salary is forever. And, in any case, we don't like the feeling of being dependent on it. It's not a bad thing at all, as it partly helps me to overcome certain barriers with respect to Gerardo and to move forward, which is what I've set out to do this year, but it's not something I'd want in the long run." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In the afternoon we went on an excursion, first to visit a nearby lake and its adjoining forests and then to a nearby village, which had some of the oldest wooden houses in Europe. The nature of the alpine country was impressive and made one think how nice it would be to live there. But for so much greenery it also needs to rain a lot and I prefer the blue sky of Madrid. Besides, the people in Switzerland, it seems that all of them have the vocation of a policeman. Gerardo took the opportunity to take several compromising photos of me, which too many times provoked the anger of some Swiss. It was not the first time Gerardo took erotic pictures of me in public places. He liked photography and loved to get on my nerves and watch with satisfaction as I posed for him naked. A year ago, in Switzerland, albeit in a different location, he had taken a photo shoot of me, but I had the feeling that this time I was taking more than my share of risks. Although we were running away like teenagers after a prank to avoid greater evils, it seemed that Gerardo did not care too much, which was not quite normal for him. 

	It was cold and it didn't help to be naked under the fur coat that I had previously bought in a store in the town where we were staying. It seemed that I had everything studied and that I knew that the store sold coats. I wore no panties and the bra was only a prelude to expose my breasts.  

	Accustomed to my thick fur, I also felt the cold in my private parts. Two days before the trip, Gerardo had made me go to the beauty parlor. Mari Carme had smiled when she saw me, but then she had blushed. Seeing her again was also uncomfortable for me. She had seen me tied up and naked at Gerardo's house. And he had kissed me. Now that I had kissed Lidia and had even cum with her, that kiss with Mari Carme took on a different meaning. You did it on purpose, Gerardo, so that I would always feel like this, when I went to the hairdresser's. Mari Carme had treated me professionally, but her inevitable fingers on my skin had electrified me in an uncomfortable way. It had been bearable, as she had taken care of my hair, trimmed the ends and renewed the dye; she had done it in the public part of the salon. But it had been unbearable in the private part, where he had waxed me. He had done it with care, taking care of the details, without caring about the time spent. He had waxed my legs and armpits, but also the little hairs on my coccyx and lumbar and other parts. In the end, I only had hairs strictly where the canon of beauty demanded them. I had the feeling that I was getting ready for a big event. Oh God, what's in store for me? I had also waxed my ass, opening my buttocks professionally, but opening them, after all, after having made out at my boss's house. And he had waxed my sex, touching me, irremediably, down there. I had completely shaved off my vaginal lips and left a relatively wide strip - or landing strip, as my husband called it - on top. My husband had loved the new look of my pussy. He didn't like anything so lush, as Gerardo usually preferred. Why for or on trips my boss made me shave downstairs, I didn't know, because on the way back he demanded that I let it grow wild again. As was always the case with a trip in between, Daniel only benefited for a limited time from my new look, more in line with his preferences and contrary to those of my boss, except when we went on a trip. Then, Mari Carme had dyed my pubic hair, as she used to do, why, if she almost always takes only black and white pictures of me, where the color is not visible? I can assure you that my beautician, although very professional, was as uncomfortable as I was. 

	I was only wearing a garter belt, a pair of stockings and two pairs of long leg warmers, apart from my usual accessories that made me a strange pet. I had found the leg warmers in my suitcase and they weren't mine. Well, they are now. They left my foot bare and came up to above my knee. One stop was nylon. Those leg warmers were basically socks, except they didn't cover the foot and started at the ankle. The other pair was gray cotton and was the one I liked to wear the most in the cold weather. As footwear, I wore the boots I had brought with me. Gerardo had left them in my suitcase, in addition to the high heeled sandals he had given me. I also had a little jacket, whose purpose, more than to keep me warm, was to highlight my nakedness from the waist down, when I put it on. Those were the things we combined for my poses. Gerardo had brought, of course, his reflex camera, several lenses, the tripod and his imagination. He would take advantage of any detail of the environment to take pictures of me: in front of a tree, behind it, under a branch, in the white snow... If it hadn't been for the cold and because we ran the risk of being seen and, in the worst case, arrested, it would have been fun. But it was hard work. 

	-Gema, are those boots of yours waterproof? 

	-I don't know," I answered my boss, freezing cold. Why? 

	-Don't worry; we'll find out now. I want you to cross that way," my boss demanded of me. Walking through the forest, we had come to a stream. On the other side was a spectacular boulder.  

	-What? -No, boss, no. Please don't. The water is frozen. 

	-It's not. If it were, it would be ice," my boss lectured me, making me feel like a foolish child. Although I admit there are icicles, but those aren't from the water in the creek. 

	-No, please. Take my picture from here. I'm cold. 

	-The cold makes your nipples perfectly erect. It's going to look great. Don't be stubborn and obey. 

	-No, boss. Please don't. 

	-I didn't expect that attitude from you. It's okay, Gema. Don't cross. -The way she said it, it seemed that the word "cross" had a metaphorical meaning. Don't do it for me. After all, who am I, other than a fifty-fifty partner in the company. 

	-What do you mean? -I stammered, pulling. 

	-Nothing. That you might prefer to cross for Tiburcio. You might prefer to make that demonstration of commitment for him. After all, he owns the other fifty percent of the company. 

	You're not serious! I couldn't believe what my boss was telling me. Tiburcio was ugly as a wart on his ass, both inside and out. I panicked. 

	-No, please. Not that. 

	-You will do what I tell you, Gema. One way or another, in due time, you will. But don't worry, this is not Tiburcio's time. It's time for you to cross over, for me. I know what I ask of you. I know it scares you. But trust me. Everything will be all right. You can make it. I'll share the picture with you. 

	The waters of the stream barely reached halfway up my calves, but they were bitingly cold, as were the rocks below. Unsure, trying not to fall in, I waded into the stream. The current was strong and threatened to pull me in. But I understood the significance of crossing it for Gerardo. 

	-See? You can do it. You can do anything, Gema. I'm proud of you. 

	His words filled me with warmth, even though Gerardo was about five meters away from me. He will always be with me; no matter the distance or what is in between.  

	My boss had me stand under the rock and pose in various positions for him. With each click of his camera, my surrender to him was immortalized. 

	I don't know what Gerardo liked more, photography itself or exposing me. Because it wasn't enough for him to take pretty pictures of me. No, what he wants is to expose me in some way. Even when he photographed me at his house, I think he did it more thinking about how he made me feel with each click than about taking the picture. At least, for some time he had agreed to pass me some of the photos he took of me. I had seen most of them on his computer, but he didn't usually pass them on to me, sharing them with me in dribs and drabs. He had told me he was doing a book and to wait until it was finished. Then, if she was good, she would pass me her complete selection of the best ones. Although she was doing them all in color, I had seen that most of the ones that were selected she was passing on to me in black and white. The few she had passed on to me so far, rather than for my enjoyment, were to make me feel exposed. I have no doubt about that. Sometimes I was afraid to think about the power I was giving this man over me, with so many pictures of me. As inhibited as I am about publishing photos of myself, he has... I don't know... dozens, many dozens. Not all of them showed my face, but many of them did. But, for some reason, I trusted this man. Maybe it was because I believed he would have a lot more to lose than I would if he never published them. Or maybe it was because I knew he was a gentleman... a bastard, but a gentleman. Maybe it was because deep down I was turned on by him having this pseudo-power over me. Maybe it's because he exposes me, which I hardly dare to do myself, because it's easier for me to yield power and obey, than to take the initiative in this matter. 

	-That's it. You look beautiful. Come with me, let me warm you up. 

	I crossed the creek again, this time faster than before. Gerardo wrapped his coat around me and took me in his arms. I felt tucked in and protected again. Truly, between the cold, the current and the sharp stones, I had been afraid. And also for the true meaning of this ordeal. With my cheek on his mighty chest, I sobbed like a child, protected from danger by her father's unfailing embrace. "Why are you looking at me like that?", I would later write in my blog. "Am I guilty for feeling protected yet exposed with Gerardo? If my husband can understand, why can't you?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	
Anonymous: 

	"Don't get dragged down by some haters. You're great. I guess some people are just worried about Daniel. They're afraid I might lose you, when your mind seems so busy with Gerard." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that Gerardo fills your soul and Daniel fills your heart, but the soul is the most important thing in a person. The heart can be replaced and transplanted, but the soul is what makes you a person; it is your essence and it is eternal. So, don't you think Gerardo is and will be the most important thing in your life? Your future is with him, while Daniel must now look for another person who truly fills his soul. You can't do that, because your thoughts, desires and energies are 100% with Gerardo, as seen in your postings." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The soul is what defines a person, to a certain extent. That's why Gerardo fills it up for me, because he knows how to dig into it and bring hidden things to light. But what is a soul without a heart? The heart feels like beating, the soul does not. The soul may be eternal, but it's the heart that keeps you alive." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The soul is the sublime, what makes us special, what differentiates us from other creatures. A soul has a life of its own and does not need a specific heart to be; any heart will do. The heart is not important, it is only a muscle that, if it is old or tired or useless for some reason, is replaced by another one and everything remains the same. The soul, however... What would a person be without his soul? Nothing. A piece of flesh, just animal instinct." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And what would a person be without a heart? All people have souls, but not all have hearts. And those who have a heart, some have only hatred and bitterness in it and others love and compassion. We will not know if the soul exists or not, until we go to the afterlife and then it will be too late. But we can know the value of the heart in this life, and I assure you it is more than a muscle." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said it yourself: you fill your soul with Gerardo and your heart with Daniel. If he fills his heart with you, but you are not able to fill his soul, as it seems, he will need someone else to do it and now he has time and opportunity to find it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But he would never do it without my permission...or without the key to his chastity device." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In the evening, my rebelliousness was rewarded. Before we went to a restaurant for dinner, Gerardo made sure with his hand on my defenseless ass that I did not forget who was in charge. Of course I could have refused. I could have made him stop, but I did not. I didn't like pain at all. I never liked pain. And I still don't like it. Or so I tell myself. Some people get turned on by pain, but that's not me.  

	The reality is that the pain provokes deep emotions in me, when he plays with my nipples like this. It hurts and I don't like that. But, for some reason, it turns me on. I moan. I moan loudly for him, so that he hears the ecstasy it provokes in me. I have done it in front of my husband and I have done it so that some of his relatives, who stayed overnight at his house, could hear it. It was strange, but, since the boob job, I liked it better when he pinched my nipples. Something had changed in me. Maybe it was just the fact that I knew my breasts were his, because I had paid for them and chosen them. Or maybe something had changed, physically. Or maybe it was just that it gave me pleasure to please him. 

	But, when he spanked my ass, it was different. It wasn't sexual pleasure at all that I felt. He spanked me and I became a girl. My ass burned and reminded me of when my father had once punished me that way. Sometimes, to make it more tolerable, Gerardo allowed me to masturbate at the same time. Then two opposite sensations would come together, but both together would lead to release. My bottom would sting and I would know it would be red as a tomato, but Gerardo would continue to spank me.  

	Why did I let him whip me then? Was it perhaps because he knew I deserved it? Did I deserve it for not wanting to cross the stream, for disobeying him, or for other things besides? There were so many other reasons and most of them had nothing to do with him.  

	I wanted her to stop, but deep down I was grateful that she didn't. Soon, the tears would fall and take all my worries and tensions with them. I am just a child. I am his child. I have nothing to worry about. The world has become simple, at least for a while. My husband understood, because I sometimes spanked him too, although I always did it with fear of going too far. I didn't know if Gerardo had the same fears, but if he does, he didn't show it. His hand is firm, as it should be. 

	I knew that afterwards he would take me in his arms and comfort me, while my tears would finish sliding down my cheeks. I would curl up on his chest, hug him while he would hold my head and caress the back of my neck, whispering to me that everything was okay and that he was proud of me. It would make me forget, for a while, the world around me. The challenges of my job. My master's degree. My English classes. The mortgage. My husband's unemployment and his fluctuating moods. My teenage daughter's bad moods. Mario. The pig of Ripoll. The risk that he would allow so many compromising photos to be in someone else's hands. Even Daniel. My worries and tensions would evaporate and I would feel an immense peace, a sweet and bitter serenity at the same time, but sweet, after all. The world would be simple. Everything would be simple. My relationship with him. Him. Nothing else. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello Gema. Very nice to greet you again. I am having a hard time assimilating these last parts of your experiences, especially because of Daniel. Because of the fears that he may be living inside, seeing you so devoted to Gerardo. My soul literally shrinks. And I don't doubt your love for him and I know you love your husband deeply, but do you still show your love for him personally in some way when you are alone? Does he tell you his fears? I take this opportunity to send you a huge kiss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sorry for the delay in getting back to you. I can't keep up with everything I have lately. Of course, Daniel and I talk a lot. On a day-to-day basis, we are a very normal couple. My husband sees me devoted body and soul to Gerardo, but not in my heart. His fears? That it will go further than I can digest, not for him, but for me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We went out to dinner at a nearby restaurant. My ass still stung and felt hot. I would have liked to have worn something more spectacular for him, but Gerardo had transferred most of my belongings to Lidia's suitcase at the Madrid airport and I had just enough. So, I could only dress modestly. The waiter at the restaurant kindly offered to store our coats in the closet. Gerardo gave him his, but I declined. Inside the restaurant, the fur coat would be a nuisance and I would be hot, even if I wasn't wearing anything underneath. Well, I was wearing the nylon heater that was shaped like a fishnet. They used to say that fishnet stockings were slutty, but that was bullshit.  

	-Boss, can I ask you something? -I didn't wait for his answer; my question was innocuous. Why leg warmers and not stockings? -I didn't need to ask him why they were fishnet, that is, slutty. But I had wondered about the legwarmers, since he had always had a fetish for stockings. Actually, those leg warmers were nothing more than stockings, except that they left the foot bare and started at the ankle.  

	-You see, Gema. With the high-heeled sandals I gave you, I like to know that your foot is naked, underneath," explained my boss. 

	Just like the rest of my body, under the coat. But at least, with the coat, my battered little butt has a squishy place to sit. 

	Gerardo, however, had other ideas on the matter.  

	-Is your butt still sore? -asked my boss, after the waiter had taken our order and disappeared to the kitchen to order our dinner. 

	I nodded. He had given me a good spanking. It had made me cry, but I felt released from my worries and bondage. 

	-Good. You deserved it. Lift up your coat in the back. I want you to sit your sore ass right on the chair. That way you won't forget it during dinner. 

	Although I was fully awake, I was in a kind of trance. I was in an intoxicatingly sweet peace. Subspace. Or almost. I didn't hesitate to obey, not on this occasion. I looked around to make sure no one saw me. It was high season and although the little town Gerardo had taken me to wasn't a prime tourist spot, being Friday, the restaurant was pretty full. I lifted my butt slightly off the chair and threw my coat back. Next, I landed my precious buttocks on the cold, hard chair. I shuddered at the contact. My buttocks felt warm and flushed after the spanking and the chair was still cold, even though I had been sitting in it for quite a while. No doubt the coat was a good thermal insulator. 

	The waiter soon appeared with the bread and butter. I prayed he wouldn't notice my boldness. Even though I had never met him before and might never see him again, I was embarrassed that he thought I was a pervert. I am not perverted. I am perverted. Gerardo has perverted me. But it was hard for him to notice. The coat was fluffy and you wouldn't notice that he had sat his bare ass on the chair. Anyway, why would he think I would be naked underneath? Was it so strange that I didn't want to take off my coat, so obvious was my motivation? For an instant, I had feared that Gerardo would direct me to take off my coat in the restaurant, but fortunately he hadn't. No, Gerardo wasn't one for public scandal; that wasn't his style. Or at least it hadn't been until recently. I sensed something had changed in him, though I wasn't sure what it was. Why had he painted my nipples and areolas with lipstick? Why did he want them to stand out, if not to expose me at some point? A shiver should have run through my body, but it didn't. Instead, I felt a warmth inside me. Was it because of the wine? It couldn't be, as I had barely had two drinks, but it felt the same, sweet and intoxicating. 

	-You look beautiful," my boss complimented me. His words always meant a lot to me. And you have such a pretty color on your cheeks. 

	Yes, I felt he was right. My cheeks were hot, as hot as my little butt, as if I had blushed. {No doubt, they match your buttocks}. 

	-Are you enjoying yourself? -he asked. 

	I bit my lower lip and nodded, looking at him like a shy fawn. 

	-I'm glad," said my boss. 

	He then manipulated his cell phone and at once I felt a slight vibration, a tingling inside me. I was wearing the remote-controlled vibrator. It hadn't been easy for me to walk from the car to the restaurant and once inside to our table without it falling out of my vagina. It's easier with panties on. But I had done it. I had tightened my vaginal muscles and my legs. I had had a hard time in the restaurant, thinking of the embarrassment I would feel, if suddenly such a device fell out from between my legs, but Gerardo had assured me that I would manage to do it. And I did. Gerardo had set it in motion on the slightest of levels, but I had to close my eyes nonetheless. I still hadn't cum all day and was having too many impressions to process: Lidia in the morning at the Madrid airport... at the hotel with Gerardo, before going for a walk... the photo shoot... the stream... the spanking... and now this. For a moment, I was dizzy. Am I enjoying myself? Is that what you want? My vagina seemed to think so, and my soul seemed to agree, too, but sometimes I had the feeling that things were happening too fast. Fantasy used to be better than reality, but there were times when reality overtook it. Where am I going, where is it taking me, what madness had set me on this path and kept me walking forward? I felt my nipples erect and bit my lower lip again. Since the operation, they seemed larger and more sensitive than before. That was most likely my imagination, but I kept telling myself. What had the surgeon done to me that I didn't know about? Could Gerardo have paid him to secretly manipulate them? Was there such an operation? Nipple enlargement and sensitivity enhancement - wouldn't that be against professional ethics, as well as being strictly forbidden? I shook my head, forcing myself out of my thoughts. 

	-Gemma. Gemma! I'm talking to you. Can't you hear me? 

	Yes, now I could hear him. I sighed and looked at him. I nodded. There was my boss, the man around whom so much of my world revolved. Sometimes it seemed like a spiral. Can I still be saved? 

	-Are you sitting on the tail? 

	I nodded. 

	-Take it out the back, under the coat, will you? 

	I didn't really want to, but I nodded. Yes, boss. I lifted my ass up and reached under it for the cock-plug with one hand. I pulled it straight back and adjusted the coat so that it stuck out a little under it. I surprised myself, when I realized I had done it without looking around to make sure no one saw me. I gulped. Anyway, the tail goes with the coat; surely no one will notice anything. The waiter caught me sitting on the chair. He was bringing our first course. If he had noticed anything strange, he didn't let it show. He didn't look Swiss. Probably an immigrant from the former Yugoslavia, maybe Croatian. The Swiss struck me as serious and humorless, always eager to keep an eye out and spot something illegal to report. He had better be Croatian, if he is. The waiter placed our bowls of salad on the table. Gerardo had taken over the menu and ordered for both of us.  

	That was something I sometimes did with my husband. Sometimes I would even purposely avoid ordering for him what I knew was his favorite dish and substitute something else healthy. I liked to make it clear to him, from time to time, who was in charge, because sometimes he would forget and then it would make his temper worse and he would stop being the sweet husband I deserved. But it wasn't just that I deserved it, but more importantly, that he deserved to be. My husband didn't like himself when he was being grumpy. We had talked about it and Daniel had admitted that it didn't sit well with him to swing to the dominant side. He preferred to be submissive. Being and being are not the same thing. You can be submissive, but not be in that state. Despite the humiliations necessary to make him feel that way - at peace with himself - that was what he wanted and what he needed. The problem was on my side, not his. I felt that, despite everything, I often failed him as a dominant woman. Yes, I liked to dominate him, but I lacked the consistency and drive to do so. I had to constantly remind myself why I did what I did.  

	Gerardo had ordered white wine. He had done so without consulting me, but as far as wines were concerned, that was normal, since I did not understand those wines. He had ordered a rather sweet and slightly acidic one, like the ones I usually preferred. However, not letting me read the menu was something new. It was the first time I was not allowed to choose the food in a restaurant. The waiter had given me the menu, but Gerardo had taken it from me in front of him and simply winked. To me or to the waiter? That had been his entire explanation.  

	The waiter placed the plates of flour soup on the table and left, wishing us "guten Appetit". Well, actually I made that up, as I couldn't tell what he had said. I didn't speak German and neither did the Swiss, really. 

	-Are you hot? -asked Gerardo. 

	Evidently I had it. With the fur coat on in the well-heated restaurant and the soup warming up, I was starting to sweat. However, I didn't dare answer my boss. I was already dreading his next nastiness, should I complain about the heat. 

	-Why don't you show him your legs a little next time the waiter comes by? I'm sure it will help you take some of the heat off," he suggested. I didn't need to give him any ideas, Gerardo already had them all by himself. Let's say you let him know it's not panties you're wearing, shall we?  

	Gerardo did not expect my answer. When he asked like that, it was because they were purely rhetorical questions. He might as well have ordered me as a sergeant to his soldier, but Gerardo preferred to be polite. His tone of voice, however, left no room for retorts. I nodded and tried to put on my best smile, but it was short-lived. Gerardo had clicked on the cell phone and increased the intensity level of the vibrator. 

	The waiter returned to clear the plates as soon as we finished our soup. He did so with the usual Swiss efficiency -although he was probably Slavic-, but he couldn't help but glance at my legs several times. I had crossed them and my coat had inadvertently opened, revealing my thigh up to above the elastic band of my stocking-warmers. I still had nice legs, for my age. 

	-Do you like the boy? No, don't deny it. I know you like him. Why shouldn't I? It doesn't seem wrong to me; it's natural," said my boss, to my astonishment. Why don't you strike up a conversation with him the next time he comes over? I'd like to see if he's able to look you in the eye or if his gaze wanders to your legs. What do you think? 

	He had slowly shaken his head in response to her first question, but it had indeed been a lie, albeit a merciful one. The boy must have been in his mid-twenties and good looking. He had light brown hair and blue eyes. His skin was fair, but not pale. He was tall, maybe six feet. He was thin, but not excessively so. Of course, I was physically attracted to him. Probably, if I had been here with my husband, I would have smiled mischievously at him, if only to get on my husband's nerves. I would have made the guy believe that I was interested in him and that I was willing to cheat on my husband, who didn't know any better. Somehow, I would have made him believe that I was doing it on the sly, but at the same time I would have done it in such a way that my husband would not lose any detail. Of course, it would have been nothing more than a harmless flirtation. It was unlikely that the guy would want to get into trouble at his place of work, let alone in Switzerland, where everything was expected to run like clockwork. But with Gerard, it simply hadn't seemed appropriate to take that kind of initiative. It didn't seem right to play behind his back. Yes, I was having an affair with Mario, but that was pre-arranged and I had earned his permission. But flirting with the waiter in front of him would simply not have crossed my mind, and it was much easier to play the sexually boring woman with him as my partner. What are you really up to, boss? Nothing was casual; Gerardo was always up to something. Is it that now he puts you in the cuckold's shoes? {I doubt it. That doesn't suit him}. 

	The waiter returned with our second course. It was a strange composition. I had heard Gerardo ask for it, but I hadn't understood a word of it. I looked at the plate, trying to decipher the condiments and, above all, the meaning of putting them all together. 

	-This is macaroni with apple compote. The macaroni are cooked with onions, bacon, cream and Gruyere cheese," he explained in admirable English. 

	I admit that I did not understand everything and that I have looked at the recipe after the fact. Alplermagronen, it's called. 

	-Oops," I suddenly exclaimed. 

	Gerardo had increased the power of the vibrator to the maximum, for a moment, reminding me of the mission he had given me. But what could I say to the handsome waiter, and in my still rudimentary English? Are you testing my English, boss? What if I fail? 

	-Everything okay, ma'am? -he asked worriedly. 

	-Yes, yes. -I raised my palm to him and sighed. It is just... very hot here. -It was the best I could think of at the time, and it was a mistake, for I had set the trap myself. 

	-Do you want me to take that robe for you? I can put it into the wardrobe for you. 

	-No, no. It's ok. I'm fine," I managed to say. I definitely couldn't leave my coat with him, so he could keep it for me. 

	Gerardo was having fun with the vibrator controls, like a kid with the PlayStation. I crossed my legs backwards, this time left over right. The coat unintentionally fell open again, revealing my bare thigh above the elastic band of the stocking-warmer. The waiter couldn't help but take a quick glance, but immediately looked up. 

	-What is your name? -I asked, pointing to the name tag. Yes, I know, it was a stupid question. Actually, I wanted to ask him how to pronounce his name, but the right verb hadn't come to my mind at that moment, and it's similar to Spanish. 

	-Bogdanović. Darko Bogdanović," he replied. 

	-Darko. Nice! Where are you from? 

	-I am from Bosnia, but I am Croatian. 

	I had been right, he was Croatian. My instinct had not failed me. 

	 -And you, where are you from?" he asked. 

	-Spain. 

	-Oh, beautiful Spain! I love Spain. Real Madrid or Barcelona? 

	I shook my head.  

	-I don't like football. 

	-No? I like Luka Modrić. He's the best! 

	Trying to carry the conversation forward, I asked him how long he had been living in Switzerland, to which he replied about two years. I then asked him if he lived there, but Darko explained that he did not, that he lived in a nearby town, where the rent was cheaper. The conversation didn't go on much longer, because the waiter apologized, aware that he was spending more time than stipulated and that there were other customers to attend to. The Swiss did not allow delays. 

	-Do you know why I painted your nipples? -asked Gerardo. 

	I lowered my head in shame. 

	  

	*** 

	Anonymous: 

	"In romantic love it is not possible to distinguish between loving and being in love. They are the same thing with different intensity. Falling in love is more intense and excluding and when it settles we call it love. Is it possible to love two men at the same time? Perhaps for a not very long time, but in the end one of them is always excluded from that love and no one knows which of them it will be, because feelings cannot be controlled, not even your own, no matter how sure you think you are of them." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I disagree. I think there are multiple types of love. Love for our partner, love for our parents, love for our children, love for our siblings... those are the most typical and the ones we all agree do not conflict with each other. However, they are Love. Therefore, one can love more than one person. Can we love more than one person with whom we have sex? I do not see why not. Our European vision makes us think that love is only between the couple, but we forget that in a large part of the world polygamy exists. I would not dare to say that those men do not love their multiple women (and although more minority, there are cultures where women have multiple men). I don't think we humans have a let's say genetic limitation in this regard; it's more a matter of culture, personal attitude and mental flexibility. I believe that in that sense I could love multiple men, each one in his own way, different in intensity and dimension, or even, as the case may be, equally. Why not? Why not? Why continue to think in a one-dimensional and exclusive way? Why limit ourselves unnecessarily? That said, I am not looking for a polyamorous relationship, at least not in the sense of having multiple partners with whom I want to share my whole life. My whole life... my feelings tell me that I want to share it only with Daniel. But I see no problem in sharing my time with other men and developing feelings that, although in different intensities and dimensions, could be called love. In fact, I am not interested in sex just for sex's sake. I am interested in the feelings that are produced, how they evolve and how they impact on and are expressed through sex. With respect to my lovers, I'm not interested in contacting on Tinder or similar to get a quick fuck. And regarding Gerardo, I'm not interested in a BDSM session. I'm interested in having someone to trust, someone to share more than sex with, someone to admire, someone to call a friend, someone to evolve and discover things with. I don't think it will last forever, although I would like to keep some friendship forever and keep at least a part of the feelings. Call those feelings love, if you want, or call it something else. It's nothing more than a name, a label. The important thing is that I don't see why it would be exclusive and why it would compete with Love for my husband." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I'm going to ask you a question that I know is difficult to answer: if with Gerardo or a future corneador you felt that your feelings started to go far beyond a passing infatuation, to the point that they compromised your feelings for Daniel and there was a serious risk that you would consider breaking up your marriage, if the relationship continued, would you risk going all the way or would you give up because of that real fear of no longer loving your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's a good question. If the feelings were so strong, would it be because of blindness on my part or because my love with Daniel wasn't as true as I think it is? If it were the latter, wouldn't the right and honest thing to do be to accept it and act accordingly? Or, conversely, would the right and honest thing to do be to nip those feelings in the bud? How do I know if it's the former or the latter? Would it be foolhardy to risk it and go all the way to the bottom to find out? Or would it be wiser to nip it in the bud and be left wondering for the rest of your life? Honestly, I love Daniel and besides that feeling of love, I am loyal to him. That's the only thing I can answer, because no matter how much I would say now, I wouldn't have any courage until I was in that situation. I could say one thing now, but in that hypothetical moment feel and think a different one, so, my answer right now would not be truly meaningful." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Why was I ashamed to flirt with that handsome waiter? With my husband, I would have done it with great joy and mischief, especially in a place like that, so far away from our home and where we were not known and would not be known. I would have flirted with him of my own accord, simply for the pleasure of doing it, for no other purpose (which was difficult to do anyway, except in movies and novels) and because I knew it turned my husband on. Obviously, I would not have sat my bare bottom on the chair nor would I have worn a plug-pony. Nor would I have worn a fur coat or been naked underneath. But I would have smiled at him, looked him in the eye and shown him a little leg and a little more cleavage than might be considered normal. So why with Gerardo did the same thing take on a different meaning? Why did it make me feel small with him, when with my husband it was the opposite? With Gerardo I felt that I was exposed and defenseless, while with my husband, the same fact made me feel sexually powerful, playing with my womanly weapons that excited and upset men so much. 

	-Gemma. Gemma! 

	Gerardo's powerful voice brought me out of my reverie. I had gone off the deep end again. 

	Gerardo had made me show my breasts to the waiter. Not blatantly, of course, and I didn't know how much he had actually seen either. I only knew that, while taking note of our desserts, my coat had inadvertently opened, revealing a more than generous cleavage. Normally, I was pleased when men couldn't take their eyes off my cleavage, but that was not the case this time. The young waiter had glanced up several times, trying to dissemble as he pointed. I felt exposed and embarrassed and, for some strange reason, that turned me on. What's happening to me? Why don't I feel powerful doing it? And why exactly does it turn me on to feel embarrassed? What have you done to me, Gerardo? 

	-Gemma! Did you hear me? 

	What had Gerardo told me? Did he want me to write something down on the paper he was offering me, along with a pen? My phone? And did he want me to give it to the waiter while he went to the bathroom, before they served dessert? My phone! I hadn't even spoken to my husband yet and he wanted me to use it to flirt with another man. He surely wouldn't call me anyway, so what hope could I have that he would? After the little hints we had given, after my strange behavior, I must have been nothing but a moron to him. What was a middle-aged woman doing, naked under a fur coat, in a restaurant, looking for accidental excuses to show him her leg or her breasts, implying that she is completely naked underneath? What was that woman doing with an older man next to me, someone who could be her father, but obviously wasn't? She was certainly a moron. The only hope Gerardo might have that the waiter would take the bait was that young Darko thought Gerardo was my husband and that because of his age I was no longer satisfied. That and that he is curious to fuck a mature tourist, because surely he has no shortage of young women. But I didn't see Gerardo in the role of the cuckolded husband; that didn't suit him. Do you want to experience what it feels like on the other side of the fence? [Does he want to show you that with him you would have that too?] 

	-Gemma! Of course, I don't know what's wrong with you today, but I hope you'll be more alert tomorrow. We have an important appointment. Do you understand what you have to do? 

	That was the first clue. An important appointment? It was the first news I had. What have you been up to, boss? 

	-Yes, yes, all clear. You can trust me; you know that. Have I ever let you down? -I managed to say with a smile. 

	Gerardo followed his plan; he got up and went to the bathroom. Soon after, the waiter came with the desserts. He took his time to explain the ingredients. I didn't know how to explain to him that I didn't like skiing and that I would stay in town while Gerardo went to the snow. I could barely ask him in my rudimentary English if he knew of any activities I could do to kill some time. I assumed that was what Gerardo wanted, for me to pick him up. In Spanish it would have been much easier for me to do it, being able to play with the words and the way of expressing myself, but my English didn't give me much play. In Spanish I would have been able to say it in such a way that even the most clumsy would have been able to read between the lines, but without making it too obvious. 

	-Maybe you could show me? -I asked without much finesse. 

	I accidentally dropped the napkin and the waiter bent down to pick it up. I bent down moments later, with such misfortune that our heads collided. 

	-Sorry! -apologized the waiter, even though it was my fault. 

	-Don't worry. You can make up for it," I replied. 

	The apology stalled him and I reached for the napkin before he did. I unfolded it and uncovered a piece of paper with my phone number and name jotted down by hand. "Call me!" it said in English. Darko froze for a few moments. We were still both bent over. He looked at the paper and then at me. My cleavage had accidentally opened up again, leaving perhaps even more visible than before, due to my posture of being bent down. His eyes barely lasted a few hundredths of a second on my face and immediately drifted downward. I let Darko enjoy the sight for a second and sat up. The waiter took the paper and hid it quickly but absently, as if he was afraid of being caught stealing something. With a nervous smile he said goodbye and left. On the way he met Gerardo and greeted him politely. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"I'm glad you liked the picture I sent you. Tell Daniel not to be angry with me; tell him that I like him very much and that he has more value than anyone else in this story of yours. The image is just the representation of the situation your story draws in my head." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, he doesn't get angry. He has a good sense of humor about these things. And yes, he's the bravest." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"To clarify also about 2018: 1. I'm sure you enjoy it a lot, but what I meant is that you renounce your freedom of choice and that's what you were boasting about until now. 2. I meant forbidding you to touch your husband, except at specific times and always with Gerardo present (another reader also commented on this and you did not want to answer him). 4. More like piercing. 5. I meant living with him permanently or the whole working week, as a couple, leaving only Saturday and Sunday to your husband. Of course Daniel rejects it, but what about you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No piercings, please. I think I've changed my body enough for him (although it hasn't been just for that). Anyway, I don't get the feeling that Gerardo is into piercings. Otherwise, I'm open to exploring possibilities. That's what I've started the year with. I know that, if we don't explore now, we never will." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think that leaves its mark and heightens Daniel's fears, that after more than a year he still doesn't approve of the relationship. I think he has detected changes in you that disconcert him and realizes that your willingness to explore your darker side may for the first time not include him and that the end of that path may not take you back home, but to other unknown worlds, where Daniel has no place or presence. He knows that if one person gives his soul to another who possesses it, there is no room for anyone else there." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I understand what you are saying and you are not wrong. I can only reiterate that wherever I go, Daniel will come with me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The reasons you give for Daniel not accompanying you to Switzerland are just self-justification. The cost would be only the trip, since the cabin is the same for two as for three and it is now that he is unemployed that you could take advantage of it, since the company pays the expenses of the business trip. I think the real reason is that you don't know how to manage a 24 hour stay for the three of you together for a whole week. Also if you were to meet friends I already introduce you as a couple, how does Gerardo's ego look like, if Daniel goes?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have to admit that I agree with the first part you comment. As for the second part, I have to tell you that on this occasion we did not coincide with his friends, but perhaps it was my fault, because of my hesitation in deciding to go." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Tell me if on one of these nights in Switzerland, in bed next to Gerardo, already asleep, after having fucked him and even with his semen dripping from your sex, you haven't masturbated thinking about Daniel. Will you be brave enough to publish the answer, even if Gerardo gets angry when he reads it? I don't know why I get the feeling that Daniel already knows it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't have permission to masturbate behind Gerardo's back when I'm with him, although I confess that it makes me horny to tell my husband what happened." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	After dinner, we returned to the hotel. I had found the situation in the restaurant humiliating but also exciting. My thighs were soaked with my own fluids. As soon as we entered our room, I pounced on Gerardo's crotch and unzipped his fly. I needed to feel his cock inside, I needed to cum. It didn't take me long to get him hard. Still with his pants on, I pushed him on top of the bed and mounted him. I was already naked, which had been easy, as I had only had to take off my coat. My ass was still adorned by my slutty plug-tail. Voraciously, I shoved it in and began to ride him frantically. My boss had made me feel like a slut and it had inexplicably turned me on. Gerard cupped my breasts with his hands. He seemed to be weighing them. He was touching them in wonder, exploring how soft they were. You chose them; that was my promise to you. I always keep my promises. Was he really fascinated by my breasts or was his excitement due more to the fact that I had put on what he had chosen? 

	-Why did you choose to make them so... prominent? -I asked him, as I rode him. 

	-Don't you like them? 

	-No, it's not that. They look great. But don't you think they attract too much attention? -I had shown my breasts to the waiter. Even my coworkers had seen them showing through the thin, skimpy dress at the company Christmas dinner. 

	-You mean they seem to grow towards the observer's mouth, as if inviting him to bite the forbidden fruit? As if they want to announce to the four winds that you are a slut? 

	-Yes," I answered. I blushed. That was more or less the impression my own boobs gave me. 

	-And that makes you feel like a bitch? 

	-Yes," I answered, not daring to look at him. 

	Deep down, I wanted to remain a good girl, a faithful and simple woman, as I had been before. Somewhere, deep down, I still felt that way, despite everything. But it was impossible at this point; I knew that. And yet... it was hard for me to accept it and sometimes I was embarrassed like a child talking about sex. I could pretend I was a convinced hotwife, but I wasn't. I didn't lack conviction. I didn't lack conviction -that's not it; it was just that, despite my experiences, I was still ashamed. 

	-Good. I'm glad, because that's what it was all about, that you always kept it in mind. And also that you keep in mind that they are mine. That you are mine," said my boss Gerardo. 

	I howled half in pain and half in pleasure. My boss had taken my nipples between his fingers and squeezed them. Gerardo studied my reaction, fascinated and visibly pleased, as if my reaction had been something pre-programmed and implemented in my boob job to his specifications, in collusion with the surgeon. Surely that is nonsense. It would be something really impossible. I kept having the feeling that, as a result of the operation, my nipples had acquired a different sensitivity. Not only did they seem to be more prominent, but they also liked it when my boss manhandled and twisted them. I'm not like that; it must be because of the operation; something has been done to me. 

	-I see you like it. I see you like it. Very good. But I'm tired. We've walked a lot this morning. Let's try something new. -Gerardo put his arm under the pillow. He pulled out some strange objects. Actually, it was just some chopsticks and rubber bands - nothing strange in itself, except for the context we were in. 

	-Are you willing? 

	I nodded instinctively, not knowing what he meant. Why did I nod then? Why did I accept so easily? Why did I accept almost all of his proposals without further ado? Maybe I should take the opportunity to negotiate something in return. Isn't that what you like, boss, what you've taught me? I shook my head, discarding that option. Gerardo stopped when he saw my gesture. 

	-Yes," I verbalized my acceptance. 

	Gerardo had misunderstood my gesture. It had not been directed at him, but at myself. No, this is not the time to negotiate anything, not over chopsticks. For some reason, I wanted him to do whatever it was he had planned with me. Whatever it is, boss. My heart was racing. I nodded, in a new gesture to myself. Gerard took two chopsticks and placed a rubber band on one end. He then caught my nipple between them and put a rubber band on the other end. I was frozen with fear, at the same time burning with excitement. It was a strange mixture of sensations, not unlike what I felt in my nipples. Gerardo repeated the operation with my other nipple. 

	-Do you like the new toy? 

	-Uh. -I nodded and denied at the same time, unable to control my movements or my mind. I was trembling inside and out. Weren't we taking it too far? 

	-It's simple. But often, the simple things are the best, don't you think? You know what they are? 

	I shook my head. But then, I answered, nonetheless-: Chopsticks. 

	-Exactly! And do you know where they are from? 

	I didn't know what he meant, where are they from, China? 

	-China? -I asked uncertainly. My nipples hurt and didn't let me think straight. 

	-No. The ones from China are longer. These are from Japan," Gerardo explained, sharing with me his wisdom and knowledge of the world. The Chinese, I mean traditional Chinese food, not what we see here in cheap restaurants, usually gather at a rotating table and pick up the pieces of food from several shared plates. Their chopsticks are longer, to better reach the dishes. The Japanese, on the other hand, usually opt for individual bowls that they bring closer to their mouths; that's why their chopsticks are shorter.  

	-Ahh," I exclaimed like a fool. His explanation was exquisite and under other circumstances I would have found it fascinating, but at that moment my nipples ached and it was all I could think about. I was in awe of Gerardo's vast knowledge. My husband was also very intelligent and knew about many things. In that my lover and my husband were alike. But in the way they were radically different. I felt admiration for both of them, but towards my husband I felt love, while towards Gerardo... it was fascination, although perhaps that word did not describe everything. Devotion. 

	-Do you know who gave them to me? -My boss asked the question while playing with the chopsticks that imprisoned my right nipple. He was tapping them gently and rhythmically with the tip of his finger downward. Chopsticks and nipple bounced up, only to be tapped down again. 

	-Uhh. No," I managed to say. 

	-Guess what? I'll give you a hint: it's a person who really likes your nipples. 

	Uhhh. A person who likes my nipples? There weren't many people who had seen me naked and who also knew Gerardo. I mentally went over the list. Who could it be? Maybe Manolo. But no, Manolo wasn't like that, even though he had spanked me on one occasion, following my boss's instructions. Or maybe it is him; I remember he liked the experience. Who else could he be referring to? My husband? No, that didn't make sense. Didac? Yes, that could be. But when had they met? And if they had seen each other, what had they been up to together, my boss and my best client? A shiver ran down my spine at the thought of Tiburcio. I hadn't seen my nipples directly, but I had certainly noticed how they were marked under my blouse, when Gerardo forced me to go braless or in a half-cup bra in the office. "It might as well be the beautician," I said to myself, trying to reassure myself. She had seen me completely naked. But why would she want to give him a gift of chopsticks? No, that didn't add up, even if she did lend herself to my boss's games, as she had demonstrated by coming to my home to my surprise and kissing me goodbye. Who else could it be? There was Mario, the co-worker, but he was my thing, not my boss's. Or so I thought. Or so I thought. There was also the possibility that Gerardo had been shown my photos by someone who, even if he hadn't seen me in person, would have fallen in love with my breasts. Again a shiver ran down my spine. I trusted Gerardo, but, in reality, I preferred not to know what he might be doing with the photos he was taking of me and guarding so jealously. [Jealously guarded? The only thing you know is that he barely shares them with you and Daniel. But you don't know which people he might be openly sharing them with. Why have you given him that power over you]? 

	-Uhh. Lidia? -I asked timidly. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And your husband, what does he think about your boss having all those pictures of you? Isn't he afraid that he might use them at a moment's notice to hurt you? Does he trust your boss as much as you do?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband loves it when Gerardo shares a photo with us, because they really are beautiful. His shame is that he is so stingy with them. He loves it and gets excited when he shares them, but, in general, he doesn't like the idea of me taking them at all. With Silvestre, my first lover, I had taken some photos of me, but not as premeditated as these. They were more natural photos, less artistic. The relationship with Silvestre was also different. With Gerardo, my husband doesn't like photos at all. It's a contradiction that he gets excited when he sends us one, but despite that, he prefers Gerardo not to take them. You know what's funny? That my husband had always insisted that I get a boudoir, that is, a book of erotic photos. That had been mostly before I became a hotwife, but also afterwards. And yet, now that someone is doing them for me, he gets the shakes. Maybe it's because he doesn't quite accept my boss. It's just that it's not his decision. It's mine. It's my body. So, I'm the one who decides. And I like it when Gerardo makes them for me. Maybe it's because he makes me feel like a model. Maybe it's because of the result, after editing. Maybe I like to play with fire and give him that power over me. Maybe I get excited at the thought of the possibility that I could show them to other people or even use them to blackmail me. Maybe I'm just that crazy. Or maybe I'm just that blind and trust him so much that I think nothing like that would ever happen." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Yes, very good! Clever girl! -my boss praised me, making me feel good. We were having dinner the other day at a Japanese restaurant. She loves sushi, by the way. And she came up with the idea. Isn't she unique? 

	It had to be Lidia! I wasn't thrilled about Gerardo being alone with her. I thought the history with her was a three-way thing. I made a sour face as I imagined my boss with her alone. Sushi... At that moment, it dawned on me that Gerardo had pronounced the word in a special way, with an intonation that gave it a double meaning. I am not raw fish! I didn't like raw fish either, but I did what I could to accompany my boss and please him. I'm more of a meat person. I will never be raw fish, even if I eat it to please him. I felt for an instant Lidia's hot lips on mine. I still had very much in mind how she had kissed me at the airport. That girl is certainly a crazy goat, and had she thought of using chopsticks like that? Had Gerardo already used them on her? I certainly preferred my men to myself. 

	-I'm going to push the rubber bands together a little more. You will feel the pressure increase. Tell me how far. You're going to be wearing them for a while. 

	Gerardo and I did not have a safe word. Nor did I have one with my husband. I didn't believe in those things and so far they hadn't been necessary. I believed in trust and mutual respect. If there wasn't, there was little a word could do. Gerard pulled the rubber bands together and the pressure on my nipple increased, just as I had predicted. I bit my lip, this time in pain. I didn't want to stop him too soon. Not if he'd already done it with Lidia and had somewhere to compare. I stifled a groan, but Gerard must have noticed something and stopped. He then adjusted the other one in the same way. Then he pulled the rubber bands on both nipples together a little more. 

	-Uhhh! 

	Satisfied with the job, Gerard ran his index fingertips over the tips of my poor, imprisoned nipples. 

	-Beautiful," he murmured, "I think we should go to that Japanese restaurant for dinner one day. The chef is a magnificent character and has very skillful hands. 

	The pain in my nipples left me no room to think about what my boss had just said. 

	-It's a beautiful view, but I'm afraid I'm going to have to give it up for a few moments. Dismount and turn around! I want you to show me your passion in another way. -He said, pointing downward. 

	Much to my dismay, I pulled his cock out of my sex and stood up. The pleasure he was giving me was making up for the pain in my nipples, and besides, even though that same pain had delayed my orgasm, I was urging myself to cum. I turned and climbed on the bed toward his feet, offering his eyes the view of my ass with the slutty tail. I advanced on my knees to the end of the bed, with her right leg between mine. I took her foot between my hands and began rubbing my clit over the top of her shoe. It was where he had indicated. I knew what Gerard wanted. He liked to watch me masturbate with his foot. He liked it when I did it against his shoe first, as if I was going to glisten it with my vaginal fluids. I managed to adjust the position and pressure to masturbate myself pleasurably with his foot. I preferred his cock, of course, but that wasn't bad either -especially considering I had been hyperexcited all day without cumming-, despite being somewhat humiliating. Despite? Or because of it? I felt myself slowly approaching orgasm, despite the pain in my nipples. 

	Plas! 

	I felt a whip on my buttocks. 

	-Now the other one. Don't get too much of it. 

	I switched feet, leaving aside a shoe glistening with my fluids. I knew it would be my turn to clean it later. 

	Plas! 

	I knew what it meant: it was time to change, just as I was approaching orgasm again. On the verge of the longed-for climax, my clitoris protested more than my nipples. I pulled away from her foot and set about cleaning her shoes with my tongue. I cleaned the instep of the shoes first, tasting a mixture of leather and my own fluids. Leather and sushi. [No, that's not what I meant! What was happening to me? I meant that the leather taste was not the most pleasant. I was confused, like I was drunk. I took off my boss's shoes and socks and rubbed my sex against his bare foot. Again, when I managed to get close to climax, my boss made me switch to the other foot, giving me a resounding spank on my abused buttock. All three spanks had been on my right buttock and I felt it was reddened. Besides, it was raining on wet. Soon after, the fourth spanking was on the same buttock. I backed up on the bed and started kissing her feet. Actually, more than kissing, I was going over them with my tongue. From that position I couldn't reach the soles of her feet very well, so I took great pains with her instep and the space between her toes. 

	-You like to lick like little bitches, don't you? -she asked, giving me a few tugs on my tail, which moved to my anus. 

	Gerardo did not use to stimulate that part of my body. Actually, it was the first time he did it. I had even had to put the plug in by myself. He seemed to have an aversion to that part of my body. That was a pity, because I liked it. But I could make up for it with my husband. Not with his cock, as that was forbidden territory for him, as much as I needed it, but I had his skillful tongue. Daniel was always somewhat reticent about cunnilingus and even more so about analingus. He would do it reluctantly, when I commanded him. But you do it so well, I can't believe you dislike it. I knew it was just a game and that what he liked was precisely that: that I ordered him to do it. 

	-Uh-uh," I answered my boss's rhetorical question. 

	-Uh-uh? -I didn't know little dogs made that kind of noise. Surely you can do better, don't you think? -A new spanking reminded me of what he wanted to hear from me. 

	-Wow-wow!" I answered this time. 

	Little more humiliating could it be to imitate those noises, compared to the situation he was in. It was funny how I had taken a liking to feasting on her feet like that. At first, to be honest, I had found it somewhat disgusting to do so. But I know that's precisely why I had done it. It had been a challenge, a barrier to overcome. I had never done it with any man, but with Gerardo I had felt the irremediable desire to experience it. In a way, it had been like when I had kissed him for the first time. Gerardo could have demanded that kiss, for it had been a month since our special arrangement, but he had not. Instead, he had waited for me to take the first step. And I did, with a racing heart and some reluctance. I had kissed him as a symbol of affixing my signature to the agreement we had reached. Gerardo was not a physically very attractive man and that was precisely why I had wanted to kiss him, while preferring not to do so. Yes, it's contradictory, but that's me, at this stage of my life. Probably, with a more handsome man, I would not have felt the same sensations when kissing him for the first time. Neither the reluctance nor that morbid feeling. The idea of the feet had also been mine. It had come from me, perhaps because it was something that should not be done, a taboo. But had it really come from me? Although I thought it had, I had my doubts. Gerardo had his subtle ways of getting me to do things for him. That was precisely what encouraged me to be with him: he knew how to handle me, he knew how to guess my forbidden desires and he knew how to materialize them and how to make me go further. That was what differentiated him from other younger lovers I had had: Silvestre and Luis Alberto had also been dominant, each in his own way. But they had focused too much on testosterone, on sex, on the immediate. With Gerardo, it was spiritual. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I've learned to love his feet. Now licking his toes is almost as exciting to me as sucking his cock." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Finally someone who understands me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Come here, little bitch. I want to feel your pussy again. And I want to see my beautiful breasts bounce, now so beautifully adorned. 

	I sat on top of him and pushed, at last, his cock into my vagina again. Gerard pulled the chopsticks and forced my nipples to stretch. 

	-Do they hurt? 

	-Mmm-mmm," I replied, trying to imitate the whimper of a puppy. Sometimes I felt like I was drowning, but I kept going. I floated between the darkest fantasies and reality, but I kept going. And I fell deeper. 

	-Can you hold on a little longer? I want to see you like this a little longer. 

	I nodded my head. His cock in my pussy and his ecstatic face compensated for my sufferings. 

	-Do it slowly. I don't want to cum yet and I don't want you to cum either. 

	I moved my hips in a slow rhythm, feeling his cock inside me. I felt the urge to bend down to kiss him, but I restrained myself. I knew my boss wanted to see my breasts. His breasts. You paid for them and you chose them. His hands roamed the area between my hips and my trapezes. A light touch can be worth more than a hard cock and a dirty imagination. A light touch can run across your skin and reach deep into your heart and make you forget for a moment your dark soul, your perverse mind and your insatiable body. But what I couldn't forget was that I needed to cum. I had too much sexual energy built up inside me. 

	-I'm going to take them off," Gerardo informed me. My boss released the rubber on one side and freed my left nipple from its prison.  

	Suddenly, the accumulated blood flowed through my nipple, widening the blood vessels and stimulating the adjacent nerves. I felt a momentary sharp pain that made me inhale sonorously. Gerard took my nipple between his fingers and stroked it gently. 

	-I think that nipple liked the experience," he observed. He then released my right nipple.  

	This time I was prepared for the stabbing pain, but it still took my breath away. Gerardo sat up, took it between his lips and licked it.  

	-Yes, I think this one liked it too. You should think about writing Lidia a letter thanking her for her wonderful idea. Come to think of it, you should tell her how it made you feel, and I'm not just talking about the Japanese chopsticks. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What is creaky about your story is that the role of hotwife seems to contaminate everything, the most everyday actions, the most intimate feelings and affections. Fulfilling a fantasy is fantastic and motivating for being exceptional and rare. It is that adrenaline rush that makes you touch the sky, but that must make you come down afterwards, to be able to savor that moment for weeks, before having another dose. It is necessary to rest what you have experienced and to differentiate it from everyday life. In your story, the exceptional seems to be the everyday. The scenes are repeated (I am referring conceptually, not to the details of whether you do one sexual practice or another) several times a week, week after week and year after year. For me, it is to fall into another routine, different, perhaps more fun, but routine after all. Another thing that also shocks are the personal relationships between the three of you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Everything becomes routine. Even the recent exceptional snowfall. It all depends on how you look at it. It's a fantasy... a long-lasting one. But I know at some point it will come to an end. That's why I want to touch the sky before I fall." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo instructed me to change positions. I lay on my back on the bed and spread my legs to receive him in the missionary position. Gerardo positioned his cock at my entrance, but did not penetrate me. Instead, he put his lips on mine and kissed me. Yesssssss. I had longed for his kiss. Slowly, millimeter by millimeter he penetrated me as he kissed me. I hadn't had whiskey at dinner, but -perhaps a figment of my imagination-, I felt its characteristic taste, that mix between the spirit and the cigars he used to smoke. It was something with which I identified him and which caused me, in a reflex action, to become instantly wet. 

	-You have been fantastic today, but in spite of that, I don't want you to cum. You need to hold on. Tomorrow you'll understand why, okay? - she whispered, looking into my eyes. Again, the question was purely rhetorical; it was only polite. His wishes were my orders. 

	Reluctantly, I nodded. So much so that I was frustrated at not being able to cum and release the sexual energy built up over the past two days, so much so that I was satisfied to hold back and sacrifice myself for him. Lidia, far from relieving me, had warmed me up even more. I give you my orgasm, boss. You deserve it. 

	-Yes, as you wish. I trust you. But please kiss me and cum inside me," I begged. If I couldn't have my orgasm, I at least wanted to feel his inside me. It wasn't the same as climaxing, but it was satisfying to have him kiss me and cum inside me. Sometimes he did it in my mouth, but, although I liked tasting it, afterwards I regretted that he hadn't done it in my vagina. That's where semen belongs, in the vagina, near the entrance of the uterus. It was reproductive instinct and being on the pill didn't change that. 

	Gerardo was penetrating me slowly. He, by all means, was not a strong rammer. It may be wrong to think so, but he is making love to me. At that thought, I had to suppress my impending orgasm several times, by sheer force of will. I didn't want to interrupt him and have him stop because of my ineptitude. I tried to relax my lower body to avoid accumulating tension and thus keep me away from the orgasm I so badly needed.  

	-Ohhh!" Finally, Gerardo came and filled my vagina with his semen.  

	Unlike my husband's, despite his age, his seeds are not sterile. The thought almost made my earlier efforts in vain. My boss lay on top of me for a few minutes, until he finally recovered. 

	-Can I trust you or do you need me to tie you up? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello Gema I am a vicious girl like you. I've read that sometimes you masturbate by rubbing yourself with your boss's foot. Have you tried putting your bare foot inside your pussy? Fucking yourself with your boss's foot and cumming with your foot inside, then sucking him one by one, each and every toe and tasting your own cum, until you leave his foot glistening. If you haven't done it yet, try it, it's really exciting.... Bssss." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (my response, with a moving image of a woman frantically masturbating): 

	"Whew... no, I haven't done it yet. I don't think it will fit me. What I have done is licked it after I masturbated with it on the outside." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The next day, mid-morning, my cell phone rang. It must be my husband. And if it was Daniel, it must be something serious, because I knew very well that I was not supposed to contact him during my mini-vacation with my boss. The cell phone was charging on the table next to Gerardo's, but I didn't dare pick it up. My boss had confiscated it, as he didn't want any interference. Gerardo took it and smiled mischievously. He then took it off the hook, put the speakerphone on and held it out to me, with the microphone pointed in my direction. He didn't offer it to me to take, he just held it out to me. 

	-Yes? -I asked. 

	-Monique? -asked a male voice. 

	I didn't recognize the voice, even though it sounded familiar. 

	-Is this Monique? -insisted the voice. I am Darko. 

	-Darko? -I didn't even remember him. {Yes, the waiter at the restaurant last night}. 

	-You gave me your phone number, remember? Is it okay that I call you? 

	Yes, I had given him my phone number and my fake name on a piece of paper after flirting with him, forced by Gerardo. I had given him the same fake name as I had given Silvestre the first time, but this time in a French version. 

	-Oh, yes, yes. Of course!  

	I looked at my boss. Gerardo was watching me mischievously. 

	-How was your evening? I hope you enjoyed," said Darko. 

	Although he spoke in English, he seemed nervous, as if he didn't know if he was right to call me. Perhaps he feared he was making a mistake that could lead to problems at work. 

	-Oh, it was wonderful. How was yours? -How could I ask a waiter, who had spent the night working, what his night had been like? But, although she wasn't nervous, she didn't know how to react either. What are you trying to do with all this, Gerardo? I don't believe you want to be a cuckold, do you? And why is that? 

	-Amazing! -Darko replied. 

	There was an uncomfortable silence. 

	-Can you talk? -asked the handsome young waiter. 

	-Tell him you want to meet today, between one and two o'clock in the afternoon," my boss instructed me, whispering in my ear. 

	-Darko, why don't you come here? I am alone between one and two o'clock. 

	-Okay, yes. Sure. Lovely! 

	-Tell him the hotel. Tell him that when he arrives at the reception, to let you know by sending you a wasap. And tell him to follow the instructions exactly," my boss said in my ear. 

	-Great, see you in a few hours," said Darko. 

	-What's this about, Gerardo? Now you like to watch? -I challenged my boss, after hanging up the call. 

	-What I like is that people follow my instructions. Especially you. -He winked at me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't know how you still live with your husband, having a guy who is eager for you to go live with him, who is rich, who gives you all the whims, gifts, lots of sex and all the morbidity you need. I don't understand how you waste your time being with your husband, instead of living a full life with Gerardo. With Gerardo you would have everything and every day." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Anything but love." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You and I both know that this situation cannot be sustained indefinitely. By 2019 you must leave your husband. It will be your ultimate test." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Where is the test if I leave him? The test is to do all this and not let him or him let me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	"Being a hotwife means that your husband enjoys knowing you are with someone else. Often, he'll like to be there to see it, but it doesn't always have to be that way," I would later write in my blog. "Many times he'll be content to hear your story, but you can keep some secret to yourself, perhaps to reveal later, or maybe never. Being a hotwife means having the freedom to choose your sexual partner at every moment... and at the same time give satisfaction that way to your husband." If I lived with Gerardo, I would lose my freedom. In those moments, I was offering him part of my freedom, but I could offer it to him because I had it. If I lived with him, if I were his wife, I would stop being a hotwife and become something else entirely. I hadn't chosen Darko, that was my boss's choice for me. I had no complaints about his choice; I found the guy attractive. For a change, I'm going to fuck a young guy, with a nice body and a pretty face, even exotic, from my point of view. But that was the difference: a cuckold husband would accept his wife's choice - whether he liked it or not - while a boss would decide for the wife - whether she liked it or not. Gerardo would always choose the who, the how and the when. {Well, I think you're forgetting that you didn't really choose Silvestre; Daniel chose him. You didn't choose Luis Alberto either; Silvestre did that. Have you ever chosen yourself?} I chose Gerardo. At the time, it was what I wanted, but would I want that forever?  

	Punctual as a Swiss watch, despite being Croatian, Darko contacted me from reception with a message. I had been nervously awaiting his arrival and replied immediately. Gerardo had sent me two messages from his WhatsApp and I only had to forward them to Darko. (At that time, WhatsApp did not yet show whether a message came from a forward). The first was terse and reminded him to follow the instructions exactly. The second message told him where the key to our room was hidden, as well as the room number. In the third, I instructed him not to be surprised and not to ask any questions. And in the fourth and last message, I insisted that he follow the instructions EXACTLY. 

	A few minutes later, I heard someone timidly knocking on the door. I didn't answer. I wasn't supposed to; it wasn't part of the plan. A few seconds later, I heard the lock and the door opened. I heard footsteps and the door closed behind them. I heard more footsteps, approaching me, and then there was silence. I imagined how Darko swallowed saliva, trying to take in what was before him. He had come for sex, that much was certain, but never in his most vivid fantasies would he have imagined that. More silence. Finally, I heard him unbuckle the belt of his pants and shortly thereafter they fell to the floor, followed by the rest of his clothes. Next, Darko reached over to the left side table and picked up the packet of condoms. I didn't see him; I only heard him. He was wearing a blindfold and it blocked my view. On our arrival at the hotel the day before, I had carefully arranged the clothes in Gerardo's suitcase, but he had not let me touch his handbag, where he apparently kept the various utensils he hoped to surprise me with during the trip, as he had the night before with the chopsticks. Sorry, I mean Japanese. 

	I felt Darko climb onto the bed and then how strong hands grabbed my waist. Next, I felt the tip of a cock at my entrance. I was ass up on the bed, on my knees and resting my chest and face on top of the mattress. My legs were slightly spread and my arms were pointing to the corners of the headboard. Gerardo had brought some long silk scarves and tied my limbs to the bed, each one pointing to a different corner. Boss, had you planned to use them on me or did you already foresee a situation like this? The scarves were red and matched my new mask. At home we used to play with a black one. Gerardo, before tying me up, had me write a note on a post-it, with a red marker, to match the rest of my accessories. The adhesive paper was white. She had also brought the poster and the marker in her handbag. Did you bring it just in case the opportunity arose, or was it something you had been plotting beforehand? Gerardo had dictated the contents to me in English. Nervous as I was, I had made a mistake with the spelling and had to write it three times. It didn't matter the spelling mistakes, as it was understood anyway, but my boss was a perfectionist. The translated note read: 

	  

	"Don't talk. 

	Don't take off my mask. 

	You can spank me, if you want. 

	Only up the ass. 

	On the bedside table you have condoms and lubricant. 

	At two o'clock you should have left the room. 

	STRICTLY heed the instructions!" 

	  

	Next, Gerard had made me sign the note with my fake name and had made me kiss it, leaving my lips marked with my lipstick carmine. Then, he had made me lubricate first my cock-plug and then my rear entrance - I moaned that he didn't do it himself - and he had made me put on my tail. Then he had put on my eye-mask and tied me up. "With your eyes closed, the rest of your senses expand. It's not a punishment, it's a gift," I would later write in my blog. Immediately after, I had written something with a pen on both my buttocks and had then stuck the poster on my right buttock. To emphasize the option of being spanked, he had given me a hard spanking, probably leaving the imprint of his palm and fingers. Finally, he had left the room, leaving me alone in that position. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If you are not willing to give up your freedom to fully serve your Master, you are not a true submissive. And if Gerard is a real Master, he will not be satisfied with partially owning you. The time will come when he wants total control over you, 24/7. What are you going to do then, when he demands it? You are financially dependent on him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But if I made it easy for him, it wouldn't be interesting to him either, would it? Without that incentive to seduce me, to conquer me, to lead me to more, what would be the point for him? Because I don't think for him the real goal is 24 x 7, but much more so to take me one step closer to submission. Even if I were 24 x 7 with him, there would always be something more he would demand from me, because if I didn't and he thought he would have achieved all he could, surely he would soon get bored of me. So, being his 24/7 submissive is a long shot, but one that I don't completely rule out. It could happen. It's another thing if it were 24 x 7 x 365 x ∞. But who's to say what the future will bring? There are certainly things that terrify me about it and others (or rather, those same ones) that terrify me..." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gema. Excuse my poor Spanish. First of all, thank you very much for answering our questions. Provided they do not take for granted. My questions might not be directly linked to the topic, but I'm curious, if it's not too personal. Could you tell us how you and Daniel really met for the first time and fell in love with each other? Daniel had to fight with other guys for your love?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I've never lacked for suitors, although I've never been a flirt. Actually, before my husband, I only had one boyfriend. Daniel and I already knew each other by sight, but we had barely spoken. He was lucky enough (and I was lucky enough with him) to take advantage of the right moment, when I had broken up with my boyfriend. Lucky and insistent, because at the first time, I almost sent him to fry asparagus: For making a joke, I said something that ended up being more abrupt than I had intended. But he didn't back down and his sweet husband ended up winning me over at the end of the night. That night he got ahead of another suitor who had me in his sights, knowing that I was finally free. Had it not been for Daniel, I'm sure that other guy would have hunted me that night, but fortunately my future husband was there and saved me from being his prey. That same night we kissed for the first time. That first tender kiss told me right then and there that this was not going to be a one-night stand, but something lasting." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema. It is always exciting to follow your reports. You mentioned that you do not have anal sex with Daniel. I understand that is part of your hotwife game. But if it would be Daniel's greatest desire to have anal sex with you, do you really deny your husband this part of your body and soul? It's hard for me to imagine that. Or are you afraid that you would feel degraded if Daniel would have anal with you? Excuse my curiosity." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I would deny him. My little ass is only for the horned ones, not for my husband. That part of my body is forbidden to him. The story goes back a long way. My husband had never shown any interest in that part of my body and neither had I, to tell the truth. But Silvestre, my first horn player, taught me to discover that part of my body. That obviously aroused my husband's interest in my little ass, but he had never been interested in it before. So, if he wasn't interested before, he's not going to be now. Besides, Daniel maneuvered in the shadows to make me promise my ass to Silvestre. Those manipulations I don't forgive him. It's also a reminder that he's the cuckold. It's a way for me to always keep that in mind, especially when I've been with a cuckold who has taken advantage of my rear entrance. There's also that ours is a marriage with femdom characteristics and, as you say, it's not convenient for my husband to use that hole and he might get false ideas that he dominates. It is not, however, what I would be most concerned about, because as a dominant woman I can do and stop doing whatever I want. If I wanted him to pleasure my asshole, I could do so without losing my authority. And if I wanted to use my little ass to further entangle him in my sensuality, I could use it as any of my other sexual weapons. It is therefore, as I was saying, mostly so that he would not forget his cuckold status. Would my husband like to stick his little cock in there? I have no doubt he wants it, more for the psychological satisfaction than for the physical pleasure. However, he also knows that it is something that is and - above all should be - out of his reach. I think I already told him about it: on one occasion, not long ago, I told him that he could dominate me one night and that I would let him do whatever he wanted with me. My husband started out enthusiastically, but soon regretted it and preferred to be dominated by me. Exceptionally, he could have had my little ass that night, but he did not. It's therefore not only that I won't let him, but also that he knows it's better for both of us.  

	But, in short: if he wanted to, I wouldn't let him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't see it fair that you grant some privileges to your gore and your husband is not allowed to do the same, as he has admirers and more to come. I would love for you to get a taste of your own medicine and see what it is like to be isolated from something that should belong to him. He should be the one consenting to you consenting and offering it, but you'll never understand, if you don't get on the other side." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's just that I have no interest in putting myself on the other side, whereas he did want to be on that side where precisely he is now. Don't confuse your desires with his." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gema. Forgive me, if I go back on the subject of anal sex. I don't know if I have the right translation. So, Daniel decided not to have anal sex with you, but in Daniel's case he was going to change his mind, did you allow him to have it that way? Or am I wrong? (Maybe I should use English next time.)" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I will try... I told Daniel that night that he could do whatever he wanted with me. He started dominating a bit and I realized that he hesitated about taking me anally. He knows that this part is reserved for bulls; it's not for him. But that night, I promised he could do whatever he wanted. Finally, he chose to become submissive again and asked me to dominate him. So of course, no anal for him. So, Daniel has never had me anally, and probably will never have me that way. Bulls get me that way every time they want." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gema. A big thank you for having the patience to answer our questions. Please don't be bothered by negative comments here. There are many who follow your blog with enthusiasm. You often mention this man Silvestre, what happened to him? Obviously you stopped meeting with him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It doesn't bother me. If it did, I wouldn't respond. 

	Silvestre was my first horn player. With him it all began and I think he somehow awakened things in me that I now want to finish exploring. I have been reviewing with my husband that part of our history, since he is translating the book into English, and I have realized that in my relationship with him there were already similar elements to mine with Gerardo. By similar I don't mean that they were very similar, because they are very different in dimension and level, but I recognize them and they were there. In the end we severed our relationship - as is obvious - for reasons that I will not go into at this time. That has taught me that this kind of relationships are not forever (which is good) and that you have to make the most of them. Or well, maybe to the fullest is unwise, but you only live once." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	It must have been surreal for Darko, so much so that I wouldn't have been surprised if he had run away. At this point, it should have been clear to me that I wasn't cheating on my... partner... if that's what I thought I was going to do. Of course, a relatively young woman with an older man... It was logical to think that she would need to get her rocks off and that she would take any opportunity to do so. No, by now it should have been clear that my... partner... had it all under control. How else could I have ended up tied up in bed? It was impossible that I would have done it myself. Would Darko feel disappointed, because I was not going to cheat on my partner, seduced by his charm? Some men were turned on by getting someone else's wife to be unfaithful to her husband; the situation lost its appeal when she discovered she was doing it with her husband's knowledge. Other men simply didn't understand the situation and were afraid - who could blame them, how could they understand a husband wanting another man to fuck his wife? Others simply didn't care; they just wanted to fuck. My doubts about what kind of men Darko belonged to disappeared when the young Slav plopped the plug out of my ass and I felt his cock press against my anus. 

	I was afraid Darko would get too excited and be overly fiery. Although the plug-pony had widened my little ass again, it had been a while since I had had a cock inside me, specifically a little over a year. The plug, however, was careful and slowly worked its way in. It seemed that, despite his youth, this was not the first time for him. Do you have many girlfriends? How many desperate tourists had the handsome Slav seduced? His cock moved back and forth, slowly gaining ground and going deeper and deeper inside me, until finally burying itself completely in my ass. phew! I did push it out of my hands. It hurt a little, as my anus had become unaccustomed to that kind of friction, but it was delicious nonetheless. The movement of my anus made the whole perianal area move, thus stimulating the nerve endings near my sex, in addition to those of my sphincter. Little by little he picked up the rhythm, making me moan with pleasure and pain. The friction, though partly pleasurable, as I just said, was uncomfortable at the same time. It wasn't pain - that, after the first few thrusts, once my anus had dilated, had disappeared. Of course, anal sex is not like vaginal sex, even with lubricant. But it was precisely this discomfort that transported me to another dimension. I had to stimulate my clitoris, but I could not, being tied up, and the Croatian did not want to or understood that he should not. I am helpless, tied up on the bed. What if Darko turns out to be a maniac, a psychopath, a rapist? There was a certain amount of danger in what I was doing. 

	Suddenly, I felt a pain in my left buttock. Darko had spanked me. It had been light. My boss's had hurt more. Then he unloaded another one on my right buttock, a little harder than the previous one. A third one was not long in coming and this time it landed loudly and sonorously. Following Gerardo's advice, I stifled a moan. I didn't want to scare him into thinking I was hurting myself. On the contrary, I had to encourage him to keep going harder, but I had to do it without talking. That's how my boss had instructed me. Tied up and deprived of verbal communication, I had few options to encourage him to continue. But I had to make it happen, somehow. There was always the possibility that my boss would ask him for a report, as he did with Mr. Ripoll. Lacking any other possibility, I began to move my ass back and forth, fucking myself with his turnip. My movements did not go unnoticed and ended up encouraging the person who had served us dinner so obligingly the night before. Darko unloaded two hard spankings, back to back in a short space of time. Now I began to moan in pleasure to encourage him to continue. I felt humiliated, having to encourage him in that way - like a bitch in jealousy - to fuck me and spank my ass hard, but Gerard had stipulated it that way. And humiliation always makes me horny. The waiter was already in full swing and had left his initial shyness behind. Gerardo had asked me to hold on, even if his spanking hurt. Obviously, I had a limit - the one I set for myself - but I was going to try to hold out as long as I could. I was beginning to enter fully into subspace, as had already happened to me with Luis Alberto, at that wedding to which I had accompanied him as his partner. The Croatian was not as strong, but he was just as vigorous and was acting just as ruthless. Without a word, only the sound of his spankings, my moans and his grunts, Darko continued to fuck me vigorously in the ass. Fortunately, I had lubricated myself well. It was really different doing it with an older man than doing it with someone younger. But I wouldn't trade one for the other; each has its pros and cons. Gerardo has provided me with this-he knows how to communicate with my soul and with my dark desires. Luis Alberto, Darko or someone similar could not provide me with the rest. Nor was my husband, much younger than Gerardo but older than Darko, capable of doing it to me like this. With my husband I felt love when we did it; I felt home and understanding. And, of course, we never do it up the ass, never him to me. Sometimes I also felt mischievous and powerful with him, especially when I would fuck him in the ass, with my dildo attached to my harness, although I never did it as hard as Darko; I was always afraid of hurting him. 

	Darko cum with a final bellow and plunged his cock into my ass as deep as he could. He didn't care if it hurt me or not. What am I to him anyway? A desperate mature slut, an old woman to be used and thrown away. It was my imagination, but I felt him impaling me and his cock threatening to come out the other end - my mouth - through my guts. Is it long? Is it thick? I regretted being tied up and blindfolded; I could neither see it nor touch it. Without too much care, Darko pulled out of my rectum. I felt him deposit the condom on top of my sacral bone. Next, I heard the shutter of his cell phone camera. 

	I got scared. You took a picture of me? You have no right! I wanted to protest, but Gerardo had forbidden me to speak. Anyway, with the mask on and looking straight ahead, I'm not recognizable. I tried to calm down. And, in any case, as it was, my protest would be of little use. 

	Darko lay down next to me on the bed and caressed me with one hand. After a few minutes, he got up and untied me. It was not difficult for him; Gerard had not tied me tightly, knowing that his words were stronger than thick chains. He guided me to him and made me rest my head on his torso. 

	"Try to make him cum at least twice," Gerardo had urged me. 

	I took advantage of the fact that I had regained my freedom - if not my vision - to explore his body. Yes, he is a very handsome young man. To the touch he was just as I had imagined him: sinewy and muscular. I explored his crotch with my hand and found his flaccid cock. Gerard had limited me to having only anal sex with him, but I supposed that didn't preclude getting him hard again with my hand. Darko tried to kiss me, but I put my other hand between his mouth and mine. No, kissing is surely not allowed. I didn't really know, but I didn't want to risk angering my boss. Despite not allowing him to kiss me, the caresses of my hand had an effect and Darko soon got hard again. I checked that he was a good size. It wasn't too big, which was welcome for anal sex, but it was by no means small. Rather, it was a little above average, but without exaggeration. It's bigger than my husband's, certainly. Ah, Daniel, you're not even my plan C. Too bad you can't see me. I don't know him at all and he fucks me in the ass. You, however... And, consequently, I had it bigger than Gerardo's too. Although that's of little importance. 

	I felt the bedside table for the condoms, but deprived of sight, I did not find them. Darko, however, understood my intentions. He got up and immediately lay back down on the bed. I accompanied my hands with his, as he put on another condom. Darko took my hand and put it palm up. Instantly I felt a cold gel on my hand. It's the lubricant. Next, Darko took my hand to his cock and encouraged me to lube it. I applied the lube liberally to his sheathed cock. My ass was already stinging, but I still had to get the young Croatian to cum inside me at least one more time. I will not fail, boss. Next, I sat on top of him and grabbed his cock with one hand, from behind my ass. Darko understood and spread my buttocks with his hands. Yes, it's definitely not the first time you've had anal sex with a woman. I pointed his cock towards my already dilated but stinging rear entrance and sat on him, engulfing his phallus with my hungry anus. Darko moaned. Although he was trying to pump from below, this time I would carry the rhythm. I imagined the stories he would tell his friends about this crazy encounter with a Spanish woman. [Spanish? Why did you tell him then that your name was Monique? It should have been Monica, shouldn't it]? I imagined how reluctantly he would show them the photo he had taken of me, as proof of the veracity of his story and how his friends would envy him. [Yes, and imagine also how he will post your photo on the Internet and you will be immortalized on the net, in the most degrading way possible. If you go on like this, this is going to bring you and your family disgrace someday. You know my opinion]. I imagined how I would tell that same story to my husband upon my return to his arms. Yes, I will ride Daniel in this same position, except he will have his penis in my vagina and not in my rectum. Daniel would be dying to taste my ass, but that was forbidden to him. You'll have to settle for my vagina and thank me. You're not even my plan C. He'd better be grateful if he wanted to cum. Maybe, next, I'll fuck you in your little ass with my harness, so you can feel what I felt. For that, you are my plan A. {And you will be, as long as I don't find time to re-educate Mario}. I tried to imagine Gerardo, but I didn't know what he was getting out of all this. Do you want to experience what a cuckold feels like? [He wants to have you for himself. He wants to show you that you can play this game with him too and that you don't need Daniel] And will I be able to fuck him in the ass too, like with Daniel? I shrugged my shoulders. Whatever it was that moved him, I intended to enjoy this encounter. I'd gone so long without anal sex, I'd almost forgotten why I liked it. It's a shame you don't like it, boss. That's precisely why I was puzzled by what he had orchestrated. 

	Darko started playing with my breasts, while I rode his cock. Could he sense that they were fake? Would he care? Would he be disappointed or get hornier? Would he guess that my boss had bought them for me? No, not my boss, my... partner. Darko didn't know the nature of our relationship. In that position he could rub my clitoris with his pelvic bone. The simultaneous stimulation of my anus and clitoris threatened to make me go crazy. Now it did! That unpleasant sensation of the friction on my anus is still there, but I like it. I love it, when they also stimulate my little magic button. I was on the verge of cumming several times and only barely managed to hold back. Stop! I mustn't. Gerardo told me I can't come. It was pleasurable even without orgasm, but mostly it was hard. I had already needed it the night before, but my boss wouldn't let me. And now I wouldn't either! Of course, I could have chosen to cum secretly, but that would have been cheating. Darko sat up and took one breast into his mouth. I moaned, both from the physical sensations and the psychological satisfaction. Yes, he likes them! He likes my tits. Next, he began alternating spanks on my already sensitive buttocks. This time I didn't stifle my moans; there was no risk of him misinterpreting them. Darko perked up and continued his spanking. They were not as hard as last time, possibly because of the position, but in return my buttocks were already very sensitive. First yesterday's spanking from Gerardo and now this, on the second day. It's one a day. I have had a "good" start to this vacation. Fortunately, with the clitoral stimulation the pain it produced was easier to bear. Boss, you're going to be proud of me when you know that, despite everything, I didn't have to ask Darko to stop. I felt Darko was about to cum again. I had instructions to fake a simultaneous orgasm with him, to give him the satisfaction of having made me cum like the bitch I was. But the hard part is not faking it; the hard part is not really cumming! Actually, it was doubly difficult, for while pretending, I had to hold back, thus sending contradictory signals to my anxious body. I had to change my posture and decrease the pressure on my clitoris to achieve this. At last, Darko unloaded for the second time inside my guts. Satisfied with a job well done, still anxious to cum, but most of all, surrendered, I fell on the bed beside him. 

	Darko rested next to me, gently stroking my belly. Suddenly, his cell phone alarm went off. It must have been two o'clock already. How long had he been with me, maybe an hour? {I think a little longer}. She quickly got up and turned it off. I heard how he hurriedly started to get dressed - he even set the alarm on his cell phone so as not to exceed the time! Why wasn't I surprised, being in Switzerland? However, he still had time to tie me back to the bed. I was face up and Darko, wasting no time, tied each limb to one of the corners of the bed, making it form a sort of X shape. I didn't know if that was in the script or not, but I let him do it. I was too tired to protest, even though I hadn't climaxed. He finished tying me up in a hurry. However, he still found the time to write something on my belly and to deposit both used condoms on it. I tried to guess what he was writing, but failed. Again, I heard the click of the camera on her cell phone. One more picture. [Yes, and this one from the front! You're oblivious!] I hadn't counted on that. Fortunately, I was still wearing the mask. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Many times, in the images you post, you compare Gerardo to a lion or a wolf and Daniel to a deer, but in real life, do you know how these stories end? The wolf, after patiently stalking his prey for a while to get to know its behavior, ends up pouncing on the neck of the horned animal to tear it apart, bleed it and take its last breath and end up enjoying the feast with his female, his she-wolf." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The wolf tries, but wolves fail 86% of their attempts. A lone wolf fails even more. Most of the time its prey survives and continues to proudly display its impressive antlers. Also, wolves don't usually stalk a healthy, adult deer; they usually go for easier prey, except when they are desperate." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The statistics you give I don't think are reliable. Besides, this wolf is not alone, the she-wolf is with him and between the two of them they corner the deer that, although adult and strong, only has its horns to defend itself against the sharp teeth and claws of the wolves. It is a very unequal fight in which the stag has everything to lose." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm not an animal expert, but I do find the figure credible. You realize that otherwise the wolf population would be much larger and their prey would be drastically reduced. Think that such antlers are not achieved from one year to the next. In nature everything is balance. Anyway, what makes you think that the she-wolf in this case would help him? Why do I want a werewolf, if in the end I have to go hunting myself? Wouldn't he be better off waiting in the den for the alpha male to bring the food and the gifts? And another thing: Why do you think I'm the she-wolf? I rather look like Little Red Riding Hood in this tale." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't remember any deer in the story of Little Red Riding Hood, unless it was in Granny's stew, which, by the way, I think is also eaten by the wolf, isn't it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There are many modern variants of Little Red Riding Hood. The wolf may sometimes disguise himself as a beast and sometimes as a granny, but beware of the woman who disguises herself as a good girl." 

	With images of Little Red Riding Hood, initially sweet, then taming the wolf and, finally, disemboweling it. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I do see it as complicated to maintain love for two men at the same time, in equality for both, especially because you don't live the same with both of them. With your husband you live a real life, where there are many bad moments, problems and complicated situations that wear out the relationship in the long run. With your lover there are no problems: everything is exciting and fun and that hooks you. That's why, in the long run, the love for your husband will be at a disadvantage. You also have to reckon with the selfishness of the other two people competing for your time, your person and your love. Each one demands their share from you and they demand more and more and it will be very difficult many times not to disadvantage one against the other in your choices. That generates jealousy between them and some resentment against you. For all this, I believe that in the long run a love will always exclude the other. I'm no longer saying just for you, but for them as well." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It depends on the people. There are possessive people and others who are more generous and open. We are not stupid and the three of us know it: it is not the same to live together on a daily basis than to live punctually the best moments. That's what I said once: that going away for a week with Gerardo was also a sacrifice, because you have to live together. It's not the same as seeing each other for a few hours or a day." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Just because you know doesn't change the way things are. Nor is it remotely comparable to coexist a week of vacation where everything is fun and novelty with the daily coexistence with its domestic problems, bills, household chores, fatigue. Here there is no symmetry and the constant comparison of these two unequal realities is what ends up killing conjugal love. Even if you don't even want to think about it now, your husband should be aware of his disadvantage." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Not at all. Those getaways what they do is recharge the batteries and refresh marital love. Or do you when you go on vacation then suffer all year from post-holiday stress or disappointment?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are comparing things that have nothing to do with each other. I go on vacation with my partner, not with another guy. Therefore, the reinforcement of the vacation and its good times are linked to my partner. That does reinforce the relationship. In your case, it will reinforce it in any case with the person you went with and not with your husband, who has no experience with you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But then they are vacations that you take to escape for a moment from work and return to it with renewed energy. I have taken vacations to get away from marriage for a moment and return to it with renewed enthusiasm. And I assure you that after being with another man - and even more so if it's for such a long time - I value much more what I have with Daniel, regardless of whether I have a better or worse time with that man." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo entered the room shortly after Darko left. He approached me, took off my mask and kissed me deeply, holding my face between his two hands. 

	-I am proud of you. 

	His words made me feel good. Yes, that's what I wanted, to make him proud of me. 

	-You were fantastic," he added. 

	Had I been? How did he know? Had he been in the room watching? Gerard must have guessed the question he hadn't verbalized. 

	-I heard you. I heard you," he explained. 

	Again, it was not necessary for me to verbalize my question. 

	-Through my cell phone. I called from yours to mine and left yours on the bedside table. I could hear everything from the lobby. You didn't think I'd leave you all alone with a stranger, did you? 

	-By WhatsApp? -I asked confused. My mind was still lagging behind what I was explaining. 

	-No, of course not. You don't think I'd trust the wifi connection here? No, a normal call. 

	That must have cost a bundle. The whole session would have lasted a little over an hour and it was an international call from a cell phone to another international cell phone. We were in Switzerland, where there were still roaming charges, not being part of the European Union. Of course, Gerardo didn't care about money for certain things. He hadn't left me alone, you were by my side, or almost! Finally, my brain managed to process the most important words he had said. Yes, now I know I can trust you completely. You are not like Luis Alberto. He left me alone and tied up with that fat boy. And then he left me alone and tied up in the hotel room and went home. If Daniel hadn't found me... I was feeling good with him. I'm lucky to have found him. With Gerardo I don't need Daniel to keep an eye on me. I turned my head slightly and managed to put his thumb in my mouth. I started sucking him. I wanted to show him my appreciation for taking care of me. 

	Gerardo hesitated for a few moments, undecided about what to do. However, he unzipped his fly and climbed onto the bed. He knelt down on it, face down on top of me, with my body between his knees, and brought his cock close to my mouth. In the position we were in, I couldn't quite reach it. Gerard could have chosen to untie me, but instead he took the two pillows and put them under my head. Now I did manage to get it in my mouth. It was flaccid, but its glans was lubricated. I tasted his pre-cum. No doubt he had gotten hard as he listened and had released the little liquid at the beginning. I liked the taste of it. It wasn't because it was particularly rich - of that I was fully aware, rather the opposite was the case - but because it was his and it was unmistakable. It didn't take me long to get him hard. 

	-By the way, do you know what Darko means? 

	I made a sound that I hoped he would understand that I didn't know. With my mouth full I could not speak. 

	-Well, it's curious. Look at it and you'll see. Curious indeed. 

	Gerardo did not take long to cum. He ejaculated in my mouth and I tried to catch all his liquid, but some escaped from the corner of my lips. Gerardo pulled away and looked at me. He took the red marker and wrote something on my chest. Next, he picked up his cell phone and took a picture of me. It was the third one of the afternoon - or, at least, it was the third click I had heard - and in that one I appeared without a mask. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You tend to post quite a few images of girls wrapped in money and I think you do it for two reasons. One, to remind yourself of the slutty side of your relationship with Gerardo, because it's something that excites you to think about and, in a way, protects you from having much deeper feelings for him. And the second is to remind Gerardo that, even if there are other things in your relationship, you are with him primarily because he pays you, not out of love. Am I wrong? Would you do the same if he couldn't pay you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right especially about the first part: I post the images because they mainly excite me. Maybe it also protects me from developing certain feelings (the latter I hadn't thought of). On the second part you are not right. This is a whole, it's my fantasy. I don't do it for money, but if he didn't pay me, it wouldn't be the same. I would be his submissive, not his whore and that doesn't produce inside me the same kind of excitement. The amount of money is secondary, the primary thing is that there is an economic transaction that turns me partly into merchandise." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Reading your story, I think that perhaps Gerardo, instead of stealing from you, has decided to buy you and in part he has already succeeded. The predisposition shown by both you and your husband to satisfy Gerardo's every whim because of your economic dependence is significant. It reminded me of the abuse scandal in Hollywood, where husbands would hand over their wives at parties to be fucked by producers in exchange for contracts. Now that's prostitution. And maybe Switzerland too." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If you want to set clear boundaries, that's your right. Is it prostitution, if it is one more ingredient of my fantasy, an important one, but not the most important one? I see no objection to my opinion that it is, and I'm not going to debate it. All I'm saying is that it's not the main reason I do it. By the way, did those women get a major role and are now movie stars? Or were they duped and dumped?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Someone knocked on the door of our room. It was half past four in the afternoon. Gerardo and I were in bed, going over the photos he had taken of me the day before. We were looking at them on the small screen of the camera. They were the originals and still needed the retouching that my boss used to do on the computer, once the best ones had been selected, but there were some really nice and promising ones among them. It was a pity that my boss only passed them to me in dribs and drabs and that he kept the photos so jealously for himself, as if they were his treasure. [And who do you think he keeps them for himself and doesn't share them with anyone else, you fool!] He had also shown me the ones he had taken of me earlier with my cell phone. I could read what my boss had written on my butt: "Mine". And he was right: it was his. "Mine" plain and simple is worse than "my bitch" or "my whore". Going over the pictures on his cell phone, Gerard had commented something about how dumb Darko had misunderstood and should have tied me back up face down. Unlike the pictures he had taken of me with his camera the day before, the ones on his cell phone were somewhat grotesque. The ones he had taken of me with his camera had an artistic touch and were sensual and would be even more so as soon as I tweaked the lighting and focus and switched them to black and white. The ones on her cell phone, however, were beyond repair. As was I. They were simply obscene, humiliatingly grotesque. Like a good caricature - more so than the pictures he had taken of me with the camera - they expressed what I was really becoming. The first one, the one Gerardo had taken of me before giving me to the Croatian, was acceptable. With the plug-tail, with the red ties, with the pósit in my ass on one buttock and the letters of my boss on the other, next to the mark of his hand, at least it had a certain eroticism. But the second picture on my boss's cell phone lacked that eroticism. It was just brutal. Darko had wasapeado me the photos he had taken of me, following the additional instructions Gerardo had left him in a note on the bedside table, next to the condoms and the lubricant. From there, my boss had forwarded them to his cell phone, after confiscating it from me again. (Yes, my boss had the unlock code for my cell phone). The mark of my boss's hand had disappeared; it had been overshadowed by the deep red of my buttocks after the Croatian's spanking. In return, the disgusting (I'd rather not go into details) condom was visible above my coccyx and, even worse, my reddened anus, half-closed, like the half-open mouth of a fish out of water. Grotesque. Suddenly, seeing how my anus had turned out, anal sex no longer seemed as erotic to me, as it had seemed so far. In the second photo at least my anus was not visible. I was tied face up, with the two disgusting condoms on my belly and a scribble on my skin that looked like the Slav's signature. The fourth photo - the last one Gerardo had taken of me - was worse than the third: my face was visible, except for what was hidden by my boss's cum. Gerardo had then written to my husband and sent them to him, all four of them! He had shown me the message that accompanied them:  

	"How do you like the gift I gave Gema? By the way, how about with Lidia?" 

	Gerardo liked to play with my mind as much or more than I liked to play with my husband's. I was incommunicado and could not talk to my husband to find out what had happened to Lidia. I was incommunicado and could not talk to my husband to find out what had happened with Lidia. I trust him, though. Daniel was not allowed to... that. But Lidia was very tempting and, above all, she was very seductive. She's a real slut, and the worst thing is that she doesn't look it. In spite of the confidence I had in my husband, I didn't like the scenes I was imagining. How could you even think of...! Another knock on the door fortunately brought me out of my thoughts. I shook myself to shake away the last vestiges. 

	-Can you open the door, please? -Gerardo asked me. 

	I was in my underwear. Gerardo had bathed me. He had not gotten into the bathtub with me, but had limited himself to soaping and massaging me. It had felt good to feel appreciated and to some extent loved, after the previous experience. My boss had been super affectionate with me and had helped me out of the tub. White panties and a negligee of the same color were waiting for me on the bed. It was a long, semi-transparent, sleeveless nightgown with spaghetti straps. It had a wide V-neckline, which reached about ten centimeters above my navel. That part was embroidered and somewhat less transparent. From the apex of the V came another V - inverted, in this case - down to my hips. That part had the same embroidery. The rest, down to my feet, was completely transparent. My navel and my panties could be seen without any difficulty. In the back, the less transparent embroidery ended just above the crown of my buttocks. Gerard had told me that he preferred to see me adorned than to have me completely naked and that, from now on, he would also wear it at home, when we were not having sex at that time. I had seen the erotic negligee, of course, when I colored the things in our suitcases in the closet, but I hadn't dared to ask my boss about it. Did his women dress like that at home? Next to the bed, my heels were also waiting for me. 

	There was a third knock on the door. I got out of bed and made to go to the bathroom to get my bathrobe, but Gerardo stopped me with a throat clearing sound. He didn't need to clarify his meaning; I knew what he meant by it. I shrugged and resigned myself. Anyway, what does it matter at this point if a stranger sees me half-naked? We were in a hotel I didn't think I'd ever go back to anyway. Blushing, I opened the door. Outside stood a waiter from the hotel. Next to him was a golden trolley, the kind used in hotels to transport luggage. Hanging from its top bar were two suitcases. The waiter's eyes widened when he saw me and he even apologized, even though I was the one who had opened the door. In a way, I even found his almost childish attitude - he was a really young bellhop - amusing, which allowed me to put aside my embarrassment. 

	-A delivery for Mrs. Avril and Mr. Roig," the bellboy finally said, after managing to close his mouth and swallow his saliva. 

	I was tempted to grab the garment bags and close the door as soon as possible, but as I had said before, the bellhop's shyness had spurred my perverse side. Besides, I knew Gerardo would appreciate it if I took my time with him and let him in. I know what you like, boss. So, I invited him inside, so he could hang the garment bags from the coat rack in the closet. I held the door for him, so the waiter could get in comfortably. It was one of those that had a spring at the top that closed by itself. Then, I went ahead and guided him to the closet, offering him a good view of my derrière, which my small panties barely managed to cover and that the nightgown left transparent in good part. The bellboy hung up the two garment bags and said goodbye with his face redder than mine, but not before receiving a generous tip from Gerardo. He had to give him his name in return. Actually, he wouldn't have needed to pronounce it, since it was printed on a little badge on his chest, but Gerardo had nevertheless asked him for his name. Did you do it on purpose, so that he would know that you had taken note of him, boss? Was he dealing with this waiter too? Unlike Darko, who was a handsome young man, this one was just a shy kid. For God's sake, Gerardo, he even looked underage. He wasn't freckled, but if he had been, the freckles would have matched his mannerisms. It wasn't so much a question of age difference as of attitude and self-confidence. He looked like a very young apprentice bellhop or perhaps a Swiss student earning a little spending money this way. 

	-What is it, boss? Is it another gift? 

	-Well, I guess you can look at it that way, if you want. Fix yourself up, we have to go. And then put on your dress. I think you're going to love it," Gerardo explained with a mischievous smile. The other suit-holder must be for me. Tuxedo today. It's going to be a unique experience, I promise you that. Although it might hurt a little. But I can see you're getting used to the pain. I'm proud of you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't know what Gerardo would have to lose, if he were to publish your photos on social networks or even on contact pages. He can do it perfectly anonymously, with a fake profile and from an internet cafe and no one would ever find out who posted them. You say he's a gentleman... he will be as long as he gets what he wants. Are you absolutely sure he will still be, if one day you decide to leave him? Won't he use every weapon at his disposal to keep you, including the photos as blackmail?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, as things stand, a woman's word is worth a lot right now. But depending on the photo, maybe it could even be shown to have been taken at his home or in Switzerland where I have demonstrably been with him. And then there would also be the issue of the discredit he would suffer in his company and in his business. He might not care, of course, as he is not far from retirement. It could also be that he didn't care if his family found out. Yes, it could be that he didn't care about all that and used the photos to blackmail me and hold me back. It's a possibility I can't rule out. What if I confessed to you that this possibility - remote but existent - excites me? Would you take me for mentally ill?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think you're either completely blinded by Gerardo or you're oblivious enough to let him take all those compromising photos. You can't trust anyone these days, not Gerardo or your husband or even yourself. If Gerardo needs to use the photos to get what he wants, he will. Selfishness and personal satisfaction will come before any ethics." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't doubt that you are right, but you have to take risks in life. What is life, not taking any risks and not trusting anyone? I have full confidence that he won't use the photos against me. But if he did, I suppose I would have no choice but to be his eternal slave and do whatever he ordered me to do." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said, "Gerardo is mainly this guy. If he gets what he wants, the rest doesn't matter to him, for better or worse." And what if one day he stops getting what he wants? How far do you think he would be willing to go or what things he might go to in order to continue to get what he wants? You yourself have said that in business he is capable of doing anything to achieve his goal. Are you absolutely sure it won't be the same with you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Anything" always has limits. Sometimes they are legal limits. Other times they are ethical limits. And other times, the ethical limits of one are not the ethical limits of the other. Gerardo does anything in his business, including giving me an important client as a bonus to secure business, but he always does it without cheating. With Mr. Ripoll, for example, neither I nor the client have been cheated. So, I think his limit is that: blatant deception. I think Gerardo will do anything to achieve his goals with me, whatever they are (because, although I imagine them in part, I can never be completely sure what they are). He will use any trick, resource or negotiation to do so, but without blatantly and viciously deceiving me. I think that's his limit." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We had ordered a cab. I didn't know exactly where we were going or what my boss was up to. I had my suspicions that we weren't just going somewhere fancy for dinner, we were going to some kind of party. Why else would he have bought or rented a tuxedo? My boss, by the way, was looking very handsome. He must have been quite handsome when he was young, tall as he is and with that piercing gaze. He has good genetics. The tuxedo looked great on him. It was very classic and I was shocked to see him like that. I used to often go with a suit and tie, but a tuxedo was something different. In a way, he reminded me of the always handsome Marlon Brando in the movie The Godfather. He was to fall in love with and I was proud of him. {Well, he reminded me of Marlon Brando in Last Tango in Paris}. [And did you know that the very young Maria Schneider was tricked by the director and the actor, to make that sordid anal sex scene with butter as a lubricant more real?] 

	-It's my Valentine's Day present," Gerardo repeated and grabbed my hand. I would have liked to have more time here in Switzerland to prepare you, but since you postponed the trip, it wasn't possible. In any case, I know you'll be up to it. Forget everything and just enjoy yourself. Let yourself go. 

	It was clear that Gerardo had been planning this thoroughly for some time. He had left nothing to improvisation. [And about the waiter, how do you explain it? There are many things that I prefer not to think about and not to have to look for explanations. There are things that I prefer not to be explained. The bellboy had brought more than just the two suit carriers - Gerardo's tuxedo and my dress - in his golden cart. He had brought me in a box some heeled sandals to match the dress, although they were hidden, as the dress was long; it covered my feet completely and dragged elegantly a little on the floor. In another little box, she had brought some beautiful long earrings, also matching the dress. I knew at once that they were not costume jewelry; they were made of real white gold and diamonds! I had looked at her in surprise, because I had not expected such a gift. [Don't you know the jazz song Diamonds Are a Girl's Best Friend by Carol Channing? Don't you remember the title? [That song that first appeared on the album Gentlemen Prefer Blondes? I'm sorry to tell you that you're not blonde]. Gerardo prefers redheads. He prefers me, even though I'm not a natural redhead. The long-sleeved, tight-fitting dress. Fortunately, I still had a pretty good type for my age. The truth is, I didn't work it too hard; it was pure genetics. The fabric of the dress was a completely sheer flesh-colored chiffon. Over that sheer fabric were traces of another opaque but thin fabric, which made the dress decent. The opaque fabric was silvery white and went nicely with the diamonds in my new earrings. Long, thin, irregular strips were glued onto the chiffon, usually diagonally, giving the dress dynamism, as if it were in perpetual motion. Except for the color, it could be the scene of a field of reeds bent and moved by the wind. But considering the color, perhaps the designer was inspired by an ice and snow storm. In between the strips were more or less wide areas of sheer chiffon. The dress revealed nothing, except that she was naked underneath. On the back, the snowstorm was conspicuous by its absence, making it clear that she was not wearing a bra. And at the right hip, there was more chiffon than snow, showing that she wore no panties underneath. It was not indecent, but hugely sensual and elegant at the same time. With that silvery white color, it could almost be a sexy wedding dress. {And Gerardo the groom, in his tuxedo - are you going to tell Daniel what the dress looks like?} No, I couldn't tell that to my husband. Gerardo had even put a white garter on my right leg. 

	The garment bag of the dress had held a surprise: The dress was not the only thing it contained. At the bottom, she had found a necklace, a new one. This one was made of stainless steel and was tall and heavy. There was no way to camouflage its meaning. And to think that whoever had put it in the dress holder knew that the person who would be wearing that dress was an "employee". I had blushed when I realized that detail. Gerardo had ordered me to put on my heeled sandals first. Then, naked and before putting on the dress, he had put on the new necklace. I had trembled when I received it. The necklace, unmoved by my tremors, had closed with a loud metallic click. Next, Gerard had locked it with a small Allen wrench. With his fingertips, he had stroked up and down my back to my coccyx and the front from my collarbone, across my - his - breasts, to my pubic hairline. He had done it like a gentle breeze, as only my husband knew how to do. It had electrified me, adding goose bumps to my tremors. "It's my Valentine's Day present," my boss had said. "This is what you want, what we both want." The necklace around my neck is like a ring on my finger, just as meaningful but more visible. Next, he had kissed me deeply. And I had responded to his kiss. 

	"My dress was very... revealing, probably too revealing. I usually describe in some detail the clothes I wear, but I'm going to make an exception in this case; I have my reasons for it," I would later write on my blog, keeping the significance of the dress to myself. (Sorry, Daniel, now you know why I didn't comment or write about it at the time. I didn't want to hurt you.) The word revealing had more than one meaning. It didn't just refer to revealing skin. "First of all, and I apologize for this, there is the lack of time. Secondly, I want to leave it to your imagination, which will surely be able to conjure up the image of my more than sensual dress much better than my words. And, thirdly, even though it's been a month since my trip, there are things related to what happened next that I still haven't fully digested. For that reason, unlike the rest of the story and unlike my usual style, I will not go into too much detail. Moreover, I will warn that there are additional things that happened, things that I saw and did, that I am not going to tell. Some of them are known to my husband. Others I haven't even told him, nor do I intend to, at least for now. Therefore, it would be pointless for me to tell them here. As I said, I have my reasons. I will say no more about it." 

	Then, my boss had ordered me to lubricate my ass and put on the butt plug. I was wearing it right now, in the cab. The plug pressed against my anus, constantly reminding me that both the plug and the tail were there and part of me. 

	-Remember to write that letter to Lidia," my boss told me as he grabbed my hand in the cab. By the way, you should also thank her for her gift. 

	Lidia! Always Lidia! I knew Gerardo was playing with my jealousy and my competitive spirit, to get from me the submissive attitude he wanted. But knowing that wasn't enough to stop me from behaving like that. You get along very well with Lidia, eh, boss? What else do you talk about, apart from me? What else do you do? I was ready to show him that what I lacked in youth, I had in attitude. Yes, boss. Before he let me put on my dress, Gerardo had taken out two identical little stainless steel chains. He had attached them first to the ring of the necklace. Then he had attached one to my left nipple, using a clamp, and the other to my right nipple. Gerardo had adjusted the strength of the clamp with a little screw. Damn it, Lidia, you're going to pay for this! It had hurt. {Don't forget to write the thank you letter to Lidia that Gerardo asked you to write.} It still hurt, although less now, maybe because my nipples had gone numb. What is this, Lidia, some kind of macabre wedding present? The neckline of my dress was made of transparent gauze and the little chains coming out of the ring of my necklace towards my tortured nipples were fully visible. Worst of all, it was clear from the angle they took that they ended at my nipples. Anyone who saw it - and I had no doubt that there would be people who would - would know that they either ended in clamps or I was wearing a piercing on my nipples. No, no piercings please! The only piercings I had were the ones all the girls had: they were ear piercings and I only had one hole in each. 

	I sensed we were going to some kind of party. I am not stupid and I know how to add two plus two. Gerardo, of course, enigmatic as usual, neither confirmed nor denied it. And I, curious as I am but afraid of breaking the magic, didn't ask him either. Gerardo had only told me that it would be a surprise, my gift, and to be patient. And I had settled for that, though I still shivered in anticipation of what I imagined awaited me. And what it somehow meant.  

	-We are close. I know it's not going to be easy, Gema," my boss warned me. You're ready; I know that. But it's important to me that you rise to the occasion and forget everything but the moment," she reminded me. You're doing great. I'm proud of you.  

	I had a tingling in my stomach and the warnings and the unknown didn't help to lower my heart rate. I do, boss. I want to do what you tell me to do. I want to go deeper into this journey with you. I knew beforehand that the physical trip to Switzerland was nothing more than a symbol of my spiritual journey. I wanted to do it, but if my boss had already warned me that it would not be easy...  

	-Chief, I don't know if my little ass can take any more exercise," I warned him. I was unaccustomed to it, and at times I was afraid that the subject with Darko had been nothing more than a prelude to warm up for what was to follow. I still don't understand; Gerardo has never been interested in anal sex. [It's clear what he wants: he wants you to know that with him you'll have all that and more. You won't miss anything, not even anal sex, young strangers or diamonds]. 

	-Don't worry. You'll handle it," my boss reassured me.  

	Actually, rather than reassuring me, it made me uneasy. The photo was really grotesque; I still had it in my mind. {All you have to do is say that anal sex is shitty.}  

	-Darko's was a gift," my boss went on to explain, "for how well you've behaved so far. It's a preview of what's in store for you, if you continue to behave well. Did you like my present? 

	-Yes, very much so. Although I don't understand..." I hesitated as to what exactly he meant. I had received many gifts. Switzerland and its snow... the party waiting for me... the white dress, the diamonds, the anal plug... and the young man who reminded me what it's like to have sex up the ass. {And the gift from Lidia, don't forget}. 

	-Why did I do it? -Gerardo finished the sentence for me. I know there are things that a dirty old man like me can't give you directly. But I can give them to you indirectly," he explained, thus substantiating my suspicions about his behavior. Oh, and don't be afraid. It is a gift. It's not something I'm going to bargain for you to give me something in return," he added with a wink. As for your ass, as long as you wear the tail, you won't have to fear for it. That's why, to protect you and so there's no doubt, you wear it. There are only three people who have the right to take it off," he added, "and I'm one of them. 

	Three people? Who are the other two? [Daniel] {And Lidia! } Leave me alone with so much Lidia. Besides, neither of them are here. He meant now. {Are you sure they're not here ? Daniel... I don't know. But you can expect anything from Lidia}. 

	After several turns on a tertiary road and several others on a road, we arrived at what in Switzerland is called a chateau, which translated means castle or palace, but which is basically a pazo. The front gate was open and we drove through to the property. The entrance was illuminated and there were already several cars parked, all of them high-end.  

	-Wait. I'll get the door for you," Gerardo told me gallantly. He paid the cab driver in cash, got out of the cab and walked around the back to get to my side and open the door for me. He grabbed my leash and helped me out, like a true gentleman. 

	Nervous, I got out of the cab and immediately grabbed Gerardo's arm. The cab driver knows I'm his submissive whore. He looked at me... Fortunately, I didn't have time to worry about the cab driver.  

	-Gemma, I understand you. But don't hold on to me now. You're going to be fine; I know it. You look beautiful; you're going to be the star. I want you a step and a half behind me. -With my leash in his hand, Gerardo stepped forward, giving me no chance to reply. 

	
We climbed about six stone steps and entered the building. Gerardo showed the invitation to the doorman and muttered something incomprehensible. I assumed it was a password. The doorman checked the data on his tablet. He took his time. When he finished checking, he gave a slight bow, followed by a wave of his arms, indicating that we could pass. I was nervous and trembling like a flan, but Gerardo continued inside firmly, taking me with him by the leash. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that during your trip last year to Switzerland you didn't miss your husband at any time. You said the same thing about the week you spent in Cancun. But at the same time you say that you love your husband very much. On one of the two things you are lying. If you really love your husband, even if you are having a good time with someone else, there are plenty of moments in seven long days with their long 168 h to remember and miss the person you truly love. Which of the two things are you lying to us about, Gema?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In none of them. Simply put, everyone experiences things differently. Why is it hard for you to understand that, in my case, I can focus for a week on someone else and not miss my husband during that time, without that meaning I don't love him? I have my husband all year long, all my life. Taking a vacation is not a bad thing to come back with renewed energy and passion." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't understand how you can spend a whole week away, 3000 km from home, without talking to your husband or knowing how he feels. When I am away from home for work, I talk every night with my partner and we tell each other how the day went, if there is anything new, even if it is domestic, and we tell each other how much we miss each other. If you don't have that feeling or that need, you don't love your husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, the truth is that yours is probably normal and ours is not. But for us it is normal. We've never been one to call each other all the time. Long before we started this lifestyle we spent some weeks apart for work reasons and we have not had the need to tell each other every day how much we love each other. Maybe it is because we have lived in times when telecommunications were not as advanced and cheap as they are now and we have had to endure days without hearing from each other (I am thinking of our student days). In fact, I think that throughout the history of mankind it was the most normal thing and not for that reason people loved each other less. I would even go so far as to say that they loved each other more and put up with each other more." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said that last year, when you came back from Switzerland, you felt a very inflamed love feeling for your husband, but apparently it didn't last long, because only two days after coming back from Switzerland you went to Barcelona to fuck Gerardo's client. This time, after another year with Gerardo, when you come back you will surely not feel anything when you see your husband again, or maybe only nostalgia for what you lived in Switzerland and the desire to have spent much more time alone with Gerardo, away from everything and everyone." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It hasn't been so alone." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How would you feel if Daniel had a serious accident and you couldn't be by his side, because you're too far away, enjoying life with another man? Him fighting for his life and you fucking another man." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You mean that the probability of suffering a serious accident is proportional to the physical distance that separates us? Interesting! Now we know why there are so many traffic accidents in Spain. Maybe you should propose to the DGT to forget about so many seat belts and instead force a chastity belt for married women." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The question was not whether or not the DGT should ban bitches from traveling. The question was whether you would feel remorse, should such a situation arise and you were unable to accompany your husband because you were far away and incommunicado and with another guy. But I see that you would not have any remorse. From your last answers, I see that you are willing to do anything for Gerardo. To live permanently with him, to be his submissive forever or even to be blackmailed by him to make it so. Where does this leave your husband in the future? What does your husband think of this decision of yours to leave everything for Gerardo, if it should come to that?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He can come and live with us as a lapdog. I can even teach him to crawl, bark and fetch things with his mouth. He'd have a good teacher." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Yes, it's a good idea for you and Gerardo to have your husband as a puppy in your house. You would keep him on a leash most of the time and feed him leftovers. He wouldn't have much trouble adjusting to that, as he's quite used to both being tied up and living off scraps." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, but what yummy leftovers! Not like others who go hungry and waste their time in front of the computer, reading other people's lives on Tumblr." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I wonder why you are still with your husband. Is it because you still love him, even if only a little? Or are you still with him because he is your last anchor point before you fall lost forever in Gerard's world? Have you wondered that too?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes. Yes. And yes. To all three questions. And just a point: "even if it's just a little bit." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	A pretty young girl came running out to meet us and led us into one of the rooms. She was wearing silver-colored high heels, which accentuated her long legs. They were sandals with laces that spiraled up her legs to just below her knees. She wore a matching silver necklace. In that she looked like me, for I was wearing mine too. In the same color, long earrings dangled from her ears - but they weren't diamonds! I also noticed that she was wearing a piercing in her belly button. I don't like piercings, but this would be the only place I would accept one. My belly button is not the prettiest in the world. On her fingers she wore several rings and on her forearms she wore a series of bracelets. On her left arm, at the level of her biceps, she wore a bracelet, equally silver. Complementing her attire was a sort of bra without cups, which left her breasts in the air and revealed her nipples. Oh, wow! She has a nipple on each one. From the underwire below her breasts dangled several thin silver chains. Her private parts were covered by a kind of loincloth, which was really just a little chain around her hips, from which dangled other little thin chains similar to those of her bra. You could tell she was completely shaved underneath. The girl went ahead of us to guide us, offering us a view of her firm little ass, completely naked. The girl is young and I don't know if mine is still as firm, but it's bigger. Men like it when asses aren't small. She led us into a room and quickly disappeared, as apparently other guests were arriving whom she had to greet. 

	In the room there were multiple couples of varying status, some younger, some older, and others of disparate ages, like Gerardo and me. In these cases, like us, the man was older than she was. As for physical attractiveness, I would like to say that they were all Greek gods, but the reality was not so. Although everyone was very well groomed, in terms of bodies there was everything: fatter and fatter, beauties and less graceful and less graceful. Since clothes make the man (and the woman) and everyone was very well groomed, the overall impression was very good. The men were all in tuxedos, without exception. And the women were in elegant dresses, some more and some less suggestive. Mine was not the most suggestive, but it was the prettiest. I noticed that all of them were wearing a necklace.  

	The young girl who accompanied us had explained to us before we left that we could ask the waitress for whatever we wanted. It didn't take us long to locate the waitress. She was a woman in her forties. Her long brown hair was slicked back and fell to her bare shoulders, reaching almost to her tailbone. Curves abounded on her. She wasn't fat, but she was anything but a sardine. Curvy, they would say today. Come on, voluptuous through and through. She was sheathed in high leather boots with a vertiginous heel that must have been really uncomfortable. On her head she wore a sort of harness that helped hold a big red feather on top of her head. Practical. With that feather the waitress is easy to spot among the guests. Other than that, she was practically naked, as she wore no clothes, except for a brown harness, like the rest of her outfit. The harness framed her breasts and barely covered her sex. Her breasts are voluminous, but they look natural. They are larger than mine, but not shaped like mine. Attached to her nipples she wore little bells. Another with piercings on her nipples. Underneath her breasts was attached a tray with which she served the drinks she was asked for. The tray was attached to her body harness. This included a collar around her neck with hooks, from which two chains attached to the two front corners of the tray. Her hands and arms were immobilized behind her back, in a kind of leather sheath. To complete the grotesque image that it already offered, it also had a bit in its mouth, like that of horses, attached to the harness on its head. And how will the poor creature be able to serve us in these? {And what did Gerardo mean when he said you were ready?} The waitress, seeing us without a glass in her hand, appeared before us of her own accord. She then jumped up and down, which made the bells ring. Although she could not speak, her attitude clearly indicated that she was waiting for our order. Gerardo, without asking me, ordered two whiskeys. The woman bowed her head in understanding, gave another little jump that rang the bells in confirmation, turned and trotted to the bar, which was manned by a man. As she trotted, her two little bells rang. As she turned around, I could see her beautiful ass. Bigger than mine but less tight. She was wearing a plug-tail like mine, except hers seemed to mimic a horse's tail. I grabbed Gerardo's arm hard, to the point of inadvertently hurting him. I didn't do it because of his ponytail (the girl's, not Gerardo's), but because of the whip, riding crop, cane or whatever, marks on his buttocks. There were several long red marks and they looked like they had just been made. From a distance, we watched as, not without difficulty -due to the mouthful she was carrying- she tried to convey our order to the waiter. Somehow, however, he managed to make himself understood. The waiter placed our glasses on his tray and the pony-woman returned with us. Gerardo took both glasses, as I was paralyzed. The waitress curtsied and trotted off to the next guest without a glass. 

	 Clutching my glass on one side and my boss's arm on the other, we mingle among the guests, ready to engage in conversation. Willing him, because I was speechless. Some were new like us, but most seemed to have known each other before. After a while of socializing, the girl who had greeted us, the one in the silver clothes, appeared. Ringing a large bell she carried in her hand, she got the attention of all the guests. Although we were a troop coming from different countries, it seemed that most of us had already assimilated the Swiss seriousness, so silence was quickly established. The silver receptionist indicated in English that dinner was about to begin and asked us to follow her. I was already a bit more relaxed, as we had managed to strike up conversations with different couples and nothing unusual had really happened yet. So I took the opportunity to take a closer look at the silver receptionist. She had spoken in perfect English - as far as I could judge - but she seemed to have a non-Germanic accent. Where could she be from? She had golden hair and blue eyes. If she's not Germanic, I'm guessing she'd be of Slavic origin, maybe Croatian like Darko or Slovak or further away, Ukrainian. Yes, Ukrainian suits her. [We followed the girl (she really had a beautiful little ass, even if it was hard for me to admit it) and the rest of the diners to another room and sat down. There were several round tables, and people were seating themselves according to the friendships they had forged earlier. In the middle there was a buffet. 

	The silver girl ended the dinner with her bell and announced that the part we've all been waiting for was about to begin. The part we've all been waiting for? I still don't know what this is about, although I can imagine. There were too many words in English and at first I didn't understand it, but Gerardo translated for me.  

	-You girls have to go and change now. You have to follow the waitress. -Gerardo looked at me in an indecipherable way. Was there tenderness, concern or pride in his eyes? -Gemma, you'll be fine. Just obey and let yourself go. 

	The marks on the waitress's ass had already paled, though they were still visible. And then there was the fact that, if it was an orgy, that would mean that Gerardo too.... 

	-What about you? What will you do? -I asked her uncertainly. It was obvious that this was a fetish party, but I wasn't so sure I was ready for it. 

	-The men will follow the receptionist back to the start room," my boss explained.  

	I looked at him with lamb-like eyes, on my way to the inevitable slaughterhouse. Gerardo looked me in the eye. Again, I was unable to interpret his gaze. Was there a hint of pity in it? My boss grabbed my mamola with one hand and placed his big toe on my lower lip. My mouth half-opened. Now, her gaze seemed to say, "And you're going to do everything I tell you to do?" I nodded, almost imperceptibly. Whatever you tell me and whatever I'm told, if that's your will. My boss leaned over and kissed me tenderly. Then, he turned around and followed the silver girl, staring brazenly at her ass. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema. I see that lately you post quite a few images of girls with tattoos and you have even made some appreciative comments. You have said that you don't have any tattoos, because you don't like them, and neither does Daniel. Neither does Daniel. Are you now thinking of getting one? Has Gerardo asked you for it, as a mark of ownership?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Errr... No, please! Or should I?" 

	  

	I was right domaduro60. He had unintentionally posted pictures of tattooed girls. In the last post he had written: "Grotesquely beautiful, don't you think? Why would she decide to do that? How could such sacrilege look so good on her delicate skin?" It was of a completely naked girl, sitting at a table in the garden, holding a glass of wine. In front, in a blurred form, another person, with another glass of wine, could be glimpsed. It was not clear if it was a man or a woman. The tattooed girl could be seen from behind. Her entire back, arms and legs were tattooed with floral motifs. On her arm, among the flowers, was the image of a Japanese woman, possibly a geisha. 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"No, I don't think you should. I don't believe in ownership brands. A true Master does not need to brand his submissive as if she were cattle to show everyone that she belongs to him. It is the submissive's actions, the respect and devotion with which she presents herself to him that should at all times evidence that ownership. The true mark of possession must be in the submissive's brain, not in her body." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I agree." 

	My answer was accompanied by a branding scene, in which the submissive received the hot iron with her master's brand on her ass.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	The pony-woman took us to a room, located on the other side of the entrance hall. She trotted down the hallway in front of us, imitating the gait of a mare. Her little bells rang with every exaggerated step she took. The door to the room was open. The pony-woman stood to one side. Although with the bite she could not speak, it was clear that we had to go inside. The room was small and we could barely fit all of us. Either tonight there is more crowded than expected or this little room is ill-conceived. Immediately, some of the women began to undress. They must be the ones who already know this. They must have been here more than once. Without saying a word, we novices understood that we had to imitate those who seemed to be veterans. We all undressed in silence. Only a few isolated whispers could be heard. Several veterans exchanged meaningful glances. There was mischief in their expressions. The room was excessively small; we looked like sardines in a can. Accidental rubbing was inevitable, back to back, ass to ass, and elbow to tit. A few apologies were heard, though generally a foreboding silence reigned.  

	As small as the room was, at least there was a rack to hang our dresses on. There was also a table with necklaces, which stole even more space from the camera. I watched as the women who wore a decorative necklace took the opportunity to exchange it for a more practical one, one with a ring like mine or even with several rings. I noticed that one of the women was wearing a plug-tail like mine, except hers looked like a rabbit.  

	The veterans finished first and left the room. There was starting to be more space and there was even easy access to the rack to hang the dress. As beautiful as mine was, I hadn't dared to take it off until I could put it properly on the rack. I didn't want to risk ruining it. And what do I do with Lidia's damned gift? Gerardo hadn't told me anything about it. In general, he hadn't told me anything at all. I loosened the screws that regulated the pressure a little, to relieve my nipples, but I didn't dare take the clamps off. If he wanted me to take them off, he would have told me. I have to live up to his expectations. I also left the thong and plug on. The white garter I did take off. In retrospect, I think it was a wise move. I came out of the room last. Like everyone else, I was dressed only in heels. Otherwise, except for the accessories, I was completely naked. I can't believe I'm going to do this. For a hotwife, I'm still a little shy. But it's not the same to get naked to have sex than to do it like this, to be exhibited.  

	The pony-woman had not moved from her place. But now, on her tray were several bracelets, each of a different color. Someone must have brought them to her. I would have heard her, if she had moved. The women on their way out took a bracelet from the tray and put it around their biceps. I did the same, but as I was one of the last to leave, there weren't many colors left to choose from. Did they have any meaning? I chose red, which was one of my favorite colors. The odd thing is that no others in front of me picked it, being such an attractive color. {And eye-catching}. The mare started up as the last bracelet disappeared from her tray. With the jingle of her bells, she led the way. The veterans quickly formed a line behind her. They kept pace with her, albeit with a normal gait, if one could call that how the models paraded on the catwalk. [It is, compared to the mare's trot. She already knows her destiny. Yours, which is it: bitch, cat, cow or whore]? We novices, without speaking, imitated the veteran and paraded in single file behind them. Only a few of them said something, whispering. I assumed they were rookies like me. Those who seemed to be the veterans, all of them without exception, had some kind of tattoo. Usually it was some lettering, decorated in one way or another. Among the seemingly newbies there was everything. 

	Halfway there we were intercepted by a woman. I had not noticed her before, but when I saw her I remembered that she had been present at the dinner. She must have been in her late sixties. She was thin - one could almost say she was dry. She wore a pretty black dress. It was elegant, but it was not as sensual as mine, nor was it as sensual as the other women's. It was very sober. It was very sober. The woman in denial waved her hand at us. She was holding a riding crop in her hand. Upon seeing her, the pony-woman slammed on her brakes and we almost collided. The woman in black was visibly angry and cursed loudly. It sounded to me as if she was speaking German - if you can call what the Swiss mumble German - and I only understood estrujenbajen. A young girl, who apparently understood as little as I did what he was saying and who had commented on something, took a whip to the buttock. She was one of the women Gerardo and I had socialized with in the lounge. If I remembered correctly, she was from Germany, from Frankfurt in particular. Instinctively, the girl put her hands to her ass to comfort her sore bottom. Mixing German and English words and gesticulating with the riding crop, the woman in black got us to backtrack to where we had come from. Next, she grabbed several of us by the arm and repositioned us in single file, changing our order in the line. I realized that he was sorting us by color, following the rainbow pattern. How could we have known that, if no one had explained anything to us? {Maybe the bewilderment is intentional and part of the game}. The veterans had taken the blue, purple and green, the high colors of the rainbow. I, with the red, had to close the single file. The line was placed as she pleased, and she began to set the rhythm, counting eins-zwei, eins-zwei, eins-zwei, eins-zwei, as if it were a living compass. The pony-woman raised and lowered her knees to the rhythm set by the woman in black, ringing her little bells, without moving from the spot. Without stopping counting, the woman in black gave the mare two resounding whips. Apparently, she was not satisfied with the rhythm. She wasn't the only one who took a whipping, justified or not. I got one, although maybe not so much for not keeping up as for being the last in line and my ass being very accessible. When I received the impact, I gave a jump and -now yes-, I broke the rhythm. That earned me a second whipping, stronger than the first one, as it was -this time- justified. The unavoidable new respin earned me a third whip and then a fourth. I didn't need to turn around to know that he had left red marks on my buttocks, two on each.  

	The mare kept raising and lowering her knees to the rhythm set by the woman in black, accompanying it with the tinkling of her bells and the clapping of her shoes. The woman in black gave a command - I couldn't tell what she barked, exactly - and the women further ahead began to imitate the pony-woman. The rest of us novices quickly realized that it was in our best interest to do the same. Now happier but still suspicious, the woman in black gave the order for us to move forward. This time we managed to do it in perfect single file, in unison and like well-trained ponies. We paraded down the corridor, with the echo as a companion, crossed the hall and arrived at the lounge. 

	All the men looked at us and I felt embarrassed by my nudity. Fortunately, I was not the only naked woman. All of us, except the one in black, were naked. The men still had their tuxedos on. Nudity is not absolute, it is relative; it is a matter of contrasts. On a beach, in a bathing suit, you don't feel naked. On the street, in your underwear, you feel exposed. On a nudist beach, without any clothes, you feel strange at first, but soon it is the most normal thing. On the same beach, on the non-nudist part, you feel vulnerable. I liked the contrasts. I liked it when I got naked and sat on Gerardo, rubbing my naked sex against his through his pants. I liked the stockings and garter belt, as they didn't cover up, but emphasized. But those were private acts. Here, however, was an audience, full of strangers. 

	Instantly, the woman in black caught up with us and stepped to the front. The mare stepped aside, leaving the first woman in line vulnerable to the stares. I had noticed that she was completely shaved down below; not a single hair protected her sex. That woman, a veteran, was wearing a piercing on her clitoris. But that must really hurt! In general, no woman wore her pubic hair au naturel, as my boss used to prefer, except for the trip to Mexico and this second one to Switzerland. Not all were completely shaved down below, although most were. They look like little girls. Those who still had pubic hair were trimmed - like mine at the time - some with narrower strips, some with shorter strips, some with different shapes. Pubic hair as you like, Gerardo. But no piercings and tattoos, please. 

	-Violet! -exclaimed the woman in black. The first woman in line was wearing the purple bracelet and the woman in black had just announced it, as if it were necessary or as if she had just renamed her. 

	The men applauded appreciatively. The girl knew what she had to do. She approached the woman in black and waited for her to kiss her on the mouth. It was a soft kiss on the lips, a peck with contact as light as it was fleeting, but apparently meaningful. Next, the woman in black nudged the girl aside with her index finger and the second woman in line stepped forward.  

	-Indigo! -he announced and again there was applause.  

	The girl, like the previous one, approached the woman and waited for her to kiss her. The woman in black then pushed her away with her index finger. Blue stepped in front of violet, kissed her just as softly as the woman in black, and stood next to her. 

	-Cyan! -exclaimed the woman in black. 

	The ritual was repeated. Turquoise was pushed aside after the little kiss. Next, she stood in front of violet and kissed her. Then he did the same with blue.  

	-Green! -continued Black. 

	The ritual was the same. This time, after being kissed by Black, Green kissed the other women one by one. It was as if she was passing on the blessing of the woman in black, sharing it with her sisters. 

	The colors continued to parade. We were no longer Gemma or Heike or Fleur or... Now we were only colors. 

	-Red! -announced the woman in black as I entered the scene. 

	Shit, that's me. {Of course it's you. Last minute regrets?} The men's applause barely managed to calm my nerves. I sought support in Gerardo's gaze. I knew very little of what was going to happen, as Gerardo had not wanted to tell me more than was essential. The only thing I know is that I must imitate, obey, let myself go and enjoy. "I am convinced that you are ready for this. Don't let me down,". Her words echoed in my head. The woman in black kissed me. Next, I kissed the other colors one by one, passing the blessing to my sisters. It was only an insignificant peck, but tonight I have already kissed more women than men in my entire life. {You shouldn't worry about that. Worry about the significant snogs you're going to give tonight... that and more}. 

	After the introductions were over, the woman in black reviewed us. We were standing side by side, again forming a rainbow. Great, the gay pride flag. The woman in black stood in front of violet. The mare appeared next to her. She, aside from being a pony-woman and judging by the color of her harness, must have been brown. {But the feather on her head is red. What do you think it means?} In her tray she was carrying two leashes. The woman in black took one and attached it to violet's collar. The strap was from the same necklace as her bracelet. Everything matched. Black pulled the leash down and violet willingly knelt down. With a tug forward, Black got violet to get on all fours and follow her. At the back of the room there was a fluffy stool set up. It was long, easily four meters long. The woman in black pulled up on the leash and the purple girl climbed on top of the stool. She was on all fours, with her head bent over and her ass in a pomp, showing off her waxed sex and anus. The size of her anus revealed that it had been used frequently. {Do you seriously think it doesn't close up the same anymore, if you have too much anal sex}. In my head I still had the image of the picture Darko had taken of me. With my sex exposed like that, I noticed that not only was I wearing a piercing on my clitoris, but I was also wearing another one on my vaginal lips. A metal ring joined both labia, closing her entrance. 

	The woman in black turned to us and watched us carefully. As if undecided, she paced back and forth, studying each of us from top to bottom. She did not hesitate to caress us, as she studied us in detail. One she caressed her cheek, one her breast, one her ass, and one even her pussy. None of us protested. I, however, was not fondled. Instead, he tugged at my nipple chains. I suppressed a whimper, though I couldn't help the pain flashing across my face. Why am I the only one wearing nipple clamps? Okay, many, in turn, wore a nipple clamp on one or both nipples. Boss, why didn't you tell me to take the clamps off, I'm the only one wearing them! Black stood in front of orange and looked at her with some disdain. He then pushed his way between the girl in orange and the girl in red - that's me - and stood behind her.  

	PLAS! 

	-Ouch!" complained orange. 

	Instinctively, the lower colors of the rainbow turned to her. The higher colors, the veterans, avoided doing so, either because they knew better or because they had no doubts about what had just happened. The woman in black had just whipped her ass. It had sounded loud. He scolded her in German - or rather in Swiss - and forcibly pulled her arms back. The woman in black could speak either Swiss or English, as the mood took her. Apparently, she preferred her native language for insults. The rookie had been holding them forward, trying to cover her parts, but the woman in black wanted them crossed behind her back. We understood the warning on the spot. Immediately, all of us girls put our arms that way. It was clear that the woman in black was the boss and that she was not to be trifled with.  

	Next, he stood in front of green. He looked her up and down. He even took her jaw in his hand and turned her head to get a better look. He made her open her mouth and inspected her as if she were a horse. Scarcely satisfied, he put the green leash on her and led her on all fours to the stool, placing her next to the other. Again, she turned back to us and watched us.  

	-You spoke," he chided yellow. Bend over. Now," I heard him say. To emphasize his words, he put his finger through the ring of his necklace and pulled it down, forcing the girl to bend over. No! Ass up! Du dumme Hure! 

	The girl was frightened, but she understood English well. She quickly corrected her posture and crouched down without bending her legs. She knew better than to anger Black. His whippings were not mere play; they really stung. Amarillo took four whips, just as I had before. I sensed that the first one had been for talking in the locker room. I had been one of those who had whispered, although I didn't understand how Black could have found out. He had secretly watched us? How? It was the only crime he had committed. The other three whippings, I understood, were due to having given a backstroke after the first one or for having expressed pain. 

	-Thank you, mistress," he thanked her yellow for the whipping. No one had demanded it, but the girl must have thought it was the most prudent thing to do. Or maybe thanking her Master after receiving a punishment was an automatism she had learned. 

	In any case, Black was satisfied, although she still looked very serious. He took the yellow leash from the mare's tray and put it on yellow. He pulled her down until she was forced to her knees and carried her on all fours to the stool. There she positioned herself like the other two, with her ass in pomp. Unlike violet, the veteran, her anus was tiny, that is to say, normal. She's still a novice. [Is this how you want to finish? Gema, this is not a game. Gerardo is not a game; it's serious. You still have time to save yourself. The least of it is this particular party. Still, you should run away]. Black's four whip marks glowed bright red on yellow's ass. That's how I must have it. Gerardo would whip me, bringing me to tears at times. But the hand was one thing and the whip was quite another. The yellow marks were not much different than the ones on the pony-woman. 

	Black paced from left to right and right to left, looking sternly at the remaining girls. He stopped in front red and, without warning, unloaded his riding crop into my crotch.  

	-Ayyyyyy!" I cried out. He had hit me squarely on my clitoris. It had hurt, but I was smart enough not to curse. Black's aim was beyond doubt and I sensed that, had he wanted to, he could have hit me harder. Fortunately, he hadn't. Actually, the blow had not been that strong. [But the impact it had on me was the same. All at once - never better said - I understood once and for all that this was for real. I could have made a scene and left, but I remembered Gerardo's words: I was ready for it and I shouldn't let him down. It's just a game, a hard game, but just a game. It is only a game. Gerardo is here and he will protect me, if necessary. The boss put a hand between my legs. With a little kick against my high heels she told me to spread them apart. I obeyed immediately. I took a quick glance at my colleagues and noticed that they had them open. Why didn't I notice before? It would have saved me a whipping. Their fingers invaded my pussy and stayed there, with impunity, while Black looked into my eyes. My whole being was begging me to pull his invading fingers out of my sex, but I knew I had to keep my arms back. Not content with what he was doing to me, Black stuck his riding crop between a little chain and my breast and played with it, tugging at it. I gasped, why am I the only one with nipple clamps? I certainly wasn't the only one with boob jobs. Finally, he pulled his fingers out of my sex. He looked at them and rubbed the index and middle fingers with his thumb, buying my lubrication. He wiped them on my breast. Then she picked up my strap, held it and studied it.  

	-Was isch das? -said the woman in black in her Swiss dialect.  

	I would not have served myself any better if I had said it in German. But you could tell that they spoke differently there. The woman in black was unpredictable and would just as soon speak in English as in Swiss. Although I didn't understand her words, I understood that she was referring to the leash. I was angry with my leash, why didn't Gerardo tell me to take it off sooner, does he want me to be extra stern with me? {Maybe he's new here and doesn't know the rules either}. [Don't excuse him! I don't believe he's new. I don't believe anything about him anymore]. I still had a weird feeling in my clitoris from his whip. 

	-Was isch das? -he repeated just as incomprehensibly but just as clearly as before. He put his riding crop back between my chain and my breast, this time the other one, and began to shake it, this time more virulently than before. Now he not only pulled on the chain that connected my nipple clamp to the collar, but on the way back he took the opportunity to viciously whack my breast. At the same time, he pulled the leash of my collar, shaking me there, in front of everyone. 

	-Uhh! Ahh! -I tried to stifle my moans, but I could not. I do it for you, Gerardo. Be proud of me. But why didn't you tell me to take it off? 

	Finally, she was satisfied with my torture. The mare came over and Black took the red leash from the tray. She hooked it to my collar and unhooked the other one. The boss stood behind me and I feared another blow. Like that and in front of an audience, I had never been treated before. Only in my fictional account of the company Christmas dinner. Black felt my ass, where before he had smashed his riding crop four times against my buttocks. He admired his work. Then he grabbed my tail and lifted it. He pulled on it a little and the plug pulled my anus out. 

	-Uh!" I said, which Black must have found amusing, because he mimicked me. The men laughed. Apparently they thought it was funny, too. 

	Negro slid my tail through his fingers, checking how soft and fluffy it was. Gerardo had bought me a tail of excellent quality. I'll be up to it, boss. I won't let you down. I was supposed to wear it to protect my rear entrance. But why had he said that apart from him only two other people were allowed to remove it? At that point, it was clear that neither my husband nor Lidia were invited to the party. Or were they? From behind me, with my legs spread wide, Black gave my leash a push. It was metal, stainless steel, matching the collar. The links bumped against my clit. 

	-Uh!" I did it again. I winced a little, more from shock than from the pain itself. He had hit me gently, but by that point, I was expecting anything. 

	-Uh," Black mimicked, drawing chuckles from the audience of men. He stood in front of me, deposited my metal leash in the mare's tray, took my red leash and led me on all fours to the stool. I was left with my ass in the air, like the rest of the girls, although, yes, with my ass protected by my tail. 

	Apparently, I am one of the four chosen. But chosen for what? 

	In front of us, the wall was lined with a mirror, so that we could observe what was going on behind us without turning our heads. The mirror had not been there during the cocktail reception. Instead, it had been hidden by curtains. 

	The silver receptionist spoke up: "Please welcome our host Klaus! -Silver announced the name of our host and everyone applauded, including Black. 

	"I had not previously noticed this man, who had gone unnoticed by me until that moment," I would later write in my blog, in a new lie, to preserve some intimate details for myself. (Now you're going to know one more thing, love, that happened on my first trip to Switzerland). Klaus was a lanky man of short stature, at least by Swiss standards. He must have been between sixty and seventy years old; he was probably closer to the latter than the former. He was as dry as the woman in black. He, on the other hand, was dressed in pristine white. He wore a perfectly brown mustache, probably dyed, as was his hair. The man approached Black and gave him a peck. If Black and White are a couple, as it seems, I now understand Black's fixation with me. With confident strides, the man walked over to the sidewalk where we chosen ones - or discarded ones - were lined up side by side. Next to him, a step behind, was the beautiful receptionist, silver. The girl bent down, unzipped his fly, pulled out his flabby little bird and began to suck him off in front of everyone, without the slightest blush. Negro didn't seem to mind. He soon managed to get it hard.  

	I had also given him a hard-on with my mouth. It had happened on my first trip to Switzerland. Gerardo had introduced me to that man. That was something my husband didn't know about, since I hadn't published it in my blog or confessed it to him. (I confess now, love. I know you like surprises. I didn't tell you before...because I already know you don't like old people. But that doesn't matter now, does it? What we have...). Already that day, the man was dressed completely in white. Gerardo had introduced me to him. He had made me dance for him. He had made me sit on him and let him caress me. The man had not been satisfied with just caressing me. He had interspersed caresses with squeezing my tits and vigorously rubbing my clitoris. He had made me kiss him. The man had plunged his tongue into my mouth. Klaus had pulled my pubic hair. Now, looking at the other submissives, I understood that maybe he didn't like it so luxuriant. He had pulled it again and again, hurting me. Gerard had made me show him the submissive potential I had. At the time I hadn't understood what it was all about, but now, seeing that he was the host of such a party, I understood that it had been some kind of test. And he had failed. She had sucked him off, kneeling between his legs, just as she used to do with Gerardo. And the man had cum in my mouth. Gerardo had told me not to worry, that he had been tested and was healthy. And I had swallowed it. I had swallowed the cum, I mean. And I had done it, without even knowing his name. I now knew his name was Klaus. I had shown him my full submissive potential, but he had failed... Not content with what I had shown him, Klaus had taken me to the bathroom and tried to piss all over me. And he had succeeded... during the second of reaction. I had fled in terror and left my boss in a bad place. I'm really sorry, boss. (That's the true story of my first trip to Switzerland, love. I hope you still love me, even though it doesn't matter anymore). I had failed the rite of passage, because I wasn't ready, because I would never be ready, or because Gerard had rushed things too much. And have all the female guests gone through the same rite of passage with Klaus the White? {No, I don't think so. Some will have gone through it with Black}. A year ago, my logical frightening had not made my course change; I had only taken a detour, a longer road but with the same destination. 

	 Next to Klaus, the mare bent down, leaving the tray within reach of her Master. She carried several condoms on it and also a small bottle of lubricant. The silver girl took the bottle and applied lube to Violet. Violet moaned. Silver took a condom and put it on the host. [And you sucked him without!] Next, silver placed Blanco's cock at the first girl's entrance. Klaus penetrated her without any problems. Considering the ring that closed her vaginal lips, it was not difficult for me to imagine through which entrance he was penetrating her. A moan escaped from Violet's mouth, even though, being a veteran by now, she should be used to it. Her anus certainly seemed to be a veteran. Silver stepped back, leaving room for her Master to fuck the submissive. Through the mirror I could see the faces of pleasure and discomfort as she turned violet. Klaus had a surprisingly big cock. That much I know very well. Klaus began to fuck it vigorously, with a vigor unsuspected for a man of his age. {If only once in a while Gerard would fuck us like this!} The girl moaned. Her fingers dug into the soft bench. I know well that feeling of discomfort and pleasure. The host penetrated her for a few brief minutes. Then he withdrew from her. Violet had not cum - it was difficult, almost impossible to cum with anal sex alone; I had not managed it, not even close - but she was panting. He looked at us through the mirror. On her face was happiness. It was an honor for her to have received Klaus's virile member and to have given him pleasure with her ass for a few minutes. Although Blanco had already withdrawn from her, violet continued to sink her fingers hard into the soft stool. Again, the picture Darko had taken of me came to mind. [Do you want to end up like that, with that ass? Do you want to end up like that, so solicitous, devoted, submissive... and used? For God's sake, Gema, stop it! This league is not yours. Go back to Daniel; go back to being a normal hot wife]. 

	Silver and mare came quickly and knelt beside Klaus. Carefully, the all-purpose receptionist removed the condom from Klaus's cock, deposited it on the tray and fitted him with a new one. Next, she positioned the cock at the second girl's entrance. He didn't apply any lube, so I assumed it was the natural entrance this time. He held her so Blanco impaled her all at once, then withdrew. The girl moaned, as Klaus' phallus slammed into her. Again, the vigorous old man penetrated her vigorously for a few brief minutes, making Green moan with pleasure. She had the feeling that the whole spectacle was some kind of homage or sacrifice in honor and gratitude to the host. Like ripping out the hearts of slaves to offer them to the sun god. [You are an exaggeration. More like the "prima notte" right of the medieval nobles]. As head of the house, he had the right to penetrate the female guests before the other men. Of course, if that was so, what it meant was.... 

	I didn't have time to continue my thoughts. The silver girl had pushed my slutty tail out of the way and positioned the host's cock at the entrance to my vagina. I sucked you, not knowing who you were, blindly trusting my boss. I fled in terror, because you abused my trust, with your filth. And now, you're going to fuck me, after all. I hadn't expected to see Klaus after all. If anything, I had feared it. But I had never imagined that he would end up fucking me like this, in front of dozens of unknown men. [Run away, you fool! You deserve better than this! Don't you see where you're going to end up that way? Do you think Daniel will still love you like this?] Old Klaus pushed in and penetrated me all at once. A moan escaped my mouth. He had done it without asking my permission. It was all happening without warning. Yes, I was a whore, because I had fucked our best customer, Mr. Ripoll, to get the contract. I had done it for the company and for Gerardo, but it had been my decision and I had done it premeditated and after preparing myself mentally. I had fucked Manolo, Gerardo's best friend, and I had done it deceived, for a handful of cigars. But it had also been my decision and I had had time to assimilate it. In fact, it took me a while to seduce him. Darko had fucked my ass that very morning. He had even done it while tied up. But here, too, I had had some time to reflect, although it had been very brief. Although Gerard had tied me to the bed, it had been my conscious decision to do so. But this, despite the welcome cocktail, despite the dinner, despite the procedure of the woman in black to place us on the stool, had caught me off guard. I didn't know what was going to happen! Klaus is the devil and Gerard his apprentice. I felt objectified, a mere sex object, with no opinion, let alone decision-making power. A man I barely knew, a man I had run away from had his cock inside me and I didn't even mean anything to him. I was but one of many and all of this was but a ritual. {And yet you're horny! How long has your pussy been wet already? [What you are is sick. You're both sick!] So much so that I was the one moving my ass back and forth, fucking myself with Klaus's cock, which, unlike what he had done with the other girls, remained motionless with me. I realized this, at the same time as his words and the laughter of the attendants penetrated my consciousness. " 

	-This little bitch is so horny that she's fucking me," he had just said in English, provoking laughter and applause from the rest of the men. We are going to have a lot of fun with the red one," he had added, provoking more applause.  

	I could see through the mirror how the men were laughing at me. And suddenly, I was aware that, just as I could see them, they could see my face. I turned red as a tomato. In spite of that, I kept moving. It's not my fault! Gerardo has been making me horny for several days, without letting me cum. [And you, even if he didn't warn you, even if you didn't know everything that was going to happen, you knowingly played along! You're to blame!] What face had I made while my thoughts wandered, while Klaus was fucking me? Fortunately, I would never know. Now, at least, I was more aware of my facial expressions and the fact that my audience was watching me. Although I hadn't stopped moving, the host grabbed my hips and accelerated his movements, eliciting several moans from me. Yes, I'm horny as a bitch in heat. I've been horny for too long - days - without cumming and I need to do it NOW. Before the trip, Gerardo had played with me in the office. Then I'd had sex with my husband - vaginal, penetrative sex - but Daniel hadn't held out long and had cum early. And although he had then cleaned me with his mouth, he hadn't been able to make me cum. I gave you that orgasm, boss, an orgasm that, unlike the others, you had no control over. And this is how you repay me, by bringing me before that pig Klaus? 

	For some reason, the host took his time with me. The other girls had been vigorously penetrated for just a couple of minutes, almost tokenistically, but I was getting hard for longer. "I didn't know why and at those moments I honestly didn't care," I would later write in my blog, hiding the truth. In reality, I knew why Klaus had taken a liking to me. "Maybe it was because the slutty tail was funny to him. Or maybe it was because he had seen me so horny and needy," I would add in my blog. But I knew it wasn't because of the slut tail. It was because of what had happened a year ago. (I'm sorry I didn't tell you about Klaus then, a year ago, Daniel, and I'm sorry I didn't tell you after this second trip either. But I still love you, even if you disown me). Be that as it may, that wiry man was taking me to seventh heaven, almost to my regret. But he suddenly pulled out, just when I was about to come! It's not fair! How many frustrated orgasms had I already had since I had started my trip to Switzerland? Countless! And how many before that? The one Lidia had given me at the airport, far from satiating me, had whetted my appetite. Instinctively I brought my hand to my clitoris to finish the job myself. I don't care about anything! I can't stand it anymore! I need it! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Masks. We all wear masks. Above all, we wear them when we look in the mirror. It's not easy to get rid of them. We are like an onion: after one layer comes another. The core is hidden deep inside. I want to take off some of those masks. Gerardo is an opportunity to reach inside me, at least a part of me. If he is patient, he may be able to unmask me completely. If I am brave enough. If Daniel has enough stamina. But what will be left of me when the last mask falls? What will happen when Daniel sees my hidden inner self? Will he still love me? Will he be there by my side, to pick up the broken pieces and put me back together?" 

	  

	elsexoplacentero: 

	"Indeed, in any game when an unacceptable challenge occurs, one gets up from the table and leaves and the game ends (even if it ceases to be rewarding for any of the players). Obviously, because of the type of game, abrupt termination would not be innocuous and would lead to some problem or other. Since the breaks are usually with the goring, a new game could be started, obviously without preconceived rules. I am very struck by some of the comments you receive about how you or Daniel should act. Since I do not understand very well the relationships of domination (although it can always be nice when someone complies with your whims without any discussion) and much less those of submission, however, a verse of a song by Luis Eduardo Aute (great singer-songwriter) has come to my mind, which says: WHOEVER GIVES RULES TO THE GAME, DRAWS HIMSELF. IF HE SAYS HE IS A PLAYER, WHAT MOVES HIM IS THE FEAR THAT IT WILL BE KNOWN THAT HE NEVER PLAYED. You got into a game, by the way, with rules that were quickly broken, complex and, it seems, very exciting for both of you, but which, if rules were put on it, would make it lose all its charm. I will be told that there is a limit to everything. I think what the verse of the song expresses is what those who make such comments don't understand." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We, in the beginning - in my early days as a hotwife - set ourselves a set of ground rules, like, for example, that my husband would always have to be present. But that soon stopped working. In the end you realize that rules tend to corset and that the important thing is trust, because if there is no trust, it wouldn't work if there were no rules either. So we opted for maximum freedom. As for my husband, he doesn't enjoy that sexual freedom. But that's not a rule. It's because he and I are different. I would find it very difficult for him to have that freedom and he, although he might be tempted at times, in the end prefers that I continue to exercise my dominance over him. He feels more at ease that way." 

	  

	srbmtza: 

	"Of orgasm control and denial: 

	One of the issues we masters enjoy most is the denial of orgasm. He accused me guilty, extremely guilty. Believe it or not this practice is not only gratifying for the masters but for the submissives. I was once asked by a submissive who detested this practice why Dom's love to do this. The answer is simple: In my case, the sexual pleasure comes from the thought "she does it because I command her to". That logical thought makes my mind fly to another level of pleasure. Many of the times that pleasure is not related to physical pleasure, but to a mental issue. At the other extreme, the situation is twofold. For the other side there are two aspects, the psychological and the physical. In the psychological, there is the desire to please your Dom, which is the very essence of submission. It may be a practice you hate, but you do it for the sensation you generate for him, call it control, power or domination. On the physical side, the intensity of the orgasm at the moment of release of denial is extremely intense, something that those of us who are not used to denial are not familiar with. Releasing frustration is sublime. Let's go to practice to try to explain it: When you are in a session, sex, love or whatever you like to call it, what matters to you, if you are not selfish, is the pleasure of your partner. The change comes when it is the absence of that moment of climax that triggers the release of unsuspected pleasures.  

	Thank you for reading me and sharing my content. The "there would be is the worst slaver of free spirits." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"When he blindfolds me and puts the necklace on me, I feel butterflies in my stomach." 

	With a picture of a submissive, blindfolded and wearing a collar and leash, on her knees, with her jacket open, showing her breasts and her tattoo: three butterflies flying on her stomach. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"One cannot fight against one's own nature. No matter how hard you try, if your soul is not really dominant, you can never really subdue another person, even if that person is very willing to be subdued. Maybe what you should do is forget about your dominant side and your husband, go live with Gerardo and experience your true submissive soul to the end. Your life will be easier and, possibly - just possibly - you will be happier." 

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (with a photo of a woman in a garter belt and stockings, with her breasts exposed, leaning out of a balcony, looking at the horizon or, perhaps, at infinity): 

	"I admit that sometimes I wonder what my life would be like next to Gerardo. It is simply a reflection, nothing more. And I admit that he has his attractive side... seductive and... terrifying. But I love my husband. No, Gerardo is a fantasy. It's real, because I've dared to take the plunge. But it's a fantasy, because my real life is with Daniel. Thanks to my husband I can make this excursion to this side of my soul, but it's still just that, an excursion, something fleeting, a fantasy that I'm living. I need my husband. I need him because I love him and we complement each other. And I need him in this because he is my anchor, my connection to the real world. Gerardo offers me a fantasy, but as much as he would like to, it could not be something permanent. No, that step I don't want to take." 

	  

	But it may not be in my hands. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	However, I could hardly masturbate, for I was instantly whipped twice on my buttocks. The black witch had intervened quickly, mumbling insults and threats in German. In the Germanic language, her admonitions were even more intimidating than in English, even if I didn't understand them. A third blow with his riding crop made me pull my hand away from my sex. He had hit me with a vengeance this time. It had not been a warning, but he had unloaded with force. The sharp pain convinced me that it was better to let it go. She was in charge here. 

	-No, please! -I exclaimed desperately, more worried about my orgasm than the pain of his blows. 

	But the black witch knew no compassion. 

	-Keine Orgasmen für diese unerzogene Schlampe! No orgasms until I say so. Do you all understand? 

	A fourth absolutely unnecessary blow with the riding crop emphasized her words. "No orgasms for this one, until I say so." That was what she had said; even I had understood. Despite this, my ass was moving on its own, as if seeking to rub my parts against the air. It was clear that I had lost control, so horny was I. It had never happened to me to that extent before. Like many people, the degree of arousal influenced the degree of disinhibition. Things that seemed unappetizing in a cold state became desirable in a hot state. That was not new, neither to me nor to the rest of mankind. However, I had never lost control like that before. How could I have begged that witch to have mercy on me and let me climax [How could you continue to wiggle your ass like a bitch in heat, in front of so many strangers? That you do it in private with Gerardo, that's one thing, but this...] How could I have stooped so low? And, above all, how could I be getting even more turned on by falling even deeper? Gerardo is to blame for that. I am now aware of how he had been preparing me little by little for that. But far from blaming him, I felt grateful for it and dangerously wished for more. Thank you, boss. I'll be the best you ever had. It was a drug-I knew it-but I didn't care. I'm going to go crazy if I don't get to cum soon. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your breasts belong to your boss, because he paid for them. Your ass is also his, because only he can use it. Your soul belongs to him, because you have given it to him and your mind is always with him. Your husband has only some viscera left of you without much use, though that doesn't matter, because your husband is totally irrelevant in this and will become more and more so." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If only I would use it..." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gemma. It is always exciting to read your reports. You often say that you are willing to do for Gerardo anything you want. As I said, it's hot to read, but don't you think it's sometimes a little hurtful for Daniel to hear about what she's willing to do for Gerardo, but not for him? For example, one of Daniel's fantasies, seeing his wife with another woman, not just hearing about it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's what it is, when you are a submissive consenting cuckold, in a marriage led by the woman. It's what he has wanted and so he also has to accept that there are things that are not for his eyes. You can't want to be a submissive cuckold but be able to see everything and participate in everything, don't you think?" 

	  

	Not even knowing everything. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	What happened between my husband and Lidia in my absence? Despite how intense the trip was being, it was a question that I could not get out of my head. I didn't want to ask Gerardo, because I knew that if Lidia acted on her own, he wouldn't know anything, but if she did it under his orders, he wouldn't tell me. Or he will tell me in exchange for something, which is worse. [But what else can you give him?] A shudder ran through my body. And then another, at the thought of Lidia and my husband walking away from us in the airport terminal. Lidia was a bitch. Very slutty. I would have to wait until I got back to Madrid to find out first hand from my husband. He wouldn't lie to me or hide anything from me. 

	I clung to my boss's arm. I was naked, except for my fur coat and the crusts of semen covering my body. Plata, the receptionist, had returned our coats after the party was over. She was very skilled...especially with her mouth...and she was a very hard working girl. She must have been tired, just as tired as I was. Tired and sore. But even so, she had found the strength to do her job and see the participants off. She had even called us a cab. I found myself without the strength to even put on my dress.  

	I curled up on my boss's lap. I hope the cab driver isn't a square Swiss and protests that I'm not wearing a seat belt. Gerardo stroked my head. I had hardly seen him at the whole party. After the introduction of the girls and the homage to the host, the attendees had dispersed to the various rooms - or perhaps I should say game rooms - of the chateau. Someone had taken me by the hand with him and a small group of people to one of the game rooms. And from there, I had gone from room to room, always holding hands or leashes. I had lost track of my boss. I hadn't seen Klaus again either, thankfully. {Yes, I know you mean fortunately sincerely. But I also know that at the same time it bothers you that he sucked you off a year ago, he wasn't more interested in you. Do you think that, apart from the shooing off a year ago, he didn't like the blowjob you gave him}? Not so for Negra, who had taken it upon herself to check, room by room, that everything was in order. That and then some. A shiver ran through my body. Gerardo misunderstood and asked the cab driver to turn up the heat. After the homage to the host and after I had made a fool of myself, provoking laughter with my horniness, someone had grabbed me by the leash and taken me with him. And there I had lost sight of Gerardo. Then, I had found him again in one of the rooms, as I had been passed from playroom to playroom. Somewhere, I had lost my nipple clamps. Someone had pulled too hard. That had hurt, the tug and the push of the blood suddenly circulating through them again. I had also lost my slutty tail. Someone had taken it from me. It hadn't been accidentally. That someone had been the woman in black. From that moment on, my ass... Worst of all, I had lost myself. Would Daniel still want to find me? 

	Daniel, are you all right? Will you still love me? After the orgasm - after the orgasms - and after coming to my senses, my husband had come back to my mind. Or maybe it had more to do with Gerardo taking my necklace off than the orgasm. I hoped his days had gone more placidly than mine. Mine had been - were being - intense, too intense. Gerard had given me the option of sleeping at the chateau, instead of returning to the hotel. But, although I wanted to rest, I had declined his offer. I'd rather stay away from Klaus. No matter how much he wore white, the host was too dark for me. I clung tightly to Gerard again. I hadn't even wanted to shower there. [You smell like rotten sex. The cab driver is going to throw you out of his car.] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Has Gerardo already asked you for access to your personal email and social network accounts? If he hasn't done so yet, would you be willing, when he does, to give him your passwords and put all your privacy in his hands, as a proof of submission and surrender? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, he hasn't asked me for it. What he does have is the unlock code for my phone. Obviously, with my phone unlocked he could access my mail and even the Tumblr app, but only as long as he has my phone in his hand." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Gema, ignore the critics, ignore no one. Live your submission as you wish. The only limit is your will and your strength. Don't even think about what your Master expects from you, but what you are willing to give him. Submission, if it is healthy, is based on freedom, especially that of the submissive, to decide how far she wishes to surrender herself and what part of her life or soul she wishes to put in safety. And if at any time you are assailed by doubts, trust your husband and be honest with him. As you rightly say, he is your anchor to the real world and always wants the best for you, so his advice will help you a lot in those situations where you find yourself lost. As long as you are together, nothing can harm you, because he will always know how to protect you, even from yourself." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you, domaduro60." 

	  

	What if he disowns me, when I tell him or find out everything I have done? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo exploits the weaknesses of his opponents. You are not accepting that you are not as smart as you think you are. Gerardo will use his flirtation with Lidia to push you to do things beyond your comfort zone, just because you think you are in competition with her. Gerardo's birthday is coming up. He won't invite Daniel or Lidia to meet his family. He can arrange something for the two of you together, while you're at his party. What are you going to get him this year?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, she's already getting me to try harder because of the competition with Lidia. I haven't decided on her gift yet, what else can I give her, any suggestions?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"This has long since ceased to be a game of chess between two people. Young Lidia also knows how to move the pieces. You wrote: "Why wasn't it enough for Gerardo with me, why did he have to bring the crazy bitch into our life?" 

	  

	Yes, I had written those comments on my blog. The first one was accompanied by a photo, with a man holding the leashes of two bitches, both with tits and wearing garter belts and stockings. And as if Gerardo was not enough to incite me to outdo Lidia, outdoing her, he had taken me to an orgy and enjoyed several women with more experience in submission than me. The second comment had accompanied it with a beautiful picture of two girls playing chess with a man. It was not clear if the two women were playing together or if only one was playing while the other was in the way. It was an outdoor picture, in some garden, where they were playing surrounded by an audience of men. One of the women was wearing an unbuttoned blouse, revealing her breasts. The other was wearing a completely transparent dress. Despite the charms of both women, their opponent and the audience seemed to be focused on the board. We women have our weapons, but they don't always have an effect. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He sure knows how to move them, yes." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I was very tired, but the next day we had gone skiing. Gerardo must have known about my anxiety to clarify what had happened between my Daniel and Lidia, I was sure of that. My boss was waiting - like an experienced fisherman - for me to take the bait and ask him about it. But I resisted. I had stooped low enough. Alone with him, away from my husband, I knew Gerardo would be able to bargain me down to anything in exchange for satiating my curiosity and assuaging my jealousy. I won't bite. I would not. I couldn't afford it. 

	Gerardo, however, changed the hook and set a more succulent one, one that would inevitably provoke a reaction from me. I might get angry. Maybe I would sink and burst into tears. Maybe I would seek refuge in his arms. In any case, my soul will be more exposed and vulnerable before him, even knowing that he is to blame for everything. Gerardo showed me the photo on his cell phone. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Even if you think otherwise, I don't think you'll ever really know what happened between Lidia and Daniel. Knowing how jealous you are, your husband will never tell you the truth, even if he says he will. And you won't get anything out of Lidia either, either because of what Gerardo pays her or because of her own personal interest. Besides, I think she came back to see him again, days later, while you were still away from home, in Switzerland." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right, I may never fully know. I have to accept that, at this point in the movie, my husband may have little secrets that he keeps from me. Maybe it's because as I've progressed with my relationship with Gerardo, I've lost the ability to dominate him as he deserves. Or maybe it's simply that he has basic needs that, despite my efforts to satisfy his fantasies, I alone cannot give him everything he requires." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	It was just a photo. Nothing more. But it was significant. Or at least, it was potentially so. Because it was just a photo. Anything was possible with a photo. It could even be a fake. There was still hope. 

	In the background, sitting on a chair, dressed, was a man. Only his body was visible, not his face, and it was blurred, or rather, out of focus. In the foreground, there were slender fingers with corresponding lacquered nails, holding a turquoise panty. The chair my husband was sitting on rang a bell, as did the large windows in the background. Yes, and I was also familiar with the orange porcelain stone-look floor. No doubt about it; that's my house, specifically our living room. But those fingers were not mine and neither were those panties. And that man, is he mine? Is he still mine? 

	I trembled when I saw the picture Gerardo was showing me on his cell phone, although I tried in vain not to let it show. Nevertheless, Gerardo took me in his arms, where I tried to sob quietly. We were back at the hotel. Thousands of questions crossed my mind, but I was only able to come up with a single answer to them. How could that be my house? Hadn't my husband taken Lida to his house? What was he doing at mine? Because, although neither of their faces could be seen, it was clear to me that they were Lidia and Daniel. Of course, that was my house. Who else could they be? And if they were, what else could they be doing, other than what was most obvious? 

	Damn Lidia! Damn Daniel! Damn Gerardo! I knew that this was a plot hatched by my boss, but, in spite of that, I hugged him and cried. I felt betrayed and, although Gerardo was the culprit, the instigator, the mastermind of everything, my anger was not against him, but against Lidia and my husband. After all, if my husband had cheated on me, he had done it by his own decision. Yes, Gerardo had put temptation within his reach, but it was my husband's fault, his alone and exclusively, although Lidia would pay for it all the same! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel:  

	"I find this aggressive attitude very ugly, just to show affection to your husband. You already have a lover who fills your life. You should be more generous and give your husband the opportunity to try other things. Some of us would be willing to fill those voids you leave him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What makes you think those voids are another woman? Why do you think everything must be symmetrical? There is no such thing as symmetry. We carry the heart on one side, not in the center. The left side of the brain is different from the right. The best couples are those that complement each other, not those where the two are the same. 

	PS: Funny, I have a fandegemma. And now Daniel has his own fan. I'm happy for him...but keep your distance!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I knew I was being unfair to my husband. Hadn't I done worse? Hadn't I committed greater infidelities? Hadn't I fallen for some lover of mine, hadn't I gone further than just sex with one of them? Wasn't I doing it at that moment with Gerardo? Why was it so easy for me to enjoy my sexual freedom, but I denied it so vehemently to my husband? Didn't he perhaps deserve a little slip, a little adventure of his own? Why was I so jealous and my husband so generous? Traitor. [Foolish]. Disloyal. [Don't blame him; it's your fault!] Of course it was my fault! I felt terrible, disappointed, angry and jealous, even though I knew it was my fault. Yes, mine alone. [Didn't you ask Daniel to obey Gerardo? But I didn't ask him to do that! I couldn't have foreseen it... Or I could have, because I had been warned and, in spite of that, I had continued with the game. It's MY fault! 

	-Whip me! -I begged Gerardo, "I deserve to be punished. Make me cry! 

	Gerardo took my face in his hands and kissed me. He then positioned me on his lap. There was no need for me to undress, as I was already naked, although he remained dressed. 

	-This is going to hurt," my boss warned me. 

	I didn't answer him; I just nodded and swallowed saliva. I deserve to be punished. For my depravity. For being unfaithful to Daniel. For treating him that way. It's all my fault, mine alone. 

	Gerardo began caressing my buttocks with his fingertips, making my skin bristle. I knew his ritual well enough. Little by little, he would increase the force of his fingers' contact on my ass, preparing it for what was to come next. I don't like pain; I don't seek it. But the crying he sometimes managed to provoke in me was liberating. The flood of tears managed to erase all my ills, wiping the slate clean. It hurt, but once I started to cry, the pain was no longer important: there were only my emotions that spilled out like the water of a dam after breaking the dam. The waters swept away everything in their path until a new equilibrium was achieved. I do not like pain. But on this occasion, I deserve it. Hurt me, boss! Make me cry. Punish me! I deserved every one of his blows, every lash that pierced stinging through my skin. I had to do penance, if I wanted to deserve to erase the feelings of rage, jealousy and disappointment I had caused myself. I must do penance, if I want Daniel back. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	Yes, yes, I'm sure Daniel is not one of those who compete, but to have only one other, apart from you, is not to compete, it is to vary, to put a different seasoning to the one you give him. That would surely enrich him and would also make him accept better the relationship with your lover. You would also win and, as I told you, you would not have to see or be with Daniel in those situations. It would be business as usual for you. He can be very discreet." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't think you understand us. Anyway, in the hypothetical case that I would allow him some adventure, even though I don't think I would enjoy seeing him and even if I had to control my jealousy, I would rather be present, than have him do it without me seeing him." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo took me in his arms again and caressed the back of my neck. Little by little, my sobs were diminishing. I clung to him as if he were the anchor and I was a ship lost in a bay, trying to shelter from the storm. My ass was stinging like never before - it was raining wet - but I didn't care. My tears had managed to wash away a good part of my negative emotions, taking them with them. A good part, but not all of them.  

	I stayed at least twenty minutes in my boss's arms. It always felt good when he hugged me after punishing me in some way or after making me do something humiliating for him, but on that occasion, it felt especially good. I disentangled myself from his arms and moved down to his fly. He had it hard, which was unusual, as Gerard would get off quickly, if direct stimulation ceased, and he usually needed direct stimulation to get a boner. I pulled his cock out and started sucking him, trying to give him one of my best blowjobs. After all, he had done so much for me. 

	I avoided using my hands. I wanted him to come only thanks to my mouth. With my hands it would have been faster and easier, but I was in no hurry. I wanted him to enjoy. In spite of that, Gerard did not take long to cum in my mouth. His seed spilled inside me, uselessly in my mouth, and again I appreciated that characteristic taste of his, which seemed a mix between tobacco and whiskey. It reminded me of the first kiss we had given each other more than a year ago. On that occasion, we had already reached an agreement weeks ago and Gerardo had hired me in his company, but nothing had happened until then. My boss had invited me on a business trip to Barcelona. His intentions were obvious, but in spite of that, he had not pressured me at all, but had been chivalrously waiting for me to seal our pact on my own initiative. And so it had happened: I had grabbed him and kissed him, tasting for the first time his whiskey and tobacco breath. At that moment I had felt both repulsed and strangely attracted by it. Yes, it had been a challenge of self-improvement and that excited me. Now, however, I was no longer repulsed by that smell and taste at all; on the contrary, I was attracted to it because I associated it with good things that had happened to me with it. It was almost like the stable smell that reminded me of my childhood in my grandparents' village. Objectively, the smell could not have been pleasant, but I liked it nonetheless, because it had marked my childhood. Just as Gerardo has marked me during this last year. So many things have happened. {And so many that are yet to happen}. 

	-How are you feeling? -asked my boss. 

	I didn't answer him right away, but continued to clean his phallus from the remnants of semen emanating from its tip as it lost stiffness and became smaller. I felt better, much better, but I was still a little pissed off. Not with you, boss. You just do what you have to do. I'm pissed at myself and the world. I was pissed at Lidia, of course. But as much as I acknowledged and told myself that it was my fault, I was pissed at my husband too. You played me for a second time, you bastard, when you had the chance! Do you know how many chances I had and turned down, before you convinced me to be a hotwife? 

	-Do you know what I feel like doing? -I answered with a question. 

	-Tell me. 

	-I want you to fuck me in the ass and film me. 

	-You know I'm not into that, baby. 

	-But why not? -Yes, why not, Gerardo, why not? It's what a goreador should do. It would be yours, completely. You'd have something Daniel doesn't have and never will. 

	-Why not," said Gerardo, "Do you want to send it to your husband? 

	I nodded. 

	-Do you want him to be jealous? 

	I nodded again. 

	-Yes, because that's something he'll never get," I replied. At least not from me," I added quietly. 

	-I won't put my dick in there," Gerardo said. At least, not for now," he added, seeing my disappointed face, "Maybe later, if I think you really deserve it in there. But for now you'll have to make do with the tail and, if you're good, maybe some cock like Darko's. 

	-Haven't I been good enough? 

	Gerardo sighed. Then he said, "You have been good, very good. But you refused to spend the night at the chateau. I respect that. You know I don't force you to do anything you don't want to do. Although I think you really did want to, even though you got scared at the last moment. It's okay; don't worry, next time it will be or when it has to be. But everything has its consequences. 

	The mention of Klaus and his castle of absolute submission and total depravity brought to mind the All Saints joke I had played on my readers. I had no doubt what would happen if Gerardo's partner found out about my condition. Tiburcio was a bad person, a perverted and bastard partner, without scruples, who would not hesitate to take advantage of my situation and do with me the worst he knew how to do. And I don't think he liked me very much. No doubt he would use whatever he could get his hands on to humiliate and degrade me in front of my colleagues. Maybe he would even try to blackmail me, if he could, to get me to fulfill his dirtiest fantasies. It would be worse than being the office whore. I would be available to all employees, male and female, with no option to refuse. Maybe it would even be the prize for the best performers of the quarter. A limitless reward for the best, who are often the ones with the least scruples. The rest of the time I would be at his personal beck and call, unconditionally. I would expose and humiliate myself, to excite and spur on his employees, so that they would always be aware of the prize that awaited them if they exceeded their objectives. Fortunately, that story had been nothing more than an All Saints' joke. Fortunately, I refused to stay overnight at Klaus' chateau with him and his wife. 

	I bit my lower lip. I felt like revenge and I was not willing to give up so quickly. You're far away and I can't punish you directly, Daniel. But I will take revenge in another way. Whatever is going to happen, it's your fault. Whatever he does to me, it's your fault. 

	-Can we call Darko? -I would suggest to my boss. 

	-You want to get fucked by Darko, huh? 

	-I'd rather you do it, but you don't want to. 

	-Ya. I see you liked my gift. But it was a reward for good behavior. Why should I give you that reward again? 

	-Didn't I do well at the party? Don't I deserve something for that? -I asked in a sappy little girl's voice. 

	-Oh, yes, you certainly did well. I have no complaints about that. But that's not how this works. What are you willing to do for it?  

	-Whatever you want! -I answered without thinking too much. Whatever you want. It will be Daniel's fault. 

	-Whatever I want? You know what I want. Is your desire for revenge that great? 

	I said nothing. I bit my lips to shut up. [You've already said too much.] 

	-All right. I'll call Darko and try to convince him. I don't doubt that he wants to fuck you, but it's another thing if he'll agree to be filmed. But think about it. Are you sure your ass can handle it?  

	I looked at him not knowing what to say. My ass was unaccustomed. Darko had fucked me vigorously. And then, at the party, once Klaus's wife had removed the cock that protected me... it hadn't taken long for a man I didn't know to impale me. One from the front and one from behind. {Yes, like in the good old days, with Silvestres and Luis Alberto}. One... and then another. 

	-I don't mean your little hole," my boss pointed out, "but your buttocks. Because you know he'll spank you while he's doing it, right? 

	This time I reflected before answering: do I really want to do it? Why do I feel guilty on the one hand, while, on the other hand, I want to take revenge on Daniel? Gerardo's spanking had lessened my feelings of guilt, but not those of revenge. In any case, all that was irrational. [Don't continue along that line or you'll end up paying dearly, doubly so.] I took a breath to answer my boss. My little voice, the skeptical one, the more cautious of the two, the prudish one, was right for once. Actually, she always was, but she was a party pooper who didn't know how to have fun. But this time you're right. I want to go home. At that moment my cell phone rang with a new WhatsApp message. Gerardo took the phone, unlocked it and showed me the message. It was another picture - this time on my cell phone - and again it was in my living room. In our living room. Not much was visible, just bare legs and feet. I instantly recognized my husband's lower body. He was sitting in the same chair as in the previous photo. The other legs I didn't know, but they could only be Lidia's. Bitch! 

	-I'll do whatever you want," I assured my boss, enraged. But in return, I want you to promise me that you will give me a chance to make her pay. Deal? -I'll take care of my husband. 

	-It's a deal. But let me give you some personal advice, out of the love I have for you: you must learn to tame those emotions of yours. Negotiations and emotions don't go well together. And now, come with me to the bathroom. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gema. I would be suspicious of Lidia's involvement because of Gerardo. Do you think Gerardo is trying with Lidia to drive a wedge between you and Daniel? I hope you don't mind, that I always feel concerned about Daniel's welfare. Is his ultimate goal to separate you from Daniel? Be careful. And please don't be angry with Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, that's hard to know. What I do know is that Gerardo moves his pieces at the same time on several levels and for several purposes. So, yes, it's possible that he's trying to use her among other things for that. But I have my doubts as to whether he really intends to separate us or whether this is instead a tactical maneuver for the purpose of lightening the mooring I have with my husband a bit, so that he can take me where he wants to take me, but without cutting the anchor altogether." 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"I think Lidia's entry into the game balances things out. Although that is not your boss's intention in introducing her, it gives a graceful way out of the conflict of passions. You get the old man and your husband gets Lidia. The age differences of the men with you are similar in the two couples and stable relationships can be established between the two of you. And happy the four of you, as Maluma's song says." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And what's the song that says it's going to be no?" 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Why not? It's not your decision, but Lidia's and your husband's. If they decide to have a relationship, neither you nor Gerardo have any say in it. If they decide to have a relationship, neither you nor Gerardo have any say in it. They are adults and free. Besides, in case your husband leaves you (which is not entirely certain), you have Gerardo, who would fulfill all your needs. So you wouldn't come out badly off either, you might even come out ahead." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Haven't you understood yet that my husband is not free?" 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"That's what you would want. The one I don't think gets it is you. Amen." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Darko was working at the restaurant and could not come immediately, but promised he would as soon as they closed. I didn't know the details, as Gerardo had sent me out of the room to talk to him alone and I hadn't been able to hear what they said to each other. As I waited outside, I reflected on my reaction and the wise words of my boss. No doubt he was right when he said I wasn't approaching it correctly from an emotional standpoint. It was funny that he should say that, because it was clear that the whole thing was nothing more than a plan of his to provoke just that reaction from me. Maybe I should back off and talk it over with Daniel first. After all, it was mainly my fault. I can't blame him for being a man and being weak and giving in to the temptation of the flesh. {More so of such tender and succulent meat}. However, despite my efforts to approach it differently, the situation annoyed me greatly. My husband had entered marriage a virgin. Well, not in marriage, but in our courtship. He had never been with another woman; I was the only one. I had been, until he cheated on me with La Pelirroja, Nuria. And now that I am the redhead, Lidia... I would have to settle accounts with both Lidia and my husband, although with each of them in a different way. 

	Since we had to wait for Darko to finish his shift, Gerardo thought it would be best to go to dinner at his restaurant. I was going to go dressed the same way as last time. I mean, I'm not going to be dressed up. To make sure I was going to be horny all through dinner and not back out, Gerardo had me wear the remote control vibrator in my vagina. It was not easy to keep it in without panties.  

	We arrived at the restaurant and sat at a table that my boss had reserved and which happened to be served by the handsome Darko. The handsome Croatian acted as if he didn't know us beyond having served us the previous time. Between the vibrator and the certainty that in a couple of hours he would fuck me in the ass and videotape me so I could send the video to my husband, I was enormously horny. You have your thing with Lidia, but I'll let my asshole be fucked -that you'll never have- by whoever my boss tells me to! You'll see how it looks later, because of you! I found it strange but exciting to see how she was taking care of us in such a professional way, as if nothing had happened a couple of days ago and as if nothing was going to happen in a couple of hours. The butt plug I was wearing was a constant reminder of the anal sex I was about to have shortly. I had lost it at the Black and White smut chateau, but Gerard had somehow retrieved it. The leash and collar-it was back to the leather one, not the metal one I had worn to the party-reminded me why I was going to have anal sex with this man. 

	We finished dinner and went to a nearby bar for drinks while Darko finished his shift. Between the wine at dinner and the whiskey at the bar afterwards, I had probably had too much to drink and I was beginning to feel strangely light and uninhibited, which was good, because I was certainly nervous. What will Gerardo have agreed with Darko? Will he be present in the room, to record me while the Croatian is breaking my ass? Will Gerardo watch, as Daniel has done on other occasions? Does he also have that voyeur facet or does he do it just for pure dominance? The Internet was talking about the figure of the stag -ciervo in Spanish- in comparison with that of the cuckold or cuckold. The stag wears the same antlers as the cuckold, since he is in fact a cuckold. But unlike the cuckold, it is not a submissive and beaten cuckold, but a deer proud of its antlers. The stag, while not necessarily dominant, is certainly not submissive at all; he chooses his wife's lovers, or at least decides in some way about them. But the definitions didn't add up, which wasn't surprising. Daniel was submissive, maybe even bludgeoned, because he didn't like Gerard and forced him to accept it. But my husband wore his antlers proudly. In fact, I don't think he would know how to live without it. Even if he doesn't like Gerardo, he's addicted to it, just as I'm starting to get addicted to submitting to my boss. Daniel certainly didn't decide about my lovers. He had cheated me the first time, choosing for me without my knowledge, and that would not happen again. But I don't see Gerard as "stag" either, not according to the definition I've read. {Or do I? Imagine how much fun that could be}. No, I don't see him that way. I don't just see him choosing my lovers with me. I'd rather, in that case, have him dictate to me who I have sex with. I don't see myself with him having lovers; I see myself having clients and friends to return a favor to. 

	My thoughts were interrupted by the alert of a new message from my cell phone. Gerardo took it out of his pocket and showed me the screen. The situation was the same: my living room and my husband in the chair. Only his bare arms and bare legs were visible. The rest of his body - presumably naked as well - was covered by a female figure. That female figure was half crouched between my husband's legs, with her back to him. You couldn't see her face, but I instantly recognized the bare breasts of my nemesis, Lidia. 

	I was still engrossed in my furious thoughts, when Darko appeared before us. He had changed his clothes and was now wearing sneakers, purposely worn jeans, a red sweater and a denim jacket. It didn't look very suitable for the cold Swiss night, but apparently he hadn't counted on going out after work. 

	-Let's go," proposed Gerardo. 

	I had expected her to buy him a drink first and not come straight to the point. The way he proceeded seemed a bit cold and it made me uncomfortable. It was so anonymous, as if we didn't know each other and didn't want to know each other except to have sex. The first time, tied up, it was exciting. But... That was difficult for me, as I usually like to develop a relationship or at least a connection. Sex is so much better that way than when it is limited to the purely carnal. At the party Gerardo had taken me to the night before, I had had sex with strangers, but it had been just that, a sex party. With dominant men and submissive women, willing to do almost anything they asked. There that way of proceeding fit perfectly within the context, but with Darko I expected something more. At least exchange a few words to break the ice. {Why break the ice, if he's already going to break your ass? Why establish a connection, if he's already connected with your ass twice and this will only be the third time?} At the restaurant we hadn't engaged him in too much conversation, as Darko had logically limited himself to acting strictly professional. 

	-Come on," agreed the Slav with a strange accent. That word was probably one of the few words he knew in Spanish. 

	My heart was racing, aware that I was going to have sex imminently and that Gerardo would probably be there to record us. My boss stood back to operate his cell phone and speed up the vibration of my remote-controlled vibrator. I turned to plead with him to lower the intensity; Gerardo had set it to top and at that level it was hard to take. And I also seek her complicity or her protection or both. But a man got in the way. He had come out of nowhere, had stood behind me and pushed me out the door, forcing me to follow Darko, pulling me away from my boss at the same time. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hello Guadiana. Let's see, those of us who are cuckolded, it is not because we are, it is that it is our condition. Our freedom is the antlers and submission is the partial or almost total denial of a sexual relationship with our wife, while they become almost whores with other men, in pursuit of our happiness, submission and unconditional love for them, getting a connection out of the ordinary. Yes, it seems unbelievable, but that's how it is. What do you think, Guadiana, do you think the same?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's what I said. My husband is not free. He is not because, first of all, he has decided so and, secondly, because he would be less happy than being well controlled." 

	  

	tarcotron:  

	"Hello Gema. Lidia's involvement with Gerardo is suspicious. Do you think Gerardo is trying with Lidia to drive a wedge between you and Daniel? I hope you don't mind, I always feel concerned about Daniel's welfare. Is his ultimate goal to separate you from Daniel? Be careful. And please don't be angry with Daniel. " 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, that's hard to know. What I do know is that Gerardo moves his pieces at the same time on several levels and for several purposes. So, yes, it's possible he's trying to use her among other things for that. But I have my doubts as to whether he really intends to separate us or whether this is instead a tactical maneuver, with the purpose of lightening the mooring with my husband a bit so he can take me where he wants me, but without cutting the anchor altogether." 

	  

	[Don't you see, Gema? Gerardo is trying to make Daniel redundant, why do you need him if you have him, don't you see that's what it's all about]? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Darko got behind the wheel of the car. It was a blue Škoda Fabia. The license plate I no longer remember, although, scared as I was, I had tried to look at it. The man was holding me firmly by the arm, as if he wanted to prevent me from running away. I tried to turn around again, to see where my boss was, but I could only see the man's locker behind me. The man stepped forward, opened the back door of the car for me and threw me inside. For a moment, I panicked, this is not going according to plan! I'm being kidnapped! And Gerardo, is he badly hurt? We have to call an ambulance! But I calmed down when I saw Gerardo sitting in the passenger seat. Gerardo is fine. They're just kidnapping the two of us. My boss didn't say anything. He just gave me a stern look and that told me everything. Darko started the car and the car started. 

	The unknown man was of a similar age to Darko. He was just as tall as him, but stronger. But nowhere near as attractive. {And up close even less so}. I'd bet he was Croatian too. The man wasted no time with me and unbuttoned my coat, as soon as the car started. My boss's pointy whore breasts were exposed. The man looked at them with a look that was more than lewd and seemed to me to be a mixture of contempt and eagerness. If I didn't feel disgust at that moment, it was because my vibrator was going full blast. He hadn't even shaved. His five-day brunette beard didn't soften his hard face. He's the thug from a gangster movie. Maybe I didn't feel disgust, but horror. Horror for myself, for not opening the door and running out, for going ahead and submissively yielding to the stern gaze of my boss, against all sound judgment. The stranger took my breast in his hand and squeezed it unceremoniously. More than the force, what hurt me the most was his shameless way of proceeding, without stopping for a moment to first stimulate me gently and prepare me for physical contact. {They are whore's breasts. It's obvious. What else do you want me to do with them?} She then leaned over and took it in her mouth, sucking it hungrily. I don't even want to imagine how long the thug must have gone without being with a woman. He definitely didn't have the seductive gifts of his supposed compatriot. {It's better that she has her face between her breasts; that way you don't have to see it}. Her hand, now free, went down to my crotch, wasting no time, straight to the point. I had my legs closed, but the man spread them wide. His hand sought the path to my wet cave, but found it was clogged by the vibrator. For a moment he stopped in surprise. Then he said something that sounded grotesque, in a language I didn't know, but which sounded Slavic to me. What if Darko has cheated on me and he's not Croatian? What if he's cheated on both of us and they're Kosovar Albanians? [This is not salient, okay, Gema. I told you, that this way you would end up having a misfortune]. {Don't talk nonsense. We heard them speaking in their language and it sounded Slavic. Albanians are not Slavs, even if they are neighbors}. [The language expert spoke. What do you know what Albanian sounds like? Maybe it sounds like Romanian, which sounds more Slavic than Latin, despite being a Roman language].  Darko and Gerardo laughed. Unable to get his filthy fingers into my vagina, the man settled for my clitoris - with my pimple - and went back to stuffing my breast in his mouth, slobbering it with his filthy drool.  

	The car turned onto a forest road.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Your goal is to please Gerardo. He is pleased with you for what you do. Gerardo is pleased with you, but he is intrigued by Lidia. You should understand that Gerardo can handle two women. That you can't accept Gerardo's flirting, it's not smart." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We had been driving for a few minutes on a road and the car had turned off onto a forest road. It was night, but the tall trees made the road even darker. Not even the starlight could reach the road. It is as dark as the darkness inside me. The yellowish lights of the old Škoda made the snowy trees look like ghosts. Like the ghosts that haunt me. I must purge them and to do that I must get to the bottom first, whatever it takes. The man had put his cock in my hand and forced me to masturbate him, while he groped and slobbered on my delicate body. I couldn't see it, because he was leaning over me, but I noticed right away that he had it pretty big. Maybe too big. Gerard had turned the rearview mirror so that he could watch me without turning around. His eyes in the mirror were being my only support. At the party in Klaus's castle of debauchery there had been bodies of all kinds, attractive and not so attractive, both male and female. But I had abstracted myself from that detail. Although my role had been that of the submissive (as had the rest of the women, with the exception of Black) the treatment had been - within the assigned roles - respectful. But there were no pre-assigned roles here. This is serious. Even though I know Gerardo is in control, I have the feeling of being abducted. I am just a piece of meat for this bully. 

	The forest road forked and Darko took the narrower one. The car was bumping because of the potholes. To the left and right of the car was the sound of snow and mud splashing to either side of the road. The road was agonizingly narrow and dark and a protruding branch reached out its claws in an attempt to capture us. The car protested, as the branch scratched it, but Darko didn't seem to mind. He was determined to go all the way. After about a hundred yards down the winding road, he finally stopped. My Croatian lover got out of the car and opened the trunk. He didn't even look at me. He took something out of the trunk and put it down on the ground, out of my sight. He then roughly opened my door and pulled me out of the car. The other Croatian, the thug, finally let go of me, but he did so only to pass me to his sidekick. It was cold, but in my situation that was the least of my problems. Darko grabbed me firmly, similar to how his compatriot had done, but he did it much less roughly and dismissively than he did. He then steered me towards a tree in front of the car. With my heels, I had difficulty walking through the forest; they sank into the softened earth, except where the cold had frozen it, but Darko held me relentlessly. The car had its high beams on. They dazzled me, but I could still see my boss inside the car with his cell phone pointed at me. 

	-Answer the questions loudly, so I can record you well from the inside," I heard Darko say in English. I translate it into Spanish so you can understand. My English was rudimentary, but for some reason his words had stuck in my mind.  

	I looked at Darko in shock. He had put on a carnival mask. It was a cheap plastic mask. It was grotesque. The face was a wide, sadistic grin, with a big, red, vulture-billed nose and big, half-open, green eyes. That was really starting to scare me. I looked at Gerardo again. My boss was still calmly pointing his cell phone at me. Relax," he said. The boss has everything under control. He would never let anyone hurt me. [And how would he stop it, if he can't even defend himself? These two are serious, Gema]. If it was part of his plan, he was in no danger. 

	-Tell us your full name, loud and clear," Darko shouted at me. Even when he'd been hard on my ass and spanked me hard, he'd been gentler than he was at that moment. 

	-My name is Monique Verdú," I lied. I wasn't going to say my real name, much less shout it from the rooftops, even if I was in the middle of an abandoned forest. Monique was because I liked Monica's name. And Verdú was because I loved the Spanish actress who had starred in the movie Amantes, with Jorge Sanz. [Well, that movie ends badly.] {Bah! It's just a movie.} [No, no. It's based on real events. He has an affair with another woman, played by Victoria Abril, who is much more sexual than his innocent girlfriend, whose role is played by Maribel. In the end someone gets in the way and someone ends up dying]. I recognize that this film by Vicente Aranda marked me; it is possible that my pseudonym as a writer is inspired by the name of one of the two main actresses. {Well, speaking of Maribel Verdú, I prefer the movie "Y tu mamá también". You know, the one in which she hooks up with two young boys with whom she forms a love triangle. Does that one end well?}  

	With a quick gesture Darko removed my coat, leaving me completely naked. With another sharp gesture he turned me around, showing Gerardo's camera my naked ass and the butt plug I had inserted. 

	WHAM! WHAM! 

	The sharp pain caused me to suddenly straighten up and jump. 

	-Hands off your ass, slut! -Darko shouted. 

	I didn't want to disobey, but I was paralyzed by the unpleasant surprise. 

	-Take your hands off your ass, bitch - repeated the handsome Croatian, who now looked transformed, under that grotesque mask. 

	A pain in my scalp caused me to finally pull my hands away from my ass and, in turn, bring them to my head. Apparently, he had grown impatient. He had grabbed my hair, pulling it up, as if he intended to hang me like a common blood sausage. 

	WHAM! WHAM! 

	I felt again the sharp pain in my ass, which was already sore from the previous spankings that Gerardo had given me at my request. And from the previous day's spankings by Darko himself and some others I had received later at the party. The Slav's strong arm kept pulling my hair up, forcing me to stand on my tiptoes. He turned me around and forced me to look at the camera again. It wasn't Darko who had me by the hair, but his compatriot. I had been passed from one to the other without my noticing, as if I were a trophy, little more than a scalp in the hands of two cowboys. (Yes, it had been the Anglo-Saxon settlers who had invented the practice of scalping downed Indians, as proof of their exploits, to collect due reward. The Indians have to bear the bad reputation, but they only copied them). The thug now wore a mask equally grotesque as Darko's, although in his case it may have been to his advantage. 

	-Your real name! No fantasies," said Darko. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello. Don't you think that by offering Darko to you, your boss is starting to replace the role of your husband as a cuckold?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't really know. But you could be right. Gerardo seems to be more complex than what I thought." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I looked for refuge in Gerardo, but instead of finding it, I saw that he nodded his head. He knew when he had to obey. 

	-My name is Gema Avril. -The "V" in Victoria was obviously missing. I felt anything but victorious. 

	-Louder! 

	WHAM!  

	The bully had hit me again and it had not been with his paw. His hand was big and that made the blow less sharp, as the force was spread over a larger surface. At least I found out what he had done it with. As I turned back to the car, I had seen that he had a belt in his hand. 

	-MY NAME IS GEMA AVRIL! -I exclaimed without further delay. 

	-Very well, Gema. I'll take into account that you've tried to fool me twice with your false name. But now, tell us, who are you married to? 

	-With Daniel Llamazares. 

	[Why don't you give him the ID while you're at it? Couldn't you have at least lied about this?] {And what does it matter if they know our husband's name? They already know her name. Daniel, whether he wants to or not, is in the same lot}. 

	I just hoped that this recording would never leave my boss's cell phone. Or to be more precise, that it would never leave his cell phone, mine and my husband's, because the whole idea of this was to send it to my husband, so he could see how another man was breaking my asshole. That hole you will never taste, Daniel, except with your tongue. If I ever thought of offering it to you exceptionally, after the horns you've cuckolded me with Lidia, forget it forever! Yes, that had been the idea, but, apparently, the staging Gerardo had imagined was very different from mine. 

	-Is that man Daniel, the one filming you from the car? 

	-No. Of course not! Do you think Daniel would let you treat me like that? {Didn't he allow it with Luis Alberto?} LuisA, compared to these, was an angel. 

	-Who is it then? 

	-He is Gerardo Roig, my boss. -If I had to say our full names, I would also say my boss's name. That way, in a way, we would be on equal footing. For a moment I was glad, thinking that Gerardo hadn't thought of that. 

	-And why are you with him in Switzerland, while your husband is alone in Spain? -Darko insisted with his interrogation. 

	Alone? If he were alone I wouldn't be here in this situation. This is all because you have not been alone. 

	-Because he gives me things that my husband doesn't know how to give me. 

	-Things? Like what, for example? Money? -Darko's sidekick kept pulling my hair up, holding me like a blood sausage in the air. 

	-Yes. 

	-Power? 

	-Also. 

	-And is he also a good lover? Is he better than your husband? 

	-Yes," I lied. Yes, I said, I was sure. With a dick, my husband was better. Or he can be, when he's not caged. {Are you serious? If when you uncage him he cums right away}. But cock was only one part of sex. Gerardo won by a landslide in many ways. {Like this one? [Daniel wins by a landslide in those aspects. He's the one who allows all this; he's the one who facilitates it]. 

	-What else? What else are you with him for? 

	-Because he knows how to treat me. -Daniel also knows how to treat me, but in a different way. 

	-How does he treat you? Like his whore? 

	-Yes. That's how I want my lover to treat me. But I would never allow that to my husband. 

	WHAM! WHAM! 

	-YES. LIKE HIS WHORE. -Actually, I did things for him that a whore wouldn't do. 

	-Is that why you're here, so we can treat you like a whore? 

	-Yes," I confirmed, "YES! - I quickly corrected myself, before he hit me again with the belt, for speaking too softly. 

	-So you like us to treat you like this? 

	-Yes, I like it. I like it and I need it. -I dislike it, but I need it. 

	-How? Like a bitch? 

	-Yes, like a bitch, a bitch in heat. -Yes, more than a whore, I'm a bitch. 

	-A bitch, hm? Do you know how to bark like a bitch? Bitch! 

	-Please don't..." I began to beg. It was too humiliating, especially in front of the camera - God knows who might end up watching that video! 

	WHAM! WHAM! 

	Darko's sidekick whipped me mercilessly, while he kept holding me up by my hair. One hand was enough for him to almost hold me in the air; I was just standing on my tiptoes. With my arm outstretched, I stayed in front of him, while with the other hand he whipped me without any problems. In that uncomfortable situation, I had no choice but to oblige and bark. Even so, I got another whipping with the belt as a tip, for being reluctant. 

	-All right, bitch. Now walk on all fours, like a bitch, and bark. 

	The bully suddenly let go of my scalp. I lost my balance as I tried to lean back on my heels. It was not a good idea to take a walk in heels through a snowy forest. I fell to the ground on my knees; I cushioned the rest of the blow with my hands. Now that I was on all fours, I began to crawl and bark on the snow.  

	-WOW! WOW! -Not even in Klaus the White's chateau had I ever felt so humiliated. I felt overwhelmed and completely overpowered. The two Slavs were asserting their strength and there was nothing I could use to oppose them, not even to negotiate with them, to soften the situation or to bring them to a more favorable ground. I am totally at the mercy of these two miserable gangsters. 

	-Hold it right there! Wait, focus on this! 

	Gerardo had gotten out of the car and walked over to film. His lens was pointed at my ass. Although it was still red from the spanking he had given me at the hotel at my request - even purple from the previous ones - the belt whipping the thug had given me had left its mark. 

	-Look! It's got a tail, too. Move it! Move it! -the bully spoke up. 

	I wiggled my hips to shake my tail. It was all so humiliating and vulgar. The party Gerardo had taken me to the day before had been marked by an elegant tone, but this time he had surprised me with something different, something I should have objected to, but didn't. [Does this turn you on? Now you don't have the excuse of being desperate to get yourself to cum]. I preferred not to answer the question and put it down to too much alcohol and the vibrator in my pussy. 

	-Come here. -Come here. Smell that. How's that, doggy? Smell good? 

	Darko had taken my leash short and led me to his compatriot and this one had planted his turnip in my face. Despite the cold I was planted like a mast. The disgusting thug-somewhat less disgusting with the grotesque mask he wore-scrubbed his cock across my face, trying to shove it in my mouth, but I resisted. Under no circumstances was I willing to put it in my mouth unprotected - God only knows what venerable diseases he might have! To top it off, his cock didn't smell good at all. The thug couldn't get it in my mouth, but he rubbed it across my cheeks. 

	-Tell us, why did you come here? -Darko asked. 

	-I want you to fuck me in the ass. 

	-Oh, I get it. You need it up the ass, don't you? Doesn't your boss know how to give it to you from behind? 

	-No. He doesn't like it that way. 

	-I understand. But you do, don't you? You like it very much, don't you? 

	-Yes," I admitted. It was what I missed the most, since I was with Gerardo. Anal sex had a psychological impact on me. I also sometimes missed more vigorous sex. [Well, I'm afraid you're going to be served in those respects for a while after this.] 

	-And since he doesn't like it, he provides you with strangers to fuck you hard. That's what you like, isn't it?  

	Darko knew me surprisingly well. For a waiter, he was showing unexpected insight. [And you, for a college student and a director, are demonstrating enormous stupidity]. 

	-Yes.  

	-Tell me, do you know this man? 

	I shook my head. 

	-No? No? You've never talked to him? -Never? 

	I denied again. How am I going to know your friend? 

	-And do you know his name? 

	I denied again. If I don't know him, how can I know his name? 

	-You have never spoken to him. You don't know his name. You've gotten in the car with him and you only know that he touched you the way he wanted and the size of his dick. What else do you know about him? 

	-Nothing," I admitted to the camera. I had let myself be rubbed by someone with whom I had never even spoken a word. 

	-Nothing? Nothing? -Really? Think, what else do you know about him? 

	-That his dick smells bad," I thought to say. 

	The bully, instead of getting angry, laughed. 

	-Ah, his dick smells bad. Yeah. And in spite of that, you're going to ask him to stick it up your ass, right? Why? Do you need it so much? Are you such a slut, such a bitch? Or did he make you so horny in the car, while he was groping you? 

	I did not respond. There is nothing more humiliating than the truth. He had made me horny, precisely because he was ugly and I didn't know him. 

	WHAM! 

	-Yes," I finally admitted. 

	WHAM! 

	-Yes! It made me horny. 

	-So you got horny, huh? And now you want to have his cock inside you, even though it smells bad. Is that all you know about him, his smelly cock? Look, I know something else and I'm going to tell you. Look at me when I'm talking to you!  

	I obeyed. I looked up and stared at his grotesque face. 

	-I know you're going to have to ask him please," Darko continued his speech. Because my friend likes whores to ask him please, don't you, Marko? Do you know how to ask him please or have you forgotten to speak? 

	Now I know one more thing. I'm not going to get fucked by someone whose name I don't know. {Oh, yeah? Are you sure? And at the party, did you know everyone's name?} 

	The mask had certainly transformed Darko. This was no longer my gentle waiter. Although he had buggered me hard at the hotel, he hadn't been as rude as he was right now. Gerard walked over and placed his cell phone next to the unknown Croatian, in the path between my eyes and his. I ended up fully entering the subspace. It was the same type of subspace as the one I had gotten lost in, at the wedding I had gone to as LuisA's partner. Apparently, there were several types of subspaces. In Klaus's chateau a different one reigned, less aggressive but more perverted. 

	-Please fuck me in the ass," I begged Marko. 

	-Come on! I'm sure you know how to ask him better. That wasn't very convincing. You'd think you'd come all this way only to fail a few feet from the finish line. 

	I thought about my husband and how he would later see the video. I thought about how horrified he would be, seeing me like that. I thought about how it would make him feel, knowing that he had let me do that, because he had cheated on me with Lidia. Actually, I don't know if I thought about all that. In retrospect, that night was too much of a blur in my mind. It was possible that I was too immersed in subspace to think about my husband. 

	-Please, this bitch needs you to stick your smelly cock in her ass. Please, will you fuck this little bitch from behind? Please, I need it. 

	-Hmm. What do you think, Marko? -Better? It didn't sound very convincing to me, but it's cold.... 

	-Bitch? -wondered the bully. I want to see her piss like a bitch first. -Marko snatched Darko's leash and dragged me to a tree. She lifts her paw and pees. Like a bitch. And bark! 

	No, don't ask me that, please. Not that. [How much more are you willing to go down? Do you think Daniel will still want you like this, when he sees the video? This has nothing to do with being a hot wife anymore, or even a submissive hotwife]. 

	WHAM! 

	Marko grew impatient and gave me another whip with his belt. 

	[Safety word, Gemma! Why don't you have a fucking safety word?] 

	I lifted my leg, resting on my other knee and my hands. Klaus was a saint, compared to these two Slavic devils. [And Gerard, what is he, a stag, a voyeuristic cuckold or a sadistic Dom?] Marko laughed as he saw me bark. My stream of urine instantly turned the snow to steam. The pungent smell flooded my nostrils. 

	Marko became impatient. The Croatian thug grabbed me by the hair and lifted me up, without warning and without waiting for me to finish peeing. The piss was cut off, but my reaction was too late and I pissed a little down my legs. Next, grabbing me by the mane, dragging me with him, he carried me to the car and bent me over the hood. The hood at least was warm. 

	-Nice ass, I'll give you that," Marko complimented me. But knowing my friend, he'll want me to warm him up a little more with the strap-on first, won't he?  

	I didn't say anything. I wasn't going to respond to Marko, after how he had humiliated me. 

	-Isn't that right? -Darko repeated, "Do you agree? 

	I nodded. 

	-Bah. That's not very convincing," said Marko. If you can't do any better, I think we're leaving.  

	Both Croatians made a gesture to leave. [Gem! They are capable of leaving you in the forest like this!] 

	-Wait! -I exclaimed in panic. Please, warm my ass with your strap-on," I begged, "and then fuck me from behind. I need it. 

	-Ah, much better. See? 

	Darko gestured to his partner and he gladly unloaded his girth on my more than battered ass.  

	THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! 

	-Wait, wait," Darko interjected, interrupting him. I'd say he was the better looking of the two Croatians, but with the masks they wore, they both looked and behaved equally grotesque. Wait a minute. Don't overdo it! Give him a break. -Marko, fortunately, obeyed him. Let's see, Gema. Are you all right? Does it hurt? 

	-Yes. -What do you think? -You fucking bastard! You Slavs were slaves of the Romans, hence the name. You should be the slave here. 

	-Okay. And despite that, do you want me to continue?  

	No, of course I didn't want to. The belt hurt a lot. There was nothing erotic about it. 

	-Shall we say five more? -proposed Darko. Five, okay? 

	I swallowed and nodded. It's all your fault, Daniel. It's all because of your infidelity. Look what you've done! 

	-No, no. You have to ask him. We don't want anyone to think we're forcing anything on you. 

	I swallowed again. 

	-Please, give me more and then fuck me in the ass! -I heard Gema say, who no longer had anything to do with Verdú or Abril. 

	The Slav unloaded on my ass the frustration he seemed to have built up with women and condensed it into five lashes. I did not hide my screams of pain. It's your fault, Daniel. If you were a good husband, you wouldn't cheat on me at the drop of a hat. If you were a real man, you wouldn't let Gerardo do this to me. A real man would whip his wife to get these bad ideas out of her head, before it was too late. Next, he pulled the plug-tail, threw it on the floor and quickly replaced it with his cock. I prayed that Gerard had checked that he had previously put on a condom. The plug had done its job and his cock, despite being thicker, entered with relative ease. Although I didn't feel pain as he penetrated me, I did feel discomfort. {It's part of anal sex. It's what you like}. The discomfort usually disappeared as those sensations were combined with clitoral stimulation. Fortunately, the remote-controlled vibrator was still roaring inside me. It hadn't stopped doing that the entire time. While it hadn't done it at maximum intensity - that one was almost unbearable - it had done it at only one level below. The unknown man, the man I only knew his name, that his cock smelled bad and that he was a sadist, began to fuck my ass. His movements were not fast, but each time he rammed, he impaled me to the bottom and smashed me against the hood of the car. "Fortunately he's horny," I thought absurdly again, as if that was the biggest of my problems. I grabbed for the windshield wipers. 

	-Tell me Gema, why do you come to us to get fucked in the ass? Doesn't your husband know how to do it? -Darko asked. 

	-Nooo. He doesn't know. -Gemi. It's all your fault, Daniel. Everything. -Nor will he ever know. My ass is not for him. It's for every man but him. 

	-He's never given you the cold shoulder? 

	-Noo. Never. -But I do to him. And after this one, he can get ready. I'm going to make him go through what I'm going through. He'd better accept it, if he wants to continue with me. 

	The vibration of the vibrator in my vagina and the rough Croatian's cock in my ass were working their magic.  

	-Never. And he'll never have it," I repeated, "And if he goes on like this, he'll stop having... Ahh-ahh!" The unknown Croatian had suddenly increased the pace, "And if he goes on like this... he'll stop having... other things too," I managed to conclude my sentence between groans. 

	Yes, that was what I had intended with the video. I wanted to remind my husband of his position. He owed submission and fidelity to me, but I owed no fidelity - at least no sexual fidelity - to him. In the end, Gerardo had succeeded in making my intentions with the video come true, but in his own way. I had made it clear that I also owed him submission and that I was willing to do anything for him. I hoped that my husband's shock at seeing the video would make him reflect on his behavior. He couldn't just fool around without consequences. Now all that was left was to implement some serious corrective measures upon my return to Madrid. You had better accept them, or I'll take you back to the dominatrix! Of course, it would not be a mere order and command. We would have to talk at length about all this, exchange our points of view, our concerns... If I don't see myself capable, the dominatrix will give you a good punishment and you won't like it at all. But, in any case, it was going to be clear that I was in charge of him and that there were certain limits that I should not exceed in any case. Your actions have consequences for you and me, Daniel. 

	I felt myself approaching climax. Normally I didn't cum with anal sex, but this time, combined with the vibration in my vagina, it wouldn't be long before I would cum. Please hold on until I cum. [But don't take much longer then]. 

	Darko grabbed my hair and turned my face towards Gerardo's cell phone, which was recording the scene from the side. 

	-Tell me Gema, do you love your boss? 

	I didn't answer. The thug with the fat cock - yet another thing I knew about him - rammed a couple of times hard, making me groan with pleasure and pain. 

	-Do you love him for giving you this? 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXVIII - A Sweet Flower, Very Submissive 

	  

	"The truth is that the first time you cheat on your husband you feel a great remorse. The guilt chokes you and when you go home you are unable to look him straight in the face. Then you tell yourself that it was just a slip of the tongue, that you got carried away, that you love your husband and that it won't happen again.  

	After a few days, you manage to quiet your conscience and everything seems to go back to normal.... until HE calls you or comes to see you as was my case. Then, all your good intentions fall apart and you fall back and cheat on your husband again. But this second time, the sex with your lover is even better than the first and the complicity is greater and you start to get hooked on those sensations. Then when it's time to go home to your husband, the guilt returns. You feel dirty and a bad person for betraying the man you love, but despite that you know that the next time HE calls you you will run back into his arms because you need him. He makes you feel desired, beautiful, alive and he has also discovered a world of pleasure that you never dreamed of knowing and that you can no longer give up. His cock becomes your obsession, you dream about it and you do things with and for your lover that you never thought you could do with anyone, not even with your husband. 

	Little by little you get used to this double life, always trying to separate the real life with your husband whom you love from that other life of adventure and danger with the lover to whom you are hooked. The guilt is still there, it never goes away, although at times it is quite cushioned. The betrayal is also still there and that is what hurts the most, knowing that you can hurt the person you love the most.  

	So one day I decided to break away from this double life and look for a way to keep my two men. It could have gone very wrong for me, but it didn't and I think we are happier now." - florsumisa, 

	  

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Hello, Gema. I am a 29 year old girl, married for 5 years. I have been in a submissive relationship with a 40 year old man for 2 years. My husband and I have not wanted to have children yet and we make love with a condom. For a year now, my Master has been fucking me without a condom and I have had to take the pill behind my husband's back. Now, my Master wants to impregnate me and has forbidden me to take the pill again. I'm in a mess and I don't know what to do. If I refuse, I'm afraid of losing him, but if I get pregnant how do I explain it to my husband?" 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"It's me again, flower. I was telling you that I'm going crazy and I don't know what decision to make. I don't want to lose my Master, but I don't want to lose my husband either. I'm not sure I want to have my Master's child either, because I know that eventually our relationship will end, but I don't want it to be now. I would die. I also think about how doing that to my husband is a huge chore and I love him. I know it is very difficult my situation, but can you give me some advice from your experience? Thank you so much." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hello flower. First of all, I would like to tell you that as a woman you have all the right in the world to choose the father of your children. They put their seed, but we put much more. 

	Now, we're talking here about a person who can't decide, because he hasn't even been born yet. I know the excitement of getting pregnant can be great, but you have to think coldly about what that would mean for your child. What would it be like for him to grow up and find out at some point that your husband is not his biological father, or what would it be like to grow up without a father? I don't think it's okay to bring minors into our sex games for the sake of a hot flash.  

	Now, if you think about it coldly and you are convinced that this is what you want, it is not a matter of dramatizing either, since many children are raised without a father or are adopted and know it or come from another marriage. 

	What you must keep in mind is that sooner or later the truth will come out. Your husband would find out at some point, either because the physical similarities do not match, or because of the blood type, or because of any possible disease that would require a genetic test. Raising another man's child, unknowingly, is a major bitch. It's not just how he would feel and what he would do about you, but more importantly, how it would affect his relationship with his non-biological child. I think the latter is even more important than the possibility of him divorcing you. 

	Neither would be honest on your part and a healthy relationship requires honesty. Right now, you are not being honest with him either and that is the basis you should try to fix first. I understand that it's not easy for you, because you love your husband, but on a sexual level you need something more, something different, that he can't give you. I understand you very well, because it is exactly the same for me with Gerardo, with the difference that I am lucky to have a husband with a dirty and flexible mind, who knows, approves and supports me. 

	I think that before proceeding, you should analyze the situation with your husband and see what possibilities you have to change things. In my opinion, you have three possibilities: 

	1) You can go on as is, looking for what you need, without his knowledge. It may never catch up with you. You may get bored of it at some point, though I don't think so. But if you have a child, rest assured that sooner or later he or she will find out. 

	2) You can decide to stop satisfying your needs outside of marriage, but I think that would mean repressing yourself and that's just as bad. Don't blame yourself; you are the way you are and that need you feel is part of you, along with thousands of other things. 

	3) You can tell your husband the truth. If he's the man you want to grow old with, you should tell him, in my opinion. If not, there will always be something missing. But that I said it easier than it is done, because chances are he won't understand you and your relationship will go down the drain. It's likely... but there's a chance it won't. If you really are meant for each other, he'll understand. If he doesn't understand, maybe he's not really your better half, no matter how much you love him. Again, that's very easy to say; I'm aware of that. The problem is, even if he is your better half, he may, because of his upbringing or misunderstood manly pride, not want to understand or accept it. But there is a possibility that she will accept it. The question is: Do you want to hold on to that possibility and risk breaking off your relationship? However, there is also another question: Are the other two options really viable? 

	As you rightly say, your Dom will leave you at some point. Those relationships are not usually meant to last. Getting you pregnant for him is just one more challenge, like others you have already overcome for him. And then, at some point, you will be left alone, with his child, without that Dom and without your husband. It's a valid option, if that's what you want. But keep in mind that your Dom is sure to leave you sooner or later; you know that. And it's very likely that your husband will find out at some point that that child is not his and then he's likely to leave you too. Unless you want to end up raising your child alone, I don't see it as an option to get pregnant by your Dom behind your husband's back, ethical issues aside. 

	Regarding your Dom, are you sure he's not pressuring you just to see how you react and to see how far you're willing to go? Because, honestly, you'd have to be a real asshole and a motherfucker to be serious about that. Let me explain: as a biological father -ethics aside-, he would have financial responsibilities towards your son. Is he willing to pay you monthly child support? Has he thought that at some point your husband will find out and then he could separate from you (or not) and could claim money from you, even retroactively? Is he willing to assume that financial burden (not even talking about the emotional one) for the next twenty or so years of his life? It's possible that he hasn't even thought about it, so how about telling him and see how he reacts? Or maybe he is smarter than that and has thought about it and this is just a test. In that case, you can test him and tell him you've stopped taking the pill. Don't stop taking it, but see how he reacts. It may go against submissive ethics, but there are greater ethics at play here, so, don't worry about that little bit of foul play on your part. 

	Going back to the subject of your husband, do you think there would be any possibility that he would accept you having lovers? Have you tried to see if he could be aroused in any way? It's a fairly common fantasy, but one that goes against the male ego that men have been brought up with, who always feel an obligation to defend their wives, to the point that, in some cases, they believe we are their property.  

	You'd also be surprised how many people are turned on by the idea (not necessarily the fact) of their wife getting pregnant by another man. At least that's what my husband, who hangs around in Anglo-Saxon forums, tells me. 

	I hope I have helped you. If you want, you can also contact me via chat. In return, I would only ask you one thing. It's not because I want to promote Tumblr, but because I like to see the blogs of the people who read me to understand them better: would you put some images that represent your fantasies and your way of being on your blog?" 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Thank you so much, Gema, for answering me and trying to help me in this tremendous mess I have in my head and in my heart. The possibility of my husband accepting that I have a lover is nil. I am everything to him. He loves me very much and for him I am the only woman in the world. That's why he would never understand if I didn't feel the same way about him. I know that if I tell him what I am doing, I will break his heart and tear his life apart That is why I often feel like a bad person, because of my betrayal of his love for me." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, you haven't been together that long. Some things have to evolve. At first, love is exclusive and possessive. Over time it calms down and sometimes you acquire a certain wisdom. 

	I am not suggesting that you tell him openly. I agree with you that that might be counterproductive and that he wouldn't understand. What I suggest is that you drop little fictitious hints and see how she reacts, to see if she has any hidden cuckold fantasies that you could stimulate. For example, that you see a handsome man on the street and comment on it. And if you see that the response is not negative (he may get defensive, but you have to see how much is real and how much is playing the angry role), on another occasion you can comment about another man and unbutton a button or two on your blouse, to walk in front of him and catch his eye. You can ask him that you want to pass in front of that man and have your husband accompany you.  

	They would be small games, harmless in themselves, but with the aim of stimulating his possible horny desires and, at the same time, to show him that you are doing it together and that you are counting on him. It wouldn't be a today-for-tomorrow thing, but a medium- to long-term endeavor." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I've been thinking about it a lot. I have hardly slept for days and I have lost three kilos in the last two weeks, but I think that in the end it is clear to me that, if I have a child, it will be with my husband. As you say and I think I know it too, although I do not want to see it now, the relationship with my Master will end one day and I would not want to be alone to raise a child with the responsibility that entails. I think I am going to listen to you and tell my Master that I have stopped the pill, even if it is not true and God knows..." 

	  

	I know what it's like, flower. And it's easier to give advice than to put it into practice. I know Gerardo would love to get me pregnant. In fact, I think he has it as one of his goals. He has tried, with those activated charcoal ice creams, which supposedly counteract the effects of the pill. And I've eaten them, partly because I don't think it's effective and partly because... And I've also slept badly and lost weight. I know Gerardo hasn't thrown in the towel on this and still has it as a goal. But I'm not afraid of him, I'm afraid of myself. I know how strong the feeling of wanting to please your boss is. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"And God knows it hurts my soul to fail him, but as you say, there is something more important here, which is the happiness and well-being of a child. Maybe you're right and it's just one more test of my surrender and obedience (I've already passed a few). I don't know, I'll see. But at least this cheating will give me some more time to see how I do. I'd love to stay in touch and chat sometime with you, you're already a master at this, so I promise to keep filling my blog, even though I'm terrible at computers." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Aside from tricking him about the pill, you can also sit down with him and talk about it like two adults. Tell him that this is the 21st century and that genetic testing for possible diseases is the order of the day and that the probability of your husband finding out would be high. What blood types do you, your husband and your Master have? The baby's blood type will be told to you at birth and depending on your blood types, it may be obvious that he is not the father. For example, if your husband is AB and you are A, your child could only be A or AB. If your Master were zero, your child could be A or 0. In the latter case, it would be clear that your husband would not be the father. Then ask him if he would be willing to pay child support, not because you would demand it, but because your husband, upon discovering this after the fact, could file a complaint. See how he reacts. After that, you can always go on to trick him about the pill. 

	Post a couple of things from other blogs that you like and contact me via chat." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Thursday I will spend the night with him. My husband will be away. I have to be brave and expose the problems to him. By the way, I've already filled out my blog a little bit. Kisses and thanks for everything." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I love it! Contact me anytime. One thing: I've taken the liberty of reblogging some of your stuff and adding my point of view and experiences. I hope you don't mind. You're brave - do you want to tell us what things he's sent you to do when you're home and he texts you?" 

	  

	And now I'm taking the liberty of including them in my book. I hope you don't mind. I do it in honor of the good times we have had "together". 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Hi beautiful. Of course I don't mind you reblogging whatever you want from my blog and sharing your experiences related to mine. I love to see that we share many experiences and I, who am much more novice than you, it will help me a lot to know about your experience. Let's see if tonight I can put my husband to sleep and tell him a little about the things my Master asks me to do at home. Maybe if you are on line I can give you a call. We'll see. Bsssssssss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't have a lot of experience in this. I've been with Gerardo for a little over a year and he hasn't expressed his dominant side with me from the beginning. So, I'd say I'm more of a novice at this, although I do have experience with (consensual) cuckolding." 

	  

	florsumisa (with a picture of a pregnant woman, submissive and tied up): 

	"Can't you imagine me like this?" 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with a picture of a pregnant woman, with a collar and leash and a drinking bowl): 

	"I do, but I just have a very vivid imagination. 

	I understand that, despite the seemingly grotesque, it excites you. And I confess, florsumisa, you have managed to excite me. To have a child with your Master, for him, is a very intense thought. Wouldn't that be the ultimate gift of devotion you could give him? To think that our husband would raise him - knowing the truth or not - makes it even more intense.  

	And why not? We are women and it is, after all, about our bodies and our sexuality. If we want to give her that gift... it's our decision. 

	But there are fantasies that better stay in their own realm and not in the realm of reality. We have already talked about the implications they would have. 

	And now, you should ask your Master to impose a punishment on you, for being so bad and turning me on with something you shouldn't have done." 

	  

	No, flower, you shouldn't have done that. Don't excite me like that, please. Daniel is sterile and sometimes I feel I'm not quite satisfied with motherhood. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"These weeks I am working hard and studying to get my promotion. We women always have it harder. Maybe if I slept with my boss I would have gotten it by now without so much effort." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And why not, if you feel like it, I mean. For the promotion, for the sex, because you get off on it... because you just want to do it. What's wrong with that, right? But if you want to, why shouldn't you be able to? Ah, it's frowned upon now, more than ever. Yeah, but if you want to... 

	It's another thing if you don't want to. 

	What I'm saying is that it would simply have to be your decision. No one else's. No one else's. Least of all society's. 

	(By the way, if you did, don't trust. Men are not to be trusted. The promotion in writing and before giving anything in return. As they say in the bars, "Here we don't distrust, but don't trust.")" 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Until recently I wouldn't have even considered it, but precisely now, because of how frowned upon it is for women to use our femininity to get what we want, I really want to do it. I'm like that, always politically incorrect, unfaithful, slutty, submissive... On the other hand, I think it would be another betrayal to my husband and also for the first time to my Master, so I'm there that I can't decide. With this outfit I'm sure my boss won't resist me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"So, I take it you two are against the massive demonstrations last March 8, from what I just read. Give me a justifiable reasoning for your attitude." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"We are submissive and we willingly and freely surrender our body and soul to our master. That is the greatest proof of a woman's power. The Master cannot exist without the submissive, just as women would not exist if there were no men. In this modern world the competition is not women against men, it is between people. Men compete with each other, women with each other (and how!) and also often, of course, men with women. But each person must fight with the weapons that nature has given him. Men, their strength and practicality. Women, our intelligence and sensitivity but also our femininity. Achieving our goals using our charm is one more sign of women's power and makes me feel more self-confident and stronger in the face of personal and professional challenges.  

	This is what feminists don't understand." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We are free and we do what we feel like doing. Surrendering your body to another person is not a sign of oppression, but of freedom. Using your body, as well as your mind, to achieve your goals is not a sign of inequality, but of resolution. 

	The problem is not when you want to do it, but when you have no choice but to do it. Slavery is despicable, but voluntary submission is appreciable. Having to suck someone's dick to get access to something you have deserved is reportable, but doing it by choice, to speed things up and because it gives us morbidity, is a right.  

	And that's where feminists go wrong, that anything seems wrong to them, regardless of the opinion of the women involved. 

	By the way, flower, have you told your Master yet? Because I guess he'll have something to say about it, won't he?" 

	  

	florsumisa (with photos of women in topless, with very large breasts, clearly operated): 

	"A little while ago I received these photos sent to me by my Master, what do you think they mean?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"A breast augmentation in exchange for the pregnancy thing? Have you already thought about how to explain it to your husband? Because I guess he'll choose your Master, won't he?" 

	  

	Ah, always the big, pointy breasts, in exchange for something. Gerardo is not the only one who comes up with these ideas. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I haven't spoken to him yet, but knowing my Master, the message is clear to me. He is going to ask me to get bigger tits in exchange for parking the issue of my pregnancy. My boobs are small, an 85B and I have ever thought that maybe bigger boobs would make me a sexier woman, but I have never decided to take the plunge. Now, if he really asks me, I can't say no to him. 

	Since I received the photos I have been thinking about how to sell it to my husband. After much thought, I think the excuse might be a better image at work and it's partly true. Now that I'm in the fight for a promotion, I think good boobs would benefit me, especially with my direct boss, who is the one who has to evaluate me first. Do you think that's a credible reason for my husband? Besides, he'll enjoy them too. 

	Another problem will be how to involve my husband in the process without him deciding anything, because as you say, I'm sure my Master will want to decide everything. Well, I guess when we meet this week, he will tell me what his plans really are. I trust him and I don't think he will turn me into a little monster like this." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If you want to do it, do it. But do it because you want to, not because your Master wants you to or because of how you think you'll look at work. 

	Small tits are nice and yours don't look that small to me. Many men are attracted to small tits. There is a study that says that it is a function of a man's social status: the less purchasing power, the more they are attracted to big tits. According to this study, it is instinctive and would be a way to compensate for economic scarcity with abundance when it comes to being able to feed the offspring through breastfeeding. Well, it is a study like many others nowadays. But the important thing it comes to say is that there are not few men who like not so big boobs. 

	It may seem like a contradiction coming from me, but I had my reasons because of age and motherhood. It wasn't a matter of size, and besides, at this point in life, I felt like it." 

	  

	And, besides, I was excited to let him decide and put my fate in his hands. {And also driving our husband crazy. He deserved it, for what he did}. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"These photos very well could be from one of my awakenings. Would anyone know if it is with my husband or with my Master? There is a very clear clue, do you see it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's with your Master. He fucks you without a condom and cums inside you." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Will my new tits be like these? I have to confess that I'm a little afraid of the operation, although luckily, my Master knows one of the best surgeons and I know I'll be in the best hands. I'm also worried that my Master will choose a size too big for my body, but I guess his friend the surgeon wouldn't let him turn me into a little monster. I trust my Master and I know he will choose what is best for me." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not only the size, but also the shape. I tell you from experience. There are shapes that look like they say 'I'm a bitch,' although that's not necessarily a bad thing. 

	I asked Gerardo in Switzerland why he had chosen that form and if he didn't think it sent too clear a message, and he replied that that was precisely why he had chosen it." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Well, in my case, if my new tits go around saying I'm a slut, it won't be anything but the truth. Well, seriously, I trust my Master and I don't dislike the shape being somewhat provocative, as long as it doesn't spoil my overall figure.  

	Are you happy with the shape and size of your boobs now?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If I had chosen me, I would have chosen one size down and a more natural shape. I guess that's precisely why it's a good thing I didn't choose me." 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Real slutty breasts... and she knows it. Firm and pointy. How could she have let herself be convinced to put them on? The size is the least of it, the important thing is that they're pointy, as if she felt the need to scream to everyone that she put them on because she's a slut. Does this really turn men on? Why? Is it because of the breasts? Or is it the fact that she was slutty enough to put them on?" 

	  

	"I don't recognize myself...but that's not necessarily a bad thing, is it?" she would add in another entry, commenting on a photo of a woman in a topless, tied to a chair, with her master showing her his image in a mirror.  

	  

	I am very comforted, flower, to know that I am not the only woman in such a situation. 

	  

	  

	  

	  

	 

	

Chapter XXXXIX - Gerard’s Orders 

	  

	"Roses have like all creatures two sides: their beautiful side, with the flower and petals, and their dark side, with the spikes. You cannot have the one, without giving up the other. If you want the flower, you will prick yourself. If you look at the skewer, you will also discover that it has a beautiful flower, although you may have to bleed first. The one goes with the other, just like light and shadow. It's just a matter of how much of each part there is." - Gemma V. Avril 

	  

	  

	Lidia sat on the passenger side. Although it was cold, she was wearing a short dress. Her stockingless legs seemed endless. As she sat down, her dress rode up, covering her just enough. With a flirtatious boyish smile, Lidia told me the address and I put it in the GPS. Her perfect white teeth competed to dazzle me in the morning sun. 

	-Thank you for taking me home," Lidia said. I really appreciate it. It's very kind of you. 

	Not that I had any other choice. It had not been my decision. Gerardo had ordered me to do it. He had told me, while my wife and the young woman had gone to the bathroom together for I don't know what. I don't know. I can only imagine it. The bad thing is that I have a very vivid imagination. Too vivid. And as vivid as my imagination is, so dying are my fantasies. They die almost as soon as they are born. I confess: I'm guilty of getting bored quickly. What's new gets old to me too soon. It's a problem. It's my problem. But I am the way I am. Gema didn't know who she was going to marry when, madly in love, she accepted my proposal. I did know, but I was unaware of it at the time - I was also madly in love. But new things get old and new impulses are needed. Fortunately, Gemma understood that. {Yes. It took her much less time than you expected to take the step of cheating on you and becoming a hotwife}.  

	To her it had seemed like an eternity, too long a time, during which she had had to endure my pressures. But to me it seemed too short. It still did. It's a matter of expectations, I guess. I had read in forums that many women take years to take the plunge and others don't even take the plunge at all. But Gema hadn't taken that long, or at least that's how it seemed to me. Maybe it was in her blood and she had been repressed. Maybe she just needed a little push. Maybe she had too many things repressed -I had been her second boyfriend and she had been educated in a boarding school for nuns-. But now she is unleashed, albeit in her own way. Gema doesn't like one-night stands. She doesn't even like two-night stands. She liked and still likes stable relationships, which allow her to deepen the relationship. No, it wasn't just sex she was looking for. She was looking for new ways to develop her feelings. And she is still looking for them. My fantasies were not always hers, but that's where we agreed. I'm not just a voyeur. I don't just want to watch a porn scene, even if my wife is my favorite porn actress. More than that, I like to see how she transforms and how she progresses. And I also like to know that she can feel new things, complementary to what I offer her, both sexually and emotionally. Of course, I'd like to be like her best lover in bed. Instead of his plan B or his plan C, as he likes to remind me. Of course I would want to be as spontaneous and expressive as others. But I'm not. I'm introverted. I'm observant. {And being his plan B or C takes pressure off you. You no longer have to give her the best sex in the world, which in every way you know you're not capable of giving her}. And I'm guilty of often living inside my fantasies, which are always one step ahead of reality. I'm guilty of that and also of loving her, albeit in my own way. 

	And Gema... Gema is guilty that her fantasies are not always like mine. That is, she is not guilty of anything.  

	Gerardo? An old guy. No, it wasn't my fantasy. What could you have seen in him? There was no need for anyone to answer me; I knew it intellectually. I know, but I don't share it. I didn't share it, but I respected it. What can I do about that! I respected it... and I was ashamed of the fact that deep down inside I was getting it on. In spite of everything. Gerardo knew how to handle her. He knew how to take her always one step further, in or down. In that sense, Gerardo was like my fantasy: he was always one step ahead.  

	Silvestre... Yes, Silvestre was my fantasy. But he screwed up. The fool screwed up. Silvestre had screwed up and hurt Gema. I had rarely seen her so desolate. And it was my fault. I got her into it. Gema was angry with me not so much because I had acted - to her benefit - behind her back, nor because I had that slip-up with her friend, Nuria. She was angry because by choosing Silvestre so well, I had hurt her. So how could I refuse to let her decide for Gerardo? It's not up to me to decide who she should date and who she shouldn't date. {That's right. I'm glad you finally accept it. I know you've understood it for a long time now, but you finally accept it. Even if it's not your ideal, even if it's not your fantasy, it's his decision and not yours}.  

	But the bastard knew what he was doing. That had to be left to Gerardo's old man. He had hit the nail on the head on how to turn her on. Among other things, he had understood how to turn her on with photography, making her feel beautiful, like a model. You are beautiful. You don't need an old man to take pictures of you to feel that way. I had even gotten her to publish on her blog - albeit anonymously ("I neither confirm nor deny") - the photos I sent her. I remembered the last photo my wife had posted (I'm sorry, love. I do confirm and deny. You deserve to be unmasked). I looked at it mentally, as if I had it in front of me. As almost always, it was a black and white photo. She could be seen on her knees, bent over a photo album. She was wearing a garter belt and stockings. And she was wearing a bra that wasn't a bra. It doesn't hold anything. {But her new tits don't need to be restrained}. She's the one who needs to be restrained. The bra was nothing more than a set of straps that framed her breasts, leaving them completely uncovered. The photo album was fat. It had a lot of pictures in it. Each page, about the size of a sheet of paper, was a photo. It was not an album where the photos were pasted together. It was a fashion magazine, where the fashion was my wife's nude. On the page that was open, you could even see her face, if you looked at it. But how did you dare? I didn't recognize her. Not her in the photo. I did recognize her in the photo. I didn't recognize her, hanging a nude with her face. With the angle, you couldn't see her well, but you could see her. I know it wasn't your idea, Gema, what else are you going to do for him? Can't you see the dangerous course you're on? In the photo in the album, she still had her natural breasts. But the Gema who was looking at that picture, was the one with the tits Gerardo had given her. And it's not the only picture he's posted. Damn it, Gema! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Some of us followers would like to know more about Daniel, his hobbies, his tastes. What does he do when he is not with you? What kind of non-sexual things make him happy? What concerns does he have now, that he is unemployed and what does he expect from love, in the future?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is very homey. He likes to read quite a bit, although he doesn't read as much as he used to. Even now that he's unemployed, he doesn't devour books like he used to, when we got married. Lately he is quite busy doing things around the house, mainly in the garden, and he is also refurbishing some of the lighting. For example, he has started putting in several presence detectors, so that in the walk-through areas the lights automatically turn on and off. We also have a cat and he loves to play with it. He has had a few scratches and bites, but he doesn't seem to mind.  

	As for labor issues, he is considering setting up his own company, nothing big, basically it would be to start as a freelancer. I don't like the idea very much. I prefer the stability of a salaried job, but I'm not going to contradict him on this. At the moment, he is just studying it. 

	My husband has finished translating - with the help of a native speaker, whom he met on a forum - my first book into English. We are now waiting to see how it sells, to decide whether to make the effort to translate the second one. The sales are of course just a small tip that, if it were only for the proceeds, would not be worth it. What makes us both happy, however, is to see that people are reading it and leaving comments. If the Anglo-Saxons are encouraged, he will also translate the second book. It is a big effort. 

	At the moment, what he is doing is writing his own story, or at least an outline of it. In the end I have convinced him to write in first person what happened with Lidia. As far as I can see, I'm going to have to tweak it quite a bit, since his thing is not letters, but rather numbers, but it seems interesting to me to do something different, now that he has more time. Besides, maybe this way I'll find out something that she hasn't told me, but that, by mistake or on purpose, I decide to put down on paper." 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	 "Hello, Guadiana. This question goes to Daniel: Hola majo. Listen to your hotwife. No matter how many numbers you crunch, it doesn't work out when you are self-employed and even more if it's through work done. My advice is that it is worth a thousand euros as an employee (yes, I know you earn more now that you are unemployed) than three thousand potential euros as a freelancer. Apart from this, I would like you to answer: Daniel, how are you carrying that flabby antlers you are wearing? I'm sure it doesn't fill you up at all. And how do you carry your submission? You answer, please!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm sorry, but my husband doesn't have access to my account, so he can't answer you himself. But I can assure you that the antler thing usually goes over very well. 

	I'll be posting some things my husband has written shortly (with tweaks from me, to spruce up the writing), so I hope it will help you get to know him a little better." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had insisted that it would only work if I accepted Gerardo. She had made it clear that the best way to prove it was to obey her boss. Her boss. I have never liked bosses. I don't doubt that they are necessary, but most of them I have met are inept. They have reached those positions by luck and posturing. The funny thing is that they often stay in them. Even if they get fired (they never get fired; at least officially, they always look for new professional challenges), they end up finding a similar job. Maybe I wouldn't be unemployed if I knew how to be more of a ball. {But then it wouldn't be you}. I have no problem with authority, only inept assholes. In fact, I like authority. Or at least, I like it when it comes from my wife. {Well, if you're honest, maybe you should say when it comes from a woman}. In any case, I liked it when my wife exercised her authority over me. I love it. I feel better. I think everyone has a submissive side and a dominant side, but the mix in everyone is different. I, for example, have that dominant side in me. It just doesn't make me happy when I exercise it. I recognize it. I don't know if I would be a good Dom, but what I do know is that it doesn't make me happy. {You are much, much happier when you feel submissive} I didn't say "when I am" submissive, I said "when I feel" submissive. That's an important difference. For me, it wasn't a matter of me being submissive. That didn't work, at least in my case. Submission has to be earned. Dominance has to be exercised. Of course, there has to be willingness on both sides. Yes, on both sides. Gema had both parts, the submissive and the dominant. I think that deep down she is more submissive than dominant. And that's what Gerardo is exploring. Yes, with the old prick who knew how to take her. With me she would never be submissive; that was clear to her. And that was lucky, because, as I said, even though I have that dominant part inside me, I'm not happy exercising it. No, the happiest I have ever felt in my life was when I felt small next to him. She still remembered her first time with Silvestre. Gema had broken the barriers and I had felt so small that I would have liked to be an embryo inside her tummy. That moment had been an intense moment of bittersweet happiness, but happiness nonetheless. Silvestre had it all: he was good looking (even for me), he understood our game perfectly and he knew how to push her. Yes, I chose well. I chose what complements me, what she lacked in me. And I was also a fool. He fucked up, the asshole. {You fucked up, Daniel}. Anyway, I guess sooner or later it had to end at some point. Relationships between horny guy and hotwife don't usually last. Only the relationship between husband and wife lasts. Horners die alone. We cuckolds will need a special tomb, to accommodate our antlers. But we will die in company. 

	Gerardo will not last either. At some point it would come to an end. Maybe it would happen suddenly or maybe the flame would gradually die out, but it would come to an end. No, I wasn't worried about Gema leaving me. I read that that worried many followers of her blog, but not me. I knew my wife. Or so I thought. No, that wasn't it. You know what I was really worried about? I was worried about two things: The first was that she would go too far and end up regretting something. That she would end up hurt, like with Silvestre, but different. But as Gema -excuse me, the Great Gem- says: "You will always regret before what you have done, than what you have failed to do". I think she was right about that. The second thing that worried me was selfish: I worry that he would get so immersed in submission, that he would forget his dominant side and forget to dominate me. It's easy for that to happen, as she is not a born Dominant. When she exercised her domination over me, she certainly did it well. That's what I liked about her and about women: they don't dominate by shouting or exasperated gestures. That's wrong male dominance. No, it is innate for them to dominate with seduction. They know how to use all the weapons of their body and mind to achieve their purposes. They even dominate by doing things that may seem submissive. Gema knew how to do it very well. What was wrong with her was that it didn't come quite naturally to her. She had to make an effort, not so much to be one, but to be constant. And without consistency, there is no dominance or submission. This is not an on/off game. 

	Perhaps that was why my wife had ordered me to obey Gerardo. Perhaps she already knew at that moment that she needed an external support, to continue being dominant with me and she sought to be so through her boss or, at least, with his help. Or maybe she thought that for me it was an act of submission to her to obey her boss. Her asshole boss. I would never call him inept, though. That had to be left to him: he knew what he was doing. If that's what she thinks, she's right on both counts. Although I would prefer a Silvestre to a Gerardo. Yes, I would prefer a Silvestre to a Gerardo, even if the risks were greater with him. Because with Gerardo, what was the risk? {That she'd leave you for him? For God's sake! With that old man? Yeah, I know what you're going to say. No, I don't mean the money, I mean that she liked that old man. {Can we change the subject, please?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"I'd like to ask you if Daniel has any hobbies that make him disconnect a bit from his situation. Does he like to play any sports? Or now that he has free time, does he go to any gyms to keep himself fit and attractive to you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He doesn't go to the gym, because we have a treadmill and a weight bench at home. It's a small gym and now that he has more time, he's getting in shape. Or so he says, because, although his biceps have increased, his little flabby belly hasn't diminished. But we have a dog and he goes for walks with him. I think the dog is very happy, because now my husband is unemployed. Although, he doesn't have that much free time now either. It took him a long time to translate my first book. Of course, he probably would have done it faster, if he hadn't been touching his parts, while translating it. And he also has a project to set up his own company, which requires conscientious study. It's a venture he's looking forward to, although I'm more conservative about it and see a lot of risks, but I respect his opinion about it and support him in it. At the moment it is only a possibility." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Where were we going? Yes, by Lidia's thighs. Damn it, I almost ran a red light! No, seriously: my wife had ordered me to obey Gerardo and Gerardo had ordered me to take Lidia to his house. Could I refuse? Shouldn't I do it? Wasn't obeying him the right thing to do? 

	"Thank you for taking me home. I really appreciate it. That's very kind of you," Lidia had said. Her words echoed in my head. She had a very sweet voice. 

	Involuntarily, my right leg moved. Fortunately, I was able to restrain myself enough not to accelerate abruptly. Lidia had placed her hand on my thigh. And she had removed it again, as she pronounced her thanks. What can I tell you, when was the last time I had touched another woman? {Or have you already forgotten about Nuria, the redhead?} I'd rather you didn't remind me of that. {Because you had a threesome with Silvestre? Because you didn't just "touch" and "kiss" her?} If you keep reminding me of that, I'm going to digress and paste some conversation from Gema's blog, instead of continuing with my story. Readers won't like it if I do.  I had gone in as a virgin, not in our marriage, but in our courtship. What was this about, taking her home? My heart raced. And that's not the only thing. My fantasy was always one step ahead. Sometimes it felt like I was living in it and not in reality. What had my wife and this young woman been doing in the airport toilets?  

	"Do you know what they are doing?" Gerardo had asked me, when the women had left us alone in the terminal. I had asked, but he hadn't made it clear. I didn't need to: I was imaginative enough. What had they done on New Year's Eve, in front of my blindfolded eyes? I didn't have to use my imagination to guess. I hadn't seen it, but I had heard it all. Or almost everything. Oh yes, in this case I would want to see my favorite porn actress at all costs. Exceptionally, I was interested in that more than anything else. I recognized that I was burning to witness it and that I was more interested in that than in how it made her feel, in overcoming another barrier. For once, I absolutely, irrevocably, irretrievably, compulsorily, needed to SEE it. Maybe it's because I couldn't stop Lidia from becoming my second favorite porn actress. 

	-Of course. No problem," I answered Lidia. 

	Of course, how could I have avoided it? I hadn't seen her do anything with my wife and I had seen her do everything. I had seen her extremely attractive on New Year's Eve, in the sexy dress she had worn. Lidia was beautiful, though not gorgeous, not enough to be Miss Universe. However, she would win by a landslide any Miss Hottie award. And also Miss Simpatiquísima and Miss Inocentísima. She was one of those apparently angelic creatures, but at the same time she had a halo of being a good naughty piece of work. I had not seen her do anything yet, for I had been blindfolded at the most revealing moments. But I had seen her through my wife's eyes and, what was even worse, through those of my imagination. So, don't blame me, if I found it hard to take my eyes off her delicate legs and focus on the traffic. 

	-Ah, you're a sunshine of a man," Lidia praised me, again briefly placing her hand on my thigh. 

	"Wow, I have a fan," I said to myself. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"It's the first time you post a photo with Daniel. Although the photo looks like it's not current and he doesn't look quite right, you can tell he's a handsome and dedicated guy. I love your husband. I would love him for myself. Thanks for showing him to us." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He's handsome and industrious, that's true. But I never said it was the two of us in the photo. That's your imagination." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Yes, I'm no fool. I knew what it was all about. It was obvious that this was torture on Gerardo's part. He wanted my mouth to water, putting the honey in front of me. He knew I wouldn't give in to temptation, even if I obviously had to restrain myself. And I know that he wouldn't share his other little bonbon anyway, least of all with me. I already had a feeling that he was having a hard time sharing his main hottie - my wife - with me. But speaking of temptations, there was also the possibility that my wife was behind it, to test me. Watch out, Daniel! It may have been her idea. Or maybe it was a bet between Gerardo and my wife. In that case, it makes sense who Gerardo would have bet on. And if he won... what did he win? No, there is no chance of him winning. I am faithful to my wife; she is enough for me. Of course, it could also be that the instigator was that angelic demon I had by my side... 

	-You are very lucky," commented Lidia. 

	Luck? Why? Well, yeah, sure, yeah, but... why? What exactly did he mean? I mean, specifically. Specifically. Was I getting nervous? 

	-Gem kisses very well," said the demon disguised as an angel. But I guess you already know that. For me, kisses are very important, don't you think they are?  

	He pouted his lips, pouting. It was nothing exaggerated. It was barely noticeable. And even less so with how focused I am on driving. Because I have all my attention on the road. But the gesture was there. 

	Phew, and what the hell am I supposed to respond to that? Of course kissing was important to me. I loved kissing. I'd say even more so to my wife. I had only had sex with her, but throughout my single career, I had kissed more than one girl. I remember one who kissed... Oh, Roxanne!  

	Gema was not the best kisser, but over the years she had learned a lot. Yes, that's the advantage of being a cuckold, they have the opportunity to learn. With me she was stuck and couldn't learn more. But since I started a few years ago with Silvestre, Gema had learned a lot. Maybe too much. No, I'm kidding: you can never learn too much. What she had done was to evolve. She was now much more self-confident and enjoyed herself much more than before. Knowing that she could have sex with whomever she wanted had liberated her. She now liked to flirt and laugh. She used to hold back, because a married woman shouldn't play along with other men like that. Yes, having horns has many advantages. Gema had evolved, but deep down she was still the same. She loves me madly and I often wonder if I deserve so much love. I would like to give her much more or at least express it better, but I'm afraid I am the way I am: somewhat introverted and sometimes lost in my own worlds. Fortunately, Gemma had understood how to overcome my fantasy worlds with her reality. She knew that much of what she did she did for me. I knew that sometimes she went above and beyond for me. Although I knew that fortunately she also enjoyed it. Yes, she has evolved. And that's what I was worried about: that she evolved too much. Deep down, she's not who she was. As much as I tell myself, she's not anymore. Gerardo has corrupted her. He has poisoned her being. I had to admit that the path I had chosen with Gerardo was torturously exciting. Especially exciting when I'm blindfolded and don't have to see him. But I was really worried. I'm a mess. I say one thing and the opposite. That freedom she had earned... I didn't like her losing it to Gerardo and him locking her up and manhandling her. 

	-It's funny that we hardly know each other, but yet I feel we have a special connection," Lidia commented. Maybe it's because we have things in common," she said, adjusting her blouse. 

	Things in common? Yes, of course! What could I have in common with her? Yeah, I get it: Gema. Both of us had kissed her, both of us had run over her body with our lips... Brrrr! Focus on the road, Daniel Llamazares! 

	-Would you like to see me one day with her? -He asked innocently. See me, not just hear me," she clarified unnecessarily. I bet you'd like that," she said with obviousness. Maybe I could talk to Gerardo one day and convince him to let you watch. What do you think? -he tempted me like the snake tempted Eve. But only if you're good, of course. -This time, he put his hand on my thigh and left it there. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	 "Hello again, Guadiana. Apropos of your last reply in which you say that he generally wears his antlers well, I think you are very unfair to him. He wears his torment in silence, because, first, the antler you have is mental, i.e., he doesn't fill out the corniness as he would wish, not even by a long shot. And second, you take it for granted that he writes badly. If he's such a mess and such a wonderful old man, why do you go on with Daniel, standing still, taciturn, enfant à rien faire, and not send him packing and go live with G.?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not that I take it for granted that he writes badly, it's that I've read what he writes. He writes well, but he needs someone to proofread it and give it a little more shape. I, by the way, could also use an editor to review my writing. I'd probably find a lot of things that could be improved. I don't know why criticism has to feel bad, especially to someone who hasn't been criticized and who hides behind anonymity." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hey... this... I think we're here," I replied, not really knowing what to say. I wasn't going to play that game. It smelled like a trap. There were traps left and right. There was one at every turn. I was imaginative, but not as scheming as they were. Gerardo, my wife... and among them Lidia. She is the most dangerous, because she is the least predictable. 

	Lidia burst out laughing like a child, as if there was something tremendously funny that escaped me. She removed her hand from my thigh and covered her mouth as she laughed. 

	-Yes, we have arrived. I live in the second portal, in room C. 

	He looked at me and silence fell for several seconds. It was an uncomfortable silence. Fortunately, in my job I had learned to handle silences: the first one to speak lost. I felt the need to say something, but I repressed it. No, I knew how to play this game very well, much better than a girl, however angelic and demonic she was at the same time. 

	Lidia reached into her purse and for a moment I thought that in view of my cold reaction she had decided to take out her purse to pay me for the trip out of pure spite. But that wasn't what she pulled out. I wish it had been. Holding it with both hands, she had placed at my eye level a piece of cloth. 

	-Do you know whose it is? -he asked, with a mischievous smile. 

	I could imagine. The bra was the same color as the lingerie my wife had worn to go on the trip with Gerardo. I had watched her carefully as she dressed up for her boss. She hadn't worn just anything. She had tried on several sets of lingerie and had paraded in front of me in them as if it were a private Victoria's Secret pass. I always enjoyed watching her dress up for other men. She looked more beautiful then than ever. She may have put a little more effort into it, but I knew it was primarily my eyes. Yes, it has to be hers. What the hell was she doing in Lidia's purse? Oh, why would I ask myself that? My imagination took care of answering the question for me. 

	-I hope it wasn't your favorite, because I had to cut them off to get them off. -Lidia showed me the cut suspenders.  

	I felt myself getting hard. Cutting them off... Not only had I let Lidia take it off CUTTING it off, but she had also traveled without a bra, even though her blouse was quite see-through. 

	-Look, smell! -he invited me, pressing it against my nose. 

	I breathed in my wife's scent, her own body odor mixed with the sweet perfume she wore for her boss. She had two perfumes for him. One was the normal one, the office one. The other he wore for when I went out with him or we went to his house. Sometimes he would wear the other one to the office, as if it were a secret signal. Signal for me or for him? Sometimes he also wore the perfume, just because he felt like it or to turn me on and tease me, making me think of his boss. Yes, it was that perfume, the "today we're going to fuck" perfume, not the "today is office day" perfume. 

	-I'm going to tell you a secret. But I hope you won't tell Gerardo, do you promise? -Lidia looked deep into my eyes, with a serious face. 

	Intoxicated by the smell of my wife and the situation, I nodded. 

	-Really, don't tell him, or you'll put me in a lot of trouble! -she stressed, showing me the confidence she had in me, putting her fate in my hands. I fingered Gema in the bathroom. She came and I had to kiss her to stifle her moans. Gerardo didn't want her to cum, but I made her cum on my finger just the same. Can you smell it? -Lidia put the middle finger of her right hand under my nose. Then she put it under her nose and breathed in loudly, "You know, I would have wanted to take off her panties after that, but Gerardo had plans that required me to wear them. Too bad. -Again he breathed in my wife's scent. Hmm, do you know why Gema turns me on so much? Someday I'll tell you," he said, winking at me, "Mmm. I think it's too big for me, but I'm going to wear it anyway, while I think of her," he said in a tone that left no doubt as to what he meant by it. For what he intended, it mattered little that the bra was broken. She was holding it with her hands in front of her chest, as if trying it on. The straps were broken, but the band and cups were still functional.  

	For a moment, I imagined her wearing my wife's bra. Need I say that I also imagined her wearing the perfume infused in my wife's undergarment? Okay, I admit it. No, it certainly wouldn't fit her. Lidia's tits were small. Small but nice. I guessed so. I'd never seen them. 

	Lidia took a pair of scissors out of her purse, pulled up her dress and handed me her panties. It had all happened so quickly and unexpectedly. Stunned as I was, it took me a while to realize what she was doing with the scissors. She had cut the panties off, ripped them apart to get them off, and was now holding them in her hand right under my nose. She had done it with astonishing dexterity. She had pulled up her dress just enough to be able to access them, but without letting me see the chirri between her legs. Obviously, she must have shaved it. Otherwise, I might have seen something. 

	-Here, so you won't be alone. -Lidia pressed her panties against my nose and kissed me on the cheek.  

	For an instant I thought I felt the wet tip of his tongue on my face. But perhaps it was only my imagination. Then he got out of the car and headed towards the entrance of his residential complex, without saying anything else. Second Quarter C. Was it true that he was going to jerk off on my wife's account, with her bra on and her perfume permeating her breasts? Second Quarter C. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	 "Hello, Guadiana, You know who I am and you know where to find me with a single click. Besides this, you know that I have spoken more than once with Daniel. He is a very interesting man and could give a lot of play in your blog, interspersing his concerns and misadventures with your adventures. They would always be very interesting and potential cuckolds would appreciate it. Cuckolds, do you agree with me? Come on, Gema, sweetheart, encourage him! That way you'll keep him more entertained and you'll prevent his little head from rattling too much." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not my decision, it's his. I can't and don't want to force him to express himself in a blog if he doesn't feel like it. He's a little shy about opening up. For him it's not the same for me to do it as it is for him to do it himself." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I saw Lidia on the video intercom. She had rung the doorbell and was waiting outside. "Hello, this is Lidia," she had said. Not that I didn't recognize her. What was she doing here? How did she know our address? The last was a rhetorical question, for there was only one logical explanation. I didn't want to be rude, but I almost answered with "What do you want?". I opened the gate and Lidia came in. I saw her through the kitchen window. She was wearing a miniskirt and heels. To be precise, she was wearing a trench coat, but, although it was long, you couldn't see her skirt (or obviously her pants), so she must have been wearing a miniskirt underneath. I opened the front door just as I was about to ring the doorbell. 

	-Hi Lidia, what a surprise! What brings you here? 

	Lidia, however, did not respond directly to me. Instead, she took a small step forward and greeted me with two kisses. I cursed myself for not doing the same in the first place, but I was nervous. I felt how I was being entangled in something I had no control over. I liked to observe, I liked to suggest, but I was rather passive. Here, however, I was being played with and I wasn't clear about the intentions of each player. Had Gerardo given him our address? Or had my wife given it to him? Was he still trying to tempt me to see how I would react? Hadn't I already proven my loyalty by dodging a bullet a couple of days ago? Second Quarter C. Or was it Gerardo who was behind it? Did he want to humiliate me? Did he want to provoke me? Or did he want to provoke a conflict between me and my wife? Well, you won't succeed.  

	-Gerardo's orders," he finally answered. 

	Yeah. And I was supposed to believe it? I should be extremely cautious. There were mines where I was stepping. 

	-Yes? I don't know anything. Which ones? -I answered, trying to show coldness. Coldness? Yes. Bullshit. But at least I had to try to look it. 

	-Aren't you going to invite me in? -he asked innocently. 

	Ehh... whew! Well... 

	-I'd rather not," I replied. I swallowed saliva. You see, it's just that... I was about to leave," I lied. What does Gerardo want? Do you know anything about them? -I knew nothing about my wife, except what her boss let me know. Gerardo had forbidden me to call her, except for emergencies, and for that he had her cell phone. Besides, he had warned me that it would be confiscated... except for emergencies. I didn't like that at all, not so much because I couldn't communicate with her - neither of us are sweet - but because of the immersion it meant. Gerardo wanted to isolate her from her usual world, the one that defined her. He wanted to abduct her permanently in his fictitious world. And Gema, my wife, my wife, my beloved, had accepted. 

	-Oh, I think they're having a great time. Especially Gema. Apparently, Gerardo has given her a special gift," Lidia revealed. She seemed jealous. 

	Did she also know about the special gift? Did Gerardo send you the same message he sent me or did he tell you something else? I could only imagine what had happened, but I didn't know for sure. In any case, Gerardo did not use a condom with Gema, so the condoms used on my wife's body left little room for speculation. Nor did it take a genius to interpret the first picture the old man had sent me, with my wife tied up, her buttocks red and her anus brutally dilated. Gerardo didn't like anal sex. That was something Gema lamented. The prick refused her ass, when he could have it, and I, who wanted it, was forbidden. Yes, I had never had my wife's ass. Nor will I ever have it. I've had it with my tongue, but that's another thing. I have not had my wife's ass or that of any other woman. Nor would I ever have. That much was clear to me. That certainty inexplicably made me very horny. Gemma had told me that that part of her body was reserved for horny people and I respected that. Oh, I wished I could put my cock there, but at the same time I wished she would outright forbid it. I involuntarily shook my head to push the bad thoughts away. No, that's the way it should be. It makes sense that way.  

	However, seeing my wife like that in the photo was something I had not expected. What was Gerardo doing with her? It was one thing for him to benefit from her, and another for him to tie her up and invite other men to use her. He had whipped her, fucked her little asshole and written on her body, as if it were a vulgar sheet of paper! "She is", he had written on one buttock and "mine" on the other. And then, on the belly there was a name, with a different writing: "Darko". I had looked it up on the Internet. It was a Slavic name, that was obvious. The curious thing was that it meant gift. Who was this Darko, the one Gerardo had offered my wife's body to Gerardo so he could abuse it? Why was he giving my wife to him? Was he a business acquaintance? I should ask Lidia; maybe she knows more. Honestly, I was afraid of the fact that he was a Slav. What circles was my wife involved in? It worries me. But willing to write the truth, I must also admit that I had already jerked off several times at the expense of the two photos. And Lidia, you caught me right in the middle of it... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If I were you I would be very careful with Lidia. First she will take your husband from you, in collusion with Gerardo, and when she has succeeded, then she will take your lover and what is much worse, your source of income. You must take drastic measures now." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I must do something about her. What is the 900 number of the switchboard of the employers of hitmen?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-So, what news do you bring from Gerardo? 

	No, he wasn't going to let her in. "You shall not pass!" was the motto. It was too risky. I am faithful to my wife. The will is strong, but the flesh is weak. Everything has its limits. No, I would not invite her in, even if it would be extremely impolite. 

	-He didn't tell you about the party? 

	Party? What party? Was the photo part of the party? Was there more? Sure, two condoms... It made sense. 

	Lidia made an obscene gesture, flicking her tongue between her index and middle fingers. I could already imagine what that meant. So it meant that there was more... and besides... Buf! 

	-I have a gift for you, from Gerardo," she said. The diabolical angel reached into his coat pocket, took out a small box and offered it to me. I tried to take it, but Lidia pushed it away, "No. Inside," she said dryly and in a way so blunt that it was surprising for her age. 

	-I'm sorry, Lidia. You've got me all wrong," I lied again. I was just about to leave. -They won't pass! 

	-I know," he answered laconically, looking at the bulge in my crotch. Tell me, Dani," he said, calling me by my nickname. Few people called me that, and those who did, were all childhood friends. Do I make you... nervous? -he asked, with a long pause between "I make you nervous" and "nervous". 

	I raised an eyebrow, cocked my head and nodded. There was no point in lying to her. Despite her youth, this girl had a lot of nerve and a lot of nerve. 

	-I could... help you with that," he said, taking a long pause between the "I could" and the rest. 

	-Lidia, don't take this the wrong way, but it's better not to. Look, we're not a couple like that. I don't want to be rude to you, really, but it's better if I don't invite you in," I answered as emphatically as I could. 

	-Well, I think you'd better do it... Dani. I have precise orders from Gerardo and I'm not going to turn around without fulfilling them," he said with conviction. Surely Gema has already told you what her punishments are like when she doesn't achieve her goals. Lidia put a hand to her backside, "Look, Dani, I'm going to make it easy for you, do you know what I'm wearing under my raincoat? Guess! -Without waiting for my answer, Lidia unexpectedly opened her raincoat. 

	  

	*** 

	Anonymous: 

	"I think that despite how well you know your husband, you are wrong about his submissiveness. He is submissive towards you because of what he loves you for, but that feeling is not extensible to other people and even less so to a man. He can take orders from Gerardo, as long as you are the central object of that order, but he will never accept Gerardo as superior and submit to his will. Forcing Gerardo to try to dominate your husband may even generate more rejection in Daniel and unbearable tensions with you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are absolutely right. That's why I'm not trying (nor am I interested) in Daniel being submissive to Gerardo as is, without anything else. The point is that, one way or another, I am at the center, or at least at his center. His submission to Gerard would be through me. But in this "through me" there are degrees. For example, the highest degree is that I am present and I give the order. The next degree is for me to be present and for Gerard to give the order and for me to reaffirm it. And the lowest and most difficult degree for him would be for Gerard to give him an order and for him to follow it, simply knowing that, even though I don't know it, it is what I would want. That's the point I'd like to get to. It's not so much a goal to achieve, but a benchmark to guide us on this journey." 

	  

	And now I recognize the mistake I made in writing that, omitting a variant I hadn't counted on: What if Gerardo's order was transmitted through a third person, like Lidia? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Honestly, I don't know which is worse, going hungry or watching someone else eat your food day after day, while you continue to go hungry, because the crumbs you have left don't even make a bite." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you mean me or my husband?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	He barely opened the trench coat, but it was just enough to allow me to immediately recognize my wife's bra. Apparently, she had fixed it. 

	-It's the only thing I'm wearing," said the young woman, whose lips reminded me of one of my favorite porn actresses. So, if you don't want me to take off my coat right here, you'd better let me in, because taking it off, that's for sure, I'm going to take it off. 

	I was stunned. I didn't expect such boldness and determination from her. I can't let her undress in front of our door! It was daylight and the Rose and Hawkeye might see her. That was what my wife called our curious neighbors across the street. Actually, she had christened the woman, while I had taken care of the man. From their house they could see ours without a problem and were always on the lookout. I inhaled and exhaled deeply. Okay, you win. 

	-Enter. -They will not pass! That was what Pasionaria had exclaimed, defending Madrid. But the blues had indeed passed, in the end. They had passed, just like Lidia. 

	Did you know that our daughter was not at home? She had gone away for a few days with her boyfriend. And if he knew, who had told him? Had my wife told him? Obviously, she had to be the source of the information. But had she told him directly or had she mentioned it to Gerardo and he had taken note of it for his machinations? 

	Lidia came in and took her time to observe our house. The very horny one had no qualms about walking her naked body -although still covered by her trench coat- from one side of our living room-kitchen to the other. We had custom-built our dream house and the two spaces were joined together, in keeping with the open-concept fashion. He ran his index finger over the dining room chairs, as if appraising them. Finally, he picked up the throne - one of the two chairs presiding on either side of the table - and turned it. 

	-Sit here," the young woman ordered me in my own house. 

	-Wait," I replied, astonished by her impudence and daring. There was no point in not undressing outside, if the neighbors could see us in every way through the dining room window. I took the remote control for the blinds and lowered the blinds on the first floor enough so that they couldn't see us from outside. 

	-I have orders from Gerardo. Although if you behave well, maybe I'll behave well with you. 

	Gerardo's orders! Couldn't I be calm even in my own house, not even when I was away on a trip with my wife? Gerardo's orders! I must follow them, right? That was what my wife wanted. I wanted to call her to inform her, but I knew it was useless. She had already warned me before she left that she would be incommunicado, except for emergencies. And Gerardo stressed it to me at the airport. That was an emergency, wasn't it? {Well, not really} Was it? Damn it! I was starting to feel the urgency. My heart was racing. I didn't know what was going to happen, but there was a possibility I didn't want, but I did want. I hadn't had sex with any woman other than my wife. {Oh, no? And with Nuria?} I'd rather not think about that. {Why? Because it was a femdom threesome with Silvestre?} I'd rather not think about it! Don't go that way, or I'll put in another paragraph with comments from Gema's blog. {You're going to do it anyway. You sucked his cock!}. I didn't miss it either, honestly. Gema was everything to me. I had more than enough with her, especially since a few years ago, since when we had broken the monotony and got into this lifestyle. However... Fuck, it's not my decision! Gerardo's orders! Fortunately, it's not my decision. I didn't even know if I was capable of doing it with another woman. The male desire, the male instinct, was obviously there. And yes, I had a hard-on at those moments. But, in spite of that, I had my doubts if I could do it with another one. Maybe I wouldn't get a hard-on. Well, I already had a hard-on, but that had been because I'd been banging her before she came. But I wasn't sure if another woman's rubbing would work. Yeah, I know it sounds stupid, but I haven't been with another one. {Should I remind you...}. Alone with someone else. Maybe with Lidia I'd have the typical trigger. Or worse, I'd come early and make a fool of myself. Lately it was happening to me with Gema, but with her I was confident and it wasn't so serious. I shook my head to put away my useless lucubrations. Nothing like that is going to happen! I would watch what Lida wanted to do, but I would refuse to have sex with her. No, I wouldn't have it, even if my wife was partying in Switzerland. Especially because of that. She would tell me the details upon her return and I would relive it with her. I don't need any more. 

	-Well, I'll tell you the rules of the game. They're not my rules, they're Gerardo's, remember that! I don't want you to move from there. I don't want you to say anything. I don't want you to move your hands, unless I move them. 

	  

	*** 

	Anonymous: 

	"You are no longer a hotwife, you are something else. In a hotwifing relationship, the couple is the main relationship and it is the two of them who invite a third occasional participant. In your case, the main relationship is with Gerardo, your husband being only an occasional spectator, a character who neither participates nor decides nor contributes anything to the story. He is someone totally dispensable, both in the stories you tell here, where he doesn't even appear, and in your actual real life." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Labels are just labels. They will never succeed in describing reality, which is much more complex and multidimensional than a flat word. I am what I am. I have labeled myself a hotwife, because that's how I started, but I let others decide for themselves. My husband is much more involved than you would imagine and than I express. Certainly, he is more passive, but he participates in his own way and influences me in his own way. If I don't talk about it more, it's because, on the one hand, his is more passive than active and there's less of a story, less action to tell. And, on the other hand, I don't want to completely reveal his emotions either, out of respect for his privacy. For him, writing and exposing himself -even anonymously- is not so easy. But I'm getting him to change about it. Daniel has started to write an outline of what happened with Lidia. I will tweak it and post it in the next few weeks. I hope that will help you all understand my husband better." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I nodded. What else could I do? 

	Lidia took her cell phone, turned on the music and left it on the kitchen table we had in the hall. Then she started to wiggle. Oh my God, she's going to give me a striptease! {She looks at herself, but doesn't touch herself}. It was okay to look, wasn't it? Anyway, those were Gerardo's orders. Or weren't they? For a moment, I was seized by the fear that he was cheating on me. I was being fooled for sure, but I mean there was a specific, malicious intent behind it. 

	-Well, I'm afraid I've lied to you before," the she-devil confessed in an innocent voice. I am wearing panties. 

	Lidia had just taken off her trench coat and stood before me in her underwear. She was wearing my wife's mutilated bra, which did not suit her at all, and a pair of turquoise panties. 

	-Do you want me to take them off for you? -he asked naively. 

	Damn you! How can you ask me such questions? Anyway, he had told me he couldn't talk. But he had asked me, should I answer him or not? 

	Lidia turned around, showing me her little ass. Just as I had imagined, her panties were a thong. Her little ass is nice. But my wife's was better. Gema's was more fleshy and even perkier. 

	-I bet you want to," she said, tugging her thong down at the same time, threatening to take it off. Then she reached down and grabbed something from her trench coat. She moved closer, standing in front of me, very close. I could smell her. My wife's perfume on her bra no longer smelled. Now she only smelled her own perfume. And she had chosen a heady one. Lidia rounded the edge of the chair and stood behind me. Unexpectedly, she put an eye mask on me. Darkness fell. -But I've already told you that if you behave yourself... I'm sometimes a little naughty," she whispered in my ear, tickling my pinna with her lips. 

	I immediately thought of the orgasm I had given my wife in the airport restroom, contravening Gerardo's instructions. Her breath was scorching. I agreed to go along with the game. What else can I do? It's not my fault. Gerardo's orders. Was I disappointed about the mask? Are you really asking me that? I've never seen her naked before. I repeat: Are you really asking me that? However, the mask gave me security at the same time. It was a game I knew. 

	I heard Lidia's heel clicking away. Moments later she returned. And boy, did she come back! She pulled her panties over my head, covering my nose. In addition to her sweetish perfume, my nostrils were now flooded with her authentic female scent. 

	-You know I had a straw thinking about our Gem before I came over? Yes, with those panties on. Can you smell it? 

	"Our" Gem. "Our" Gem? It sounded strange. It felt strange to share my wife with a woman. It was different than sharing her with a man. It was a very common and understandable sexual fantasy, more so than seeing her with another man. But it felt like ours, from a woman's mouth, had a different meaning. 

	Lidia took my hand and placed it on her delicate thigh. Then she guided it up to her hips. I felt what I already knew: that she was no longer wearing panties. Her skin is so soft. I had felt it briefly once before. So creamy. Lidia continued to guide my hand down her body, but without bringing it too close to either her sex or her nipples. It was the first time I had touched another woman since I had been married. {Your little infidelity aside, in which, by all means, you touched Silvestre more than Nuria. Redhead's orders, I guess, no?} 

	-Do you know what else Gerardo has ordered me to do? -he whispered in my other ear, burning me with his quality voice and his ardent words. 

	No, I didn't. But he had a very vivid imagination. Very much so. 

	Lidia began to unbutton my shirt. When she got to the pants, I resisted, but she was stronger. Phew! I think I was right to pull down the blinds. 

	-I don't trust you not to move. It's for your own good," he assured. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema. You mentioned that Gerardo prefers not to participate or mention Daniel. I'm curious: In general, what does that make Gerardo know about your marriage? Is Gerardo aware that you love Daniel deeply? Or does Gerardo think that you only married Daniel for his comfort and are with him currently or because of your daughter?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo knows that I love my husband. He has known from the beginning, from when we signed our agreement. I have been totally transparent with him. 

	A) There are goreadors who get off on being able to play with their partners and dominate them both in one way or another. Gerardo is not one of them, at least for the moment. 

	B) There are lovers who do not like having to share their wife with another man, even if he is her husband. They want her only for themselves. Gerardo may have some of this, but, in any case, it is a small part of his being. 

	C) There are men who are frightened to know that the husband is aware of it and that he consents and desires it. It's not that they are not willing to share -that's not the point-; what happens to them is that they don't understand it and they get scared and back out. Gerardo is not that kind of person. 

	D) And then there are other men who don't care about any of this. They just want to get their share of sex. They just don't care about the rest. They may not be entirely comfortable with the situation of having a consenting cuckold, but it doesn't put them off either. Gerardo is mainly this type. If he gets what he wants, the rest doesn't matter to him, for better or worse. 

	Gerardo is: 10% A, 20% B, 0% C, 70% D 

	What I hope is to be able to increase the A part in it and decrease the D part." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In the blink of an eye, Lidia had tied me to the chair, using Velcro straps. She came prepared. She has studied it. I could have rebelled, but I didn't. I wanted to know what she was up to. I wanted to know what she was up to. Besides, she was right: being tied up would be better for me. Then I wouldn't be able to do anything. I couldn't, but she could. For a moment I thought of the picture of my wife, tied up and used. Lidia sat with her legs spread over my legs and pressed herself against me. She put her head next to mine and we lay cheek to cheek. It seemed to me that her skin burned. My hands were still limp on the armrests of the chair. I did not dare to move, because I did not want to be unfaithful to my wife and also because Lidia had ordered me not to move. In this case, there was a coincidence of intentions. She pressed her sex against mine. I could do nothing but let her do it. She moaned. I stifled my moan. But the coincidence of intentions was short-lived. 

	-They are Gerardo's orders," he assured me, at the same time that he released my left hand. 

	Gerardo's orders? {Sure?} Sure. The back? Well, I can do that, can't I? It's harmless. It's just a back. My hand came to life and explored her delicate body. I couldn't see her, but I imagined her whitish skin. My fingertips tentatively felt her creamy skin. Suddenly, I felt sick. Gerardo's orders? Bullshit! He was cheating on my wife. No, I'm not like that. No, our game wasn't like that. That'll ruin everything! How could I not want Lidia? Instincts are instincts. But I didn't want to be a hot-husband or whatever. Nor did I want to be a swinger couple. I liked that Gema could do what she wanted (and that she did) and that I couldn't. Asymmetry was the key spice. That's what my wife and I agreed on. Well, but I'm only stroking her back. {Still... I must obey Gerardo! Wasn't that what my wife had asked me to do? And these were "Gerardo's orders". Of course they were, except I hadn't heard them firsthand. {Maybe it's just a crazy initiative of this nutcase} Bullshit! How else would she have found out our address? 

	-Oh, you're doing very well. -Lidia congratulated me.  

	She moaned. She did it more from the friction of her sex against mine than from the caresses of my fingers on her back. Or maybe from my caresses. Gema says I electrify her like no one else. Although she also says that Gerardo also electrifies her like that.  

	-No wonder Gema treasures you. She must be very proud of you. Other men would have already put me on the table and fucked me, but not you.  

	I wasn't sure if he meant it with appreciation or if he was making fun of me. He might think I'm a sissy. 

	-I think I'm going to have a lot of fun with you," she added in a low, barely audible voice. Lidia took my hand and moved it down to her buttocks. Then she began to move her pelvis rhythmically and exaggeratedly, pressing it against my belly and what was underneath her. She moaned again, once more. Once again, I stifled my moans. 

	-Tell me, do you want to fuck me? I need to be fucked, here and now. Gema is not here. Gerardo is not here. They're fucking, maybe with each other, maybe with others, maybe all mixed up. What am I going to do now, if you don't do it? I'll have no choice but to call someone else. Do you want me to call someone else? Do you want to watch someone else fuck me? -He pronounced the word "watch" strangely, as if it could be a synonym for "listen": "Or would you rather fuck me? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"There are many different kinds of love, but Love with a capital letter can only be given to one person, it cannot be shared, because it is by definition a feeling that fills everything. There may, perhaps, be around this Love games and passing amusements that make it more fun, but when those amusements grow and strong feelings appear, love first cracks and agonizes until it dies. It is then replaced by the new love, like a beautiful flower that must die so that another still more beautiful flower may be born." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I do not entirely agree with this. What you comment is the romantic and excluding love that we have been taught in the schools of our western civilization, but it does not correspond with the centenary or even millenary reality of other cultures composed equally by human beings. I believe that Love is much more flexible and broad than that, although I admit that it does not have to be so for all people." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia kept rubbing herself against me. I would say she was doing it in an exaggerated way, if I wasn't convinced she was doing it for real. She was panting and my fingers felt droplets of sweat on her back. Oh, God, this woman is all sex, temptation and provocation! And I was still in doubt about what to do {Catch the opportunity while you can! {Don't be unfaithful! That's not how the game works}. But those are Gerardo's orders! 

	-Oh, I think I'm going to call a friend to fuck me right here on this table. I know someone from Alcobendas. I think I'm going to call him. He's not the best looking or the best fucker I have in the book, but I can't take it anymore. I need a cock in my pussy now! -I was provoked by the succubus. Wouldn't you rather do it yourself? -Oh, look how you turn me on, I'm so horny! -exclaimed that little girl who was sex incarnate. I felt her hand sliding down between our bodies. Soon after, it slid up again, this time upwards. Lidia pulled my panties away from my mouth and slipped her wet fingers into my mouth. She tasted good. Did Gema tell you how I know? Now you know. Do you like it? Oh, tell me what I taste like. 

	I know, I don't know. But I wasn't going to correct it. Not for that reason. Nor for anything else. 

	-Honey," I answered. 

	PLAF! 

	-Didn't I tell you not to talk? Bad boy! -he lectured me like a child. 

	But she had asked me! Lidia left me stunned, not by the force of her slap, but by the unexpectedness of it. 

	-Oh, you poor thing. Did I hurt you? I'm sorry, I'm sorry. -He consoled me by kissing my face, where he had slapped me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gemma. You are saying that Daniel is moody when he is trying to be dominant. Maybe Daniel doesn't treat you like a whore because Daniel loves you too much? Have you thought about it? I think you are very lucky to have him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm very lucky to have Daniel, that's for sure. And yes, he is moody when he tries to be the dominant one, because, although he has that part too, he's really more submissive than dominant. Trying to do something that is not in his real nature makes him moody. And that's cured by me being dominant and hard on him, but that's something that, unfortunately - because I'm very imperfect - I don't always get to be just the way he needs me to be." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia continued kissing me. She had placed the panties back over my mouth and was kissing me through them. She was kissing me through the fabric of her panties! Is it kissing if there is no direct contact? I was perplexed. {This girl is like a goat!} But like a goat that tastes like honey. Lidia accelerated her movements, both her tongue and her pelvis. Fuck, I've never seen or experienced that! I knew she was a little crazy, but not as crazy as that. Gema hadn't told me about that. Would it be like that with her too? How lucky Gerardo's asshole was! And how lucky I was! Different, but lucky, after all. 

	-Oh, I'm coming, I'm coming! -Lidia exclaimed. She slapped me again as she came, slapping me left and right. 

	When he finally finished cumming, the crazy creature lay there for a few seconds in my arms, while I continued to stroke his back, despite his slapping. All the while, my cock was begging to be fucked. It was asking me to at least rub up against her and have my own orgasm, but I knew that wasn't appropriate. I will not cheat on Gema. I had already made that mistake once. The moment had passed and I had come out of it undefeated. After all, she had done it all and there was nothing I could do to stop her. Gerard's orders! I smiled. As I did so, my hurt face protested, but I smiled nonetheless. 

	Lida stood up. 

	-Hold it right there," he warned me. 

	It must have been that he didn't trust me, because he tied my left foot back on. I heard the heel click away from me and then back toward me, along with the music from her cell phone. Next, Lidia walked away again, but left the music next to me. I heard the ices fall from the dispenser of our American refrigerator. To be deprived of sight is not to limit the senses, it is to open and enhance them. By now, I knew that all too well. I had not yet seen Lidia's naked body, but I had heard it and caressed it. And I had smelled it. With all that, I had imagined it. My fantasy, accurate or not, had drawn the image, giving rise to an image that was more than real, a hyperreal image. 

	-I'm sorry," Lidia apologized. You're a sunshine. Maybe some other time. -She stroked my cheek, comforting me. But right now we have orders to follow. Don't move! 

	More orders? Or are these the real orders? 

	I felt a sudden searing heat on my erect cock and involuntarily pulled away. 

	-Don't move! -he repeated his warning. It's just ice. We have to do something about that swelling," she said. Lidia put my cock back on the ice. 

	-Ouch," I protested through her panties, as it was starting to hurt. 

	-Shh! Almost there. 

	Evidently she could have released me by force, if she had wanted to. But I was not one of those men who would go against a woman who knew what she wanted. 

	With my cock shrunken and numb from the ice, I barely felt what Lidia was doing to it. When I realized it, I couldn't believe it and didn't react. Deep down, I knew it was better this way. Lidia gave me another kiss through her panties. 

	-I trust you'll get out of it," he said, tugging at one of the velcro straps, as if to check that they were still securely in place. And if not, call me! -he added with a laugh. He took a marker from somewhere and wrote his phone number on my cheek. I didn't identify the numbers, but I recognized them as numbers. I'm going to have so much fun with you. I've never had a sunshine like you. 

	I heard the tapping and then the closing of the front door. I was perplexed, processing what had just happened. So this is how my wife must sometimes feel. My heart would shrink at times, thinking about the insanity I had allowed to happen. At other times, I laughed in disbelief. I had a vivid imagination, but I would never have guessed that. I just hoped Gemma wouldn't get mad at me. After all, I hadn't done anything. It had all been done by her. And at best, I had only carried out Gerardo's orders. Which by extension are yours, Gema, as you have repeated to me so many times. And then I was afraid. Those machinations were beyond me. I was not used to being a piece on the game board. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim:  

	"You know Gerardo and Daniel are smarter than you. You like the challenge of matching wits with them. You have yet to learn that sometimes you are not as smart as you think you are. Your worst weakness is your stubbornness. A smart person is not stubborn! You must understand that Daniel can have sex with a woman and not betray his love for you. That you can't let Daniel relieve his sexual tensions with someone else is not smart." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, it isn't. But he is dominant. I choose who he should relieve his sexual tensions with and right now I haven't chosen anyone other than me." 

	  

	Maybe I will in the future, but if I do, who I choose will not be someone who fits into my husband's sexual canon. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"This has long since ceased to be a game of chess between two people. Young Lidia also knows how to move the pieces. You asked, 'How many people is the game, three or four?' Who is now the queen? And the king?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have no idea. Honestly, I've lost myself in this game that's becoming more and more like poker than chess." 

	 

	  

	


Chapter XXXXX - UNFAITHFUL Submissive 

	  

	"It was a Friday afternoon, I had just gotten home from work and was feeling terribly tired from the whole week. My mood was also altered. It had been two weeks since I had heard from my Master and to top it off, we were having dinner that night with a couple of my husband's work friends. I would have liked to go to bed, take a pill and sleep all weekend. But no way, I had to make an effort and make it up to my husband. I had been neglecting him a lot lately. 

	 We had arranged to meet at 9:30 directly at the restaurant. In the last year he had been promoted and was spending a lot more time at work, so, like other times, he would be working late and wouldn't be able to pick me up.
 I was about to get ready to take a shower when I heard my cell phone ring. I wished it was my husband to tell me we were canceling dinner. It took me a while to find it in my purse; I always carry it full of things. When I saw the number, my heart skipped a beat, my pulse raced and I started sweating. It was my Master. After two eternal weeks, he was calling me. Would he want to see me? I picked up the phone and his warm but commanding voice reached my ears and from there to my vagina, which quickly began to produce fluids that soaked my panties.
 -Hello little one, how have you been these days? -He said, "Have you missed me, little slut?  

	-You know I do," I confirmed. You know that when days go by without hearing from you, I go crazy.  

	-I like that," he answered, "that you feel the need for your Master and know what you would suffer if you lost me. Where are you," he asked.  

	-At home, in the living room," I answered. 

	-Get undressed! -he suddenly ordered me. And don't pick up your clothes. Leave them scattered around the living room.  

	I wanted to protest, since I don't like to have a messy house, but I didn't dare for fear that she would get angry and hang up on me, so I quickly obeyed. I unbuttoned one by one the buttons of the shirt I was wearing and left it lying on the couch. Then I unzipped my skirt and it slid down my legs to the floor. I stuck my feet out and took a few steps to the center of the living room, leaving it lying there on the floor. It was my work clothes, my executive clothes. Now all that remained was to get rid of my underwear and stockings. I unfastened my bra and threw it in the air. It landed on the big table. I immediately slid my panties to the floor and felt the wetness in my crotch even more. As I began to undress, I had put my hands free and was telling my Master about my every move and sensation. My horniness was rising very quickly. I still had to take off my stockings and shoes. I removed the heel of one of my high heels and kicked it into the air. Next, I did the same with the other. I put my right leg over the coffee table and, facing the couch, I rolled the stocking down, sliding it down my long, shapely leg. It was the way he liked to see me, when I took them off in his presence, looking at me, while he was smoking sitting on the sofa. I repeated the operation with my left leg, being already completely naked.
 -Well little one, you did very well. I liked it. Now, leave everything as it is, put on your shoes and take a coat. I'll be waiting for you in half an hour at the cafeteria you already know. Hurry up, you know I don't like to wait. 

	I was very nervous. I wanted her to go naked to see me with him, in a place where they knew us, since we had been there several times. I couldn't believe it. It was the first time he had asked me something like that. Until then, he had only taken off my panties or bra when we were in his car, so that he could touch me unhindered. Or at most, he had made me take them off in the bathroom of a restaurant, to make me feel dirty, while my fluids soaked the seat of the chair, while we were having dinner. But that was too risky.
 The hardness of my nipples and the response of my vagina made me understand that I would do without hesitation what my Master asked me to do, despite the shame and the risk involved... or precisely because of it. I put on my shoes, reached for the longest coat I had, grabbed my purse and prepared to walk out the door of my house.  

	-I'm looking forward to seeing you. Don't be long," he said and hung up. 

	I left my house with the nervousness, excitement and illusion that always caused me the encounters with my Master. I wanted it so much...(to be continued)." - Unfaithful submissive, by domaduro60 

	  

	  

	-Can you tell me what the hell you're doing with that bitch? 

	My husband had just picked me up at the airport. It had been an emotionally tiring few days in Switzerland with Gerardo. I had enjoyed it, yes, but I was also exhausted. I felt I needed a vacation to recover from the vacations. I needed the oasis of tranquility of my home and my husband, my partner of more than twenty years. But it seemed that my oasis - my refuge - had been shattered by a hurricane. Not only had Lidia been in our house, as attested to by the photos Gerardo had shown me, but my husband had picked her up at her house and taken her to the airport to wait for Gerardo and I. He had picked her up at her house! And now the slut had gone with Gerardo. 

	Daniel shrugged and said nothing. I caught a hint of a smile at the corner of his lips. Was he finding all this funny, or was it just me imagining it? Knowing my husband, it was entirely within the realm of possibility that he was having fun with this role reversal. For once, I was the one who was jealous. 

	-What do you have to tell me about it? 

	-Gerardo's orders," my husband answered laconically, shrugging his shoulders again. 

	Yes, there is no doubt that the bastard is enjoying the situation. {That's unacceptable!} I took a deep breath to calm down. 

	-Nothing happened, honey. You can rest assured," my asshole husband assured me, with his stupid little smile. But it's complicated. I'd better explain it to you at home. 

	I sighed. If the situation already seemed a little strange and stressful for me, now my husband was playing games with me. I've had enough of games over the weekend, Daniel, don't you understand? What I really wanted was to return to the tranquility of my home and my husband, to be a normal couple again for a few moments and to put everything else aside for a few moments. I didn't need Lidia in my life. It was enough that I saw her from time to time, specifically when it was time to play. When it wasn't playtime, I simply wanted my husband. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I think your husband shows you his love every day, supporting you in this thing you do with Gerardo and in particular he showed you even more last year, when he also supported you to go skiing with him, despite the rejection that Gerardo generates in him. Do you think it is right that being him in a precarious situation you have left him alone and you have gone on vacation again with your boss, being an experience you had already lived? You enjoying life and him alone, with a lot of time to think. Isn't that very selfish of you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If only I enjoyed it, it would be a question of assessing whether my husband could make that sacrifice for me. But the reality is that what we both feel after meeting again is very strong. The emotions are unusually intense. It is something that is possibly worth the sacrifice. By the way, don't think that he would be the only one who would sacrifice in such a case. Or do you think I would prefer to wake up several mornings in a row next to Gerardo instead of my husband? Gerardo makes me feel unique things, but I don't love him. If there's one person I want to wake up with day after day after day after day, it's Daniel. As much as certain things about Gerardo turn me on, don't think it's easy for me to live 24x7 with him." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	As Daniel drove home, I regretted the video of Darko and his friend. At the time, it had seemed like a good idea. I had been hyper-excited and had felt unusually submissive toward my boss. Plus, I had been pissed off by the pictures of Lidia at our house. But, in hindsight, I had to admit that it had been a mistake. Maybe it had even been a huge mistake. The cuckold lives hooked to his cocktail of emotions, but he swings between the two extremes like a precarious tightrope walker on a razor's edge. Even if it turned him on to see his wife as slutty as possible, he had to try to avoid pushing too far in that direction. My husband was a stable and calm person, who didn't tend to take everything literally, but valued it in a larger context, but he also had his limits. I must pamper him more, especially now that the naughty Snow White-looking vixen is on the prowl. But the definition of pampering was precisely the problem with my husband. If I am too nice to him, if I act too candid, he will lack the heavy hand he needs. [But too much heavy-handedness, if not applied correctly, with tenderness and love but discipline at the same time, can be just as damaging]. Both too much and too little of both are harmful. It was a precarious balance and I was not sure I could keep up with my husband's needs. The special relationship with Gerardo was taking its toll on me and the stress of the master's degree and work wasn't helping either. Gerardo was bringing out my submissive side and that was hurting my ability to dominate my husband. The submissive has it easier than the dominant. The submissive only has to follow orders, but the dominant has to be creative and show initiative. That's why I asked Gerardo for help to dominate my husband. I thought that this way I could better satisfy his needs in this area, but I had not imagined that things would later take that way. 

	-Do you want me to tell you everything I've done in Switzerland? I've been a bad girl. Very bad. Just the way you like it. -We had arrived home. As I walked in the door I hugged my husband. With my arms around his neck, the tips of our noses touched. Hmm. And you? Have you been good or have you been bad? How many days have you been without cumming? Hmm? Today I am only for you. I want you to cum inside me, the way you like it. I need my husband. 

	-Hey, you see... that's precisely what I wanted to talk to you about. -Daniel pulled his hips away from me, but he did it too late. 

	-What is this? -I exclaimed in shock. I had felt the hardness of his crotch as I hugged him. The jeans he was wearing had only been able to hide the truth from view, but I hadn't been able to stop myself from noticing as I pressed myself against him to kiss him. Naturally, I had deduced that he had a boner. But then I'd reached my hand down to touch it and found myself in for a surprise. Why on earth would he have put on the chastity device? -You didn't trust that you couldn't hold yourself without masturbating, so you put it on? -I asked him quizzically, clinging to hope like a castaway to a piece of wood in the sea.  

	Daniel had a love-hate relationship with the chastity device. On the one hand, he hated it for obvious reasons. It limited his freedom and was also annoying. But on the other hand, he loved it because it precisely limited his excessive freedom and also helped him control his compulsion to masturbate. Obviously, it didn't come from my husband to put it on, but he waited for me to take the initiative. As I just said, I hated it and loved it at the same time. Was that his way of clinging to something familiar, so as not to drown in the sea of emotions I was dragging him into? Maybe it was a sort of lifeline for him, reminding him of his role as a submissive cuckold, thereby making it easier to digest things like the video in the woods with Darko and his friend. It makes sense that it would be easier for him to accept it by being submissive, rather than facing it from his manhood and supposed obligation to protect me, his wife, not only from danger, but especially from other men's cocks. {Oh, poor deluded girl!} 

	-Can you explain to me what this is? -I asked my husband. The hint of my inner voice was slowly bubbling its way into my consciousness. I was still angry that he had invited my rival to our home and had done God knew what with her in our home. {You have no right to be angry with him}. {You have every right}. [You have done worse things in Switzerland]. Much worse. He admitted it. But those were the rules of the game. I have the rights and Daniel has the obligations. And Daniel had broken the rules. What have you done? -I insisted, although, to tell the truth, I'd rather not know. I had his balls in my hand. 

	-I... honey... I," my husband stammered.  

	What blew me away was the mischievous grin she put on. This time it was cheeky. I couldn't help myself and slapped him. I immediately regretted it. I hadn't meant to do that. I hadn't wanted to meet him like that, but my jealousy always brought out the worst in me. 

	-Oh! I'm sorry. Forgive me! -I said at once, but it was too late. 

	Daniel held his cheek with one hand. The slap had been loud, but that wasn't what had hurt. 

	-Above! -my husband exclaimed, not without reason. He didn't say it, but it was clear that he was referring to what I had done in Switzerland. And you only know a small part of what happened. If you like Gerardo so much, why don't you go with him, as some of your followers suggest? -he said to me in a huff. You say it's also a sacrifice for you to stand up next to him, because you don't love him, because he's fat and old. You know what? I don't believe anything! Go with him and leave me alone! -Daniel turned around, grabbed the car keys and slammed the door behind him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When Gerardo reads on your blog things like that you find it a sacrifice to wake up next to him, that you don't love him, that you don't want to be his wife or that you will never leave Daniel, does he take it badly and make you pay for it in some way? Or does he take it for granted and is it enough for him to use you while it lasts? Or maybe he thinks that he can make all that change in his favor, with time and his money?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, first of all, I never said that Gerardo follows my blog. Nor did I deny it. The truth is known only to me (and Gerardo, for that matter). Not even my husband is certain about this matter and that is how I wish it to continue. I will answer your questions under the assumption that Gerardo is aware of my blog: First of all, and although you didn't ask, does Gerardo influence me to post this or that message? The next photo of me that I post, is it because he forces me to post it, because he wants to expose me, gradually stripping me, or is it entirely up to me? And is this clarification intended for you or for him? Well, since you didn't ask, I'm not going to answer it either. And it's no good sending another message to ask it; it's already late.  

	Gerardo is an intelligent person; he knows that reality does not offend, only intentionality. I do not love him and I will never love him, nor will I leave Daniel to be his wife. If he accepts it, because it is reality, fine. If he takes it as a challenge, because he wants to change that reality, fine too. He will fail. Between these two options, how do you think he takes it? When he reads that it is a sacrifice for me to get up every day by his side and live with him twenty-four hours a day for several days in a row, he is not offended, because he knows that I do it with pleasure, because if there are things that are difficult for me, there are others that attract me enormously and compensate me. When he reads that he is old and flabby and that his cock is smaller than my husband's, he is flattered, because it is a description of reality and, in spite of it - or maybe because of it - I am with him. His physical appearance doesn't matter to me and that's why I'm with him. That and because he has so much more to offer than his physical appearance. Evidently, nobody's sweet tooth is bitter. Who wouldn't prefer a Mister Universe? That's precisely why it's more valuable that I'm with him, because it's easy to be with Mister Universe. 

	When you read that his breath smells like tobacco, that his mouth tastes like whiskey and that his semen has a rancid taste, you know that it is an exaggeration based on reality. Fray de las Casas, when he wrote in his Brevísima relación about the deplorable situation of the American Indians, did so using a literary genre that includes by definition exaggerations; it is based on the secular tradition of disputations in utramque partem and is undoubtedly very useful to call attention to a subject. It is a way of expressing the paradox of my attraction to it, bringing it into the realm of the senses, more easily described than the psychological plane, for I am attracted precisely by what repels me. Therefore, when he reads it, he knows that it is a compliment to the way he is. 

	Since you have asked from anonymity, perhaps he is the one asking the question? Only you know." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Many times it is better to ask from anonymity and keep some mystery. In this life there is no absolute certainty, but we are sure, let's say 95%, that Gerardo reads the blog and that what you put in it is only yours. He can be intelligent but at the same time egomaniac and he will always take your comments as a challenge. His ugliness and your attraction to him is not his merit, it is something you chose, to protect yourself from yourself. Being dominated by a Mister Universe would be an irresistible temptation for you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Wow, now you're making me suspect I know you. I'm getting an intuition about who you are... Mister Universe would be delicious... like honey. But believe me when I tell you that Gerardo's ugliness is a special touch of spice, like good black pepper. But Mister Universe would have a problem: he would surely be young and, as for the dominance aspects, I'm sick of young men who confuse testosterone with subtlety. For this phase of life I'll stick to good old wine from an experienced winery." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, well, if it's a sacrifice for you to wake up several days in a row next to Gerardo, why do you do it? What need do you have to sleep with Gerardo several days or go on a trip, if you already have your sessions with him several times a week?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Because it's not all sacrifice, there is also reward. Being with a man you don't love and being at his mercy, in a foreign and cold country, far from my protective husband and everything I know, has something that makes my heart race, in a mixture of fear and excitement. Without the difficulty of doing it, it would be different. And then there's the homecoming, the moment when my husband and I are reunited after a limited and scheduled separation. The emotions we experienced back in the day and that I hope to experience again are indescribable. It is as if we can suddenly see our love in its brightest state, without any filters, without any of the dimming that routine often produces. None of that happens in a weekday session; that requires a longer time. I think the sacrifice is worth it." 

	  

	It was as if everything was falling apart, as if I had smashed my world with a sledgehammer. [Yes, Gemma, this time you have gone too far.] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia had put the clamp on my husband and he had let her. The slut had touched my husband's cock and Daniel had gladly let her! Yes, she had used the excuse that it was Gerardo's orders, and maybe it was, but, in reality, deep down, that was just an excuse. No one was forcing us to play that game. It was a game, because both of us, or rather the three of us, including Lidia, wanted to play this game. "Gerardo's orders" was really nothing more than a cover to dare to do what deep down we wanted to do but were ashamed to do it and even to admit it. We needed the excuse that we had no choice but to do it. I needed it. Lidia might need it too. And, it seemed, Daniel also welcomed the excuse that had been presented to him. But the serious thing was just that, that my husband harbored this desire for Lidia to put the clamp on his little bird. And what other desires do you have for her? Even if I could understand it, it pained me that what I was providing him was not enough. {Don't be hypocritical. It is also true that what Daniel gives us is not enough}. I needed what Gerardo gave me and, as hard as it was for me to admit, I had to accept that my husband needed that. I will accept it, if I have to, but with limits. 

	Naturally, there was nothing really stopping me from removing the clamp the bitch had put on my husband. If there was an emergency, we would do it. It was easy to break the polycarbonate, why don't I just break it and push away any prints that skank had left on it? The only person who has the right to cage him and touch his parts is me! {Because those are Gerardo's orders}. The unexpected clamp had broken our reunion ritual. This is not how I imagined reuniting with Daniel. He had prevented us from reconnecting, from my husband claiming me, depositing his semen in me, thus erasing the trace of other men in my body. And on top of that you smile and look happy about it! Everything I do, I do for you and you repay me like this. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said that Gerardo knows that you love your husband. You indicate that he has known from the beginning, since you signed your agreement. You claim that you have been totally transparent with him. And don't you think that in a man like Gerardo that is a big challenge? To change that and get you to leave your husband would be a huge triumph for his ego and also the prize would be very worthwhile for an old man like him. Don't you think he will go to great lengths to earn his prize?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, yes it will. Maybe. But employing oneself to the fullest does not prevent one from nevertheless failing. I am not an easy woman." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello. Based on your answers, there seem to be several reasons for the journey with your boss, e.g. the pressure from the husband for cuckolding, the uncertainty/darkness/excitement with the boss, and the monetary compensation. Will you be able to compare and tell which one is the most important? Or hypothetically, if your husband suddenly disappeared from this world, will you continue your lifestyle? What if your boss stops to be creative? And what if your salary sucks? Thanks." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It is a combination of everything. Take one piece out of the engine and the car does not work.  

	A) Creativity is definitely the key. It is the right creativity into exploring my hidden desires. The moment creativity is not there, the moment it gets old. 

	B) But without my husband's desire of being cuckolded, nothing of that would be possible. He wants to be cuckolded and he wants to be controlled and humiliated in some way. It is that he wants it and that I feel well providing it. This is the base of this building. 

	C) If my husband disappeared, I do not know what I would do. I would probably be devastated and without energy to do anything. I do not think I would be with another man in that case, at least not in a romantic relationship. But I probably could not give away my sexual freedom either. That is about the hotwife lifestyle. About my submissive side... I do not know... but I admit that it excites me a lot, much more than I thought of, almost like a drug. So maybe I would search for a dom. But then, I do not think I would dare to do it, without my husband acting as my safe harbor and my anchor. 

	D) Money... It is not that important. Who does not enjoy money of course? But really, it is more an ingredient than the goal. It is just something that spices it up, but not because of the amount but because of the fact that I am getting paid for it. It makes me feel all the time how much of a slut I have become and that is an exciting feeling. 

	So, I guess it is something like 12.5% A + 55% B + 25% C + 7.5% D. But then again, due to my husband being currently unemployed, D might be more than that. I admit that I do enjoy right now being the one who brings the money into our home and that it is more than what my husband used to earn." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What have you done with her? -I blurted out to my husband. I turned on the living room light. I had stayed there to wait for him. I blinked to get used to the sudden brightness. What time is it? I hadn't been able to fall asleep. This is not how I dreamed it. My eyes were red. I had cried. Daniel had left home. I kicked him out. It was my fault. But he was back. Fortunately. I looked at my watch. It was four o'clock in the morning. What have you done? -I asked faintly. I didn't want to face him again. I didn't have the strength for it, knowing that it had all been my fault. Still, I was extremely unhappy to imagine my husband in the hands of others. I shook my head, remembering the comments of my followers. No, we're not swingers. It doesn't work like that. Have you had sex here? -I dared to ask, finally. 

	-Er, well, not exactly," said my husband, making an unnecessary and painful detour. Let me tell you... the other day... Lidia was here. But nothing happened! -he said with a suspiciously bad conscience. And... I ended up with this on. 

	-I know you've been here, you idiot! -But that doesn't explain why you ended up with the trap on, if, as you say, nothing happened. Explain yourself! -I was weak, but jealousy gave me strength. Without giving him time to answer me, I got up from the sofa and pulled down his pants and underpants. They fell down to his ankles. Before my eyes was his little caged bird, but that cage I did not know. Our chastity device was made of clear polycarbonate, but the one he was wearing was pink. If it hadn't been for my annoyance, I would have burst out laughing. I felt it. It was soft plastic. 

	-It wasn't my fault," my husband mumbled apologetically. It was clear he had an uneasy conscience. She came and threatened to undress in front of our door if I didn't let her in. She said she had "Gerardo's orders". I had no choice but to let her in. And then... she tied me to the chair... and I ended up with this on. 

	If my husband thought I would believe that story as it was, he was wrong. It wasn't that I doubted him, if he swore to me that he hadn't been unfaithful. It wasn't that. What I didn't believe was that he put all the blame on Lidia and the famous "Gerardo's orders", which he blatantly used as an excuse. The truth is that Lidia has seduced him. No more, no less. They might not have had sex, but he had let himself be tied to the chair and allowed her to put that on him. I don't know if that's worse than if they had fornicated. I'm not doing it right; I'm not worth it to him. Did he want me to believe that, if he had wanted to, he couldn't have fought to stop it? Evidently, I hadn't. [Calm down. It wouldn't be fair to ask him either, don't you think? What is this but a big game with unwritten rules? And what's happened is largely your fault. Gerardo's orders? Your fault]. Lidia had seduced him and he had let himself be dominated by her. My fault. That was that something was missing in my husband and that meant I was failing him. 

	-What about the key? -I asked sternly. 

	-She has it," my husband admitted. 

	You admit without batting an eyelash that another woman has the key to your dick? You insatiable piece of shit! 

	-Hm. -How should I react to this new situation? I could just break the lock if I wanted to and throw it away. I could simply break the lock, if I wanted to, and throw the toy in the trash. Why should I accept another woman caging MY husband? I could also talk to Gerardo, maybe even make a scene for him, as I had no doubt that, directly or indirectly, he was behind all this. I wasn't sure if he had thought it up or if it had been Lidia's doing, but what was clear was that Gerardo had consented to it. But that doesn't exonerate you, Daniel Llamazares! Certainly, I had asked my boss to help me dominate my husband and somehow he was doing it. But not like that. This is not how I envisioned this. I never imagined you would involve that crazy woman in this. -Hm," I repeated. Well, I'm not giving up my welcome home fuck. So, you're already going to the upstairs bathroom to get ready for me. I advise you to lubricate your asshole well. I plan to make love to you like a good wife should make love to her husband. And since that thing is pink, I want you with the stockings and garter belt in the same color. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, if you could only have sex with one man for the rest of your life, who would you choose, Daniel or Gerardo? Or neither of the two? Let's see if you are brave enough to answer the question honestly, without evasions, and publish the answer. Whether you answer truthfully or not, it will be revealing of your true feelings, especially to those primarily interested." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If I could only sleep with one man, I would choose the one with whom I could sleep with other men. I think it's clear who that is. If you tell me I have to choose between Gerardo and Daniel on purely sexual criteria, I would choose Daniel. With him, sex has the possibility of being much more versatile. What happens is that, at this moment in my life, Gerardo is the best suited to guide me through a facet of sex that I want to explore. It's a stage in my life that I don't know how long it will last. Right now I would say indefinite, which is not the same as forever.  

	If you mean choose between any man I've ever met, in bed I would win Silvestre. He's not as versatile as my husband, but he's a pretty creative stud. But that stage is closed for me and right now we're all somewhere else. 

	Anyway, even though this blog is about sex, I think you overvalue it and worry too much about having to choose a sexual partner. The focus -at least for me-, is not that. My relationship with Gerardo is not about sex, but about discovering certain facets of myself. Sex is just a tool. Likewise, I'm not with Daniel for sex. In fact, we fell in love very early, but it took us more than a year to have penetrative sex. Sex is only a means to express love, but it's not the only one, and besides, there are other unconventional ways to have sex." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia had broken our reconnection ritual. And yet she had caused us to replace it with an impromptu one. It wasn't going to be the first time I had buggered my husband, but it was something we didn't practice often, and certainly not usually after I had been with another man. This way, you can't claim me Daniel, but I can claim you. 

	Daniel reached down to pull up his pants, but what he got was a resounding slap on the ass. 

	-No, no. Don't get dressed. Go up the stairs like that, at a penguin's pace. -If I wasn't able to be severe with him, another bitch would end up being so. I guess you've seen the pictures Gerardo sent you. Wait for me in that same position. 

	Not without difficulty, my husband climbed the stairs to the bedroom floor. Indeed, he looked like a penguin on land. I took my time before going upstairs. I wanted to give him time to reflect on the position I had instructed him to take, but I also needed time to regain my emotional balance. I had counted on being able to have with my husband the ritual of claiming me - that is, having him make love to me and cum inside me - but it wasn't to be. Unless I broke the chastity device and broke the game. It was a big deal for me, though I knew it was even bigger for my husband. He needed to feel like the male to his female again much more than I needed to feel like the male to him. For him it was claiming me as his female, proving to himself that he was still my male. For me, however, the meaning was that he supported my adventures and was okay with them. I didn't need to stage as much as he did that he was my man, for I had no doubt about it. 

	I left him for a while. Then I went upstairs after him. Before entering the bedroom, I opened the secret compartment of our dressing room and took out the harness with the dildo attached. I thought for a moment about dressing up in some fetish garment, but discarded it. I had different plans. I went into the bathroom and grabbed the bottle of coconut oil. Next, I went into the bedroom. My husband was on all fours on the bed with his delectable little ass on pomp. It was glistening from the abundant lubricant he had poured on it. Anal sex was also a habit we had lost and his little ass would be unaccustomed to it. Either I'll fuck him or someone else will. 

	-I need a good massage. Who's going to give it to me? -I asked rhetorically, lying face down on the bed. 

	Daniel took the small bottle of coconut oil and began to apply it to my back. His hands began to roam my body, back, buttocks, legs and feet. It had been a long time since my husband had massaged me like this. Normally, Daniel didn't have the patience for it, except when he was feeling especially submissive. Maybe it was because of my return or maybe it was because of the adventures he wanted to hear about, the point is that my husband was taking great pains. {But don't rule out that it was because of Lidia's chastity device}. If that was so, at least it was having some positive effects, even if I still didn't like her meddling between us like that. My husband massaged my buttocks. It felt good to feel his careful hands on that part of my body. The last few hands that had touched him had not been so gentle with me. It was funny how both things - hands mistreating my buttocks and hands worshipping them - could give me pleasure, albeit in different ways. It all depends on the state of mind at the time and the degree of arousal. I'm at home and play it soft. I felt my husband spread my buttocks apart to massage them. Are you looking at my anus, that little hole that two strangers have violated? That little hole that will never be for you... Instinctively, I closed my buttocks, remembering the anus of that expert submissive. I was ashamed to imagine that I could have it like that too - someday - and that my husband would see it that way. 

	-Do you want me to tell you what Gerardo gave me? -I asked. 

	-Yes," my husband answered monosyllabically, as he often did. 

	-And do you want me to tell you later how a friend was also brought in? 

	-Yes. 

	-You know you can never do that to me, don't you? 

	-I know, love. 

	-And why can't you ever do it to me? Tell me. I need to hear it. 

	-Because I am a cuckold," said my husband in a low voice, but without any hint of doubt. 

	No. Because acting from the shadows, behind my back, you got me to give it to Silvestre. That's why you have lost any chance to have him someday. {And because then he cheated on us with him and Nuria}. 

	-My cuckold. Yes, that's it. Kiss me... down there... you know where, I'll tell you the story, while you do it. -It pleased and excited me enormously to have my husband kiss me there, where I had been fucked by another man. If it had been in the mouth, it was in the mouth that he should kiss me. If my pussy had been fucked, I wanted a cunnilingus. And if my asshole had been fucked...  

	It had been so long since the last time, but Daniel didn't hesitate. He opened my buttocks and caressed with his tongue the part that was forbidden to his chick, the part of my body that Darko and his friend had deliciously violated. That was one of the reasons why I would prefer to be shipwrecked with my husband and not with another man on a desert island, even though at that stage of my life Gerardo sexually turned me on more. Despite being caged, or perhaps precisely because of it, my husband was very excited. And so am I. I lowered my hand to my clitoris to masturbate, as I remembered and told him the story. My husband liked hearing it and I liked remembering it and listening to me tell it to him, checking how it turned him on. 

	-Oh, you're doing great! -I exclaimed. Listen carefully. Then it's your turn to experience it," I advanced. Then you'll know how I felt. Don't worry, I'll go easy on you. At least at first. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wraim: 

	"Hi, Gema. You hardly talk about your sexual relations with your husband at present. May I ask how good a lover Daniel is, really? Do you reach orgasm with Daniel during intercourse regularly? Excuse my curiosity." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Oddly enough, Daniel used to be a better lover than he is lately. I never had any trouble coming to orgasm with him. And even my husband used to have incredible stamina, so much so that he would even tire me out before he came. Of course, we had to go slowly. Lately, though, I don't know what's happening to him, because he's prematurely cumming in just two minutes. He says it's because he feels so turned on, but it's a little frustrating." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"On multiple occasions you have said that you are not at all attracted to sex with your husband and that you prefer to have sex with Gerardo, since he turns you on so much more. However, to a follower's question you have said that, if you could only have sex with one person, between Gerardo and Daniel you would choose Daniel. Isn't that a big contradiction or are you just trying to look good with your husband these days?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, it's not a contradiction and I don't think I said it exactly like that either. I like sex with Gerardo, because at the moment it is something different. But what is different is not the sex itself - I mean the carnal act with it - but everything he manages to surround it with. But Gerardo is only capable of proposing a single cuisine, while my husband has a greater culinary variety. If I had to limit myself to one for life, I would choose variety. But if I'm masturbating right now, it's thinking about everything I might get to do for Gerardo." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-At the party we were all submissive, except for the boss," my wife told me, as I licked her anus.  

	Lying face down, she rubbed her clitoris. My tongue is not enough for her. I stuck two fingers in her pussy. It was like a puddle, and we had just started. With my tongue in her anus, her fingers on her magic spot and the memory of what had happened at the party, it wouldn't take long for her to cum. But with Gerardo she has learned to hold back and prolong her pleasure. She won't cum with me if she doesn't want to.  

	-At the party in Switzerland, many things happened and at times, I lost track of Gerardo," my wife continued with her story. I listened to her carefully. What kind of perversities have you experienced? Did you have sex with women? The house was big and the guests had distributed ourselves in the different rooms of the upper floor, after the initial rounds in the living room. Not all the guests were couples. There were a few single men, or at least men who had not been accompanied. And there were also several women without partners, but generally there were more girls than men. Thus, some men got more than one girl. A privileged one even had three at his disposal at some point. 

	Yes, I can imagine that Gerardo must have been one of those privileged ones. 

	-And you were one of those three girls? -I asked my wife, fascinated. I immediately put my tongue on her anus again. It didn't disgust me. It gave her pleasure, which was what mattered. That and let her continue with her story. 

	-At some point... yes... I guess," my wife admitted. A lot of things happened and I don't remember it well. It's all blurry and jumbled up. But I guess so, of course. 

	-¿Y...? 

	-Shhh!" my wife silenced me. Let me tell you. But don't think I'm going to tell you everything. Some things, I'll tell you later. Others you will never know. 

	I groaned in protest. What my wife had just said was a bastard, an unconscionable torture. It drove me crazy to think that she had done more things than she was telling me. My imagination... But it was a torture that turned me on. I had been the one who had suggested to him at the beginning of our relationship that he didn't have to tell me everything, if he didn't want to. Actually, I was the one who preferred to know that he didn't know everything. 

	-I went from room to room. I don't... I don't know how many I slept with, Daniel. But I think... -Gema moaned- -You're going to think I'm an insatiable slut. How can you keep loving me like this? But you will love me, won't you? You'll keep loving me, won't you, love? You know I need you. 

	No, I really don't. I'm not sure you need me anymore. I will still love you. That's irremediable. But do you need me? 

	-I may have tripled the number of people I've slept with with that party. 

	Twenty-four? -I immediately exclaimed in disbelief. Of course, I was keeping track of her number of lovers. You had sex with twenty-four men? 

	-Maybe they weren't all men," my wife replied. I don't know. Maybe there weren't that many," she conceded. Or maybe there were. I lost count. I was blindfolded at times. It was as easy for a man to pull our straps and take us to one of the rooms. We had no say in whether or not we were attracted to that particular man. The men and the woman in black would see to it that we obeyed. 

	-You don't mind that they weren't... attractive? -I interrupted her. That was something I didn't understand. For me it was essential that I liked the person physically. How could my wife not care? {The professional dominatrix Gema took you to wasn't exactly hot. You didn't seem to care}. Yes, she did.  

	-Attractive and attractive," Gema corrected me, reminding me that he had also slept with women. Daniel, that's not the most important thing in a person. I hope you'll ever understand that. -My wife groaned. 

	Are you groaning because you're thinking about Gerardo's old man now? I felt jealous. This is worse than if he were a handsome young man. 

	-But what if you don't like someone at all? -I insisted. It was inconceivable for me to sleep with someone who didn't turn me on. 

	- The hostess, the woman in black, made sure that all the girls were perfect, both in appearance and in attitude and behavior. She is a perfectionist and certainly stern. She would walk around the rooms and at the slightest slip she would whip us with a riding crop. In the rooms there was no lack of... you know... sadomaso toys. Sometimes she used a riding... how do you say... whip, sometimes one like the one we have, with leather straps. 

	-And you...? 

	-Yes," answered my wife, without waiting for me to finish the question. On the chest, with the one with the leather straps. 

	-But did you misbehave? 

	-Me?" my wife shook her head, "The hostess didn't need an excuse to discipline us. She whipped my tits because she felt like it. -My wife moaned, remembering something, and I moaned with her. She did it while... I was sitting on a man, with my back to him. He was sitting on a chair. And... he had his cock in... my ass. Oh," my wife moaned, feeling my lick. Yes, right there. The man was making me ride his cock. Do you understand why it doesn't matter if he's handsome or ugly, fat or thin, young or old? 

	-But the ass? I thought that... 

	-The tail? Yes, the tail had protected my back entrance. Worship it, love, worship it. It's sore. But the hostess had removed my tail. Apparently, she was one of the two people, apart from Gerardo, authorized to do so. 

	-And...? And did you like it? -I asked, enraptured by my wife's story. Fuck, this is unbelievable. What I would have given to have seen it. But I can imagine it so well... 

	-The what, love? The whip on my breasts or the cock in my ass? -my wife answered me with both questions.  

	I didn't know what to answer him. Fuck, everything!  

	-I had a woman's head between my legs and her tongue on my clitoris," my wife explained. 

	So both. 

	-I wish it had been your tongue, love. I really do. I would have liked you to have eaten my pussy, while that man was drilling my ass, while the hostess was torturing my breasts. But I would have had your mouth near his balls. He had them shaved, I think, but still I don't think you would have liked it. I don't think you would have found it attractive. 

	Fuck, Gemma! He's a man. What do I care if he's attractive? Do you think I'd like to have his balls on my face, if he was Adonis? 

	-You would have brought me to orgasm, even if the hostess had ordered you to get out of there, wouldn't you? The woman in black ordered the girl to get up. She ordered her to kiss me. And forced her to pinch my nipples, as she did so. Meanwhile, the woman in black whipped the girl's back or ass, or both. The harder I gave her, the harder the girl pinched my nipples. She moaned into my mouth, though she didn't stop moving her tongue. 

	Fuck, did Gerardo tell the hosts that my wife "liked" that? I often asked her - as if I didn't know the answer - why she let Gerardo mistreat her nipples like that, and now she allows others to do it! And then Gema used to remind me that it was because her breasts were his, since that was what he had chosen and bought them for. "What less can I do than endure a little pain, to show my gratitude to him?" she would sometimes add. He has taken the breasts "as much to heart" as he has taken promising Silvestre his ass. And she did it to remind me that she will never forgive me for having made her believe that Silvestre was a coincidence. 

	-And you? -I asked shyly, but very excited. I was sure that, had I not had the chastity device, I would have cum by now. Still, I was getting some pleasurable friction, pumping my hips on the mattress. I pressed the chastity device against the mattress and my cock slid as far as it could into the cage, rubbing against its walls. 

	-I groaned at his little one too. He was hurting my nipples. 

	-No. -I mean, if... 

	-Yes...? Of course I moved my tongue inside her mouth. That's what I was supposed to do, wasn't it? 

	Oh! My wife was actively kissing a woman. She wasn't. She had. But in my mind I was doing it at that moment. Oh! You like it. You're a sex goddess. You're still my Goddess, even though... 

	-And then? 

	-And then? The woman in black pushed the girl away and stood in her place," my wife told me, as if it were the most logical thing in the world. She squeezed my nipples. 

	-And did he kiss you? 

	Gemma said nothing. But she rubbed her clitoris vigorously. 

	-Did he kiss you? -I insisted. 

	-Yes," he finally admitted. 

	Oh, her too. Have you no limit? I found my wife's wildness admirable, so much so that it even frightened me. What do you really need me for, darling? 

	-¿Y...? -And what else did you do with her? -Did you sleep with her? 

	-I'm not going to tell you everything, Daniel. I'll just tell you that the woman in black was the only one who didn't undress at the party, at least that I saw. -Then he added: "But you know that for certain things it is not necessary to undress, at least not completely. Did I tell you that I was blindfolded at times? 

	Fuck! Don't tell me you ate the dry old woman's pussy. Don't tell me she made you do it. {What about you? Could you do something like that, if you were "forced" to? } Eat an old woman's pussy? {No. That wouldn't be the analogue. Eating an old man's cock}. Yuck! {Then you'll never understand Gema. You'll never understand how she feels, how she sees and experiences and lives things. Then, all this will just be pornography. For that you don't need me}. No... wait! 

	-And everything was just as intense? 

	-No, not always. It depended on the room and the moment. I told you that we were passed from room to room, sometimes holding a man's hand, sometimes by the leash and sometimes by the leash and on all fours. At the beginning, still in the common room, I had to masturbate with a man's foot. I still had my shoe on. That was at the beginning. I don't know if I'll be able to tell it all in order in my story. A lot of things happened," my wife reminded me, "Later they all ended up naked, except for the black witch, of course. The man made me polish his shoe with my pussy, while he made me suck his big toe... Easy, the one on his hand, the thumb," my wife added, fearing that this would make me feel disgusted, "My mission was to leave the shoe nice and shiny, as proof that this was my turn-on. I confess that this demonstration made me horny.  

	-And what did you feel, love? 

	-I remember that I had laces. I remember it because the friction on my pussy.... 

	-No," I interrupted her, "Not physically. I mean how you felt. -The pornographic story was tremendously exciting, even more so coming from my wife. But what interested me the most, really, what intrigued me the most, was to know how she felt. And to relive it, as if I were her. {Yes, you can count on me for that}. 

	-My flows oozed out of my pussy. As proof, they glistened all over her instep. I found that more humiliating than the act itself, especially since there were strangers watching intently. I told you this was at the beginning. A bitch in heat. An uncontrolled bitch, just in search of orgasm, ready for anything. And people looking at me and commenting, as if I were a little animal instead of a person. And the more I rubbed against my shoe, the more I knew there was no turning back. 

	I couldn't do it. I admire you for being able to. But if I had a choice, I couldn't. I would only do it - I could only do it - if I had no other choice. 

	-And then? -I encouraged her to continue her story. 

	-Then? I think they made me stand up and spread my legs. I don't quite remember if it was later or afterwards. Forgive me. It was a lot of things. Someone stuck their fingers in my pussy. He pulled them out glistening, showing himself to the rest who were in that room. They all laughed or admired, as horny as I was. It was very embarrassing. 

	Yes, I could imagine that. Shameful. Humiliating. 

	-Violet, the girl with the purple bracelet, came. I don't think they didn't even have to tell her anything. She was a veteran. She licked the man's fingers greedily, tasting me. 

	I groaned. 

	-Do lesbian scenes turn you on, huh? -Or is it the bisexual ones? Huh? There you are, with the garter belt and the pink stockings, can you imagine being one of those girls? 

	NO! 

	-Can you imagine being me? 

	Yes. 

	-Another girl came. I don't know if they had to order her or if she already knew what to do. Violeta kissed her. She ran her mouth over my juices and they shared them as if it were a divine aphrodisiac. 

	It's just divine. 

	-And you? -I asked, panting. 

	-I watched them spellbound," he replied. They were... sharing me, indirectly. I don't know how to tell you. It was something that transcended the physical. The man unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It was hard. He took a step forward and joined the kiss, with those two women, sharing me with them in that way. 

	-And you? -I asked again, panting even harder. 

	-What else was I going to do? There was no room for a fourth mouth. Besides, there was his cock. 

	-Did you put it in your mouth? -Did you give him a blowjob without a condom? The truth was that at that moment I didn't care if I had done it with or without a condom. 

	-No, of course I didn't put it in my mouth," my wife answered. How could I? I didn't know that man. -Gemma waited a few seconds. Then she laughed. It had been a joke. Of course she didn't care that I didn't know the man. I rubbed it across my face, one cheek, then the other. I was completely ecstatic, do you understand? Tell me, wouldn't you have done the same? 

	Me? But... 

	-I think you would have," Gema said quietly. I wasn't sure if she was talking to herself or if she had said it to me. Of course I put it in my mouth," she then said, raising her voice again, "I did it as soon as I remembered Gerardo had told me that we had all been tested. 

	Statements? Then I fell. 

	-What about you? 

	-Of course. Before the trip. Didn't I tell you? No, of course I didn't tell you. 

	No, of course you didn't tell me. You always keep things to yourself. 

	-Gerardo and I were tested before the trip. We are free of sexual transmissions. 

	You were. 

	-And he came? In your mouth? 

	-Then I kissed the other two girls," my wife replied, not really answering my question. Although in reality she did. 

	Implicitly. With the help of my imagination. They shared your divine aphrodisiac, and then you shared the man's. {And you? Wouldn't you have shared it... if you were him?} 

	-But... 

	-Yes? 

	-Nothing, forget it. Go on, please. -It was not the time to ask certain questions and break the magic. Gema had not told me who that man had been. Maybe it was Gerardo himself. In that case, it was normal that he had cum in her mouth. Maybe he had invented the tests to provoke me. Or maybe it was the host. In that case, it didn't make much sense that he had put on condoms beforehand to welcome them. Of course, it doesn't make sense either, if they end up with their tongues in each other's pussies. Maybe only the host used condoms, maybe he has a sexually transmitted disease! Maybe no one had used condoms and Gema had invented parts to confuse me. I don't know what's true and what's not anymore. Do you still love me? Do you still need me for anything?  

	-I confess one thing to you, Daniel: for a moment, I understood what you feel when you see me. 

	She had told many more things, but I had not listened to her. I had been absorbed in my stupid thoughts. It happened to me sometimes when I read. Sometimes I would read and turn the pages on my e-reader, but then I wouldn't remember what I had read, because my thoughts had gone elsewhere. Something like that had just happened to me with my wife's story. But unlike my Kindle, I couldn't go back and reread the pages I'd read with the autopilot on and my mind absent, preoccupied with other things. I'll have to wait for her to post her full story on her blog. That is, if she posts everything she told me that I don't remember. Knowing you, I would come across something you had not told me (as now, writing this book, I have come across Dantesque things you did not tell me at the time of your first trip to Switzerland). When I heard my name, I had come out of my rapture. What had I said? I only managed to remember the last few sentences: "When everyone was exhausted, I got up to look for Gerard," he had said. "I went looking room by room and in each one I found a scene more grotesque and lewd than in the other. Finally, I found my boss in one of them. He was with three women and a man. The man was the host. I stood watching in fascination from the doorway, not daring to go in." And then, he had understood how I felt, he had said. But how? What do you mean? 

	-I felt a mixture of jealousy and excitement when I saw Gerardo with the other three women," my wife continued, not realizing that my mind had wandered but had now returned. 

	Jealous? Do you feel jealous when you see him with someone else? But I love you! It's different. It's normal for ME to be jealous. But not you, not you for him. 

	-I was used," my beloved continued, "to being the center of his attentions, even with Lidia, and I am not in the habit of passively watching. I stood undecided for several minutes, not knowing if I should go in to try to be the center of his attention again or if I should just stand and watch. In the end the decision was not mine. A man and a woman passed down the hallway and each took me by the hand, abducting me into one of the other rooms. 

	Knowing that my wife was jealous, not of me, but of Gerardo, was a shock. And I thought I could make you jealous with Lidia. But I see that it's insignificant, compared to what you feel for him. 

	-When they were finally exhausted and I got up, I looked for Gerardo again in the rooms, but I couldn't find him or the host. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gemma. You'll probably be in the middle of your flight back by now. What are your feelings right now - are they joy at returning home, sadness at having to go back to boring lentils, worry about how you'll find your husband and his feelings, indifference because the only thing that matters is how much fun you had?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"On the contrary. On the flight back I have been digesting my experiences and thinking that, without my husband, I would not be able to live such adventures. Without him, I would be a coward and would never have dared to take the plunge. It is thanks to him that I can explore my fantasies, because, directly or indirectly, he is part of them and gives them meaning. I may appear to be a passive observer who lets Gerardo take the initiative, but he is a fundamental actor in all this. Of course, speaking of actors, I prefer Sean Connery's eyebrow raising to Jim Carrey's overacting. And speaking of movies, no film would make sense without its intended audience." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Hi Gema, I hope your journey was worthwhile. After reading you, I have a question: why do you say that your CORNUDO has a dirty mind? He has actually carried out what most men fantasize about and that is to see his wife sexually from another angle. Don't you think it is a way of manifesting his love for you? I think what your CORNUDO has offered you is brave and at the same time it is an unconditional giving of love and more so now that he is getting practically nothing in return.Kisses, beautiful!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The term dirty mind was a compliment. I think it's a good thing to have a dirty mind, full of fantasies, some realizable, some impossible and others between the improbable and the unrealizable. And yes, that is indeed his way of showing me his love for me, granting me that freedom and showing me his confidence that I will know how to use it and that, in any case, I will always return to him. He is very brave, of course, much more so than men who protect their wives, going to extremes where they suppress them. Perhaps it is my way of telling things, in which I focus mainly on myself and Gerardo, but it is not true that he receives practically nothing in return. It's quite the opposite: he's seeing things he would never have imagined (or maybe he is, thanks to his dirty mind). And when he doesn't see them, because he's blindfolded, he hears them. It may not be everything exactly as he would like in an ideal world, but it's a lot better than what other husbands get. How many here would like to be cuckolded, but don't dare bring it up to their wives? How many fantasize about being in my husband's shoes? I'm sure there are many more than the negative voices heard in these anonymous messages might lead you to believe. No, surely not everything is perfect, but if it were, it would be boring too, wouldn't it? The cuckold must be left with the desire, with the desire for more, must be left with the doubts, must be left to his fantasy to fill in the gaps and must be continually reminded that the choice of the cuckold is up to the woman, as is what she wants to do with him or wants to allow him to do with her." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"There are practices in the SM world that are difficult to assimilate the first time you experience them. All of us who have been in BDSM for a long time can intuit the things you saw and did in Switzerland and understand that it was hard for you to understand. However, and although I think I know the answer, I want to throw the question to you for you to answer: would you do it again?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You only live once..." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema. I know you want to explore your "dark fantasies" with Gerardo's help, but what happened with the two Croatians in the forest, some people would consider it to be very close to rape. I know you wanted to punish Daniel, make him jealous. But wasn't that too dangerous? You didn't know them. Certainly, Daniel doesn't deserve to fear for your safety. I assume Daniel is very concerned about your physical well-being." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, that's right. Daniel is angry with Gerardo about it, especially because, like you, he thinks it was reckless. I don't think it was that big a deal, because we knew where the waiter works and maybe we were wrong, but Switzerland seems to be a very safe place with a very low crime rate. But I can't disagree with those of you who think it was reckless." 

	  

	And now, I'm going to show Daniel how I felt, because of him, for having been with Lidia. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Daniel is to blame for everything that happens to him when he depends on you, Gerardo and I don't know who else, is that so? Isn't that cruelty on your part?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Not at all. It's love. Seriously: he's not to blame for obeying. But he is to blame for desiring." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What your husband should have done when he received the video from Switzerland is to divorce you immediately, ask you for a good pension and live his life away from you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're absolutely right and yet what he did was jerk off." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I put the tip of the dildo at his entrance and pushed gently, attentive to his reactions. I hadn't put the large size one in, as it had been a long time since the last time and my husband would be untrained. I pushed and my plastic cock sank inside his body, filling him the same way Darko had filled me. 

	-Do you like it, honey? 

	-Oh," my husband groaned. To tell you the truth, I wasn't sure if it was a moan or a groan. 

	-Yes, you like it as much as I do, don't you? 

	Daniel did not answer, maybe out of embarrassment, maybe out of excitement or maybe because he did not know exactly what I was referring to. Did he like penetrating him as much as I did or as much as being penetrated? It hadn't been a specific question and although I wasn't in the mood to think at the time, I sensed that the implications were different in each case. 

	-Would you like me to tie you up like Gerardo tied me up for Darko? 

	My husband, as usual with certain questions, did not answer. 

	-Tell me, would you like to? -I insisted, plunging my plastic cock all the way in. 

	-Yes," he groaned. 

	I gradually increased the rhythm, as I felt my husband's arousal increase. The dildo went in and out without difficulty. I felt powerful at that moment. Why had we stopped making love like that? Oh yes, I knew why it had been. It had been because of laziness, first of all. And because the methesaca was tiring. I didn't envy men for that. And it had also been because neither my husband nor I could really get ourselves to cum like that. Maybe I'm doing something wrong. I don't seem to be hitting the supposed P-spot, the pleasurable spot on his prostate. My husband liked, however, the sensations he was experiencing in his anus and the situation itself. I continued with the metesaca and whipped his buttocks in surprise. My husband howled, but endured. Don't complain. Darko has done that very thing to me. I knew that if he could, my husband would touch his cock-which, for some reason, during anal sex, was always flaccid-just as I touched my clitoris when I was ass-fucked. But on that occasion I couldn't. Nor could I with Darko, being tied up. I unloaded another lash on his buttocks. "That must have been how Darko felt," I thought. My husband was experiencing what I had felt and, oddly enough, I was experiencing what Darko would have felt. I wasn't quite like that, of course, but at least I was as far as the situation was concerned. Yes, I liked feeling powerful and hearing him howl as he fucked him. I liked unloading spanks on his buttocks, hearing the sound of it and feeling that, despite the pain it caused him, the person I was fucking - my husband - was asking for more: more rhythm, more depth, more spankings. I understood very well that Darko was very excited about that. Him and his friend. But, as much as I liked being on the opposite side, I had to admit that I had gotten more pleasure from being the one being buggered. The first time with Darko, my boss hadn't allowed me to cum, but with his friend in the woods... how I had cum! No, I didn't envy men for their orgasm; the female one was much more powerful. Too bad that was something my husband could never experience. He could come close to understanding it and did so much more than most men, but he would never experience it. 

	I pulled back with my cock from my husband's vagina. I needed to stop to masturbate. I needed to touch my clitoris. With the plastic cock I too would never experience what a man felt. My husband began to move his hips back and forth in an attempt to compensate for the lack of movement on my part. phew! I loved that man. I needed to feel him inside me, to cum with him. I was about to scream "Fuck me!" at him, but I knew it was useless. I couldn't, unless we broke the chastity device. Unless we broke the whole thing. Still, I cummed. I pulled my cock out of her little ass and fell onto the bed, rubbing my clit to prolong the orgasm. My husband immediately embraced me. The sweat on our bodies mingled. 

	-Did you come? -I asked uselessly. 

	-No," my husband confirmed, shrugging his shoulders, "But I liked it very much. Thank you. I love you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	srbmtza: 

	"I read your last post about your husband and Lidia. I know it was something that rocked your world and surely hurt you, although I don't know the outcome, as you haven't finished the story yet. You know, maybe, just maybe, you should consider having a threesome with Lidia and your husband. It would be fulfilling her fantasy on the one hand and letting him get a taste for a second of what it feels like to be somewhere else. It would serve to get something good out of that whole situation and you can negotiate with him like that, like Gerardo with you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't look forward to my husband having sex with another woman. I know I should see it differently, especially when I have freedom, but I am the way I am and I am very jealous of him. So, at best he will have to settle for watching me have sex with her (and Gerardo), which hasn't happened yet. Her threesome fantasies, if fulfilled, would be limited to the visual - she looks, but doesn't touch!" 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Why are you so furious with Daniel? I know it was an emotional situation, you love Daniel very much. You obviously felt betrayed. But when you were in Switzerland, you weren't sure what he had done with Lidia or the circumstances. You should have contacted your husband first. Gerardo is constantly trying to manipulate you. I hope you are aware of this. Maybe Gerardo wants you to resent Daniel? Daniel loves you deeply, another woman won't change that. I'm sure." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm jealous and I can't change that. I am the way I am. Nor does it change it knowing that Gerardo takes advantage of it and plays with my feelings, because emotions and reasoning go different ways." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You must learn to tame those emotions of yours." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ya. You're right." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	 I had buggered him and made him moan like the slut - excuse me, my slut - that he was. I had made him moan just as Darko and his friend had made me moan. Actually, not so much, for my husband is less expressive than I am, and besides, I had been more gentle with him than the two Croatians had been with me. Not much more, though. I took double revenge on him for Lidia. First, for what I let them do to me. And then, for what I have just done to him, making him feel, with the limitations of the circumstances, what I felt. I had reclaimed him, but I had not been able to completely erase Lidia's imprint on his body: the clamp I had put on him was still there. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If things in Switzerland really happened as the accounts go, it seems to me irresponsible to leave you at the mercy of two strangers in a lonely spot, even more so when Gerard must not have half a slap on the wrist. It put you both in danger, because those guys could have been bad people and really hurt you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, you're right about that and my husband is not happy about it at all. He was very angry when he found out." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gema. Perhaps you have misunderstood me. Your jealousy regarding Daniel is not necessarily a bad thing, as long as you don't go overboard with it. It's probably a sign of your deep love for Daniel and that it's too painful for you to share it. Is Daniel flattered by your jealousy of him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, he's very flattered. He doesn't get mad about it at all. He likes that for once I'm the jealous one and feel a little bit how he feels (or a part of how he feels)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, you have to channel your feelings in a more positive way. You have to always look on the bright side of things. For example, you are now submissive and cuckolded. Just like your husband. That by force has to bring you closer together, since from now on you share more feelings." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Good thinking. And to have one more thing in common, I started fucking my husband in his ass again. He was unaccustomed to it; you can't see how he moaned." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said it yourself: your husband is what he has chosen to be. At the time he used his freedom to choose a path and when he wants to he will use it again to change course and choose something else, if he hasn't already done so. You have believed that you are pulling the strings, but I think Daniel's intelligence is great and at all times it has been he who has directed you to where you are. And even today he is still directing the scene, to the point of having cleverly incited Gerardo to offer Lidia to him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I agree with the first part of what you say. My husband is very smart and although he seems like the passive part and I the active part, this is actually not quite the case. He is as far as action is concerned, but not as far as prompting me to do things. What I do, I do in large part for him and he knows how to influence me to take certain steps. It's another thing if everything turns out exactly the way he wants it to. He is intelligent, but not omnipotent. We already know that Gerardo is not his ideal goreador, although he shares characteristics with him. I don't agree with the second part. Honestly, I don't think Daniel manipulated Gerardo to offer Lidia to him. He may have dreamed it at some point, but I don't think he worked in that direction. I think it's more Gerardo's doing or even Lidia's doing, which has its own agenda." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had fucked my ass with almost vengeful virulence. She had made me feel what she had undoubtedly felt with those two men in the woods. 

	"Do you know how I feel? Do you want to know what I felt?" he had asked me over and over again, as he ravished my anus. He had made me stretch my arms out in a cross. He had warned me not to move them, as if he had them tied. It would have been easier for me, if she had really tied them. But no one had really forced her either. She had been the one who had forced herself. "No, you don't. To know, I'd have to fuck a man. Or two," she had exclaimed. And she was right. As hard as it gave me, it wasn't the same to be taken by my own wife, in the conjugal bedroom, as by two strangers in a cold, dark forest. She had let herself be taken by that beast Luis Alberto. She had done it when she had learned that her meeting with Silvestre had not been a coincidence, nor had her falling in love. She had let herself go. He had self-flagellated and put the cross on his back to crucify me. And I had run away and cheated on her with Silvestre and her friend. And now, he had done it again and all because he thought I had cheated on him with Lidia. This time, cause and effect were in reverse order. 

	When I felt my wife like that, not angry, I didn't like that part, but dominant and energetic, I quickly forgot Lidia and Gerardo. I felt small again next to her, and that was something I liked. Maybe I had grown up - less in those moments when I was small again. Maybe my needs had changed. Maybe I was asking more of him than he could give me. But, although he tried to give me my share, his focus was hopelessly on Gerard. She sensed that I was beginning to be more of a burden to her than anything else. She doesn't really need me. She has evolved. Too much, maybe. I got her into this, but she doesn't need me anymore. Maybe I should let her go. Was I guilty that my focus, on occasional occasions, was no longer just her? There are others who understand me. 

	From what she had told me about what had happened in Switzerland, from the videos and photos I had seen, from the photos she had posted of herself on her blog at Gerardo's suggestion (although, fortunately, she never confirmed that they were hers), from the comments I read on her blog, I knew Gerardo had won. Maybe she will come back to me in the future, but right now I know I have lost her. As I felt her dominance, as in moments like that, everything was fine again. More or less. But after the storm, the unbearable calm would return, giving way to over-reflection and an ever-growing emptiness. I have no illusions about Lidia. None at all. But I deserve my share of the pie too. I had lost my wife to a fat old man. And if he knocks her up, I'll have lost her forever. {But you still have a glimmer of hope that you haven't lost her completely and that deep down she's still an indomitable hotwife and not a mere devoted slave to the core. Gerard doesn't know everything}.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Guadiana, do you think any bloggers are dying for your bones? Do you think any of them have fallen in love with you, dreamed about you, what you are like? Do you think it is possible that just by reading you it has been possible to generate uneasiness among some man or some potential cuckold? What do you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"By just reading me... no. For chatting with me... yes. And maybe very soon I'll thank one of you personally for your kind words, for being so sweet to me." 

	  

	I remember you. If you read me, you know I am referring to you. A big kiss from here. 

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXI - Plasticity 

	  

	"Sex involves the body. Great sex involves the mind." - Anonymous 

	  

	  

	-So, did you get what you wanted, in Switzerland? 

	-You know I always succeed," Gerardo answered Manolo. He let out a ring of smoke from his mouth. Little by little it drifted away, growing until it dissipated in the ceiling of the living room. 

	Manolo looked at him with suspicion. He respected and admired his friend, although he was sometimes a bit of a show-off. He knew for a fact that he hadn't gotten what he wanted, at least not yet. He did not doubt that his friend had taken Gemma a step forward - a tremendously important step - on her path of submission to him. But he had not yet succeeded in replacing her husband, nor had he succeeded in getting her pregnant, although the latter might not have been the purpose of the trip. As for the former, however, Manolo had no doubt that it had been one of Gerardo's objectives, apart from pleasure. Gerardo had wanted to drive a wedge between Gema and her husband, to widen the rift that was already forming. It was possible that with what had happened in Switzerland he might even have succeeded. But, in spite of this, the amalgam that kept the marriage together was still holding, almost miraculously. For a moment, Manolo felt respect for Daniel, for how strong he was proving to be. Then he felt pity. Manolo shook himself. Then he took a good sip of his whiskey. Why should he feel respect or pity for the poor devil? As for the woman, it annoyed him that his friend was so possessive of her. He was bent on making her his body and soul. He had already corrupted her soul, had poisoned it, and would continue to do so until there was nothing left of her but what he desired: complete and utter devotion. It had not been so long, but those words with which his friend had assured him that he did not wish to break her, but only to mold her a little, seemed far away. What had happened to change his mind? He thought of asking him, but realized that Gerard had not realized that he himself had changed. "Who has corrupted whom?" he wondered. The extreme desires of that woman to be subdued in body and soul had corrupted his friend. Who was molding whom? 

	-The Swiss thing was only to pervert her. And so that her husband would no longer recognize her," Gerardo explained. But what is really important is what I have planned as the next step. She is like plasticine in my hands. And I'm going to prepare it for myself. This is just a preliminary step. 

	The woman was beautiful and intelligent and full of possibilities. But was all that worth running the serious risk of losing herself in a labyrinth of domination, submission and lasciviousness that was crescendoing? "Someday all this will explode and there will end up being some victim," she mused, but she wasn't referring to Daniel. In reality, her husband was the last thing she cared about. He himself desired her and still harbored the hope - fleeting, but hope nonetheless - of ultimately winning her over. He felt that Gemma and he had somehow connected and he knew that hers and Gerard's were untenable. He did not lust after her soul; he cherished her as she was. He would not attempt to interfere in such a Machiavellian manner in matrimonial affairs. His friend had initially been reluctant to interact with Gemma's husband, even when she had begged him to be domineering with him and to help her dominate and humiliate him. But now he was taking advantage of the power Gema had given him over her husband and was doing it for his own purposes. "I would never do that," Manolo thought. Then he took another long drink of whiskey. Even though he was used to the king of high-proof ethyl liquids-among alcohol, only red wine was better, but this one wasn't highly spirituous-it went down burning. "What if she corrupts me and makes me behave like this?" he wondered. "Absolute power brings absolute corruption." He did not want that power. Nor did he want it, nor did he need it. In that he differed from his friend. But could he resist it, if he had before him a creature that demanded and even demanded it? "Gerard only gives her what she asks for," he concluded. Still, he wanted her, too. But that was something he could not admit to his friend. He wasn't worried that she would get angry, but that she would laugh at him. After all, he had already tempted him with her and the last thing he needed was for her to say again that all his plans worked out well for him. It wasn't true, but the truth was that they often did work out for him. "She's been divorced twice," he reminded himself. "But I didn't even get married." He thought of Gemma again. There was something dangerously seductive about her. The best thing to do was to get away from her, but would he succeed? 

	-Don't think I don't know that you comment on his blog," Gerardo warned him. I know very well who you are. I know you comment disguised as more than one user. -She looked up from her glass and looked at him penetratingly. Don't worry, I know how to play that game too. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If Gerardo knew about the return ritual you have with your husband, don't you think he was the one who managed to prevent it premeditatedly through Lidia? It gives the impression that he is trying to break all the things that keep you emotionally attached to your husband. He already tried on Valentine's Day and didn't succeed, but he has succeeded in doing so on your return. 

	What other ties or rituals do you have with Daniel that he knows about and can break?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I do think he may have done it on purpose. However, there is nothing we cannot adapt to the demands of the situation. A ritual is just that, the form, but not the content. And the content can be expressed in thousands of ways." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You know Gerardo was thoughtless and put you in danger unnecessarily. You say your husband was very upset about that and yet I think you will allow Gerardo to put you in danger again the next time he feels like it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The most dangerous thing in life is to be born. No, really, I don't know what to tell you. I feel ashamed." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your husband's arguments in his story are suspiciously similar to yours, even in the way he expresses them. Are you sure that your husband has written that? There is only one thing that seems more like his and that is when he says that Gerardo's will not last. As he says, those of us who see it from the outside are not at all as sure as he is. And what do you think? Do you also think it will end? And if so, will it be before or after your marriage?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Are you surprised that our arguments are similar? Do you think that if they were very different we would still be together? My husband lives his own cocktail of emotions, just as I live mine. But we agree on many things. And we also agree that Gerardo won't last. Corneadores are not forever. But that doesn't mean that Gerardo has an expiration date. I know it won't be forever, but for now I see no reason to end our relationship - quite the contrary. The only one who can spoil everything is Lidia." 

	  

	Yes, she can mess it up with both my husband and Gerardo. I must be careful of her. I'd better keep a close eye on her. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your husband's story seems more written by you than by him. By the way, what was your answer, when the Croatians asked you if you loved your boss? Or did you not dare to answer it because the video would be seen by your husband and you don't want him to know about your true feelings? And if you didn't answer him, did Gerardo get angry about that? I think he had an interest in your husband hearing it from your mouth." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's funny, because I've been told in a chat that my husband writes terribly. The truth is that he has written the sentences and then I have tried to shape it. In some cases I have left it as it is, in others I have had to fill in the gaps a bit and in other cases I have had to change the sentences. My response to the question of whether I love Gerardo was my delirious face of excitement. I think both Gerardo and my husband found that to be a good answer. I can't give you my face, but it wasn't much different than this one; maybe with a little more vice and devotion." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Until recently, when you have been asked if you love Gerardo, you have always said clearly that you do not. Now you evade the answer with an evasive phrase on your facial expression and leaving to free interpretation what Daniel and Gerardo could have understood. Hiding the answer means that something has changed, that you are no longer so clear about your feelings and that there is a struggle inside you for the love of the two men and that you still don't know who will win in the end, although your evolution indicates that it will be Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Has anything changed? Yes, maybe. My relationship with Gerardo is certainly not the same as when I started with him. Isn't it logical that it has changed? I think I have already said it several times: in my opinion there are several types of love that are not mutually exclusive and can be compatible. I also don't think that the boundaries between love, friendship and devotion are so clear and sharp. I will try to put it another way: for Gerardo I would give my soul, but for my husband I would give my life. Yes, for Gerardo I would sell my soul to the devil. I mean, I'm probably selling it to him. But without my husband I wouldn't know how to live." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Days went by and little by little I began to be aware of what the clamp that Lidia had put on my husband really meant. I had not made any comment about it to Gerardo, because I wanted to wait for him to take the initiative to explain it to me. Gerardo, however, had said nothing. If anything, there was a slight smile permanently marked on his face, but perhaps that was just my imagination. Yes, what that meant was that my husband had voluntarily refused to have vaginal sex with me. That had been a low blow. Of course I understood the morbidity of it, but it hurt nonetheless. Your loss. Anyway, let's see how far you can take it. On the odd occasion we had played with chastity devices for an extended period of time and he had always ended up begging me to take it off so he could feel me. 

	The weekend was approaching. It was the first weekend after my trip. I was looking forward to going to her house to play and I hoped I could use that opportunity to clear up a few things with my boss, including the issue of the chastity device Lidia had put on my husband. You make me masturbate and tell you things about my soul, but I also know how to get things out of you. However, Gerardo surprised me with a different proposal that threw me off guard. He didn't want to meet with us. He didn't want to meet with me and my husband, he didn't even want to meet with me alone. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	parafueraconsentidor: 

	"Hello Gema. I'm a loyal follower of your blog - my admiration for you and Daniel goes without saying! I would like to give my little opinion on who comes out on top in this type of relationship. No doubt we all pass through the sieve of our tastes the situations that others live; I will not be less. Surely for many Daniel is the most harmed, but not for me. In this type of situation everyone benefits, each in their own way. Daniel is making his fantasy come true, his desire to be cuckolded with all its consequences and I am sure that so far with no negative, but quite the opposite. Can anyone imagine Daniel's happiness when you leave the house to see you with someone else? Is anyone able to imagine his happiness when he waits for you at home, eager for you to tell him how it went? It is impossible to know those feelings, if they have not been lived. He will sleep thinking about how another caresses you and enjoys your body, he will imagine you hugging another, feeling his body next to yours and he will wish that you love him, even if it is only those moments you spend with the other, and he will wish that you come home again and hug him and love him. He is your confidant, your friend, your love when you are together, your four cardinal points when you seek refuge. Daniel is a lucky man, one I wouldn't mind having as a friend. Daniel is a lucky man to have a woman like you as a companion. A kiss and a hug for both of you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your precious collaboration. Finally someone who understands the situation. I realize that, with so much black and white in my blog, with so much sobriety from Gerardo, with so much submission from my husband, with so much darkness in my soul, my life can seem a bit sad and melancholic. Maybe I should pay more attention to the funniest moments and describe my laughter, because I assure you that, both next to Gerardo and my husband, I have a great time and I laugh quite often. A big kiss." 

	  

	New update on my blog:  

	"You know? You guys think you're watching me, following me on my blog, but I like to look at your blogs too to try to see what my followers are like." That's why it annoys me to no end when people comment from anonymity. "Do you like my zoo? Do you like what you see? Maybe I'm the one watching you." 

	  

	With a photo of a naked woman, except for her high heels, inside a glass case, with a man looking at her, as if she were an animal in a zoo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I want you to meet Lidia this Saturday and go out with her," my boss ordered me. 

	-I don't understand you. You mean me... with her... alone? Are you saying you won't come with us? -I asked incredulously. 

	-That's right, that's right. I want you two to go out. I think you need to get to know each other better. I told you I wanted you to write her a thank you letter. I guess you haven't gotten around to it yet, have you? 

	I shook my head; I was still processing what he had told me. 

	-It's better this way. Wait a few weeks before writing it. 

	I nodded dumbly - the letter to Lidia! She had told me in Switzerland and I had forgotten it. Or perhaps, unconsciously, I had repressed the memory. I didn't feel like writing a thank-you letter to that bitch, especially after she dared to play with my husband in our own house. I didn't dislike Lidia, not at all. She was sweet and funny. In a way, she was a vision of what I might have been like twenty years ago, judging by how I was now. As a teenager, I had spent much of my school years in boarding school. Not all my classmates had been as meek as I was. But judging by the way I was now, it would have been easy for me to go wild. Who would have thought it, when I was a bookworm who was forced to get up early in the morning to attend chapel services? And yet, in the end I ended up like that, as I am now. No, I didn't dislike Lidia; on the contrary, I liked her. But that did not take away the fact that she was a bitch who tried to play with what was not hers and I was not willing to thank her for it. 

	  

	*** 

	Anonymous: 

	"It has been almost four months since Gerardo introduced Lidia into your relationship. I suppose you have asked yourself many times why he did it and what was his objective then to introduce her into your lives. Do you think he had already planned it? Do you think that the meeting with her at that party was not casual? From her attitude, Lidia looks like a professional, despite her youth and it is likely that she works as an escort. Do you think that after this time Gerardo is now using her for purposes other than the original ones and what would they be?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Something like that I have thought too, although curiously my husband says they are conspiranoid ghosts of mine. I don't know if she is an escort, a sugar girl or just a girl with unusual paraphilias whom we met by chance or Gerardo contacted through some kind of specialized social network to invite her to the event. She is very simple and straightforward, but also sweet and innocent and yet she instantly changes and is daring and even perverse. It's honestly baffling and very hard to classify her. I don't know what she is, but I'm not going to question Gerardo either, although like you I have the feeling that it was not by chance that we met her at that party.  

	However, I believe that if it was something planned by Gerardo, it was planned by him alone, without his friend Manolo knowing about it. Although Manolo is his best friend -as far as I know-, Gerardo likes to manipulate him, as I have experienced in my own flesh. Gerardo certainly likes to play with people -manipulate them, if you will- or as he likes to say, influence them. It may not sound good, but I have to say that he doesn't do it to cause harm, although he does it for fun and to take advantage (which is what he enjoys). 

	Assuming it was something planned by Gerardo, I can't tell you to what extent he really had it all planned and to what extent it may have come up as he went along. 

	But as I was saying, I'm not sure about anything and I don't want to confront him with this either. After all, it could be that Gerardo simply wants to have a threesome with another girl and see me with another woman. These are very common fantasies among men, don't you think? And that Lidia, despite her youth, doesn't dislike older, powerful men and domination-submission games, isn't such a rarity either. At least, I don't think I'm the only one who's into this. 

	But yes, although I try not to think too much about Lidia's origin, I can't deny that I haven't questioned her whole story. Willing to get lost in my conspiracy theories (I'm very prone to it; another thing is that I try to suppress those thoughts), I've even gone so far as to think that my husband might be in on it, although in that case I wouldn't know if it will have happened more than he initially thought or if it will also have been part of his plan. 

	As a friend of mine used to say, "It takes me less time to believe it than it does to figure it out. So, I'm not going to obsess about it or invest effort in it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Saturday night Lidia showed up punctually at our house. Fortunately, our daughter had gone to a concert. The doorbell rang and my husband rushed to open the door for her. I looked at him with a disapproving face. 

	-It's because of the neighbors," he excused himself, shrugging his shoulders like a fool. 

	My withering look made him sit back down on the sofa. I would open the door of the house for him. My husband didn't need to get too excited. 

	I opened the door and looked out. It was already dark, but the light from the street lamp in front of the house was bright enough for me to see Lidia trotting towards me on her high heels. You had to hand it to her, the girl had a great figure, but, above all, she knew how to make the most of it. Despite the cold, she was wearing only a tight dress that was too short. Something caught my eye and I looked down. Her beautiful legs were sheathed in fishnet boots that reminded me a lot of mine, the ones I had had to leave abandoned on the beach -much to my regret- by order of Gerardo. I looked at them. They were the same flesh color as mine, but, although they looked very similar, they were not the same. I still remembered them well and I could detect several differences. 

	-Lidia greeted me with a sensual voice and a carefree tone. 

	I was startled. I had been so entranced looking at her boots that I hadn't realized she had planted herself in front of me. With one arm she wrapped around my waist and pulled me to her. With the hand of the other arm she caressed the back of my neck. She caressed or held -that depends on how you want to interpret her intentions-. She took advantage of my gawking to kiss me on the mouth. My tongue responded instinctively, but then I regained full consciousness and became aware of the situation. Alarmed and embarrassed, I tried to get rid of her. You can't kiss me here, at the front door of my house! What would happen if the neighbors saw us? I couldn't get out of her embrace, but at least I was able to maneuver her into the house and close the door. Her tongue was still fluttering with impunity in my mouth, dancing nonchalantly with mine. 

	-I've missed you," said Lidia. I hope you missed me too. -She took my hand and walked into the living room, as if she owned the house.  

	I followed her with my mind still trying to process what had happened and the scare I had gotten, thinking about the neighbors. What if they had seen us? 

	Daniel stood up and greeted Lidia with two kisses. 

	-How are you doing, champ? -asked the bitch to my husband. 

	I could see that at the same time she asked the question, her free hand felt my husband's crotch. Was she checking that he was still wearing the chastity device she had put on him? 

	-Do you... do you want something to drink? -my husband asked politely. 

	Rather than asking, he stammered. I could tell he was trying hard not to blatantly devour her with his eyes. I hadn't noticed before, but at that moment I noticed that the dress Lidia was wearing had several side slits on one side that, rather than suggesting, showed a lot of skin. 

	Lidia put her index finger to her lips and hesitated about what to answer. Just as she was about to answer, my cell phone rang. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, Gema. I hope you don't get mad, if I bother you a little. You were saying that you love anal sex, but you won't let Daniel do it to you. If Daniel wanted to have anal sex, I mean, really wanted it, so much so, that maybe he would think about going to another woman to have it, because you won't let him, then, under these circumstances, would you have anal sex with Daniel, before I would look for another woman for that? Forgive my bluntness." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I wouldn't have it with him no matter how much he asked me. I especially wouldn't have it if he asked me. If I ever wanted to have anal sex with him, it would be something that would come out of me and it wouldn't be at his insistence.Who knows? Maybe he'll allow it someday. And maybe I'll stop being hotwife from that day on. As for my husband's supposed urges that you hypothesize with, there are other ways on how to solve them." 

	  

	With a moving image of a woman gesturing with a pair of scissors. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Silence reigned as my cell phone's ringtone music played. I had customized the ringtone. My husband knew very well what it sounded like, as he too had personalized his cell phone with the same ringtone, Gerardo's ringtone. 

	-Hello, boss," I replied. 

	Gerardo didn't like the whole calling him Master or anything like that. He preferred me to address him either by his name or by calling him boss, depending on the situation. Yes, you are my boss, in every sense. 

	-Hello, Gema, has Lidia arrived yet? -asked my boss, as if he had a sixth sense. 

	-Yes, he just did. 

	-Good. I like punctuality. Has he delivered your bag yet? 

	I didn't quite understand her question. I looked at Lidia and noticed that she was carrying a paper bag hanging from one shoulder, like the ones they give out in clothing stores. 

	-No, not yet," I replied. 

	What will be inside? Curiosity is one of my greatest weaknesses. However, I did not dare to ask. It is well known that curiosity killed the cat and it was not convenient to give Gerardo a chance to bargain with things or information. 

	-Well... it's all right. Listen to me: the instructions for tonight are very simple. I want you to have a great time. I want you both to have a great time. Do you understand me? 

	I nodded dumbly, as if he might notice my gesture through the phone's microphone. 

	-Yes," I confirmed. Sure, boss," I quickly added. 

	-No, I don't think you understand. I want you to have a great time and I want you to show her a great time. You're going out together, but not as friends, but as a couple. And I hope it's authentic. 

	Authentic? How could I do that? I wasn't a lesbian. I wasn't even bisexual. It was true that I had had sex with Lidia and even with other women at the party in Switzerland, but it had always been on Gerardo's (or another man's) orders. I didn't consider that made me bisexual in the sense of being able to develop romantic feelings for people of my own sex. "Authentic," echoed his voice in my mind. How do you do that? 

	-It's going to be easier than you think," Gerardo replied to my unspoken question. You just have to convince yourself and believe it. Trust me, it won't be that hard. But just in case, I warn you: Lidia will let me know if what you have made her feel, she has felt it in a genuine way, if you have managed to reach her heart and not only her pussy. I know you do the latter very well. At least Gertrud told me so. But tonight I need you to make her feel very special and you can only do that if you feel that way. 

	I did not know who Gertrud was, but I sensed that she could only be the wife of the wicked Klaus. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Because of you I knew what a hotwife was and the difference of swinger Because of you I knew that there are whores that can change the world and that sex is a force that can do it. Because of you and your husband I ratified that love and sex are different things Because of your stories I have pepper in the nights. You are one of those who leave a mark on the world. Although perhaps for me you are unreachable, I want you to know that you are the best of my nights. Just kisses. THANK YOU." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hi. Thank you very much for this comment. It made me very happy, after the harsh criticism I get from others. Too bad you don't leave your name. A big kiss for you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had spread the clothes from the bag Lidia had given me on the bed. It was a very short dress, made of a very thin, almost transparent fabric, totally unsuitable for the weather of the moment. It had no cleavage, but was completely covered at the front. On the other hand, the back part left the back naked, all the way down. I was paralyzed, thoughtful, meditating about the dress, about Lidia and about what Gerardo had proposed me to do. I was uncomfortable that Lidia had stayed downstairs with my husband while I had gone upstairs to change, but at that moment it was secondary. Why would Gerard want that from me? Of all the perversities I could have expected him to propose to me, I could never have imagined that one. Authentic. He wants it to be authentic. Why had Gerardo preferred that we go out together, instead of meeting him and having a threesome? Where was the logic in that? What exactly was expected of me, and above all, why? For some reason, pretending for one night that Lidia and I were a couple made me more uncomfortable than anything I had experienced on my crazy trip to Switzerland. {Except Gerardo doesn't take kindly to you pretending}.  

	I considered calling my boss to ask him about all this so that he could clarify it for me. I felt extremely insecure and bewildered, but I didn't dare to contradict him. I didn't expect that. Not that. It wasn't that I was afraid of him or anything like that. It was simply that it seemed to me that I would not be living up to what he expected of me and what he deserved if I called him to question his instructions. I was petrified. My body felt stiff and didn't seem to want to move and my mind was spinning in circles, circling the same subject without making any progress. Make it real. 

	-Gerardo? 

	-Yes? 

	-I'm Gema," I said foolishly, not that I didn't know who I was. I had finally mustered up the courage to call him. May I ask you something? -I asked, ignoring the fact that the phrase was already a question in itself. 

	-Of course, Gema. You can always ask me. But let me guess: You want to know why I asked you that and why I place so much value on both you and her truly feeling it. 

	-I just don't understand what you're trying to do. I want to do it, of course, but I want to understand better why. Surely if I understand it, it will be easier for me. 

	No, I didn't want to do that. What I wanted was to pass that test and make him proud of me. I knew that, if I didn't succeed, it would be more of a failure on my part than Lidia's. 

	-See, you just answered yourself there. The reason I want this is precisely because it's not easy for you. You are still uncomfortable with having sex with another woman. And yet, I know it's something you like and secretly desire. That's why I need you to let go of your self-imposed limitations and be comfortable with this, with your sexuality and with your emotions. I want you to feel it natural to have sex with another woman, just as I want you to feel other things as natural. -Gerardo was silent for a few seconds, making me remember everything else he wanted from me. You know what I mean, but don't worry, I won't say it; I know you're not ready to hear those words as something natural yet. That's why I need you not to fake it, but to really feel it, because only then will you be able to take a step forward. 

	-Do you... do you want me to act... amorous with Lidia? -I couldn't believe what he was asking me. I loved my husband. In a way, I loved Gerardo too. But I wasn't sure I had any more room in my heart for a third person, not even for one night. What if I had to displace someone from my heart to make it real? What if I had to do it, even if it was just for tonight? 

	-Not that you act, but that you feel in love with her, at least for tonight. 

	-And how do you do that? I mean I really want to try, but I don't know how not to act and make it authentic. how do I do that? 

	-It's not as hard as you think. Remember the sales course I gave you? Remember what I told you about how to prepare yourself before going to see or talk to a customer? 

	-Yes, of course. More or less. 

	-Tell me, what did I teach you? 

	-I didn't really know what speed had to do with bacon. You mean, apart from finding out about the client, searching on Google, Facebook and LinkedIn and updating me on any dealings you've had with our company, right? 

	-Of course. 

	-Yes, ahem... -You... you taught me to think of three good things about the client. Three things to admire him for. 

	-That's right. Good girl. But not quite. Not three things to admire him for, but three things to admire him for. Those are three things you have to believe in yourself. If you don't believe in it, it's no good. Everybody has good things and bad things. It's about focusing on the good things, but it's about doing it in a sincere way and not in a self-serving way, otherwise it doesn't work. 

	-Of course, of course. 

	-And what do you get if you find those three things and you really believe in them and admire the person for that? 

	-That... that I manage to have a positive and sincere attitude towards her, something that will help establish a basis of mutual trust. 

	-And you think it would be hard for you to find three good things about Lidia? Three things to admire her for in all sincerity? Three things to even fall in love with her for? 

	-Eh... no... I don't think that... it's... difficult... for me. But I don't think that's why I fell in love with her. Or anyone else. Nor would I want to. You know that. 

	-Of course not. I don't want you to fall in love with her. No, that's not what I want. Why would I want that? Nor is the exercise I told you about intended to make you open a fan club for each client and become their president. It's just a mental trick - tricky but sincere - that helps in the moment. I just want you to make Lidia feel an authentic magical night and for you to feel it too. 

	-One night? 

	-One night. Show her a good time and have a good time. Tomorrow, hate her if you must. But tonight, love her. 

	-But... is she in love with me? 

	-Lidia? -Gerardo laughed, "I don't know! -My boss continued laughing. Lidia... is a very special girl. A crazy goat at times, a sweet and unprotected princess at other times, a depraved woman at others. Lidia is everything at once. Don't worry, Lidia knows what this is all about, but I'm sure she's going to enjoy it in a genuine way. That's just the way she is, you know. Can you do it too? 

	There was my boss comparing me to her again, spurring me on so I wouldn't fall behind. I recognized perfectly well when she did it, but it served me just as well as if I ignored it. 

	-Gema," Gerardo interrupted my silence, "She deserves this award. Make her feel good, please. And you deserve to feel it to move forward and to prepare yourself for what's coming. Don't let me down. 

	-I will. I mean, I won't let you down! I promise," I assured him. 

	I was about to tell him "I'll try", but I repressed that automatism. I knew Gerardo didn't like the word try. "Either you do it or you don't," he used to say. "You can do it and fail. But if you try, you've already failed." 

	-Well, then put on that dress, if you haven't already, and think of three things. When you leave the room, you will be completely transformed. -Gerardo said no more and left me alone again with my silence and my thoughts. But he didn't hang up. Gema," my boss broke the silence again, after about a minute of reflection. 

	-Yes? 

	-You are the best. Make me proud of you. I trust you. Enjoy! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog (with black and white photo of two women in lingerie on the street, under an umbrella, kissing): 

	"In many things we are the same, in others we are so different. For example, the self-confidence and energy that Lidia is suddenly capable of showing, despite her innocent appearance, I have never had and I don't think I ever will have. I have always been more passive." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I went down to the living room. The clacking of heels echoed down the stairwell. I had put on light sandals with a very high heel. Three good things? Gerardo was right, it wasn't that hard for me.  

	I found Lidia sitting on my husband's leg. That caused an arrhythmia in my steps. Three good things? Three good things! I focused my mind again on everything I liked about her. They were just chatting, laughing a little.  

	They both looked at me. Lidia whistled appreciatively. My husband, as usual, said nothing. He was more introverted, but his eyes betrayed his thoughts and that he had not yet seen the back of the dress. Lidia got up and walked towards me. She stood in front of me and took my face in her hands. Her eyes bore into mine and she looked deeply into mine. 

	-But how beautiful you are! -she said in a low tone of voice, but loud enough for my husband to hear her. 

	Involuntarily, I blushed. I didn't know if it was merely because of his compliment or because I knew how - on Gerardo's orders - I was supposed to feel from that moment on. Is it possible that the three good things trick was already having its effect? 

	-Turn around so we can see you," Lidia proposed. 

	I made a three hundred and sixty degree turn. When I returned to my starting point, my husband's mouth was hanging open. I liked being able to surprise him from time to time. And I liked being the center of his attention. I smiled and winked at him. Thanks to Lidia Daniel looked at me with those eyes. Three good things. 

	-Come, I have a surprise for you! 

	Another one? 

	Lidia turned and turned her back to me, then pushed her hair out of the way. The straps of the dress were short sleeves below her shoulders. Lidia pushed her hair aside and pulled one sleeve down a bit to expose a little more of her back. 

	-Do you like it? -he asked expectantly. 

	-What is it? Have you got a tattoo? -On her back was painted the image of two fairies with pretty butterfly wings, kissing tenderly and with three little hearts floating in the air. Do you like it? -Lidia insisted. There's one just like it for you! -she exclaimed with genuine joy. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Have you noticed that despite your insistence on highlighting only your relationship with Gerardo and hiding your husband, most of the people who write to you consider Daniel the most important character in your story? And I would add that he is also the most appreciated by almost all your followers." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And no wonder. Although hidden, he is the real protagonist." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	A tattoo for me? Wait a minute... That was going too far. Not for all the love in the world! {But Gerardo said that...} 

	-Look! -said Lidia to my husband. 

	Daniel stood up and walked over to inspect his shoulder closely. Too close, but that was the least of my worries at the moment. 

	-It's me and Gema! -she exclaimed and laughed mischievously, but with real enthusiasm. Doesn't it look good? -Without waiting for my husband's answer, Lidia took me by the hand and led me to the bathroom. I'm going to put one just like it on you," she said to me in the hallway, loud enough for Daniel to hear. You're excited, aren't you? 

	-A tattoo? -I swallowed saliva. 

	-No, of course not! A sticker! It's great, it's like a tattoo, but for one night. It's like a tattoo, but for one night. Come! 

	Without giving me a chance to respond or object, Lidia maneuvered me to lean over the sink and pushed my hair away from my back. 

	-Do you want to put it on him? -He asked my husband, "Yes, you'd better put it on him," she said, without giving him the chance to answer. Get me a sponge. 

	Gerardo had given me tits and a necklace. And now Lidia was going to mark me with a tattoo. The least important thing was that it wasn't permanent. And on top of that, my husband would put it on me. It was as if my husband was giving me to her. What if I had no more room in my heart, Daniel? 

	  

	*** 

	fandegemma: 

	"Hello, dear Gema. Sorry for my absence these last few weeks, but I've finally been able to catch up again. As you know, I am always worried about your husband's feelings and I would like to ask you a question, if I may: What feelings does your relationship with Gerardo produce in Daniel? Is it fear of losing you? Is it jealousy? Is it respect? Is it gratitude towards him, for making you feel different things than when you are with him? Or hate? Or is it a mixture of several feelings? Thank you and a kiss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not easy to discern. And even less so now with Lidia. I think even he himself doesn't fully know. 

	Generally speaking, I think he is proud of himself for giving me this opportunity to experiment with different men. I am referring to the general hotwife lifestyle, not specifically Gerardo. We both had little experience with the opposite sex before we met and married. I have had one formal boyfriend, who deflowered me. I had only been with him before I met my husband and I hadn't even made out with other guys (except for a little booty call with one, but that hardly counts). My husband in turn was deflowered by me. He had had several flings with other girls before me, but no penetrative sex. So, our experiences were similar, though different. My husband felt that, at this point almost halfway through life, after almost four decades together, it was time to broaden our experiences and introduce some element of surprise into our life. And that's what he's proud of, that I have the opportunity to experience and, in that way, he through me. And although he does not have those experiences in the first person, he ends up benefiting from them beyond the mere story, because thanks to them I have learned things - I have opened myself to new things - from which he ends up benefiting directly. 

	With respect to Gerardo, I think he understands that he gives me something that he cannot give me, as it is not in his nature. It is something I need to feel complete and although perhaps I would like my husband to give it to me, I know that I can't ask for something from an elm tree. Everyone is as they are. Gerardo contributes to me in that aspect and he is happy that I am like that, although sometimes I wish he could give it to me. 

	I don't think he has a real fear of losing me. The tingle will be there, but we both know that in addition to passionate love - which is an emotion and as such can fluctuate and have ups and downs - there is also a commitment of loyalty between us. He is happy to see me happy. I think he considers that what Gerardo brings me is his own work, after all, although if not directly, then at least indirectly. That is, in a way, Gerardo is an extension of him. I don't think Gerardo would agree with that, but, although perhaps not one hundred percent, there is some truth in this. 

	What he doesn't like so much is when I make comparisons. That is perhaps a mistake of mine, although I do it to prod him: partly to stimulate those cuckold feelings that always live in an eternal contradiction and partly to try to encourage certain things in him. He knows he has things to improve -he is well aware of that-, but as I said, maybe sometimes I am asking for pears from an elm tree. 

	Oddly enough, Gerardo's dominance roll with me turns him on. Maybe at some time long ago he dreamed of doing similar things with me, but it didn't work out. I'm referring to the times before he took the step to be a hotwife. Although in the day to day domestic routine I could be considered to have been rather submissive, on a sexual level with him I have never been able to be submissive. I don't know why, but that's the way it is. And yet, with other men -especially with Gerardo- I am. And those stories of what I do under his orders excite him greatly. A silly detail is for example the plug-cola thing that Gerardo makes me wear, even sometimes to work. Or that he tells me when to go with or without panties. Or that he dictates to me sometimes when I should sleep with that co-worker I get along with so well (you know who I mean). That it comes out of me to sleep with that co-worker, excites my husband, but that at any given moment Gerardo orders me to do it, turns him on, even if he doesn't admit it and makes a bad face.  

	He is also very excited about the photos. What makes him sad is that Gerardo is so possessive with them and hardly passes us any (they are a nice souvenir to immortalize my beauty, as my husband often says), but it excites him a lot when he takes them. He is especially excited about those in which the photographer's dominance over me can be glimpsed, and even more so if they are outdoors. Evidently, he knows that after the photo shoot I will have sex with the photographer and that there is something in that way of having sex that he can't give me directly, but that after all he is offering me indirectly." 

	  

	And it gets on his nerves when I occasionally post a photo on my blog, especially because he senses that Gerardo is the one who tells me which photo to upload and when to publish it. 

	  

	[Gemma, what if you're wrong about all this? What if you interpret his bad face as a false act of rebellion, as something within the game, when in fact it's not?] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I love the way it looks on you, and especially that we're both wearing the same one," Lidia declared. The sweet young woman turned me around and she turned around too, so that our backs faced Daniel, showing him our fake tattoos. What do you think? -she asked. I didn't know if she had asked me or him, "Maybe someday we should get a real one.  

	Lidia wiggled her ass from side to side and clapped herself for her unhappy idea. She was a crazy girl with a new toy. But she was a real girl, impulsive but full of excitement, cute and transgressive. And despite her apparent craziness, she was also intelligent and cultured. And she was a good kisser. Better than anyone. Three good things? How many good things am I up to now? 

	-I'm going to call an Uber," said Lidia, picking up her phone. Ready! He'll be here in... less than ten minutes. But before we go, I have one last thing for you. -The last sentence had been said in a serious tone. Suddenly the crazy cheerfulness in her voice had disappeared. Lidia took a small box from her purse and opened it. Turn around, will you? 

	It was a necklace. Specifically, it was a black ribbon that bore as its only adornment a small pendant that was in the shape of three linked spirals, each ending in a small black jewel. It resembled the Celtic sun symbol, but I knew it was not. Lidia looked me in the eye and offered me the little box with the necklace. A few eternal seconds passed without us saying anything, just looking into each other's eyes. I remembered Gerardo's words, urging me to make her feel good that night. I took the necklace in my hands. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Your answer about Daniel's fear of losing you is contradictory and lacking in logic. If his fear of losing you is increasing every day, it is quite impossible that his certainty that this will not happen will increase. There is no objective certainty about a future event; both certainty and fear are sensations and they are opposites. If fear increases, security decreases. If indeed Daniel's fear of losing you is increasing day by day, it is because there is a high percentage of probability that it will happen." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Emotions are not guided by logic, and a cuckold's emotions are even less so. Or what kind of fucking logic do you think a cuckold follows when he'd rather watch his wife get fucked than make love to her himself?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia threw the empty box on the sofa, next to my husband, without taking her eyes off my eyes. She then brushed my hands with hers. I was still holding the necklace halfway up with my two hands, as if it were the most precious gift in the world. Lidia took the necklace and touched my arm to make me turn around. With her fingers she brushed my bare back, up and down my spine, shuddering me as only my husband knew how to do. He did it even better than Gerardo. Finally he fastened the collar around my neck. Involuntarily, my hands reached up to touch it, as if doubting it was real. Lidia caressed my hands with hers. I held my breath. I looked at my husband and realized that he was also holding his, silently observing the scene before his eyes. Suddenly the giggles and winks were behind us. Lidia kissed my back with her soft lips. They were brushing like the wings of a butterfly. I exhaled slowly, turning my lips into a pout. I looked at my husband. He wasn't faking it for his voyeuristic pleasure; Lidia really knew how to turn me on. She was doing it in a different way to a man, much less sexual and much more sensual. I closed my eyes. 

	Lidia left my back and stood in front of me again. She took another small box out of her purse and opened it. Inside was an identical necklace. 

	-For you to put it on me. It would mean a lot to me," she said softly. She was shaken. 

	I looked into her eyes. Either she was a very good actress or she really meant what she said and did. What did wearing two identical necklaces like that make us? Sisters? Lovers? Sister-lovers? Sister-submissive-lovers? How complicated was that! It would have been so much simpler if Lidia didn't put so much seemingly sincere emotion into it. Even the Swiss thing was seeming simpler to me. There I had given free rein to my depraved fantasies. It had been pure sex, but this was going down emotionally. And on top of that, I was supposed to feel it too and not just act it out. It was much easier to go into submissive mode for a while than to do that. Plus, it seemed like he was managing to rub off on me with his feelings. The gravity of the situation and the silence that reigned were overwhelming. 

	I took the necklace from the box. Lidia threw the empty box on the couch. Or at least she tried to. This time she didn't look where she was throwing it either; her eyes were fixed on mine. But this time she missed and ended up hitting my husband in the face who, gawking, had no reflexes to stop it.  

	Lidia turned around and offered me her back and with it also the fake tattoo of the two beautiful fairies kissing. Without a doubt, it was us on the sticker. No, there was no one who kissed like her. I pushed her hair aside and put the necklace on her. Imitating my previous gesture - on purpose or unconsciously - her hands went to her neck to touch the necklace I had put on her, giving it with that simple gesture the value of a symbol of I didn't know exactly what. I took her hands in mine and caressed them. Irremediably, my lips rested on the soft skin of her back. I inhaled the scent of her sweet perfume-sweet but with a hint of pepper. Lidia turned to me and looked into my eyes again. 

	-I love you," he said with complete serenity but also with longing and hope. 

	Her two words caught me by surprise and I hesitated how to answer her. Do you love me? Do I love you? [No]. I thought of the three good things about her. Or the four. Or all five. But yet, of all those things, the one that stuck in my mind was her kisses. "Do it, but don't try," Gerardo's motto echoed in my head. "Make me proud of you," echoed his words in my mind. I looked away from my husband for a moment. Daniel was gawking and gawking at us. I was sure the fool was getting off on the situation, fixating solely on our skin and our movements. But he was completely ignoring the most important plane, where all the real action was actually taking place. {The very fool is a man; it's not his fault he didn't notice that}. The fault in any case was mine, for not having been able to bring out his feminine side more. I wasn't calling him a fool in a derogatory way, but because I was sorry I couldn't share with him fully the meaning of the moment. It was perhaps a fleeting moment, a one-night-only moment, but it was the moment after all. 

	-I love you too," I finally answered Lidia, moments before our lips merged in a deep and long kiss, convinced at that moment of my words. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema. Personally, for me the most interesting parts of your blog are when you share your thoughts about Daniel and how you and he got started. Daniel seems to be quite a complex person. I hope it's not too personal to ask, but was it between you and Daniel a kind of love at first sight? How was Daniel able to win your heart? Based on your description here, I get the impression that you were both relatively young when you became a loving couple. was that the case?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It wasn't strictly speaking at first sight, but almost. We were in our early twenties and at the moment of our first kiss something magical happened and we both fell deeply in love at that very moment. How did he win my heart? It's hard to analyze the magic, but I guess it was because of his gaze, because of his calm way of speaking and listening to me and because I felt that behind it all there was something much more tender than the lustful desire of the moment." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Don't you like my girlfriend? Isn't she hot? -Lidia asked my husband cheerfully. She didn't even put the word girlfriend in quotation marks. 

	We had stopped kissing. She had taken my hand and turned to my husband. Suddenly, her voice was again that of that naughty, impulsive child, innocent but direct, unabashed. Lidia's character changes were disconcerting, though not irritating. Suddenly, she had put sensuality aside and opened the window to let in a breath of fresh air full of vitality and a desire for adventure. 

	"My girlfriend," he had said. Yes, for one night I would be his girlfriend. That was what I had committed to with Gerardo. I blushed for a few seconds, but tried to hide it. I let go of his hand, put both my hands on his shoulder and rested my head on my arms, looking at my husband, smiling at him and daring him to react in some way. His girlfriend. I winked at my husband, I told Lidia that I love her, in front of him! I felt naughty, but also in love. But Daniel wasn't jealous and I certainly hoped he would be much less so if it was a woman. A woman! I blushed again. 

	-Be good! -Lidia warned my husband, pointing her finger at his crotch, where his little bird was still caged. 

	-That's right, behave yourself! -I repeated. 

	-The Uber is about to arrive. We'd better go over our faces first, don't you think? -Lidia proposed and headed to the toilet with me holding her hand. 

	The giggles and high-pitched screams made my husband peek out to see what was going on. Lidia had pushed me and tickled my ribs while trying to paint my lips and I had given it back to her like a couple of teenagers. Despite this and perhaps because I had more practice or pragmatism in grooming myself than she did, I finished brushing myself up before she did and left the restroom.  

	I took advantage of the moment without her to ask my husband if he was okay. Daniel answered with a thumbs up. His desire was to see me in a lesbian scene with Lidia. Gerardo had barely let him see anything and although my husband wished for more, what he had just seen had pleased him. No doubt he was hoping to see more when we returned, taking advantage of the fact that we were at our house and not Gerardo's. I was glad I had been able to offer him the chance to see more. I was glad I had been able to offer him what I thought would be a foretaste. But you won't see anything else, Daniel. Although... maybe I do want to share with you what I think I'm going to feel in my heart when I get back to her. We'll see. The trip to Switzerland had made Daniel angry with Gerardo and me. I blamed him on the one hand for exposing me to uncontrollable risk with strangers in the forest. And me for letting myself be exposed like that. "Bad mother," he called me, and rightly so. And, on the other hand, he was annoyed that Gerardo had made me have sex with other women again, without him being able to see anything, after he hadn't allowed his eyes to see the lustful part with Lidia the last time either. 

	We left the house holding hands. I was still afraid that a neighbor might see us, but I tried to reassure myself. After all, it wasn't that unusual for two girls to hold hands; it didn't necessarily mean anything. On the contrary, we were too provocative in our dresses. I had tried to take a coat, both to cover myself and to protect myself from the cold, but Lidia had said that it wouldn't be necessary, since we would be moving by Uber, and she had reminded me that she didn't wear one either. At home, in my neighborhood, I was a conservative, working mom. But a girl has a right to have fun once in a while, right? "If someone saw us, they might think we were going to a bachelorette party," I tried to convince myself. What was already harder to explain was the fact that I was about twenty years older than Lidia. I could be her mother! Certainly, I was often told that I was younger, and the way Lidia was made up, she could look older, which reduced the apparent age difference between us. Anyway, it was a difficult situation to understand, but it was also true that the refreshing Lidia made me feel younger. Her craziness was dangerously contagious. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gemma. You said you feel ashamed about some of your fantasies and you don't want Daniel to hear them. Can you specify why? Are you afraid Daniel will think differently about you? Daniel loves you, I doubt he will be surprised. Another thing: When you masturbate, do you ever think about your husband? You never mention Daniel in that regard. Forgive my curiosity. It's always fascinating to hear from you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, it's just that with buglers you do different things than with husbands. For my husband I'm his wife, his princess... his queen. But for the goreador I'm just his slut and that's fine like that. So, there are things, there are fantasies, that for the moment it's better that my husband doesn't know about. Trust is good, but that doesn't take away the right to privacy. Yes, I think of my husband many times when I masturbate - in fact, he is almost always present in my thoughts... in some way - but if I'm honest, the mental image I have in those moments is not let's say conventional. Someone else is always usually present - real or imaginary - and my husband participates, sometimes in a more passive way and sometimes in a more active way." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We went out in the Malasaña area of Madrid and walked around several of its bars, always hugging or holding hands. Little by little my embarrassment diminished, although, to tell the truth, it never disappeared completely. There was always something there that made me blush. Certainly, people didn't see anything strange in the fact that two girls were together, holding hands, but evidently it didn't stop there. 

	One of the mandatory stops was the mythical disco-pub Penta. I already knew the joint and it brought back memories of other times, memories of my beginnings with Silvestre. The Penta still played the same kind of music, but I had changed since then; I had evolved. Penta's music was the music of my time, including the famous La Chica de Ayer song. Interestingly, Lidia also knew all those songs and chanted them loudly with me. How long had it been since I had gone out with a woman? I didn't mean sexually, but as friends. A friend. Lidia was fun like few people, a whirlwind that swept me along. My lover. I remembered when I had been with Silvestre and my husband at the local. It had been fun, but it had been different. The sexual plane had always been very present and also the competition between my two males, despite the predefined roles of dominant lover and submissive husband. With Lidia it was different. We simply laughed, danced, caressed each other with total naturalness. I was finding it unreal how easily I had adapted to the situation. No doubt it had a lot to do with the way she was, so simple and straightforward. My girlfriend. 

	Some guys approached us with the apparent intention of hitting on us. Of course, it wasn't like it used to be. In my day, it would have been a nest of vultures and we would have been the prey. But it seemed that now the guys didn't want to take the initiative and make the first move. "Equality effects," I guessed. Lidia and I played along and chatted for a while with them. The guys weren't bad, and for an instant I entertained the possibility that we might hook up with them, but it had only been for an insignificant instant. For tonight, I already had a date: Lidia. 

	Alaska's song played, the one that asked who cared what I did. Lidia picked up my half-drunk glass and handed it and hers to one of the guys to hold, cutting him off in the middle of something he was saying to us. He turned to me and his hands came to rest on my hips. We began to dance somewhat wildly, but more and more together, until eventually we ended up dancing a slow dance to that song, which didn't go with the beat at all. My lips came to hers and we kissed. I closed my eyes. I felt my nipples get hard and how I started to get wet between my legs. For some reason, it always happened when she kissed me. Maybe it was simply for the morbidity and the novelty of kissing another woman, but it hadn't happened to me in the same way at the party in Switzerland. There, I had kissed other women, but always at someone's direction, never by myself. His hands caressed my bare back, running up and down it with his fingertips like a light breeze. Only my husband knew how to shiver me like that. Gerardo was getting closer, but he didn't do it the same way. Lidia, yes, my husband and my girlfriend. My girlfriend tonight. 

	We turn to the tune of music. Not Alaska's music, but our own inner music. It had been so long since I had had such a good time, me with a woman! At the nuns' boarding school we were all girls and I hadn't seen or participated in or even thought of anything lesbian, unlike in American fraternity movies. Me with a woman! It was something that still escaped my comprehension. And even more it escaped me that it ended up seeming so natural to me, without prejudice to that hint of embarrassment that I still felt irremediably, but which, to tell the truth, if anything, made it more exciting. Lidia didn't touch my ass or try any other obscenities. In that she was different from a male lover, who would no doubt have taken every opportunity to mark his territory. Silvestre had done so. But Lidia was content to caress my back and I was content to kiss her. Why do you kiss so well? Were we perhaps two soul mates, separated by age? Were we perhaps more alike than one might think, like a reflection in time, the Gem that could have been but wasn't and the Lidia that wasn't and now is? But no, not only had I not been like that at her age, but I could not have been. I had changed, I had evolved, but to do so I had had to walk a path. Lidia, on the other hand, seemed to have been born crazy, perverted, refreshing, disturbing, seductive. What have you lived to be like that, precious? Her wildness and sexual proclivities didn't seem appropriate for her age. What's your story? I was asking with sincere interest in her person. 

	  

	"See, you didn't find it so hard to love her authentically for one night," Gerardo's voice rang in my mind, anticipating what he would undoubtedly say to me when I saw him. 

	"Are you proud of me?", I asked quietly. 

	"Yes, I am. But not because you're kissing her, but because you've managed to do it with total sincerity and without any pretense. You've accepted that everyone knows what you are. You don't mind them seeing your tattoo. You don't mind if they recognize the symbol on your necklace. You have accepted yourself. And it's only a step toward what's truly ahead of you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"In one of your last posts you said, if I understand correctly, that Daniel is no longer a "real man" and deserves to be punished. Are you losing respect for him? It is unclear if you have stopped having sex with Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I'm not losing respect for him. I'm just helping him to feel what I feel, something he has always wanted, which is to be able to share my emotions with me much more. Although every little animal requires different training. What works for me doesn't necessarily work for him. Therein lies the difficulty. 

	PS: I have not stopped having sex with my husband. There are many ways to have sex." 

	  

	With a picture of a man on all fours, with his head in a bowl, eating from it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	That kiss ended the night. Lidia said goodbye and took an Uber home and I did the same. Lidia had left me wanting more. I had assumed -or had hoped- that we would go home together to finish off the night and give Daniel the show he wanted to see so badly. But that had not been the case. Lidia drove off in an Uber, leaving a sudden emptiness inside me. My body still trembled with her vibrations. For an instant - I must admit it, if I want to be honest - I was tempted to ask the driver to take me to Gerardo's house to fill the void she had left and to proudly inform him of what I had done and how I felt. I doubted my husband would understand me. It's my fault, love. You're still not feminine enough and you only see the sexual part. Somehow, for a very brief moment, I felt that he would understand my situation better than my husband. There was a logic to it, for he had instigated it and knew details of my soul that were secret and should and would remain part of my intimacy. 

	I returned home and quietly got into bed. My husband was already asleep, but his sleep was light and he woke up despite my stealth. I was glad for that. I hadn't wanted to wake him, but I was glad to have him so I could talk to him. He had probably been waiting for us with one eye open and one eye closed, expectant to be able to witness his long-awaited show. If he was disappointed that it wasn't, it didn't show. I curled up next to him and he took me into his embrace. It felt good to feel home again, as the intensity of the vibrations gradually subsided. Daniel was anxious to know the details of my night with her, but I, rather than talk, simply wanted to feel his embrace. Almost with feminine sensibility, my husband understood without my having to explain and pulled me tight against him. His fingers caressed my shoulder.  

	Getting into - believe me - the role of being Lidia's girlfriend had been a great emotional effort, from which I was recovering in the arms of my only true love. Just like an actress who, in order to cry in front of the camera, must invoke sadness within herself and feel it, I had put myself in that role. I had tricked my own emotions and made myself believe something I knew was just for one night. Was it a test from Gerardo? {No doubt}. I snuggled closer to my husband and caressed his hairy chest. "Test passed," I said to myself with satisfaction. {Don't get happy too soon. You still have a long way to go and the hardest part is yet to come...}  

	There were things she was not yet ready to share or even admit. Fortunately, Daniel had always been of the opinion that everyone, even within a couple, was entitled to privacy and their little secrets. She admired that he was so understanding and generous and also so self-confident as to accept without getting angry or obsessed that there were things he didn't and shouldn't know. In fact, that had been one of the rules he himself had proposed to me early on in my hotwife beginnings. It was the 70 - 20 - 10 rule. Seventy percent of the things I did or thought I would tell him on the spot. But twenty percent, I could delay telling him until I saw fit. And ten percent... I could keep for myself. Of course, the percentages fluctuated at my whim. On this occasion, there was nothing I wanted to keep from him. Although I don't know if I can tell you that I really felt that I loved her. Only to my phone conversation with Gerardo and the words that had echoed in my mind did I want to apply the twenty percent rule: I would tell her about it later, perhaps for the first time when I published my account of the night on my blog.  

	Daniel was getting excited as I told him about my night with Lidia. In reality, there wasn't much to tell either, because except for some kissing and caressing, nothing had happened, at least not in terms of action. However, to my surprise, Daniel was focusing less on the events themselves, being more interested in our emotions. He asked several times if I really had feelings for her. He didn't ask out of jealousy - he assured me several times that he wasn't going to be jealous of a woman - but because he found it amazing. I explained to her how I had gotten it and that, even though I knew it was only one-night stand, I had felt it was real. There it is; I haven't hidden it from you or exaggerated it.  

	-You're going to be a lesbian in the end," she said with a chuckle. 

	In response, he took a nudge in his ribs. In compensation, my hand went down to his crotch, where I expected to find the chastity device that the wonderful Lidia had put on him. However, I stumbled first upon a thin cloth. 

	-Did you put on my panties? -I asked incredulously, after processing for a few seconds what I had felt. 

	-Uh... well... not exactly," my husband stammered. 

	-What do you mean, not exactly? -I asked. "You're a pig! -I exclaimed after realizing it. Of course, if they're not mine, they can only be the bitch's! She must have given them to him while I was changing in the bedroom. What else had happened? The infatuation had suddenly vanished, in a blast of unpleasant surprise and genuine jealousy. 

	-He told me to put them on," my husband tried to excuse himself. 

	-Of course! And you gladly obeyed him! - I accused him, "and you brought them here to our bed. 

	-I'm sorry," my husband apologized. 

	Actually, it wasn't fair for me to be mad at him for that. I realized that I hadn't taken off my necklace either. I hadn't done it on purpose. It must have slipped off because I was so tired. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I'm unveiling myself to your husband. He is a true genius. He knew he would be unemployed sooner rather than later. You had no income and your financial situation would become very complicated. Daniel knew about Gerardo and came up with the whole thing. A sublime plan". 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You think so?" 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"But what would be Nobel Prize-winning is that he has concocted the whole thing without you being aware of it, making you believe that you are the one making the decisions." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Literature Nobel, like Bob Dylan?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Now it's your turn to tell me what you did with that slut while I was upstairs in the bedroom. And you better tell me everything! -In my husband's case, the seventy-twenty-ten rule did not apply. 

	Daniel told me that Lidia had asked him if he wanted to see what panties she was wearing, to which he had obviously replied yes. Obviously!  

	"If I show them to you, you'll have to wear them next. Would you do that for me?" she had proposed.  

	After a few moments of hesitation, my husband had accepted her proposal. Lidia had pulled up her dress and removed her panties in front of him.  

	-And that turned you on, you little bastard? 

	-Yes," my husband admitted with conviction. 

	-Did you see his chirri, you pig? 

	-No, no," my husband denied, less convincingly. She didn't pull her dress up that high. 

	Next, Lidia had pressed her panties against his nose, so that he had inhaled her scent. Daniel admitted that he had inhaled deeply and had liked the smell. Lidia had made him stand up and pulled down his pants. Daniel confessed that Lidia had not only inspected his safety device, but had even fondled his balls. His cock had tried to get hard, but trapped in the device, it had only made him ache. Finally, she had put on her panties and Lidia had taken a picture of her.  

	-And at the moment of the photo, did you feel humiliated? -I asked. 

	-A little, yes," my husband admitted. 

	-And that turned you on? 

	Daniel did not answer. Instead, he shrugged his shoulders. 

	Lidia had come up to him and pressed herself against his body to whisper in his ear that he was driving her crazy with those panties. She had told him this while she was caressing his balls over the lingerie.  

	"You know, I like panties better than underpants. I long for the moment to take them off," he had whispered provocatively, brushing her pinna with his lips, taking advantage of the fact that I was in the bedroom, talking on the phone with Gerardo. 

	"And when are you going to take this other one away from me?" my husband had asked. 

	"Do you want me to take it from you?", Lidia had said to him, separating from him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Why are you taking out your frustrations on Daniel? Aren't you afraid he'll get bored with unfair punishments and say, "I don't play what you want anymore. Forget me in your games." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm afraid he'll get bored if I don't punish him." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	"I guess not," my husband had admitted quietly. 

	-Are you sure you told him that? -I tried to make sure, incredulous. Why don't you want me to take it off? -I asked in astonishment. 

	-Are you surprised? -my husband replied. Maybe you don't know me as well as you think," he added, "Maybe I have..." He didn't finish the sentence. Instead, he left it hanging in the air. It had almost sounded like a threat. I don't know. It just sounds like that's the end of the game," my husband finally replied. 

	-And you don't want it to end," I accused him. 

	Daniel shrugged his shoulders. 

	I didn't know whether to love or hate that angel who was an evil bitch. 

	  

	***  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If your husband got tired of your relationship with Gerardo and gave you the ultimatum to choose between Gerardo and him, what would you do? 1.) You would leave Gerardo and find another lover to Daniel's liking. 2.) You would leave Daniel and continue with Gerardo. 3.) You would continue with Gerardo behind Daniel's back. ) You would stop being a hotwife to annoy Daniel and deprive him of his fantasies." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"3+4 

	1.) No, because the decision of the lover is not the husband's, but the wife's decision. 2.) No, because this only makes sense with my husband. Besides, if I were only with Gerardo, I would end up like this, like the woman in this photo, naked, in a cage, with the man caressing her mamola, as if she were a pet, a pet but caged at home, and that is not what I want. So, I'll go with the combination of the third and fourth options, which I think are perfectly compatible."  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, you cheated! The idea was to choose only one of the four options. However, by choosing combined, 3+4 means you become a conventional cheating wife who cheats and betrays her husband and is disloyal to him, much like your flower friend. I think Daniel has serious cause for concern." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Flor is to blame. She gave me the idea, without meaning to. I don't know why, but, despite the trouble, I find flor's situation very exciting." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I have seen your answer to the follower's question with the four options. But what if it was Gerardo who gave you the ultimatum to end your relationship, if you don't leave your husband for good? Would you lose your job, the economic stability, the passion you feel for Gerardo and everything he makes you feel, all to stay with your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Then maybe, and I say only maybe, it would be option (5): Gerardo becomes an ignorant cuckold and my husband becomes my lover. Seriously, don't you see what I mean, I need both men in my life right now." 

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXII - From Love to HATE 

	  

	"She is both hellfire and holy water. And her taste depends on how you treat her." - Sneha Pal 

	  

	  

	I pressed the button on the garage door remote control. Contrary to what I liked - and especially contrary to what my boss liked - we were running late. I sensed that the delay would bring me some kind of punishment and that excited me as well as frightened me. The door went up slowly, too slowly for my taste. My husband patted my thigh, trying to reassure me. Finally the door opened fully, but it would have been better if it had remained closed. Next to Gerardo's car there was another car parked! It was a turquoise blue MINI convertible. It wasn't supposed to come for another hour later, or to be more precise, fifty-three minutes, as I had been delayed. But there it is. I had never seen it before, but there was no doubt in my mind who owned it. It belongs to Lidia's bitch. Not only was I late, but she was early. We were supposed to have an hour alone with Gerardo to talk about some things. Why was she so early? And where would I park now? 

	I opened the car door. I turned around and stuck out my legs. I quickly changed my slippers for my high heels. I couldn't drive in those shoes and I couldn't walk into Gerardo's house in slippers. Until the last moment I had hesitated to let my husband drive, but I had finally decided it was better for me to drive. Having a driver has its advantages, but sometimes it's more convenient to show who was in charge. Daniel came over and helped me up. The heels were very high and I had trouble keeping my balance in them. Gerardo had given them to me in Switzerland to go to the party. They were the highest I had worn up to that date. I had worn them for the first time there with some difficulty, although fortunately I had had time to get used to them at the beginning of the party, holding on to his arm. {What difference does it make if you spent most of the time lying down, on your knees or on all fours?} Then it was already my turn to walk alone, like a dizzy stork. In any case, they were only supposed to be for special occasions. Is today going to be a special occasion or why did he ask me to wear them? Maybe he just wanted to bring back memories of that party. Not that he needed to remind me. I rang the doorbell. Seventeen minutes late. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"After a whole week away from home, you must have had to spend the whole weekend with your husband. Have you missed your beloved Gerardo a lot? Do you miss everything he makes you feel when he makes love to you and how he brings you to the most sublime ecstasy in a way your husband has never done and never will? Well, rejoice: tomorrow is Monday and you'll be back with your love, feeling your heart race again and noticing those little ants down there. Tomorrow will finally be another day of Love and passion together with Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Of love certainly not. Of passion... I wouldn't exactly use that word either. More of affection and morbidity." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The door was slow to open. Nervously, I shifted my weight several times from one leg to the other. Finally it opened, revealing a young girl with a jovial but mischievous smile. Lidia ran the tip of her tongue across her upper lips. The lipstick was patchy; she still had it on the edges, but on the rest of her lips she barely had any. Shamelessly, despite being in her underwear, not worrying that she might be seen from the street, she stepped forward and hugged me effusively. As she hugged me, her hands unknotted my raincoat. When she separated from me, my coat fell to the ground, leaving me in my underwear in the open air in the doorway. She then approached my husband to greet him with the same effusiveness with which she had greeted me. Stay away, bitch. Get your own men. These two are mine. I smiled warmly at him. Her tender body rubbed unnecessarily against my husband's, blocking my way. Her lips came close to his ear and I heard whispers I couldn't identify. I was about to push her away, make my way and enter, but at that moment Gerardo appeared in the foyer. He didn't gesture for me to enter, so I waited for his signal, even though I was uncomfortable standing in my underwear in his doorframe. I looked at my boss and he looked me up and down, assessing my appearance. Comparing me to Lidia. I have nothing to do next to the young woman. {The only thing you win at is in front and only because your breasts are plastic and specifically made to Gerardo's liking}. I returned Gerardo's observant look. His pants were failing to conceal the bulge in his crotch. Apparently, the bitch had been busy. How long had he been here? 

	-Come in! -my boss finally ordered. 

	It was time for me to put an end to Lidia's prolonged greeting with my husband. Lidia stepped aside and I went inside. My husband stayed behind and closed the door, after picking up my raincoat. Instantly, Lidia stood next to me, her legs slightly spread like mine and her hands behind her back, thrusting her little breasts forward, imitating my posture. Gerardo watched us without saying anything. His eyes ran up and down her body, then up and down mine, then back to hers. I risked a sidelong glance to look at her. Just like me, she was wearing heels, though they weren't as high as mine. She was also wearing stockings, garter belt, panties and bra, like me. But I was wearing red and she was wearing turquoise blue. Like our cars. Of course, I didn't think it was a coincidence. At least in my case, Gerardo had told me exactly how I should dress. 

	Although my husband had stayed behind us, I felt his eyes on Lidia's whitish skin and on the thin, almost transparent fabric of her underwear. You're lucky you're not next to me. You would have been elbowed in the ribs. As far as I knew, my husband had not yet seen Lidia naked and if it were up to me, he would never see her. He was supposed - or so he had told me - to have blindfolded her at home. And so far, together, my husband had only heard us, but not seen us. Partly, that went against my own wishes, because sometimes I felt the need to treat him to a lesbian scene, but I was not amused by how close he had been to her lately. [You know well that it's not really her fault. It was Lidia who approached Daniel to greet him so warmly] But he didn't do much to push her away either! No, I wasn't going to push him to see me with another woman - certainly not her! I knew it was his desire (what man doesn't dream of that?), but I didn't like him looking at her like that. I didn't like him wanting her. Unless Gerardo wanted to, he wasn't going to be able to see that kind of show.  

	-Come into the living room. You know your place," my boss ordered my husband. 

	Reluctantly, Daniel obeyed, leaving us alone in the lobby. Gerardo followed him into the living room. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It doesn't seem to me that it would be too difficult for Daniel to manipulate Gerardo through you and your reactions." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband is smart, but he doesn't have Gerardo's manipulative wickedness (although with me he managed to convince me relatively quickly to become a hotwife)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I see that you have idealized Gerardo and that you admire wickedness and cunning over intelligence. These are not exactly Gerardo's virtues." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Evil is not a virtue, but cunning I think it is. I don't have him idealized, but I try to learn things from him (and with him)." 

	  

	***  

	  

	-You know, I've missed you," Lidia whispered in my ear, tickling me with her lips. 

	I had broken formation without Gerardo saying anything, but my boss didn't protest. If I had done it, you would have punished me. I wondered how they had been spending their time together before our arrival and why Lidia had gone ahead. What were you up to? I had no doubt they were up to something. There was no need to ask the question in the conditional mode. 

	To tell the truth, I hadn't missed her. That would have been too much to say. It had barely been a week and a half after my return from Switzerland. {But if you're honest, you have no choice but to admit that you've dreamed a few times about the touch of his lips and the taste of his sweet tongue in your mouth}. Chiton! I'm not like that! What I did was only to please my boss. There was something that attracted me to her, even though I didn't and don't consider myself bisexual. Her kisses had awakened something in me, something that was not meant to be. {And yet it is}. Yes, it was her kisses I had dreamed of and curiously not the rest of her body. At the party in Switzerland I had been forced to kiss other women. But Lidia... What is it about her kisses that are different? {No doubt, it won't be long before you feel them again. Gerardo won't let much time pass without "forcing" you to kiss her}. I shuddered at the thought. But I also hated her. In a way, she was a usurper. Encroaching usurper bitch. This is my hunting ground. Get out! She had gotten unnecessarily close to Gerard-she had gotten too close-and she was in cahoots with him somehow. [And she's getting dangerously close to our husband too, in her innocent but daring way]. It was dangerous... for her. Bitch, you'd better watch out! 

	Lidia gently took my hands and intertwined her fingers with mine. She bent her head and began to kiss my neck tenderly. Instinctively, I had closed my eyes, but I opened them again. In front of me stood Gerard, watching us contentedly. I closed my eyes again and leaned my head back, half-opening my lips to inhale air. Everything was quiet and only my breath of air broke the silence. Lidia let go of one hand and brought it to the back of my neck. Somehow, she had figured out that was my sensitive spot. I love it when the back of my neck is stroked. It makes me tingle and excites me. I haven't changed in that. Lidia pulled my head gently, bringing it to her neck. I placed my lips on her fine creamy skin and returned the favor. The young woman squeezed my hand with hers and I squeezed it back. My free hand hung limp, until I realized it. I ran it up her back, barely brushing it, trying to imitate my husband, who knew how to do that very well. No man knew how to touch me that way like him. Gerardo comes close to him, though. I reached up to the back of her neck and caressed her. I didn't know if she also liked that as much as I did, but I was willing to return the favor. With my lips busy, I breathed in through my nose. Her perfume permeated my nostrils and reminded me of my own. No, not only did it remind me of my perfume, it was mine. Coincidence? I didn't believe in coincidences, at least not those. How did he know what my perfume was? Of course, it had been a rhetorical question. The answer is obvious. {Ah, yes? Because Daniel has told him?} [Because Gerardo has told him]. {Because he's been in your house, in the bedroom, sat on the dresser and seen your perfumes?} The thought made me stop for a few moments with my kisses on her neck. Lidia took the opportunity to guide my face to hers. We were facing each other. I opened my eyes. Lidia opened them a second after me. She had beautiful gray eyes, which for some reason reminded me of a cat's. No way, the kitty here is me! I felt myself trembling with excitement. Her response to my caresses was sincere, as mine was to hers. We are so alike and so different at the same time. I hated her for how she was meddling in my relationship with my two men, but at the same time I inexplicably wanted her. The Swiss thing had been a party of pure perversion and I as a submissive had done what I had been ordered to do, so as not to leave my boss in a bad light. But this was different. Her little pouts were calling me like sirens call poor sailors who wander too far into mysterious waters. Like two opposite poles of a magnet, our lips drew closer to each other. But as if it were a variant of Zeno's paradox of Achilles' famous race against the tortoise, it seemed that our lips would never touch, even though our mouths kept moving closer to each other. We had covered the first half of the distance that separated us quickly, but it seemed as if for the remaining half we would inevitably take another half as long. Even though our lips were getting closer, there was still another half and another half to go. As we seemed to slow down, our desire to meet grew, and time seemed to drag on. Was his lips as eager to meet mine as I was to meet his? I could almost feel the sweetness of his kiss. Impatient and eager to overcome the last millimeters that separated us, I pulled her head towards me and kissed her. My tongue slipped into her mouth, searching for her sweet taste. I had never kissed anyone like I had with Lidia. Men and women have lips and tongues alike, but with Lidia I felt something different and I didn't know why it was. Her mouth tasted different. It didn't have the neutral taste of my husband's mouth and other men's mouths, nor the bitter taste of Gerardo's mouth. Lidia's was cloyingly sweet. Is honey addictive? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	alberto-lerele: 

	"Good morning Gema...I haven't written in a while, although I always follow the blog when I can. I don't think you have uploaded any photos of garter belts over panties. It was occurring to me when I read so many anonymous questions, especially insisting that you go with Gerardo, if any of them could be the same, testing the ground. A kiss to Daniel and to you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's been a long time since I fell for the garter belt mistake, but I finally fell for it. So I know what I'm getting... but give me time. By the way, this time it was an anonymous person who spotted it first. Do you think the anonymous person's questions could be from my husband? No, I don't think he would do that to me. From Gerardo? I don't think it's his style. I honestly think it's from people who don't quite understand this lifestyle. It's people who still think that a woman can only have one man. Because, I don't think you mean Lidia, do you?" 

	  

	You fucking husband-stealing bitch! You know that Daniel is the real jewel in the crown. Despite his riches, you want me to stay with Gerardo, so you can stay with my husband!  

	  

	*** 

	  

	At the party in Switzerland I kissed other women. I had not done it of my own accord. I had obeyed the orders given to me. In my state of extreme excitement, I had enjoyed it. But I had not subsequently dreamed of such kisses. And yet I had dreamed of Lidia's. Her kiss at the airport had upset me. Sweet and tender Lidia. Ruthless and meddlesome Lidia. I opened my eyes to see if she had them open, but they were closed. Her hand squeezed and loosened mine slowly, like the slow beating of a heart. My hand responded to her movement, beating like a single heart. 

	Gerardo approached and positioned himself behind Lidia. His gaze was fixed on my eyes. I like you looking at me. Lidia spread her legs and I felt the movements of her tongue in my mouth alter for a few moments. Gerardo passed by Lidia's right side, brushing the fearless young woman's shoulder with his fingers and stepped behind me. I felt his leg between mine. I felt him push my right leg out and I gave in. Next, she pushed my left leg out the other way and I gave in as well, standing slightly spread-eagled, not unlike how Lydia must have been. I had not yet disengaged from her mouth and had no intention of doing so unless my boss told me to. Too bad you had to go to the salon and couldn't see us, Daniel. But it serves you right. Gerard put his hands on my hips and slid them down. He hooked my panties and pulled them down, sliding them down until they were above my knees. Then I understood why he had spread my legs; it had been to keep my panties from falling to the floor. I sensed that he had also pulled down Lidia's panties. We were for my boss a symmetrical figure, a work of art made by him. By him and for him. Gerardo touched my clitoris for a very brief moment. Then he pulled back. My little magic button desperately raised itself; it wanted more, but it couldn't find it. 

	It had been a while since I had closed my eyes again. For a moment, my boss's intrusion had interrupted the spell, but I had plunged back into it. I saw several glimpses of the flashes of his camera through my closed eyelids, but they did not bother me; I continued kissing that tender creature. Far from being bothered by those lightning flashes that were discharges of electricity, I imagined the sensual image Gerardo must have captured with his lens and that turned me on. Maybe he will order me to publish this photo on my blog. He never used to show me all the pictures he took of me, much less share them with me. Only occasionally he would pass me some of his photos and usually he would do it with low resolution and with some strange out of focus effect. When he did pass them to me, it was for a purpose. Exceptionally he would pass me a photo in high resolution, when he considered that I had particularly deserved it. Although I would have liked to have my entire photo collection, I accepted it as a symbol of his dominance. Perhaps the fact that I didn't have free access to my own photos made me excited when I reviewed them with him at his house or when he shared one with me by surprise. Only a few photos - the most beautiful in his opinion - he would retouch and enhance and show them to me on his computer screen. I often masturbated while admiring them. He considered them a work of art. His art. I am his work. {And you are still an unfinished work}. I knew it was foolhardy to let him have that power over me. So many compromising photos he could use to blackmail me, if I never did not do what he wanted. Recently, I had had the best photos printed in a magazine format album, with each photo filling a folio-sized page. The matte paper I had chosen made the blacks heavy and contrasted with the grays, for, unsurprisingly, I had produced it in black and white. It was such a unique book of mine...to share with whomever he wanted for whatever purposes he had. He had let me see them, on the condition that I masturbated without cumming while doing so. And he had taken pictures of me as he turned the pages. "It's going to look great for your next album," he had commented to me. "The new tits looking at your old tits. It's a nice symbol of your transformation, don't you think?" And he was right: a lot had changed, not just the outsides. 

	I felt Gerardo's hand on my hand. He took it and lowered it from the back of Lidia's neck, bringing it down to her bare ass. At the same time, he pulled Lidia's hand down from the back of my neck and placed it on my ass. I knew it wouldn't look good in the picture I would undoubtedly take next, but I couldn't help the goose bumps on my buttocks. Would the same thing have happened to Lidia? I caressed her thin skin; I thought I felt tiny mounds with my fingertips.  

	I saw several flashes through my eyelids. Had it been the shots from her camera? Or had it been Lidia's hand on my naked sex, her long fingers touching me with the delicacy and mastery that only a woman could have? Only someone who felt the same way I did. Gerardo had also put my hand on Lidia's sex. I felt her arousal. Her lips were swollen and she was wet. I had never imagined that I could excite a woman like that. But of course, I had also never imagined that a woman could excite me like that, to the point of dreaming about her kisses. Ah, those kisses. Those sweet kisses. Lidia and I still hadn't let go of each other. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi, Gema. I love that you are discovering your bisexuality. I also see that you relate very well with other women, like florsumisa. Would you maintain a relationship with her consensual with your Gerardo, your CORNUDO and florsumisa's master? I hope florsumisa will give her answer too. Pleasure to read you, but don't take too long." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, the way you put it, it would be neither my decision nor florsumisa's, but that of her master and Gerardo. So, if they were to decide, I don't think we would have any say in the matter.  

	What would be more difficult for me would be to lose the anonymity that the Internet gives me and get in real contact with a person who would get to know my darker side and not only the one he would see directly from me, but above all the hidden one that I express here. And I suppose it would be similar for florsumisa, even more so when in her case her Master has no knowledge of her blog.  

	By the way, I don't consider myself bisexual. Of course, you can call it whatever you want; it's a matter of definition. But to me, being heterosexual means developing romantic feelings toward a person of the opposite sex. Consequently, being bisexual would mean developing romantic feelings toward people of the same (and opposite) sex. But I don't have any such feelings towards Lidia nor can I imagine having them with any other woman. I don't know if therefore the correct name - at least for me - would be heteroflexible. In any case, if I am, I am only in a certain context, which is basically that Gerardo forces me to do it, either because he orders me to, or because it is what is expected of me. Of my own accord, I would not sleep with a woman. I may find other women attractive, because I believe that women have a special sensuality, but I do not feel sexual attraction to them under normal conditions. It is only with the above-mentioned incentive that my passion for the same sex is aroused." 

	  

	Only with Gerardo upsetting and changing me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I entered the living room, followed by Lidia. Our lips had left each other's lips, but our hands had not yet parted. The two of us walked in together, holding hands. Daniel looked at us with anticipation and excitement. He was sitting in a corner, at the vantage point Gerardo had assigned him. It was a point from which he could observe without disturbing, but from there he had not been able to see what was going on in the lobby. Sometimes observation was limited to what his auditory sense would allow. I looked at him and gave him a smile of sincere happiness. My lipstick was probably smeared from the long kiss with Lidia. At least hers was. But it had been before. She's been making out with my Gerardo. Daniel looked us up and down, his eyes like saucers. I headed to the back of the room with Lidia in tow. I opened a small box and turned suddenly. My husband's gaze shifted and focused on me. Have you been staring at Lidia's ass? I turned around and walked toward him. 

	-Nooo!" my husband protested quietly, without much conviction but with a lot of sadness. 

	-Don't protest," I said. You know it's useless. It wasn't my decision," I lied, "although in this case, if it had been, you wouldn't care. You asked for it. 

	I put the handcuffs on him, immobilizing his hands behind his back. My husband looked like a beaten dog on a rainy day, but things were as they were and everyone was in their proper place. We both knew - even my boss knew - that even though the situation was not ideal for him, it was much better than other husbands. Don't complain, love. How many husbands can boast a sex life as varied as yours? You have sex from behind and sometimes even in front. And you get to see - or rather hear - all kinds of scenes. Certainly, the variety was not due to what I could palpate, but at least it was due to what I could experience in a more or less direct way. Sexuality is something broader than the mere penetrative act and admits different ways of experiencing it: seeing, hearing, touching, feeling, imagining... Although on this occasion, my husband was also going to be deprived of his vision. I knew that deep down my husband agreed, despite his useless protest. Isn't this better than nothing, love? As I was saying before, there are several ways to experience sexuality. Daniel could not see us, but he would be present and could hear us. And later he would listen to my detailed account, if he was good. Daniel knew this and did not protest any more when I put on the blindfold that deprived him of his sense of sight. He would have one sense less, but in exchange the others would be sharper. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hello Guadiana. I'm worried about Daniel. He is a submissive and faithful cuckold and Gerardo knows it. He whips him whenever he can. In a word, he tries to push him out of his boxes, trying to break his well anchored values. That instability, added to his work situation and that you are sincerely neglecting him totally make him drifting. I think you are selfish. Yes, I know you'll tell me that he brought this situation on himself, but don't you think you should be there for him more? He needs you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The game has become much more complicated than I could have imagined initially. I thought I would be Gerardo's slut and that he would introduce me to maybe other men, that he would deepen my submission... But I never thought I would introduce another woman to tempt my husband or that I would take advantage of my submission to sting my husband in that way." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I kissed him on the cheek and whispered a I-love-you. I would have given him a tongue kiss, but I knew that was something I was not allowed to do in Gerardo's presence. My boss didn't like to swallow another man's drool. Besides, neither did my husband deserve to shovel Lidia into my mouth. I pulled away from him and walked over to Gerardo's couch, where my boss was already sitting. 

	Lidia, however, stayed behind. When I turned around, my husband was back on his feet. I had left him sitting on his observation chair. Helplessly, I watched as Lidia unbuckled his belt, unzipped his fly, undid his button and pulled down his pants. I could have intervened, but I knew that in Gerardo's house things were not done like that. He was the one who was in charge, even over my husband. That was the way I had wanted it, after all, even if I wasn't fully aware of all the possibilities and implications. Gerardo pulled me to him and I sat on the armrest, not taking my eyes off my husband and Lidia. Gerardo wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me closer to him. His hand searched and found my panties and his wrinkled fingers slipped into them. Without any trouble - it was already a habit for him - his middle finger found my already excited little button and pressed it. 

	Lidia was wearing her panties half tucked into the crack of her asshole. Her right buttock was completely exposed, in asymmetry with her left buttock, which was covered. Is that why you looked at her ass, you bastard? Had I really looked at it or was it just my imagination? Gerardo hadn't finished our endless kiss. Still facing each other, still holding our hands, he had pulled up our panties and put them on with care for the sake of detail. Had it been him who had left Lidia's panties like that on purpose? And for what purpose? {Asymmetries, Gema, do you think it's a subliminal message? Aren't you the one who usually likes to wear asymmetrical cut dresses, symbolizing your relationship with our Daniel?} Or had she repositioned them like that? Although she was also submissive towards Gerardo, unlike me, she was naughty and prone to take her own crazy initiatives. 

	My husband's pants fell ungracefully to the floor. Lidia's hand disappeared between my beloved husband's legs. It looked like she was fondling his balls. I squirmed on the couch, but Gerardo grabbed me tightly. Lidia giggled and pulled away in amusement. There stood my husband, next to Lidia's slutty, sweet girl he had just kissed. My husband's hairy legs stood out grotesquely against her pink panties. It was a game we had resurrected. If there was one thing I was guilty of, it was a lack of consistency in certain things with my husband. I had gotten Mario to wear my panties to the office - it was a condition, if he wanted the chance to have sex with me - and that had distracted me from my husband. But unlike Mario, who was wearing mine, my husband's belonged to him. It was an old game we had abandoned - except for occasional moments - I didn't know for what reason and I couldn't remember how long ago, but as a result of that game, my husband had gotten his own collection of size-appropriate panties. They were mostly pink or fuchsia, although he also had some black ones, for when it was advisable to be more discreet. Lidia kept giggling. The panties my husband was wearing on this occasion were not his, but Lidia's. They were the ones he had given her. They were the ones I had given him, the night he had come to my house, to let himself fall in love with me. I felt humiliated. But I also felt my husband's humiliation at being exposed like that in front of Gerardo and that turned me on, although maybe it was just my finger on my clitoris. In any case, you got what you deserved for having played with fire. Not content, Lidia pulled her panties down. She didn't pull them down, but slipped the front part behind her balls. Her little bird would have been exposed, had it not been for the chastity device my husband was wearing. Yes, you deserved that too, for playing with fire. It was a new chastity device and it wasn't mine. It was the one Lidia had put on him the day she had paid him a surprise visit at our house in my absence. It had been about two weeks since that day and since then, my husband had not been able to take it off. My mistake is that I am too good to you. When I put it on you, I allow you to take it off from time to time, at least to wash. My husband hadn't expected it and hadn't been able to stop me from putting it on, tied as I had been to the dining room chair. Or so you claimed. But is it true, he really hadn't been able to resist? Perhaps he was looking for more humiliation of that sort. {Or the feel of Lidia's hand on his cock}. Maybe I'd been clueless in that regard, immersed as I was in my own self-exploration with Gerardo. To make up for it - or out of anger - I had ordered him to go back to wearing his panties instead of briefs. "A man who lets himself be fitted with a chastity device by a quasi-stranger woman is not a real man," I had blurted out to him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't think a 20-year-old girl would have any interest in having sex with a 63-year-old man, if not for money. Nor does it seem that Lidia is particularly submissive, but rather that she does what Gerardo orders her to do, because he somehow pays her or gets some other material benefit. What is possible is that she has developed an interest of her own in your husband. Comparing him to the old man, he must be super attractive to her." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Are you implying that I am old and therefore my attraction to Gerardo is explainable? Or that I am only attracted to him for material reasons? Don't prejudge. There are plenty of crazy bitches out there, they just don't carry a sign advertising it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia stood in front of my husband again, right in my line of sight. Her nearly naked body was very close to my husband's. Too close. Her right hand disappeared again and I had no choice but to imagine her fondling my husband's balls from underneath. At least he won't be able to get an erection like that with her. {Don't you think that's more up to her than you? Who has the keys to his new chastity device?} Lidia turned and advanced towards us with an extremely amused face. From her neck hung the key to the chastity device. Gerardo and I had a ritual: My husband would enter his house with the chastity device on and I would hand the key to my boss. When he left his house, Gerardo would give it back to me. It was therefore not new for Daniel to wear a chastity device in Gerardo's house. What was new was that Lidia had the key. And also that she had pulled down his pants in front of Gerardo, exposing him in that way. The bitch had caged him during my stay with my boss in Switzerland and had thereby prevented me from having sex - let's say ordinary sex - with my husband upon my return. Daniel and I also had a ritual that, although not always performed, was meaningful to us. Daniel would penetrate me and claim me with it after being with another man. He would cum inside me, symbolically displacing the other man. That act was important, both to him and to me. It reminded us that, after all, after my affairs, I was still his wife and he was still my husband. In Switzerland I had had sex with multiple men and so that ritual would have been more important than at other times. But Lidia had deprived us of it. Or more than Lidia, my husband's stupidity. Of course, the lock on the chastity device could be broken in an emergency. But that wasn't the point of things and, to some extent, even if it affected me too, Daniel had it coming to him for being a fool. Anyway, you're only my plan B, love, sexually speaking. 

	I didn't know how long that game was going to last. Now Lidia has the key to my husband? I couldn't believe it. Seeing the key hanging around her neck sent a shiver through my body. Yes, I could break the lock. I should do it. I could get serious and protest loudly. But it wasn't clear to me whether this was Lidia's game or Gerard's game. As a woman, I had other ways to achieve my goals than doing it the hard way. I just had to entangle Gerardo enough. After all, he was just a man. I could play with him. Alas, I realized the flaw in my argument: And Lidia is a woman. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't think you are a toy for Gerardo. It's more like you're the one playing with him. The poor guy can't believe how lucky he is to have sex with you regularly, even if it costs him a lot of money. I think deep down you're taking advantage of his weaknesses and you're dosing him with pleasures to keep him hooked and continue to benefit from his gifts, trips and his money, which supports you and your husband." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with a picture of a naked woman on a wooden rocking horse): 

	"Am I just a toy? Or a naughty little girl who wants to play?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Please, boss, can he give you a blow job? 

	Gerardo was now making me beg him, although this time he had come out of me, to get ahead of my rival. I was massaging one foot, while Lidia was massaging the other. To do that, I didn't have to ask him. And he doesn't need to order me anymore, and even less so when this bitch is around. Massaging is a figure of speech; I wasn't just using my hands. But to go higher up, to take his member in my mouth, I had to ask him several times. I'd better go ahead or she would. The strange thing is that it had started out as a game, but I could tell that now I was getting satisfaction from hearing her "yes". It's funny how psychological games have their effect, even when you are perfectly aware of the game and its objective. It is conditioning me. I once did something similar with Daniel. To deny it would be foolish. 

	And Daniel? How many times had he already heard me pleading with Gerardo, on my knees and after having kissed - again, that's a figure of speech - his feet, with the collar on and often with the leash too? How many times had he already heard me insist almost desperately that I could take his manhood in my mouth, in the hope that he would decide to cum inside it? Yes, at first that tone of desperation had been pure theater - a game. Is it possible that through repetition I had believed my own performance? Is it possible that Daniel had believed it and now felt my real desperation with me? Because, like me and confessed by him, my husband now felt relief, even joy, when he heard Gerardo say, "Yes". 

	And those times when Gerardo rewarded me by cumming in my mouth - they were not so frequent, because he was more of a one-shot guy and used to prefer to postpone his orgasm - Daniel confessed to me that he felt proud of me when he heard my boss roaring. I say I heard him, because I didn't always see him unload inside me. Even if it happened in the living room, sometimes - like this one - my husband was blindfolded. Other times it happened in the bedroom, which was still off-limits to him. 

	And yet, even though he despaired with me when I vainly begged Gerardo to take him in my mouth, even though he felt joy with me when my boss complied and even though he felt proud of me when I finally got him to cum inside me, moments after my boss rewarded me with his semen and I cleaned him with my tongue and said "thank you, boss," a storm of mixed feelings was raging in my husband. It was as if he was cumming with Gerardo and his libido plummeted after the non-existent climax, forcing him to face the cold and rational post-orgasmic reality. It was similar for him when he cummed and it was his turn to clean me of his own semen, except that with Gerardo he did not really cum and, in spite of that and even though it was not necessarily his turn to clean me at that moment, his reluctance was greater. So much so that he wished for my eff to cum inside me, as he was disgusted with himself for having wished for it. 

	-No," Gerardo answered. I prefer Lidia to do it. Her tongue has been more skillful. You continue with my feet. You still have to practice to deserve this.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Can you imagine what it must be like for your husband, after having had Lidia, to feel her so close in Gerardo's house, to inhale her scent, to feel the touch of her body and to repress his desire to possess her in front of you and Gerardo? That must be the best for your husband's horny mind. And then when you're together again during your absences, he remembers those sensations while making love to her." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What makes you think that Lidia might be interested in my husband making love to her with her little chick?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Are you interested in your husband's little chick? Why wouldn't Lidia be? Besides, Gerardo's, as you tell it, is smaller than your husband's and you both gladly share it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, but Gerardo has a special morbidity, something that turns me on and apparently Lidia too. What does my husband have for her? Maybe also a special morbidity, although different from Gerardo's?" 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"A hypothetical question: if you agreed to Daniel having sex with another woman, would you like to see him or would you prefer not to know about it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'd rather be present." 

	  

	My answer was accompanied by a picture of a woman in a garter belt, panties and stockings, photographed from behind, with one hand behind her ass, holding a sharp knife. Yes, Lidia, yes, Daniel, let me be present and see you. 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Gema, when is Daniel's birthday? I would like to give him a little present." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm afraid that until next year nothing anymore." 

	  

	Yes, come closer to give him something, come closer. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I have the feeling that for Gerardo you are no longer the only one. And maybe for your husband either, at least in his fantasies, which in Daniel's case is much more intense and almost more real than if it were something physical." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You may be right. Maybe I should try harder." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't understand why you have such a strong feeling of possession for your husband and not so much for your Master, why it bothers you so much that Lidia fucks Daniel from time to time and yet you don't want to kill her for regularly fucking Gerardo, who is the one who gives you life. Gerardo is your referent, the one who has discovered you that wonderful world of sensations in which you are going to live from now on. Your husband, after all, is a secondary character; the protagonist of your life is Gerardo and you must fight for him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Even if I don't like it, Gerardo has every right. My husband doesn't." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I liked it when the male came inside me. Maybe it was because of the reproductive instinct or because I felt fulfilled, feeling that I had succeeded in bringing my man to climax. It is a pity that due to the prevention of sexually transmitted diseases we must use condoms, but it is necessary. Fortunately, with Gerardo it wasn't, because ours was a trusting, ongoing relationship in which we had both been tested before eliminating the pesky condom. That was one of the advantages of being with him compared to being more promiscuous and having several lovers. 

	Lidia, unfortunately, had complicated things. When we were together, Gerardo had done it with her with a condom. He hadn't cum in her mouth either, although he sucked her off without a condom. I didn't know if he wouldn't have minded taking the risk, but I did, both for myself and for my husband. Of course, the only way to avoid any risk is to be strictly monogamous. A life without any risk is not possible, but unnecessary ones can be avoided. Contrary to what I commented above - contrary to what I led my husband to believe - at the party in Switzerland we had all used condoms, even for oral sex. (And you thought I hadn't, love, when I told you about it...) Of course, I knew there were things I did with her that were potentially dangerous, things for which a condom was simply not possible. Like some things I did in Switzerland.  

	Returning to the subject of cumming, I like it when the male cums inside me. Sometimes I want it in my mouth, although later I regret that it was not in the vagina, where by nature it corresponds to him. But I like it so much that Gerardo cums there, so much that it excites me that later my husband... you know. It was the ultimate show of love and it was a demonstration that he supported me in what I was doing. Daniel used to be shy about it and required me to encourage him to do it. I knew deep down he wanted to, but I also knew he couldn't admit it. I wouldn't have minded if he had admitted that he liked to clean me after a lover had cum inside me, but I accepted that his manhood prevented him from doing so. However, when he did it, when he cleaned me, he did it with devotion, once he had torn himself away from doing it. He used to need encouragement or even compulsion, but we both knew that this was nothing more than a game or a cover and that there was really nothing to compel him to do it. You did it willingly with Silvestre and Nuria, you bastard! Even the times that, while handcuffed on the bed, I had sat on your face, no one had really forced you to stick your tongue out to insert it into my dirty pussy and remove my boss's semen with your tongue. But you do it, because deep down you want to and because you know that I need you to show me your support that way. But with Lidia in the way and the uncomfortable condoms, that was no longer possible. Another ritual you have stolen from me, bitch! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How can you justify to your family and your daughter a business trip abroad, a whole week, when your company operates nationally and has no clients or delegations abroad? And in front of your co-workers, how do you justify that your absences always coincide with those of your boss, even on weekdays?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's easy: they are simply business trips. As for my colleagues, it's not unusual for me, having been my boss's secretary until recently, to travel with him to help him in his meetings. I don't think I'll be the first or the last assistant to travel with her boss. To Cancun, in particular, we traveled on our respective vacations, so our colleagues didn't even know about it. The weekend in Switzerland was more complicated, especially since we didn't return to work on Monday. But you have to keep in mind in which sector our company operates: we basically help companies and wealthy individuals to pay as little tax as possible. No, it doesn't have to be illegal. The law has a lot of holes in it, many of them on purpose. This works very much on the basis of relationships and acquaintances, on the basis of trust between people. Switzerland is a good place to divert part of the income or savings. So, it is not surprising that we work there outside working hours, because there is a lot that moves on a personal level. Can there be suspicions? Of course! Thinking badly is a favorite sport in Spain. But Switzerland has been once this year and once last year, so there is not much room for speculation either. Regarding our families, there is really only our daughter. The rest of the family members don't live in Madrid, so we only have telephone contact." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Please don't respond with sarcasm. We had the experience of having to return urgently from an out-of-town wedding because we got a call that our son had appendicitis and was having emergency surgery. Goodbye romantic weekend. If Gerardo gets your cell phone and something similar happens to Daniel, how would you find out? Would you drop everything and return to his side immediately?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo had my cell phone, but he kept an eye on it in case there was something urgent. And Daniel also has Gerardo's cell phone. Obviously, he would drop everything if something serious happened." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What if it was Daniel who had something happen to him and he couldn't call anyone? Who would call Gerardo then? Besides, you leave it in the hands of an outsider to decide what is urgent or important for your family? It seems irresponsible to me and shows how little you care about anyone but yourself and your history with your boss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you think that, if something serious and urgent happened to him, I could solve it, even if I were present? Am I God? How was it done before, when there were no cell phones? What did couples do when they were separated for a longer period of time and only had the letters to communicate? For God's sake, it's only been a couple of days!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Easter vacations are coming up, who will you spend them with, Gerardo or your husband? Don't you feel much more like spending another exciting week together with Gerardo, experiencing new and morbid things, than a boring week at home with your husband, missing your true love every day?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sure. But I don't need to make it coincide with Easter. I can take a vacation and on any date, as can my husband (since he is unemployed). We don't have anything planned for Easter." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"A year ago you went away for a weekend in Switzerland with Gerardo. This year you went away for a whole week. With that progression, it means that in the summer you will go on a 3 week vacation with your boss. Are you going to leave your husband alone in Madrid all summer, while you travel the world with Gerardo?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Your accounts are not true; it has been less than a week." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXIII - I am not the ONLY ONE 

	  

	"I'll never forget how depression and loneliness felt good and bad at the same time. And it still does." - Henry Rollins 

	  

	"Mal de muchos, consuelo de tontos" - popular saying. 

	  

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"In a publication you wrote: "To write his words in me, on my skin, in my soul, to mark me for life, so that I will never forget that he existed and what he meant to me. For few things are lasting and the wise man knows it." You seem to have written it for Gerardo, but don't you think it is also valid for Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, it does not apply to Daniel, because it is written in the past ("existed" and "meant")." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	That time was not the only time Gerardo had written "mine" to my husband. When his coworkers went home early and we stayed late, my boss would take the opportunity to play with me in the office. Maybe he did it because he had gotten a taste for playing with fire. I was terrified, thinking about what would happen if Tiburcio or any of his people came back to the office to pick up a forgotten paper and discovered us. If Gerardo's partner finds out about us, I will be the quarterly prize for those who exceed their targets. He will tie me to his office desk and allow all those who have exceeded their targets to use me as they please. He will record it and at the same time play back on the monitor in front of my nose the images of the previous quarter. A shiver ran through my body every time I thought about it. Fortunately, Gerardo was a decent person and it would never occur to him to do this to me. But if Tiburcio catches us having sex in the office, it's either dismissal or do as I'm told. Even my ironclad contract won't do me much good. Gerardo knew my fears. But no doubt he was doing it with me in the office, because he wanted to have me alone, without the annoying, though discreet, presence of my husband. Daniel, don't complain. You know this doesn't replace our meetings at his house, where you are present.  

	The ritual in the office consisted of Gerardo ordering me to undress completely, including my high heels. That was in contrast to what he used to ask me until then, as he usually preferred me always in stockings, garter belt and heels. He had gotten into the habit of wanting me in the buff when we were working overtime. Perhaps it was because of the contrast my complete nudity contrasted with the formal work environment. I would strip for him and put my clothes in a wastebasket. Then my boss would make me crawl to bring him things in my mouth, as if I were a little dog. On one occasion, he had asked me to bring him an Edding marker. For those of you who don't know them, they are quality, indelible markers. I had taken it to him, as I had done before with other utensils, without stopping to think that he would want it for something special. Once I had placed the marker in his hand, Gerardo had ordered me to get up and lie down on the table. He had then written "Mia" on my buttock. He had taken a picture of me and sent it to my husband. After Switzerland, after having obeyed him in falling in love with Lidia for one night (I still couldn't explain to myself how I had managed to feel something for her, just because my boss had ordered me to, even for one night), after the tiresome comments on my blog questioning my love for my husband, those three letters had a deeper meaning than I liked to accept. Not content with that, Gerardo had ordered me to turn around on the table and had written over and over again those simple three letters, without forgetting the tilde, on my belly and thighs. And at some point, while he was writing his poem on my skin, I had slipped into subspace. His. Maybe it's true.  

	To write his words in me, on my skin, in my soul, to mark me for life, so that I will never forget that he existed and what he meant to me. Because few things are lasting and the wise man knows it. Memories hardly are; they are fuzzy and change over time. Memories are neither fantasy nor are they reality; they are elusive and malleable. All that remains is the imprint on our soul and skin. 

	The reason Gerard need not write "mine" on my breasts, even if he did it on my buttocks, my thighs and my belly, was quite obvious: both my husband and I have a continual reminder that my breasts were his, as he had selected and paid for them. We have no complaints about what he had bought, but we knew that he had made it to his taste, not mine or my husband's. Had it been my choice, I would have chosen a more natural shape. The sizing was fine, although I certainly would have chosen a size down. But her indelible mark was in the shape. It was nothing outrageous, but we both knew it. All three of us knew it. Anyone who was halfway intelligent knew it. "The shape... I didn't notice it, only the size," I reproached myself. The shape... They're too pointy, they point too far up to pass for natural. They were the breasts of a whore, of her whore. It's too late to change them. It's too late for me. He had bought them and I wore them. I knew they belonged to him, just as I belonged to him. I knew I would show them - discreetly, as if carelessly, or openly and lewdly - to whomever he chose. 

	"Why didn't you take more pictures of me?", I had asked him later, puzzled that he hadn't wanted to immortalize that. Without photos of my front part, Daniel had discovered that same night, upon my return, that blunt and insistent statement of my boss about my skin. He hadn't liked it at all and had done a number on me. "Because I know I can do it again whenever I want," Gerard had replied to me. "I can do that and more. And I will." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	alex747474-blog: 

	"Hi Gemma, Have you ever thought about getting too close to Gerardo? I don't mean in sex or submission, but in some attitudes that I think are even more intimate.  

	If I were in Daniel's place, I would have felt more jealousy, insecurity, pain and exclusion, when you hugged Gerardo for twenty minutes crying. I would have felt myself dying inside, to know that, at that moment, when you felt fragile and needed someone to make you feel good, he was the one who was by your side and reassured you. 

	Don't you think that in the long run these are the things that can really hurt your relationship with Daniel? Thanks again for sharing with us this whole amazing journey." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I guess those are the things that make a person change inside. I'm aware of the risk, but I don't necessarily see it as a bad thing. There are things that my husband can't provide for me. Why not look elsewhere if I feel I need it?  

	However, there are things that only my husband can give me and he knows it. And I am eternally grateful to him for his generosity and for how he manages his jealousy, which he undoubtedly has. He is the way he is and I love him for it. But he also knows that there are some things that are out of his reach. He can't provide it to me directly, so he provides it to me indirectly.  

	Yes, Gerardo is the one who makes me cry in that way and who then comforts me in that way, but the one who really gives me that experience - albeit indirectly - is my husband. And he provides it to me threefold. First, because he not only allows me to, but also supports me. Second, because through his eyes I see myself as in a mirror, when I observe his reactions (even though I don't tell him everything). And third, because part of what I live, I live again with him, although with reversed roles and with a different intensity and level. 

	No, the figure of Gerardo could not replace my husband, but he does not have to. Likewise, neither Gerardo nor any other man could replace my husband. But if we're talking about Gerardo, there are things that only he - neither Silvestre nor any other corneador - has ever made me feel." 

	  

	***  

	  

	During the meal, my Master and I talked about what had happened to us during the week we had not seen each other. We were just finishing the first courses and the waiter was still particularly attentive and took every opportunity to approach our table and to feast his eyes on my breasts and thighs. I wiggled so that he could have as generous a view as possible, smiled at him and gave him a good girl's face. The thing is, when he took the dishes away, I already had a hard-on that was impossible to conceal. My Master looked at me with a mischievous smile saying, "Congratulations, you've done it in record time. Here's your prize." And reaching into his jacket pocket, he pulled out the vibrating bullet and placed it on the side of the table. The smile froze on my face. In addition to the show I was already putting on, my Master wanted me to expose myself even more. But it was even worse than I had imagined.  

	-You have to get the waiter to put the bullet in your pussy and if he does, you give him your panties," she said. And don't cheat on me, because I'll ask him later. 

	I don't know how many times I changed color in a moment. I had no idea how to do such a thing or how the waiter might react. We were already at dessert and I still hadn't decided to do anything. My Master was looking at me, both expectant and amused, watching the struggle that was going on inside me.  

	I decided to go to the bathroom; I felt like peeing and at the same time I would get rid of my Master's and the waiter's eyes for a few minutes. Of course, I checked that the bullet was now in my purse. In the bathroom, I tried to clear my head. After peeing I went to wash my hands, but I couldn't find the soap. I finally located it at one end of the sink. It was one of those electronic ones and at first I couldn't get anything to come out. I tried again and was able to get the soap and wash my hands, but that failure gave me an idea.  

	I came out of the bathroom and looked for the waiter with my eyes. He was picking up one of the already empty tables. I beckoned him over and, of course, he came flying over.  

	-What do you want, Miss? -he asked.  

	-Well, look, I don't think the soap dispenser is working, could you take a look at it?  

	The waiter went into the girls' bathroom and I went in after him and closed the door. I was the only woman in the room, so there was no risk of anyone coming in. The problem now was how to tell the guy what I wanted from him. I opted to tell him the truth; I didn't see any other way. So, I told him that I was with my lover, that I was really hung up on him and wanted to please him with his sexual fantasy. I showed him the vibrating bullet and told him that if I put it in my pussy I would tell my lover to leave him a big tip and that I would also give him my panties as a souvenir. The guy was not out of his astonishment, but he managed to react and told me: 

	-Okay, but you also have to suck my dick. 

	I was not willing to suck his dick, just like that to a stranger and even less without a condom. So, I tried to negotiate with him: 

	-Look, I'm not going to suck your cock, but in return I'll let you give me a few licks on my pussy and if I like it, next time we come over I'll suck it. -Of course, I wasn't planning to come back that way.  

	The man thought about it for a moment.  

	-I accept," he said.  

	I lifted up my skirt, took off my panties and sat on the sink with my legs wide open, offering a great view of my pussy, by now soaking wet. I offered him the bullet on the palm of my hand, he took it and shoved it into my pussy without much consideration. Then he moved his mouth closer and started tonguing my pussy. The situation was grotesque, but I was already super excited and about to cum, for which I had no permission. So I pushed his head away as best I could.  

	-That's enough," I said and closed my legs. Here's your other prize. -Handing her the panties, I ran out of the bathroom.  

	Back at the table I said to my Master: 

	-It's done, and please, let's get out of here quickly, I'm dying of embarrassment.  

	He smiled with satisfaction, got up and went to meet the waiter. I didn't even dare to look at them because I was so embarrassed. They talked for about five minutes. My Master paid and we left, dead embarrassed, without panties and with the vibrating bullet that began to come to life inside my pussy.  

	Was there no limit? 

	  

	***  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Super story, florsumisa!" 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Usually the homework my Master sends me for home in his messages consists of masturbating thinking about him, but he doesn't like to make it easy for me. I always have to do it in places where I could be caught by my husband, like the kitchen, the ironing room, the bathroom... Then he asks me to send him a picture of my fingers sticky with my own juices or sucking on them. But sometimes it goes even further. In the bathroom of our bedroom (my husband's and mine) there is a mirror in which our double bed is reflected. On several occasions he has asked me to paint on my breasts or my pubis phrases like "I am yours" or "your slut" and to take a picture of me like this, in front of the mirror, when my husband is lying on the bed and his figure is seen behind me. 

	Other times he asks me to stimulate my nipples or my clitoris in this way and to send him proof of my obedience. But the time he has pushed me the most to the limit was about three months ago. I had to change the day we had arranged to meet, because a couple of friends were coming for dinner that day. Shortly before the guests arrived I received a message from them. In it he told me that for dinner I should choose the smallest thong I had and a short mini-skirt and to put inside me the vibrating bullet with which he sometimes kept me excited during our outings. He told me, "Set the vibration to the minimum and keep it in your pussy as long as the guests are at your house." Can you imagine the little night she put me through?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In my case, Gerardo prefers me to wear panties. He likes the fetishism of a full set of underwear - stockings, garter belt and panties - although since I've had my breasts done, he prefers me to dispense with a bra on many occasions. I think that, apart from seeing me in my underwear, he likes the feeling of conquest by taking my panties off or having me take them off for him. Plus, it makes it easier for him to make sure the vibrator doesn't fall out of me. At first, we used a vibrating bullet, but he has recently added a vibrator with remote control from his cell phone to his arsenal." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Tomorrow I will see my Master again and my body is already advancing the encounter with his reactions. This week I have changed the day because of my husband's schedule. This is going to be a busy week for me. Tomorrow with my Master and on Friday my boss has invited my husband and me to a party at his house. So I have only Thursday to go shopping and find a suitable outfit for the occasion. If I impress them I will earn a lot of points for promotion. I'm curious to know how your husband will react when you get super sexy for your boss and when he sees that at his house you focus all your attention on him, leaving your husband aside. Will he understand that this is something necessary to prosper at work? Will he approve? Will it excite him deep down, even if he won't admit it, or will he fall prey to jealousy in return? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I wonder if you should instruct him first, make him a participant - to a certain extent - in your plan. Maybe you should tell him before you leave the house to please don't get angry if you don't listen to him and if you laugh at your boss or show him a little too much cleavage. I don't have the answers; it's just a thought. Although I'm afraid you're going to tell me that your boss is married and his wife will be home too, which would certainly complicate everything. Or maybe not. Maybe he's as turned on as you are by cheating on his partner and you can steal a kiss right out from under the noses of your husband and his wife, without either of them knowing about it. In any case, whether by action or imagination, I think you're going to enjoy that dinner very much." 

	  

	***  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Of all the men who have passed and who are now in your life, who would you say is the one who has left the deepest mark on you? I'm not talking about love or affection, but about who has marked your soul with fire with that something that you always have present and that you know will always be in you, even if that person disappeared or has disappeared from your life a long time ago." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Since I had decided to accelerate the issue of my promotion, my relationship with my boss had become more cordial and closer. I made a point of going to his office with some frequency with the excuse of asking his advice and approval on any subject, flirting with him and letting him guess my charms. I think that made it easier for him to invite my husband and me that year to the party he gave every year at his house to celebrate St. Joseph's Day. 

	I knew that important people from the bank would be there and I decided to go elegant but also as dazzling as possible, so I chose a short cocktail dress with a stunning neckline and transparencies on the sleeves. Of course I didn't wear a bra, just a narrow thong with transparencies. 

	When we arrived there were already several people at the party, including the Regional Director, so I was very happy that my boss had invited me. This way I would have the opportunity to be introduced to him and earn points for my promotion. My boss greeted me very warmly with two kisses, perhaps longer than usual, and shook my husband's hand tightly. Then we mingled with the crowd, although I was aware that my boss was constantly following me with his eyes.  

	We were chatting with a colleague from the head office and his wife when I turned my head and suddenly saw my Master effusively greeting my boss's wife. At that moment I wanted to die. I think I changed color five or six times in one moment. I couldn't believe he was there. How could he do something like that to me, forcing me to manage such an embarrassing situation with my lover and my husband, coincidentally in the same room, and moreover with my boss stalking me? Only two days before, together in his bed, I had told him about my promotion, about the need to keep my boss happy to speed it up, and about the party my boss had invited me to. I had confessed to him that it was a good opportunity to start seducing him. He gave me his permission to do so and in return I would have to pass a new test that he would not tell me until the time was right.  

	And now he was showing up at the party. My face was burning with nervousness. His presence completely changed the scenario. What was he there for? To check up on me? To get to know my husband personally? Or to see with his own eyes what my boss's intentions were with me? What would happen if my boss tried anything with me, with my Master there watching us? What would I have to do? I had his permission to seduce my boss, yes, but I wasn't sure I had it to do it under his nose. And then there was my husband, oblivious to my Master's existence and my boss's intentions. But being there in the middle of that mess, he could witness inappropriate things that would make him start to suspect what his little wife was really doing outside the house. 

	I tried to calm down a bit before my husband noticed that something strange was going on. Thinking about it, my boss might have invited him innocently and my Master might have accepted the invitation out of compromise. My Master was one of the bank's best clients and had known my boss for years and apparently also his slut wife, the way she hugged him when he gave her two kisses. So it could all be coincidental, although he should never have accepted the invitation and put me in such a difficult situation. On the other hand, it was also unlikely that my boss would try anything in front of so many people and his wife, so my Master would have nothing to control either. 

	I decided to camouflage myself among the people to avoid being seen. I took my husband by the arm, apologized to the couple and said, "Come on, I need a drink.  

	We went to the area where a waiter was serving drinks and ordered two glasses of champagne. A few minutes later my husband needed to go to the bathroom and I was left alone, almost hidden in a corner of the room. Suddenly I felt a hand on my bare back and thought it was my husband coming back from the bathroom, I turned around and saw him. I could hardly articulate a word. 

	He brought his mouth close to my ear and whispered, "Are you avoiding me? That is going to deserve a severe punishment that I will give you in due time. I'll be waiting for you in fifteen minutes in the upstairs bathroom.  

	I was so stunned that I could only nod my head. 

	My husband returned shortly after my Master left accompanied by the hostess and we spent some time talking. I kept glancing at my watch, albeit discreetly. It was almost fifteen minutes past. I excused myself by saying that I also needed to go to the bathroom, which was absolutely true. Trying to be inconspicuous, I climbed the stairs to the upper floor. My heart was beating ten thousand an hour. Had my boss seen me sneak out? When I got upstairs, he was already waiting for me in the hallway. I went up to him and gave him a deep kiss, trying to lessen his anger. 

	-Don't think this is going to get you out of punishment," he said. He took me to a corner, out of sight of anyone who might come up the stairs. He leaned me against the wall and kissed me on my neck. He knew where my weak spot was. Pull down your panties. I want to see how horny this situation makes you," he ordered.  

	I kept looking at the stairs, but I obeyed and pulled my thong down to mid-thigh. He slipped his fingers into my pussy.  

	-You're soaking wet, you little slut. I want you to do something for me. You're going to go back downstairs and, before you meet your husband, you're going to take off your thong and put it in your purse. At a certain point I will come over to greet you and you will introduce me to your husband. At that moment I want you to take the thong out of your purse and put it in my jacket pocket. Do you understand, little one? 

	My head was spinning and my heart seemed to want to pound out of my chest, but my soaking wet pussy told me that I would do anything he asked, even if I died of shame. So I just said, "Yes, my Master.  

	-I hope that when you are at your husband's side you won't back out, because it would have consequences. Once you have completed your task I will leave to make you feel more comfortable and to give you a free hand with your boss. But tonight, as soon as you get home, send me a message and tell me everything that happened with him. You can go now. 

	I hurried downstairs and went into the downstairs bathroom to take off my thong and unload my bladder, which was about to explode with so much excitement. I stuffed the thong in the small bag, fixed my dress as best I could and went out to face my destiny.  

	I went back to the living room. My husband was chatting with my boss's daughter. She was shamelessly hanging on his arm and my dumb husband was not even aware that she was shamelessly flirting with him. I suddenly felt jealous of this little slut who was taking such liberties with my husband, whom I had just met. Just as slutty as her mother, I thought, remembering how she had embraced my Master. Like a wolf I approached and hugged my husband, pulling him away from the little girl, whom I greeted coldly. For a moment, jealousy had made me forget the task my Master had ordered me to do. I barely had time to think about how I was going to carry it out.  

	I needed another glass of champagne to calm me down and give me the courage to carry out my purpose. So I dragged my husband back to the drinks area. The waiter poured us two new glasses, not without a good look at my cleavage. As I noticed his gaze, I thought how good that dress looked on my new boobs. We went back to mingle with the crowd and before long I saw my Master again. He was heading straight for us. He always delivered what he promised. In two seconds he was in front of me. 

	-Good evening, Flor. Long time no see," she said.  

	I couldn't believe I could lie with such aplomb. We had spent the night together only two days before.  

	-Good evening, Don Julio," I said, trying not to show closeness. How are you doing? This is Javier, my husband," I said to my Master. This is Don Julio, a very good client of the bank," I said, addressing my husband. 

	For some reason, I sensed a certain distaste in my husband. I couldn't explain my feeling, but he became tense. Did he sense that this man might be a threat to him? The two men shook hands and began one of those inconsequential talks, typical of those who have nothing in common, although in their case they had something very important in common: me.  

	It was perhaps only five minutes, but it took me forever. At no time did I dare to say anything, in case I gave myself away and because I was still thinking about how to accomplish my task without my husband noticing anything.  

	My Master made the gesture to go and say goodbye and at the last moment it occurred to me how I could do it. I faked a sneeze, apologized and turned to get a handkerchief out of my purse. As I pulled the tissue out and pretended to wipe my nose, I pulled the thong out of the purse and hid it completely crumpled in my left hand. Thank God it was so tiny and barely bulged in my hand. When my Master approached me to give me the typical two goodbye kisses, I put the hand with the thong on his side and slyly slipped the thong into the right pocket of his jacket. Mission accomplished!!!! 

	My Master shook my husband's hand and as he left I saw that smile on his face that I knew so well. I'm sure he was proud of me. 

	When my Master disappeared from our sight, I was relieved. With everything my Master had made me do that night, I had completely forgotten about my boss, until I saw him approach us looking like he wanted something.  

	When he reached our level, he gave me a polite smile and said, "Flower, I would like to introduce you to the Provincial Director. I have told him about you and I want you to meet him before he leaves. He is about to take the car to leave. Will you excuse us for a moment," she said to my husband and grabbed my arm and dragged me away from my husband.  

	I looked at my husband as if to say, "I'm sorry, but what can I do?" But despite my mute apology I saw my husband's disapproving face and that gesture of annoyance on his mouth that I knew so well.  

	My boss led me to the front door of the house. When we came out, the Provincial Director and his wife were about to get in the car. We approached and my boss made the introductions. The director told me that they had spoken very highly of me, that they were very happy with my work and to keep up the good work. His wife also greeted me very kindly. She was about ten or fifteen years younger than him and was very elegant. After talking for a few minutes, they left.  

	As I walked back toward the house, my boss backed me into a corner, out of sight from the door.  

	-Flor, I've been wanting to have a moment with you all night and I don't know how you did it, but you've been sneaking away the whole time.  

	I was trying to stammer out an apology, when I noticed his hand on my leg, moving quickly up towards my pussy. I was horrified, I couldn't let my boss find out so soon that I was a slut walking around with my panties off and my pussy soaking wet. I had to maintain my image as a good employee and wife who can't help but fall for her boss's charms. I quickly grabbed her hand and placed it on my breast, as I lunged toward her mouth and eagerly stuck my tongue in to keep her from bringing her hand back to my naked sex. It was only about ten seconds there, kissing, but it seemed like an eternity to me. Meanwhile, out of the corner of my eye I kept watching the exit of the house. 

	-Not here, please. Anyone can come out and surprise us. I promise you that on Monday at the office I will stay for overtime and you can have anything you want from me," I said, giving her another quick kiss on the lips.  

	I noticed the disappointment on his face, but he complied and grabbing me by the waist we headed back towards the house. As we walked, I noticed his hand resting shamelessly on my ass, which far from bothering me gave me a new prick in my pussy. How was it possible that despite the stress that my Master and my boss had caused me all night long, I was so excited and desperate to have something hard inside me? 

	Before I went in, I shook off my boss's grip and told him I needed to go to the bathroom. I knew my husband would be nervous and angry. He had been alone for a while now and didn't know where his wife was. Besides, he had seen me leave with my boss and I had told him that to get my promotion that day I had to be especially charming to him. Was he imagining something? I preferred not to think about that for the moment and went straight to the bathroom. I needed to clean my wet pussy and give it some relief, even if it was with my fingers. 

	After relieving some of my horniness, I touched up my makeup and the red of my lips, lost in kissing my boss. I gave them a little gloss and left the bathroom to meet my husband. I found him standing next to a small group of men chatting animatedly, but he seemed oblivious to the conversation and visibly angry. When he saw me approaching, he gave me one of those reproachful looks of his that always pierce my soul and make me feel like the worst person in the world. 

	-Where have you been? -he said, when I got to him. It's been almost fifteen minutes since I saw your boss and he told me he didn't know where you were. If you weren't with your boss, who have you been with all this time? With that Don Julio?  

	I noticed the gleam of jealousy in my husband's eyes and thought that it had been a bad idea for my Master to want to meet my husband. Overcoming my fear that we might have aroused my husband's suspicions, I put on my good girl face and said: "I'm sorry, my love, but I think the champagne didn't agree with me and after my boss introduced me to the Provincial Director I got dizzy and had to go to the bathroom to wet my face a little and recover. Then I had to touch up all my make-up and fix my dress a bit. That's why it took me so long. Come on, let's say goodbye to my boss and his wife and go home.  

	We said goodbye to the hosts. Fortunately my boss behaved as if what had happened between us a few minutes before had never happened, except perhaps for that smile that no one but me could interpret.  

	On the way home, my husband hardly spoke to me. Despite my explanations, he was still angry and was quiet and focused on the road all the way home. Meanwhile, my little head was thinking about everything that had happened that night and what I still had to do: send the report to my Master and try to compensate my husband for the night I had given him and get him to stop being angry. Despite my quick relief in my boss's bathroom, I was still tremendously horny and still craving sex. If it weren't for the fact that my husband's suspicions had grown, I would have fucked him right there in the car, but that was something that didn't fit into the role of a faithful and responsible wife. I only did those things with my Master and they were part of my darker side, that of an unfaithful and submissive wife to another man. Besides, if I had done that, I would have discovered that his little wife had lost her panties during the party and that would have been a catastrophe for everyone. 

	We arrived home, left the car in the garage and went up in the elevator. My husband was still taciturn. I hugged him and began to kiss his ear, which I know he loves, while I squeezed his ass with both my hands to stick to him as much as possible and give him one of those deep kisses, full of saliva and with all the lust that I felt and that my tongue was able to transmit. He let me do it, pretending a certain indifference to punish me, but the bulge growing between his legs told me clearly that it was not so. The braking of the elevator startled us and we separated. We stepped out of the elevator and I anxiously searched my purse for my keys. Normally it's chaos and it takes me forever to find anything, but that night it was different and I found them the first time. Finally something was going right.  

	We went inside and as soon as we closed the door I pounced on his mouth again. He finally gave in to passion and brought his hand to one of my breasts, squeezing it tightly as our tongues curled in a sensual dance. He then tried to reach under my dress, and as I felt the touch of his fingers, I suddenly realized, I wasn't wearing anything down there! Luckily I reacted coolly despite my horniness and quickly dropped to my knees. Urgently I unbuckled his belt and his pants slid down to his ankles. I pulled down his briefs and before me appeared his beautiful penis, already showing some hardness and telling me to "eat me". Eagerly I took him into my mouth, sucking hard on the glans, while one of my hands jerked him off and the other caressed his testicles. With the tip of my tongue I licked the little hole of his cock as if trying to penetrate it and with each lick I squeezed his testicles, pulling out loud moans of pleasure.  

	He began to move his hips to penetrate my mouth harder and I matched my sucking to the rhythm of his thrusts. My husband grabbed my head with his hands and at the same time as his cock entered my mouth he squeezed my head towards it. The hand gripping his cock acted as a stopper and kept me from having to swallow it all. This was something I never did with my husband. Swallowing a cock all the way down my throat is something I only do with my Master and some of the men he chooses for me. I had to make him come and I applied myself vigorously to the blowjobs until I noticed how his body tensed and arched his back. A huge spurt of cum flooded my mouth. I held it in my mouth. This was another thing I never did with my husband and did with my Master: swallowing cum. I held my mouth closed over his penis until it deflated completely. He withdrew and I opened my mouth, showing him all the cum I had spilled in it. With gestures I told him I was going to spit it all out and wash my mouth. So I ran off to the bathroom, as he plopped down on the couch, already relaxed.  

	On the way to the bathroom I swallowed all of my husband's cum. He could no longer see me and I became addicted to milk. Well, rather, my Master has made me addicted to milk, to the point of distinguishing its taste from that of other men. As soon as I got to the bathroom, I took off my dress and bra and looked at myself naked in front of the mirror. My pussy was still screaming for cock, but I had yet to send the message to my Master with the events of the night, so the quenching of my horniness would have to wait a while yet. That was my punishment for being an unfaithful slut. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I reblogged florsumisa's story on my blog. Was it possible that I wasn't the only woman unfaithful to her husband and submissive to another man? Because, in a way, those who criticized me were right: I was indeed being unfaithful to my husband, even though he, unlike florsumisa's, knew what was going on. (I hope you don't mind, flower. You've influenced me, too.) 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does your growing love for Gerardo increase or decrease your love for your husband? Both are couple loves, do they both compete in your heart? When Daniel sees your growing love for Gerardo, does that affect his feelings for you? Does your passion for Gerardo diminish or override your sexual desire for your husband? Do you think Daniel has sought refuge in Lidia, seeing you withdraw from him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"They are different and compatible feelings. I'm not distancing myself from him at all, but, even if I don't like him, I also can't reproach him for getting excited about Lidia and flirting in his imagination with her." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Could you rate on a scale of one to ten the pleasure Gerardo gives you when he fucks you and the pleasure Daniel gives you when he licks you with your boss's cum inside you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Aren't the two things part of the same thing?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Do you like what you're seeing? Do you like what you've become? 

	-Oh, yes, I like it. Keep going please, don't stop. 

	-Don't worry, Gema, I won't stop. You still have a long way to go. Now that you've come this far, the really interesting part begins. 

	-But... Oh, but... I hardly recognize myself! -I protested weakly. Submission was addictive. Maybe so was dominance. I wanted that. I needed it like drinking water. The once strong anchor that was my husband was cracking and I was losing my connection to reality. But I needed it like air to breathe. 

	-What you are seeing is only what is inside you. I will strip you of all your outer layers until only your soul remains, your true naked self. Then and only then will you truly recognize yourself, if you have the courage to look in the mirror. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello Gema. Please don't bother with negative comments here. Your blog is great. I hope you continue for a long time. I understood that just in one of your replies, Gerardo hinted that he wants me to live with him. How would it have to look like? Would you like to see Daniel only on weekends? I hope you won't consider this." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He hasn't explicitly suggested it, nor have we talked about it. It's been more of an implied hint, nothing more. And no, I wouldn't want to, at least at this time." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"My Master loves to watch me walk on all fours like a good little dog and ask cuddly for my treat." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He's not the only one... And I like to behave like a cuddly little animal. Sometimes I imagine being a puppy, sometimes a kitten. I guess I'll be a new species: a cat-dog." 

	  

	  

	*** 

	  

	I admit it: Gerardo was absorbing me. I was letting go of my dominance over my husband and that was not good. Maybe we were both rather submissive by nature and when I didn't exercise dominance - instinctively, without premeditation - my husband would try to fill the gap. The problem was that he wasn't very good at it and, besides, he wasn't happy being dominant. It didn't work. We knew this well from many years of experience together.  

	Except for the time when we had both been in love with each other up to our eyebrows and everything had been rosy, my husband had never been happier than when I dominated him. But it was not enough for him that I dominated: he needed to feel it every day, physically and psychologically. His temper would then change and he would become sweet. But when he had to dominate, he became irascible and grumpy. It was not his natural state, but his temper would change. However, when I tied him up short and took over the reins, he would go back to being the sweet and passionate man I had married. 

	But I probably wasn't a born dominatrix either. I could do it, but it cost me energy. It didn't come naturally to me. I liked doing it, but my husband needed more than a little. A follower had already said on several occasions that what my husband needs is RABO. Well, we'll see. The problem was that I couldn't keep up with it all. There were too many things and, even by himself, Gerardo absorbed me. In a good way. That's what I needed. But I was afraid that because of that I didn't have enough energy for my husband. I don't mean in the sense of showing him my love or having sex with him. I mean taking the initiative to be dominant and demanding, day in and day out. Maybe that's why I asked Gerardo to involve my husband more. Possibly it was not so that Daniel would have more opportunities to observe us, nor so that he would not feel left out because of Gerardo's indifference. Maybe I didn't see myself capable of doing it on my own and needed his help. [Maybe what you really want is for Gerardo to break up your marriage, for it to be his decision and action, because you are a coward.] 

	 If we lived alone and if I was a born domina. If I had the energy for it or if it came naturally to me. Then I would have my husband like this every day and he would be happy. I would come home from work or from a date with a man, or both, and he would relax me in that way that he knows how. That's what Gerardo would do, if I lived with him. Why can't I be like Gerardo? 

	  

	***  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If I lived with Gerardo, I would wait for him every day at home like this. It wouldn't cost Gerardo any extra energy to insist every day until he achieved his goals. It comes naturally to him. You might even say it relaxes him to do it." 

	  

	With the picture of a naked woman, on her knees, looking at the door, waiting for the arrival of her Master, her boss, her lord. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Who needs love, if he can give you everything else and assure you a life of luxury? Besides, I think Gerardo has no living children, and he is already an old man of 65 or more, so, if you married him, you would inherit all his money and the shares of the company. That would ensure you the job and a good life forever. All that is a lot, compared to what your husband can offer you. Just some caresses or kisses? Because even sex is no good with him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"First: Gerardo is less than 65 years old, although he might seem to be that age or even older.  

	Second: My lawyer says that, if I were to marry him, I would not automatically inherit his fortune, even if we were married in community of property. My lawyer claims that I would only inherit the increase in wealth since that time, but not what he has so far. And then there is his nephew, who according to my lawyer has a portion of the inheritance secured by law and could sue for the rest. 

	Third: Sex with my husband is good, especially when I give it to him or when he uses his tongue where another man has just cum. He has a special talent for that, which is in short supply among men. Or do you think Gerardo would be willing to do the same?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I see that you have well studied the issue of Gerardo's inheritance. That means that you have seriously considered it and probably discarded it, because the disadvantages are greater than the benefits, according to what you have said. No need to respond. Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I love you. You know that, don't you?" 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema. I'm a little worried that you are financially dependent on Gerardo. I could always push it, whether he likes it or not. If Daniel got a job offer in a different city, would that be an option? I mean, you stay in Madrid and Daniel on the move. You and Daniel would only see each other on the weekend. In general, what is the absolute minimum amount of time you have to be with Daniel, before your heart starts to ache for him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The good thing about living in Madrid is that most of the job offers are here. It is unlikely that you will be offered something elsewhere that you wouldn't have here. Also, salaries in Madrid tend to be higher than in the rest of Spain. So, I don't see the point of Daniel living in another city. I wouldn't want it to be that way - that wouldn't help us - but, fortunately, economically it wouldn't make much sense either." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think that today you don't want to be alone with Gerardo and live with him, not because you love your husband, which as we read more and more is debatable, but because you are afraid of losing your freedom completely. You would become totally dependent on him, both emotionally and financially, and that scares you. Your husband is just your alibi in front of Gerardo, to try to prevent your boss from catching you altogether. I wonder how long it will take Gerardo to kill your alibi." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And I would also lose my sexual freedom. And I would lose having a cuckold to tell my vicious stories to, while he gets excited and does whatever I ask him to do to keep it going. I wouldn't have that with Gerardo." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It's true that no one is interested in losing their freedom and being truly caged and dominated by another person. But do you really think you'll be able to avoid it? Gerardo is going step by step, tightening the circle, badmouthing Lidia, tripping your husband, encouraging your lust, offering you to anyone. He has the power, the money, the will, the patience, the cunning and the malice enough to put a new bar on the cage every day. By the time you realize it, he will have nothing left to do but lock up." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm very good at inadvertently stealing keys." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"A few days ago I asked you what you would do if Gerardo gave you the ultimatum to choose definitively between him and your husband. I see you haven't answered and I imagine it's because you don't want Daniel to know that answer. And if you don't want him to know it is because you would choose Gerardo. You know that Gerardo could ask you any day now and I think it would be much more honest if your husband was warned." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think I did answer: cuckold Gerardo (knowing it or not knowing it) and my husband the cuckold. I don't plan to give up either at this time." 

	  

	With a black and white photo of an engaged couple. He, a gray wolf, dressed in black, elegant, assertive, leading her to the altar, holding her hand. She, looking at the camera -perhaps at her husband-, with that look between a frightened fawn and a vicious woman. The transparent veil does not cover her expression. Her wedding dress is very much to the gray wolf's liking: a corset that exposes her breasts, panties and stockings and nothing else. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You did indeed answer. Sorry, it slipped my mind. Regarding your answer, Gerardo would have to be an ignorant cuckold by force. If he poses the ultimatum to you, it is not to share you with Daniel. Your husband has also said in his story that he senses that Gerardo has a hard time sharing you with him and I think you are sensing this more and more as well. So, it is very possible that scenario will happen in the not too distant future. How will you arrange yourself, living with Gerardo (so controlling) to be with Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I like to be this at times." (With photo of a naked woman, except for her heels, on all fours. She wears a mask with doe ears and a doe tail on her ass). "But I'm not interested in being this forever." (With photo of a red-haired woman, naked and caged in a gilded cage. The woman sticks her hands out through the grate, reaching for the little bird - an owlet - which is sitting quietly on the back of a chair). 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why is the feeling of submission so intense that sometimes it is almost mistaken for something else?" 

	  

	With the photo on a narrow street, paved with cobblestones. She kneeling in the middle of the street, looking down at the ground, completely submissive. He, bald and in a suit, stroking the back of her neck, watching her with satisfaction. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXIV - Gold it seems, silver IT IS not 

	  

	"She opens the window through which she knows he will soon peek out. 

	He watches her in the distance. 

	She lets herself be carried away by her desire, her excitement, her pleasure, aware that she is giving her beloved the vision she most desires. 

	He watches, gets aroused, caresses himself, and cums at that moment, when her trembling betrays her orgasm. 

	They play. And they never tire of desiring and provoking each other. 

	Hundreds of miles away. Separated. Together." - arnand32en 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If you never eat at home on weekdays, then you spend several afternoons and evenings during the week at Gerardo's house (where you barely communicate with Daniel), then on Friday afternoon and Saturday mornings, when do you and your husband live together as a couple, when do you talk and talk about the important things in your life, your daughter, your projects? You only have Sunday left, where you also spend part of the day fulfilling your boss's wishes". 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I see you have my time perfectly timed. You forgot to add the vacation I spend with Gerardo." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Have you noticed that three months after your return from Switzerland you still haven't written a single word about your reunion with your husband? Last year, as soon as you came back, you expressed your renewed love for him here. This year, nothing. I think your feelings for Daniel have changed profoundly, although I know you won't confess it here, so as not to hurt him (you probably won't even publish this). But think that the honest thing to do, if you still love Daniel at all, is to tell him how you truly feel now." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You never answer questions that are uncomfortable or engaging. If you do answer, you do so with often arrogant evasions or you leave the fundamental part of the question unanswered or respond with another question to deflect the issue. You're certainly within your rights, but it says quite a bit about your personality." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-You told me that you had affirmed it because of ecstasy. But you really love him! -I accused my wife. Gemma turned red and bowed her head. I turned pale and pulled my husband away from her. I felt an enormous bitterness. 

	-I love you. Only you," my wife repeated, on the verge of tears. The expression on her face and the facts contradicted her. 

	-It's not true! At least be honest. -She had watched the video for the umpteenth time. Darko had asked her if she loved Gerardo and she had exclaimed loud and clear that she did. It had been a long, unmistakable yes, full of energy. I had tried to push reality out of my mind. I had tried to convince myself that what she had said had been purely the result of lust. I had argued to myself that it was impossible for her to fall in love with a fat old man like Gerardo, no matter how much money he had, no matter how intelligent and cultured he was, and no matter how dominant, perverse and creative he was. But reality managed to be even more stubborn than I was. In the end, reality always prevailed. I loved him. I really did. She even considered having his child and moving in with him. I'm about to lose her. But maybe it's for the best. Better now than later. 

	-N-n-no, please-please! -my wife stammered. It wasn't like her to stutter. But she was trembling. Inside and out. 

	-Stop it! -I waved. My wife's weakness did not help the situation. On the contrary, it made it worse. If you would at least impose yourself, if you would at least tell me what I should do and think, if you would at least control my every heartbeat and breath, everything would be easier. I could accept to be her slave. I could admit that as my mistress she had the right to do whatever she wanted. But what I couldn't deal with was her behaving like this, being my wife, a normal wife, and not a dominant hot wife. Because she wasn't being a hot wife, she was being a submissive. And dominant with me she was only dominant at times, when we played. But I, to endure that, needed her to be omnipresent and not a mere erotic game. You don't even have the courage to tell the truth to your followers! -I accused her. You've been asked by several and you've answered them with half-truths. Why didn't you tell them that you answered Darko's question that you shouted "YES YES YES YES"? Why do you keep lying to me? -I knew he wasn't being smart to harass her like this. She loved him and wasn't willing to give him up. The only thing he could accomplish by pressuring her was for the rope to snap. And I'll take the short end. But maybe it's for the best. 

	-It's... complex," said Gema, in a low voice, almost unintelligibly. She swallowed saliva. You are right. I do love him," my wife admitted. I love him -admitted my wife-. But not like you," she added quickly. I love him for giving me this kind of experience. You know there are several different kinds of love. 

	I nodded. It wasn't the first time she had fallen in love with her horndog and that didn't mean she had stopped loving me. She had fallen for Silvestre, but I had him under control. And then she had surrendered to Luis Alberto, whom she had hated and loved at the same time. She had loved him only out of lust. But everything had gotten out of control and things had become dangerous. Physically dangerous. And with Gerard, everything was out of control from the start. Things weren't physically dangerous. Yet. The danger was even greater, however implausible it might seem. 

	-It turns you on," he reminded me. For an instant, there was that firmness in his voice that I needed to accept it. But it quickly faded. "I admit that these are... strong feelings. 

	-So much for moving in with him and having his child," I said dryly. It had not been a question. It wasn't necessary. Questions like that had already been asked many times on her blog. I had asked him too, from anonymity. It was even possible that Gerardo had also asked it from an anonymous account or from one with a false name. 

	-It has nothing to do with how I feel about you! -My wife tried to assure me, "Have you read florsumisa? 

	I nodded. Her master had demanded that she get pregnant. Gemma had advised against it. In return, her master had fitted her with a pair of false tits. There were great parallels. And that wasn't necessarily a good thing. 

	-I would never lie to you or really hide anything important from you," my wife said. Florsumisa's husband didn't even know that his wife was being unfaithful. What I feel for Gerardo has nothing to do with what I feel for you," my wife repeated. You can call it love in both cases, if you want, but they are different kinds. You know that. I love Gerardo for giving me those experiences, but I love you. I love you, period. That's all. I love you not for what you give me, but I just love him. 

	My wife's words helped instill confidence in me. But I had the feeling that this was not enough. What if she goes to live with him? What if in the end she wants a 24x7 submission experience? Gerardo will change her and I won't recognize her. And he will get her pregnant. I felt tremendously insecure again. I was unsettled. Everything I had built was falling apart. So I did not dream of the experience of being the cuckold of a hotwife. 

	-This is dangerous, Gema. You've already been warned by several followers who know about it. -I sighed. I knew it would be a sterile discussion. I need to hold on to you with all my strength. I need you to be more dominant with me," I confessed. That would help me accept the situation. No... you can't just be your master's submissive! 

	Gema's eyes widened when she heard me pronounce those two words: submissive and master. It was the first time I had used them to refer to her and Gerardo. 

	-Then I guess you'd rather stay caged," my wife said to me, somewhat amused, only to scold me later: "In the end it was good for us that Lidia put the trap on you.  

	Why was she talking to me about Lidia? Lidia was nothing to me. She was just an attractive young girl who knew how to treat me. 

	-Do you want me to continue to bring out your feminine side? Would you rather we just make love from behind? 

	I shrugged, avoiding giving him a clear answer. There were things I'd rather not talk about. Why ask instead, if that's what you want? Why ask me if I prefer it? 

	-Flor will end up impregnated by her master," I said in return, to avoid throwing her off. I left the sentence in suspense. Her master will come back. He will insist. Just as your master will insist. -My wife's eyes widened again when she heard me refer to Gerardo in this way. You are his submissive," I added. 

	-I'm not old enough for that anymore," my wife replied. She shook her head. 

	-You're still old enough for that. Still," I insisted, not quite knowing why. 

	-Now you seem to want it," my wife accused me. Do you want it? 

	-Of course not! -Why do you always ask me if I want it? What mistress asks her submissive what she wants? Why don't you tell me what you want? I know you thought it was too hasty for me to have a vasectomy. I know you feel that your maternal instinct is not fully satisfied," I probed her. 

	-Stop talking nonsense! -Gema pretended to be angry. But if she was angry it was because the truth offends. I haven't given up on Mario yet," she said, changing the subject, trying to distract me. 

	-I'm not comfortable with that. You know that. -I made a sour face. I preferred Mario to Gerardo as a goreador. But Gema didn't want him as a goreador. 

	-What if I gave you the choice between Mario and Gerardo? -my wife asked me.  

	I had surprised myself with the question. Actually, it was useless. I would never leave Gerardo for Mario. He wouldn't even leave him for me. 

	-Answer. Be honest. 

	-What's the point? You know very well that you can't choose. You know you'll always stay with Gerardo. 

	-You're right," my wife admitted. But that's not the question. The question is what you prefer. 

	And again with my preferences. You don't ask a submissive that. You don't make my life easier that way. On the contrary, you make it unbearable. 

	-Answer! -insisted my wife. 

	-To Gerardo! -I gasped. It had been hard for me to admit it. But, although I preferred Mario as a goreador physically, I was extremely uncomfortable with my wife trying to subdue him and bring out his feminine side. That's what I'm here for! {So, what's the biggest threat?}-Please, couldn't you...? I'm uncomfortable with that. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema. Congratulations on your blog. I have a question of a domestic type: if you eat out all week, does your husband now make food for your daughter and him every day or is it up to you to spend all Sunday cooking to leave food ready for them for the week? Thanks for your answer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"They take turns making food. My daughter is of age now. They're pretty chaotic the two of them in that regard, though. Mom there is only one." 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Hi, Guadi!!!! Let's see, as a hotwife you have to subdue Daniel, but you are so preoccupied with yourself that you don't devote the necessary effort to control and keep his cuckoldry in check. First of all, birdlocked 24x7. He should only bring out the birdie for your pleasure. Absolute sexual control, correctives to know who is in charge of her sexuality. Femdom relationship always and show your love only after a corrective. Whenever she starts to please herself, corrective. If not, you will lose it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are quite right in your analysis and I'm afraid also in your conclusions. but the birdlocked thing... you beat me to it Lidia, albeit not a metal cage." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say you need to know that the cuckold supports your affairs and agrees with them, which is unbecoming of a hotwife. Your husband should feel grateful for the mere fact that you still allow him to be around you. You should care nothing what the cuckold thinks or feels about your affairs He simply exists to wear the horns, otherwise he is irrelevant Otherwise, what will happen the day he doesn't agree with your affairs? Do you really think you will give them up for the cuckold's sake?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Is that the kind of relationship you would want with your partner? Between not agreeing at all and agreeing absolutely, there's a whole spectrum of nuances. I don't expect Daniel to agree 100 percent with everything I do. That doesn't make sense, either in everyday life or within the hotwife lifestyle. But neither could it, if he were diametrically opposed; it wouldn't be sustainable. A little bit more in agreement, a little bit less in agreement, a little bit more comfortable, a little bit more uncomfortable... that's the range we play with. The two extremes are unfeasible, one because it is unsustainable and the other because it is unrealistic or utopian. The cuckold exists to support his wife and remind her that she can be a slut as well as a (his) princess. He is there to be the hotwife's home, her refuge to which she can always return after her adventures. And he receives her with love, maybe also with some discomfort, but love and excitement. And she returns with love, perhaps also with a slightly uneasy conscience, but excited and eager to share her experience with her husband. What you're saying just doesn't make sense." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello Gema. I want to thank you for continuing to share your adventures with us. It is fascinating. Please don't bother with any negative comments. Many follow your blog with enthusiasm. Excuse my Spanish, it's not the best. 

	I know the hotwife fantasy was Daniel's idea. However, I have to admit that sometimes I am worried about Daniel, I worry that he might get lost in your affair. What if Daniel is just okay with the things you are doing with Gerardo or other lovers, because he is afraid that maybe you might leave him, if he wanted you to stop? You have described Daniel as a more introverted person, not communicative at times. So, would you feel if you pushed Daniel too far and hurt him emotionally? Are you afraid that something like that might happen? 

	Don't get me wrong, it must be very exciting and fulfilling for Daniel to be married to you. Daniel loves you. Obviously, you are the woman of his dreams. No doubt, the whole hotwife fantasy is only part of your marriage. Certainly, there is much more to your marriage, topics you don't normally share on your blog. I strongly assume that it is the many things beyond that hotwife fantasy that make Daniel irreplaceable to you. And why only Daniel owns your heart. 

	Thank you for listening to me. I hope I didn't take away your nerves. I would really like to hear your opinion on my thoughts." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As you have already sensed, here in this blog I tell the most morbid part of our life. Obviously, in a marriage there is much more than that, but that I simply do not tell. I can't tell it all, nor do I want to tell it all. Most of it is just everyday life - we are not so different from other couples. What I highlight here is the less quotidian. 

	No, Daniel doesn't accept all this because he's afraid that if he rebelled she would leave him. Why would he be afraid of that? If she left him, he would find another woman. Or he wouldn't look for her and would be happy in another way. What wouldn't make sense, and doesn't make sense, is for him to put up with this out of fear. For that, better alone than in bad company, don't you think?  

	No, Daniel is turned on by this situation. It turns him on in the sense that it excites him. And it also gets on his nerves, which is not necessarily a bad thing, if the measure is right. Surely not everything is as he would have dreamed (or as he would have dared to dream), but let's face it, when is anything really ideal? There are aspects he doesn't like and there are things that make him uncomfortable. But from there to thinking that he is putting up with all this almost against his will, is something that doesn't make sense. 

	Obviously we run the risk of both of us going too far. Sometimes the line between exciting and truly humiliating is a fine one. It's an edge we balance on and it works against us that he's not very forthcoming. Sometimes he's embarrassed to talk about his true desires, other times I think he thinks (and he's probably right) that, if he were to express them explicitly, it would lose its morbidness. So I have the difficult task of intuiting what he desires, determining what I desire, and assessing how to make the two compatible. Whether I fall short or overdo it, it's bad. As for going overboard, I don't need to comment any further, but as for falling short, you should know that my husband gets bored quickly. He is patient, yes, but he always wants to see a certain progression that, even if it is slow, must always be a step forward. 

	What also happens is that easy things often turn out to be boring as well. My jealousy aside, I could say, "Go ahead and try it with Lidia." But that would be too easy. The hard stuff is more exciting, I think, which in this case is knowing that she looks (if Gerardo lets her), but doesn't touch. That self-discipline, that role of cuckolded and submissive husband, gives more value to the affair than if he offered her his freedom. But what's more, that non-freedom binds him to me, not because I want to bind him so that he doesn't escape, but because in this whirlwind in which we live he also needs to know his place, which is none other than to belong to me in body and soul, because I, if not in body, then in heart, belong to him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Where do we stand, is Daniel your partner with all the rights or the cuckold with no rights at all? Both at the same time can't be." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why can't it be both at the same time? What law forbids it? Where is it written that I can't do one thing and the opposite at the same time? Tell me, do you with your partner have all rights or none? Or maybe you have realized that it is not about rights, but about a relationship?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't want to make you angry, but the account of your reunion with your husband on your return from Switzerland is somewhat disappointing. Nothing to do with the explosion of pure feelings of the previous year. I found it sad and even a bit sordid. I'm sorry, but that's what I felt when I read it. Your boss, slowly and quietly, is achieving his goals." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	It was time to see Dídac again. With regard to sex and after Switzerland, I felt saturated. Lidia, in turn, gave me mixed feelings. As soon as I hated her, I saw myself reflected in her, a mirage of what perhaps I could have been at her age - in view of what I was now - but which fortunately was not. Had I been like her at her age, I doubted I would have gone on to date Daniel. Daniel and I, back then, were very different from how we are now. We had a much more romantic and conventional view of life. If at first my encounters with Dídac excited me, not because of him, but because of what he meant - replacing me for the company with a client - now all the excitement was gone. I had other things on my mind. For once, I felt like a real whore: indifferent to another day's work. I would laugh at him, let him grope and kiss me a little in public, as he liked to do, before getting down to business, and let him fuck my mouth or my pussy - never my ass, no; he was not a horny guy - in my hotel room. The next day, before taking the AVE back, I'd blow him in his office, as he used to demand of me. At least I'd be able to bring Daniel the condom as a souvenir. All pretty routine. I wonder if he'll ever get tired of me and what will happen then. To keep him from getting bored, I would go to great lengths with him as much as I could. {You know that's not enough. You're going to have to start getting creative. Shall I give you ideas?} [Better not!] No, I wasn't thrilled at the idea of having to see Dídac again, but it was part of my job - our business arrangement was still in place - and I would do it with excellence.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Tonight you will be in Barcelona and your husband will be alone in Madrid. Do you think he will be at home waiting for you to come back or maybe not? Will he be out hunting? He has a lot of free time now, while you are away from home, traveling or working. Do you know what he does all that time? His boredom with you and Gerardo is not because he has started to explore other avenues? Maybe he's found a real Domina who will finally surrender his restless soul." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is supposed to use that time to translate my book, run the household and prepare the project of setting up his own company. No rush, but no pause. He could find a real domina, someone better than me in that sense, who would reach deeper into his soul, but she wouldn't reach his heart. The problem is that you need both. I have them thanks to my husband and Gerardo. I hope that for Daniel what I offer him for his soul will be enough, because as far as his heart is concerned, more I cannot give him and I doubt that no other can." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Tonight, when Dídac leaves you alone in your hotel room, who will you miss next to you in your bed, Gerardo or your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"To Gerardo, because Dídac is basically an extension of him. I do it thanks to him and because of him and, therefore, I think of him. In fact, I would like him to be with me before and after.  

	To my husband, because everything I do, I do it to satisfy his fantasy, to then tell him the details and excite him with it. I'm not saying it's the only reason, but it's a main reason. I would like him to be with me afterwards, so I can tell him about it and so I can cuddle with him and feel my home." 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Aren't you afraid, now that Lidia and Daniel have become intimate, that they will take advantage of your trips to Barcelona to be together? For a guy in the midlife crisis, I find it very difficult to resist a 20-year-old babe, especially with Lidia's charms and power. I tell you from experience (my ex)." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hmm. Maybe I should take it with me on my trips to Barcelona. Next time I have to see if it could be hidden under the bed." 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"I don't think your husband wants to go with you to Barcelona, when he can have Lidia at his disposal during that time. There is no color between new and used." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have my doubts about who is more used, Lidia or me. She's younger, but the sass she's got is unusual." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I hope you're wearing panties. 

	I had not progressed with Mario as much as I wanted to, mainly because of me, due to lack of time and energy. I had the poor guy a bit confused, because he didn't know how exactly to categorize our relationship. But over time he had adapted to my going from ignoring him for prolonged periods of time to demanding sex from him in an authoritarian manner. One of my problems was my lack of regularity. Another was that later in bed I did not maintain the level of authoritarianism that suited my purposes with him. I am not cut out for this. I only get to be really dominant with my husband and I don't even do that well at all. I wanted to go as far as putting a chastity device on him, like my husband's. [Daniel still wears the one Lidia put on him.] He wears the one he allowed me to put on him. [And that's why you want to take revenge? Do you want to put his chastity device - yours that Daniel no longer uses - on Mario?] I had come back from Barcelona and we hadn't been able to reconnect as husband and wife because of him. That was something I liked to do, when my husband had been good. And if he had been very good, sometimes I also liked to treat him to a blowjob. I knew Daniel would have liked to see me as submissive with him as I was with Gerardo. It was funny, because at the same time, he also liked me to dominate him. Like me, he had both inclinations, although one of them was much more developed. We women dominate sexually and have a wide arsenal at our disposal. Dominance does not mean having to give up certain practices that could be construed as submissive. On the contrary, it means having the freedom to do whatever we want. We should not give up anything, if we like it, nor any weapon, if it suits us. The important thing is not what you do, but how you do it and for what purpose. For example, I liked to blow my husband - if he had behaved extraordinarily well - briefly interrupting my action to tell him some details of my infidelities. I liked it myself and that's why I did it. But Lidia stole that from us and you, Daniel, allowed it. Although, on those occasions, I preferred to blindfold my husband. It was okay for him to feel it, but it wasn't necessary (or good) for him to see it. Anyway, I knew from my own experience that not being able to see sharpened the rest of the senses. So my husband was torn between the pleasure of my tongue on his cock and the joy of the words my lips were uttering. At such moments it was difficult for him to decide which he preferred. I am still amazed that he often preferred my stories. Depending on how he had behaved or simply how I felt, I would let him cum or not. That was my decision. But now, Lidia has stolen that decision from me. And it's your fault, Daniel. He might have done it in my mouth, though that was an exceptional prize for him. On the rare occasions I let him cum in my mouth, I shared it with him in a white kiss. Or he may have had to finish himself, drawing a straw. It was also possible that I simply wouldn't let him cum on that occasion. I liked to surprise him. That was my decision, because when it came to sex, I was in charge, and now it looks like that slut is in charge!  

	To compensate, I had made love to him from behind, but it wasn't the same. I had fucked my husband's little ass in the doggy position. Dídac's three full condoms had swung back and forth, rhythmically bumping against his little balls. I had knotted them to the chastity device, reminding him that by his choice he could not make love to me, while other men - by my choice - did make love to me. [Your choice? More like Gerardo's, you mean.] I would also knot those that Mario filled with me, adding them to those of Dídac that, after two days, I was still wearing. It's not good for my plans that Mario penetrates me, but there's no other choice. 

	-I booked at Los Peñascales," I told Mario. It was a Motel for couples, located in Las Rozas, near the office, whose rooms were rented by the hour. At five o'clock you leave for there -I told him, trying to sound authoritative and without asking him if he was willing or not. Mario was always ready when I asked him to be. Maybe it's not because of me. Maybe it's just the morbid desire to fuck the boss.  

	At least I had gotten her to always wear panties to the office. I had instructed her that if she wanted sex with me, she should wear panties instead of briefs. And I had warned her - half seriously, half jokingly - that if she agreed to the game, she should always wear them or else she might not only forget about fucking the boss, but also risk professional reprisals. Of course, there was no such thing. He hoped Mario knew that, while he had a little doubt about it. Even if she only had sex with him from time to time, she used to inspect him frequently. Those fleeting inspections, when no one was watching, usually ended in sore balls for him. He would get hard very easily. Often all it took was a brief peck or the anticipation of it. If the situation allowed it, I liked to pull down his pants and panties and shake it for him, but without letting him cum. That, to finish him off, I suspected he took care of in the bathroom. I still didn't have enough dominance over him to control his orgasms. And at this rate I never will. I'd like to have a threesome with him and my husband, but I'm afraid I won't make it. Mario, although he had come into my game, was not made of submissive material. {And that's why you're excited by the idea of bending him over. Too bad you devote so little time to it. You should put Dídac aside and focus on this}. I can't. You know why. Business comes first. It's not a good time for me to object.  

	-Look up the address on Google, if you don't know it," I told him. As I met him irregularly, most of the time we did it in the car, in a secluded and dark place, protected by the tinted windows. Well, it was dark in winter, because now it gets dark later. It wasn't very comfortable, to be honest, and it didn't give us much to play with. And certainly not for what I would really like to pursue with it. But it was a way to keep him on the hook. The advantage of meeting this way was spontaneity and speed. But for that occasion I had decided to switch places and book a room. Let's see how many condoms you manage to fill. I want Daniel to be fully aware of his decision to let Lidia's bitch put the clamp on him.  

	Once we had also met at her apartment, but that took longer, because I was not passing through. We had not repeated there. I was looking forward to better times, especially the summer, when I would take a break from my master's degree, but for the moment that was all there was. I didn't have time for much else. The smartest thing would probably be to leave him, but I refuse to throw in the towel so soon, especially when the problem is on my side. {You really want that threesome, with Daniel and Mario as submissive. Do you intend to emulate Nuria, when Daniel cheated on you with her and Silvestre?} [You know he does it all for Daniel. He wants to give him that experience again]. {Well, I think she wants more than that. Maybe she wants to see him submissive with another man... you know what I mean}.  

	I had also done it once in the office with Mario. I knew it was a common fantasy among men to fuck their secretary in the office. Why would I know...? And if it was the boss, all the better. We had done it once in the office, when all the coworkers and Gerardo had left. "I need you to work overtime today," I had hinted to her. That and a wink had been enough to make him understand and obey me. After all, I am his boss. Mario hadn't gotten less excited because I wasn't his secretary, but his boss. He had the keys to the office, so he had had no problem locking it afterwards, as a precaution. The sex had been very different from with Gerardo, but it had been a lot of fun too. On that occasion, the one who had crawled on all fours through the office had of course been Mario. 

	One thing I had taught Mario was that, if he wanted pussy, he had to deserve it first, getting it in tune. It hadn't taken him long to learn it, really. He had an innate talent and a very deft tongue. You could tell he was an experienced man. However, there were still things for him to learn. I was teaching him that he should use his tongue more and his cock less. That is not easy for a man, especially if he is not naturally submissive. But one step at a time. Let's see how far I can get with him. My husband was ahead of him after years of practice and because he knew me better than he did, but Mario was learning very quickly. I grew moist at the thought that I would be waiting for him in the motel room with my legs spread wide and that the first thing Mario would do when he saw me would be to sink his head between my legs. 

	But in my opinion, there was a fundamental difference between a dominant man (Gerardo) and a dominant woman (me with Mario -or so I tried to- and with my husband): In the case of a dominant man, generally undressing is not a proper part of domination. When the dominant man undresses, it is to be entertained by his submissive. But dominant women dominate more by sensuality than by authority (or at least that's how I saw it). So, getting naked and luring him with my body was part of the domination; it was a tool. It is curious how the contrast of two bodies - one clothed and the other naked - can have different meanings in the relationship of dominance and submission depending on whether it is the woman or the man who dominates. I imagined the scene. I would wait for him, sitting open-legged on the armchair in the bedroom, completely naked. Mario would enter the room, elegantly dressed in his Emidio Tucci suit, and immediately bend down to crawl up to me. Mario was somewhat handsome and cocky, but who could blame him for that? He was good people; I don't mean that in a pejorative sense. It's just that he knew very well the effect he has on us, the females, and he doesn't hesitate to take advantage of it, when he had the opportunity (and when he didn't, he works it). Maybe that's why he turned me on so much. I'm not referring to his physical attractiveness (well, at least not only), but I took it as a challenge to transform him my way. I didn't know if I would succeed. I probably wouldn't. But every little step I could get him to take in that direction filled me with satisfaction. 

	Maybe Mario liked challenges, especially with women. Or maybe he was really hungry for me and that's why he put up with my games and my irregularity. Handsome as you are, I don't think you lack opportunities with other women more beautiful than me. I am attractive, I won't deny it with false modesty. But there are many women more beautiful than I am. And yet, nevertheless, for some reason I tend to put it on men, whether they are younger than me (like Mario) or older (like my boss) or the same age as me (like my husband). Without a doubt, Mario was the most handsome corneador I'd had to date. He is really attractive. Maybe I shouldn't call him a goreador, though, because he didn't know that my husband knew. I had a feeling he wasn't ready for that yet. Nor did he know that our boss knew and that he was doing it with his permission. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your marriage is not going to survive Gerardo. It's not that the biggest threat is Mario or Gerardo, who is also doing his best. The biggest threat to your marriage is you. What Gerardo gives you is like a drug that you need more and more of: more intensity, more dedication, more time for him. And that leaves Daniel with no room. You have already displaced him as a male provider, both materially, sexually and affectively, and soon you will also displace him as a submissive and replace him with Mario. He's not going to have any space left in your life." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Mario? Mario is nothing more than a small hobby, a brief entertainment, an insignificant project and perhaps, if anything, a small symbol of my rebelliousness towards Gerardo. That you think Mario can replace my husband means you haven't understood anything.  

	I love my husband and I want him submissive. I am turned on by the contrast between my submission to my boss and my dominance with him. That is one of the things Mario could never give me, simply because he would never be my husband. Mario...don't make me laugh." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Tell me you love me. Tell me I am the hotwife of your dreams. Show me that you approve and how you support me," my wife prompted me. Yes, you know that a moment ago another man was there. Can you tell them apart? Can you tell the difference between Mario and Gerardo? You know you have a prize if you guess right, but you can't just draw lots, you have to argue your answer," she continued to provoke me.  

	My tongue was on her clitoris. I had not yet penetrated her wet cave. Gemma had come home late from work. She had warned me that she would be working overtime. Naturally, she had thought of Gerardo. But then she had sent me a picture of a handsome man. I knew him from the company Christmas party. I could tell that the photo had been taken treacherously, without her knowledge. Even though it was shaken, I had recognized Mario without any problems. He was completely naked. He had a body sculpted in the gym. He was even better than Silvestre. And certainly better than me. And certainly -again- infinitely better than Gerardo. Without taking my tongue away from her clitoris, I looked at my wife. Was she serious? Had she allowed Mario to cum without a condom inside her? That would be irresponsible. One more. That would be excellent, that Gerardo was no longer the only one cumming without a condom inside her. I mentally shook my head. In the end it hadn't been entirely clear to me whether they had used a condom or not at the orgy in Switzerland. Gema had told me two different versions of the story. And she had refused to tell me which was the real one. I was finding it harder and harder to understand her. But it still turned me on more and more. 

	-I love you," I said. But I couldn't stop the image of Lidia coming to me at that moment. It didn't mean anything. I just couldn't help it. She is nobody. She's just a young girl who might understand me. 

	-Yes, he finally brought me the results of the test for sexually transmitted diseases and he is clean," my wife assured me. I let him cum inside me because of that and because he agreed to let me penetrate him with my finger while he was doing it to me. You know how he usually gets about touching him there, but this time he gave in. I think he liked the experience - you should have seen the way he moaned!  

	So much that I had been glad that Mario had cum inside my wife and thereby displaced Gerardo at least a little bit, so much that it annoyed me to hear my wife say that. It was not what I wanted her to have with Mario. He should be your goreador, not your submissive. For submissive you already have me! Again, the image of Lidia popped into my mind. I didn't understand why, but to deny that she did it would be lying. 

	-Wow, look how it filled me up! Do you want to try it? -my wife asked me. 

	No, I don't want to. Not if Mario is a submissive for you. That's not what I want. 

	-Yes, of course you want to," my wife continued, oblivious to my mental protests. I know how much you like it and you know how much it turns me on. But first, I want you to put on these panties. They're Mario's. You're going to sleep with them on. Tomorrow I want you to clean them by hand in the sink. Shh! You don't have to say anything. I know it's hard for you to talk about your fantasies, but fortunately I know you well. And now, open your mouth, my love... 

	Reluctantly, I stuck my tongue into her pussy. I didn't like semen. I didn't like mine and I liked other men's even less. I like mine when you humiliate me. And I like other men's when they're handsome, potent hornies. {What are you complaining about? Isn't Mario powerful and handsome? Isn't Gema humiliating you with this more than if Mario, instead of being submissive to her, was dominant with her? Does everything have to be exactly the way you want it?} 

	-When you're done," Gema told me in a bored tone, referring to my cunnilingus as just another chore, "I want you to prepare a little box with my old panties. I'm going to give them to Mario. I want him to wear more feminine panties than the ones he's wearing. Take some from the laundry basket. I'll tell him some are unwashed and I hope he wears them, though. 

	But this is the last straw! What do I have left of you? What makes me special to you? 

	-I know you can't talk," my wife continued, "but nevertheless, I would like to know if you have any regrets. If you don't regret it, you don't need to say anything. -She paused to study my reaction. Ah, I thought so," he said, unable to hide his triumphalism. Gema yawned, "Don't be long," she asked, referring again to the cunnilingus I was giving her. I'm tired and I want to go to bed soon. Tomorrow I'll have to work overtime with Gerardo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. After your last post, I have to ask how good Daniel is at cunnilingus. will you let him know?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He may not be a natural, but he puts in the effort. And it's not just the physical act. More important is the meaning that goes with it. All together it makes it sublime. Let him know? To go to his head? No." 

	  

	Actually, there were things my husband did like no other man, things for which he was absolutely irreplaceable, such as bringing me to ecstasy with his tongue after I had been with another man. I loved it when he would lick me down there after I had been with another man. It was a demonstration of love and it was the most overt and clear way that he approved of what I had done. With a husband so sparing with words, that was the best way for his tongue and lips to express what he really felt. With Gerardo, who did not use a condom, this act created a special connection between us - between the three of us - sharing something intimate yet tangible. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you let Mario cum inside you too? Have you asked him for medical tests like you did with Gerardo?" 

	  

	No, I wasn't. In the end, he had been told the truth by my husband, although I had left him intrigued as he brought me to yet another orgasm with his tongue. Next, I had taken out of my purse the four condoms Mario had used on me and tied them to my husband's chastity device, to keep Dídac's three condoms company. He would wear them all night until the next night. He would wear them while I would work overtime with Gerardo. With any luck, my boss would give me a good spanking right there in the office. I don't know why I liked to feel the heat of my reddening buttocks. It certainly wasn't because of the pain, as I didn't particularly like that part. What I do know is that it turned me on for my husband to see Gerardo's marks next. If he was present, I was especially turned on by him hearing me thank him for it. I liked to remind him that he could never do that with me, unlike my boss, who could do it whenever he pleased. 

	Giving a good spanking, a therapeutic spanking, is not easy. Receiving it is not easy either. Both parties have their responsibility. The recipient has the responsibility to receive it as a gift, a token of love. He must abstract from the pain and immerse himself in the meaning. He must relax, uninhibited, open up and let the emotions flow without any shame. 

	The giver must know how to prepare the ground beforehand, both emotionally and physically. On the emotional side, he must get the person receiving it to be open to receive it, despite the pain it involves. On the physical side, he must first warm up the buttocks and gradually raise the tone. He must know at each moment the necessary level of intensity and, above all, he must abstain from pity. Only in this way will he succeed in breaking the barrier of emotions, so that the spanking can be truly therapeutic and allow the recipient to purge himself of all the accumulated emotional ills, letting his tears wash them away and take them with them. 

	Gerardo knew how to do it. His spankings were mainly erotic (light and brief) and therapeutic (of increasing intensity and long). Rarely were they punitive (intense and brief). Maybe it's because I rarely give him reasons for punishment. 

	I too used to discipline my husband by spanking, even before I met Gerardo, and I was still doing it. However, I must admit that I had never managed to reach the degree of mastery of my boss. On rare occasions I had managed to make my husband cry. That may sound cruel, but what followed was peace and tranquility. I probably hadn't mastered raising the intensity level correctly, but I was probably too compassionate and stopped too soon. Although I had that dominant side in me - at least with respect to my husband - it was probably not entirely in my nature. It certainly wasn't, if I compared myself to Gerardo. And that annoyed me, because I thought I was failing my husband in that respect and that he deserved more. So I tried to make up for my shortcomings in other ways. 

	*** 

	  

	That night in which I had acted as Lidia's lesbian partner had ended in the same unexpected way it had begun. Lidia had gone home; neither had she invited me to go with her nor had she accompanied me back to mine. The echoes of that improbable night still resounded inside me. Lidia. I had hoped to end the night with her in the presence of my husband, but she had given me no choice. Oddly enough, she had made me feel just like a teenage girl whose boyfriend is stringing her along, playing hard to get or uninterested to prod her and make her feelings bubble with effervescence. But I don't harbor any such feelings for her! It can't be. Lidia, after that, after that connection, she hadn't even called me, even though we had exchanged phone numbers. It had all been false. Actually, I knew it. Gerardo had asked me to act believing me, but it had only been an act, after all. And yet, I had managed - Lidia, him or both of them - to get a tingling, a yearning, to settle in my body. Gerardo's experiment had succeeded and I felt proud to have pleased him. He had managed to get me into the role of Lidia's lesbian lover, even though I was not bisexual. No, I wasn't. For one night, I had convinced myself that I was, and I had managed to bring those feelings - false because they were ephemeral - to the surface.  

	Gerardo had praised me for it, visibly proud of me. Lidia had informed him that she had had a great night with me and was very grateful to him for making it happen. My boss had gone over several scenes of that night with me, enough for me to realize that Lidia had anticipated and already told him all the details. I had no doubt that had I not felt it authentically, I would have failed to satisfy her and that she would have reported my failure to my boss. But I succeeded. Mission accomplished, boss. 

	"What I expect from you is that whatever you do, you do it with desire and enthusiasm," Gerardo had asserted to me. "I don't want you to do it just because I tell you to. It is necessary that you do it because you really want to do it, even if you have to convince yourself first. It is important for what you have yet to discover. You understand me, don't you?" 

	He had answered her question by nodding his head in affirmation, although, to tell the truth, he didn't fully understand. 

	"I don't want obedience," he had explained to me. "I want something more difficult: I want desire. That's why you are unique to me. You make me feel more than proud and satisfied. I saw it in you from the start and this confirms to me that I have not been wrong about you," Gerard had assured me, stroking my head. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	dgl1982:  

	"Do you prefer to be in control of the key to the chastity device or do you like the game that Lidia is playing? I think Gerardo is trying to limit your sex with your husband and he's going to succeed. On the other hand, don't you think that you lose your dominant part by having a third person dominate Daniel and that you are on the same level? Thank you for your answers, even if you get defensive at times." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's exactly the question I ask myself and that worries me! On the one hand, of course I'd rather be in control. He is MY husband. On the other hand, I know I haven't lived up to what my husband requires in terms of dominance. I don't like having my toys taken, but sometimes it's not bad to let others play with them either. Maybe I'll learn something, if I watch.  

	And I also know that Daniel deserves some variety, although with certain limits. The truth is that I'm not entirely sure what to do. But, despite the risks, a little help from Lidia wouldn't hurt. I'd prefer Gerardo to help, but he's not into that and I'd like to think that what Lidia does is indirectly the work of my boss.  

	As for limiting sexual relations with my husband, I am not contradicting you in what you say. I just want to point out that the sexual world is wider than putting your dick in your vagina. And there's also how my husband feels about it, since he's the one who would notice that limitation the most. I'm curious to know if he would be willing to take on more limitation in exchange for proceeding that way, or if he would prefer to have more vaginal sex with me instead. I think that's also an interesting question to resolve." 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"You have said that the sexual world is wider than putting a dick in a vagina. Following this same principle and knowing your husband's personality, don't you think Daniel really did have sex with Lidia? Think it through, especially trying to put yourself in Daniel's mind, what do you say?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hmm... let me think about it... let me try to get under his skin for a moment, knowing him as I do... Hmm... No. No. No, I don't think it happened. I don't doubt that he flirted with temptation, but I don't think he did. I also don't think Lidia really gave him the occasion. I think she's toying with him, see what he does. Although it's possible that at some point she'll suddenly give the game away and then leave him frustrated and with no chance to culminate or squeeze him for the last step. She is like that, somewhat unpredictable. But my husband is more predictable that way. No, he hasn't." 

	  

	dgl1982:  

	"Why are you so sure that Daniel hasn't really had sex with Lidia? Even though you say you have a trusting relationship with your husband, you have lied to him countless times and kept many things from him and I assume he has kept from you as well. Why would he tell you the whole truth on this, which he knows bothers you a great deal?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Because women lie more and better. And because you catch a liar before you catch a lame man." 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Good evening. After what I've read, Daniel is 70% mind and 30% physical. In other words, he's a man who needs to be mentally fucked before he's physically fucked. Don't you think Lidia has fucked him or is fucking him mentally? How many handjobs must he have had thinking about Lidia's touch and smell? Think about it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"On this I completely agree with you. I think you have summed up that part of my husband's psyche very well. I don't mind him jerking off on someone else's account. Fantasies are private. Mine are too (not all of them, but most of them...are)." 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"On the other hand, don't you think that Lidia is a wedge that Gerardo uses to drive a wedge between you and your husband? When Gerardo prefers her to you, doesn't that increase your desire for Gerardo, increasing your need to give yourself to him and neglect your husband? And when he makes you play with your husband, placing before him the great temptation of a young and beautiful body, doesn't that make Daniel discover that there is pleasure and excitement beyond what you can give him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In a way - I have already indicated this before - this is a game of chess. At the beginning Gerardo and I played, also my husband, although not so visibly. But then there were three of us and now maybe four of us on the board, each one with a different style: one plays like Karpov, building patiently, another like Kasparov, with unpredictable and risky attacks, and another like Spassky, more balanced ..... 

	Is it Gerardo's move? It's very possible, but he's not the only one who runs the board. I think Lidia is more than a pawn and has her own crazy objectives. Just because it was Gerardo's move doesn't mean he's necessarily going to succeed with it. The game is potentially dangerous, I recognize that, but it is also very interesting, beyond the sexual level. 

	Maybe that's what Gerardo is after, that I delegate to Lidia so she can give my husband what he needs so I can focus more on him. And maybe he's right, that that's what I need. It's not easy to be submissive and dominant at the same time. I don't want to give up either in the long run, but maybe there are phases where it's necessary to put less effort into the one in order to make more progress in the other. 

	If human beings had instinctively fled from fire, as all animals do, we would not have become what we are today. Certainly, many have been burned along the way, but not all of them. Knowing that fire burns already gives you an advantage, although I recognize that it is not absolute security. 

	Or maybe I'll get serious and set the limits for everyone, my husband, Lidia and Gerardo. Or maybe I won't. I don't really know. I'm probably not a good chess player, for not planning several steps beyond the next one, but so far I haven't done badly, moving by intuition." 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Gema, you already admit that your husband deserves to have some sexual variety with another woman because you are busier with Gerardo than with him. Would you have said this six months ago? On the other hand, that your husband has decided or may decide not to have vaginal sex with you in exchange for a certain kind of sex with Lidia, doesn't that signify a significant change in your hotwife and cuckold relationship and a distancing between the two of you, where you each begin to take different paths, each with different people?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I admit it, I take it back, I say it, I deny it.... only change is constant. The kind of relationship I would allow him to have with Lidia I don't know yet, if I allow him one at all. It's not all in my hands either... No, I don't see it as distancing. At least I hope it's not. It doesn't have to be." 

	  

	I hope it is not. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The feelings for Lida that I had managed to evoke that night had dimmed. But they still existed. After all, they had not been real, or at least not entirely. I did not harbor romantic feelings for people of my own sex. And yet, as I reviewed the events with Gerardo, some echoes echoed again, echoing distantly. Was it possible that my subconscious had believed it, even though my conscious had warned him that it was just an act? {Hey... don't look at me}. [Me neither. One hundred percent hetero]. Perhaps Gerardo's experiment would have failed, albeit in an unforeseen way. 

	Less than a month had passed since my return from Switzerland. This weekend, we would meet again at Gerardo's house. I didn't know if Lidia would be there too, although I secretly wished she would, while at the same time preferring her to die. Daniel had helped me with special tenderness to get ready. He had prepared a bath for me with candles and even rose petals. It was certainly not the first time he had helped me get ready for a date with a lover, but with Gerardo he had been more of a nag. And yet, there he was again, just like in the old days, helping me with affection, dedication and proactivity. In fact, he was being especially mellow. Was it because, rather than thinking about Gerardo, he was anxious to see Lidia again? Or was it simply the effects of forced chastity? In the end I'm going to have to admit that I need your help, Lidia. Thank you from the bottom of my heart, or rather from only half of it. Daniel had been in chastity for almost a month now. I was much more lax and compassionate with him, but it was Lidia who held the key. Daniel, after several weeks without orgasm, was very meek and sweet. Seeing him like this, I regretted the compassion I used to have for him, which led me to uncage him much earlier. The effects of forced chastity were usually noticeable after the first week.  

	Although we had occasionally made it to three weeks, most of the time I ended up uncaging him earlier to allow him to orgasm. In the past, it had also been unavoidable, due to my husband's business travel by plane; it was impractical to get through security checks. Once his little bird had achieved freedom again, for one reason or another, for one excuse or another, it was difficult to re-cage him. It was probably my fault, for being too soft or too understanding, and for not being sufficiently aware of certain aspects that should govern any hotwife marriage. At Gerardo's house, the device had become mandatory. It had been my idea. Gerardo at first had not wanted to know anything about it, but soon he had seen the advantages and was delighted with it, to such an extent that we had established as a ritual that, when entering his house, I gave him the key. It was a way for me to get my husband more involved in the game and get him to somehow interact more with Gerardo, as well as Gerardo with him. I was turned on by the idea that Gerardo, my boss, was also somehow my husband's boss, and I believed that, even though Daniel wouldn't confess it, that was what he needed. But now that he was unemployed, we could extend the game without any problems. However, it had been Lidia who had taken the lead from me. 

	I took note of the sweetness my husband was showing that day and also that he hadn't protested about wearing it for so long. Although I was not pleased that Lidia was the reason, I did not dislike the results... for the moment. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hallo Gema. You told us how you feel about seeing Gerardo with another woman. But what about Daniel and another woman? Is it different? I know it's hypothetical: would you feel jealous or would your heart ache, seeing Daniel with another woman? What are you afraid of? Excuse me, I don't want you to feel bad. I'm always grateful for your answers." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Jealous, that's for sure. I'm not like my husband and I don't have that security and calmness that he has. Would I feel anything else? Excitement? Satisfaction? And even if I did, would jealousy prevail? Maybe I'm afraid to stop being the ONLY one, because the ONLY thing that anchors me to reality is him. But the truth is, I don't know. Maybe I'm not afraid of anything and it's just that I don't feel the excitement that my husband feels when he sees me with someone else. Gerardo's case is different, because he is not my husband and he is also the dominant one." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I have not asked about who has the right to be unfaithful to you or who does not. I asked about what you feel when Gerardo does it and when Daniel does it and to that you haven't answered." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I feel a mixture of conflicting emotions that, I sense, are not unlike what my husband feels. I guess you could say I feel cuckolded. On the one hand, I feel displaced, watching someone else take MY place. And I feel jealous. There are times when I would like to... (sorry, but my lawyer advises me not to finish that sentence). But I also feel aroused, watching him enjoy himself, even if it's with someone else. I feel submissive when he puts me aside in favor of her, as punishment or simply because it's his decision. And I feel grateful and lucky when he calls me back to the ménage a trois, even if it is to do some auxiliary task. And then, when I am once again the center of her attentions, I feel satisfied and powerful, as if I have finally triumphed over her. I think there are some notable differences from how my husband feels in an analogous situation. Yes, the excitement of seeing him is common and also to some extent jealousy. But I think that in my case, competitiveness with the other female predominates. Maybe it's a woman thing, that we are programmed differently or maybe it's just me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I don't think I have expressed myself clearly enough. What you feel when you see Gerardo with another you have answered me, but the other part of my question is how do you feel when you see Daniel with another and what difference is there with respect to what you feel when you see Gerardo with another." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I've never really seen Daniel with another woman. I have seen Lidia approach him, but with a certain caution. But what I feel when I see her with him, that's basically jealousy. I can control it -or so I think-, but I don't like to see him with someone else. Daniel is something very intimate for me, something very, very mine. I don't like another woman touching him." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-You did very well the night you went out with Lidia," my boss praised me once again. She is very grateful. Remember, by the way, that you have to write a thank you letter to Lidia. I told you in Switzerland. However, I think you'd better wait a little longer before you get to it. Then you will have a more complete perspective on everything. In any case, you deserved an award for that night. So, tell me: What do you want as a prize? -my boss surprised me by asking. 

	We had performed the ritual we used to do when we arrived at Gerardo's house, although with some variation on this occasion: My husband had sat down in the usual place, in a corner. I had undressed slowly. I had taken off my dress, panties and bra, although I had remained - just as Gerardo liked - in heels, stockings and garter belt. On this occasion, Gerardo had specified that they be yellow. Yellow was not a color that suited me very well and was not part of my usual repertoire, so I had had to buy the outfit expressly for the occasion. I had put on the headband with kitty ears and Gerardo had put on the collar and leash. I had crawled over to him, holding them in my mouth. Finally, I had gone for the butt plug and applied the lube to it. I usually sucked my fingers clean afterwards, even though the taste of the lube was not pleasant. It was something Gerardo had instructed me to do. But on this occasion my cat part had prevailed over my bitch part and I had gone - standing up - to my husband and stuck my fingers in his mouth. I had sensed that my husband was in a state of arousal conducive to this. I was aware that this action could have brought me some reprimand or punishment from Gerardo, but I had thought it would be worth it. Gerardo, however, had said nothing. He had only sighed. After my husband had reluctantly wiped my fingers with his mouth, I had walked over to Gerardo to offer him the plug-pony. I had walked instead of crawling, because, so as not to spoil the nice, fluffy tail, Gerard didn't want me to take it with my mouth. I had turned around and bent over, offering him my little ass, so that he could insert my tail without having to get up from his chair. While at first Gerardo had insisted that I insert it by myself, refusing any kind of anal contact, lately he had taken a liking to doing the honors himself, and I liked this new attitude. Finally, my boss had crossed his legs and offered me his foot - or, rather, his shoe - for me to masturbate against. And that's where I was at that moment. 

	-What do you want as a prize? -my boss repeated. 

	I was polishing the leather of her shoe with my vagina, getting excited about being useful to her in that way, while my husband watched silently from behind. The question had caught me completely off guard, what do I want as a reward, what could I ask of him? I was feeling quite happy and lacked for nothing, really. If anything, I lacked time, but Gerard couldn't give me that. Of course, he could reduce my hours at the office, but I really wanted to succeed professionally. Although I had no doubt that without Gerardo I would not be there, I had self-respect and I wanted to prove to everyone - especially to myself - that I was worth it. I could also beg to spend less time with him, but that was not what I wanted. If I needed time, it was to do more of everything, not to do less. [A pay raise?] {A material gift?} No, I felt very well paid. I may have been a whore and even a whore, but I wasn't a whore who did it just for the money.  

	-Do I... do I have to decide right now? -I asked. Masturbating as I was doing, my head was not for clear thoughts. 

	-Yes, baby girl, you have to do it right now. Hurry up and maybe I'll also let you cum on my foot. 

	I could ask her for the key to my husband's chastity device. It would be a way to regain the control that I had lost to Lidia and that she was beginning to exercise. However, it was not clear to me that this was what my husband wanted. Although the device prevented us from having vaginal sex, it did not prevent us from having other kinds of sex. In fact, it encouraged us to have anal sex. Either because of the chastity or because of the anal sex, my husband was sweeter than ever. {Maybe it's also because of the prospects he has with Lidia, as a result of the little game the little slut has started}. {You should certainly ask him for the key or at least a key}. My little inner voice was right. For practical reasons, it was not feasible for us not to have a key at home. The device could be easily broken in case of emergency, but it wasn't a matter of going that far either. A key... No, it wasn't worth losing a wish for that. This wasn't the genie in the lamp granting up to three wishes. I'll get the key in any case. I only have to wield the more than reasonable practical and security reasons. If I wanted control over my husband, that was another matter. That might be worthwhile and the key was a symbol. But I'm not sure that's the right thing to do. It was a way to break the game and I didn't think that neither Lidia nor even my husband, at that moment, would accept my decision willingly. For that, I could just stand up and draw a red line. No, it wasn't a matter of breaking the game; it was a matter of playing it. 

	What was I really missing? Caught by surprise and masturbating with his shoe, my head was not particularly clear. What could I ask of him? What should I ask of him? What do I miss? 

	{You miss Lidia}. The intrepid young woman had not yet come. I didn't know if she would either. She probably won't come tonight. After the previous weekend and after my husband's chastity device - for which she had the key - I had made up my mind that she would come to Gerardo's that night. {You could ask Gerardo if he's coming.} I'd rather not. You know he always asks me for something in return, when I ask him for something. {That's why}. No, I preferred not to ask him. Besides, I had come to the conclusion that too many questions could only spoil the magic. If I start asking about Lidia... [Well, you should!] It's better to trust her judgment and let me be surprised. No, I certainly shouldn't ask Gerard about whether Lidia would come, for surely he would take the question as a formulation of desire and would have lost it foolishly. 

	-I want... I want my husband to come on vacation with us! Can it be? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does the fact that Gerardo has put a clamp on your husband through Lidia, mean de facto that your husband is forbidden to penetrate you from now on? From now on, will your vagina only be used by Gerardo and whomever he desires? Will your husband be content to only have you with his mouth?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Of course Daniel has a space morbidness for Lidia. Basically that he's your husband, plus other qualities." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There you hit the nail on the head: that he's my husband. That's the fascination I think Lidia has for him. That and he likes to play with other people's stuff." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said, "I need the hand of one to pull me and the hand of the other to keep me from falling." What happens is that one hand pulls so hard that your husband will eventually get tired and let go of the hand holding you. And if he doesn't, Gerardo's hand will drag you both down and you will fall into the abyss of misunderstanding and lovelessness." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You underestimate my husband's strength. And you underestimate his need to feel the morbidity as well." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think that for once you have been sincere in your response to a follower. The order of importance of the people in your life is: 1st Gerardo, 2nd You and 3rd Daniel. And this is true, not only in the game, but in your daily life, in the real world." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	""The last shall be first." St. Matthew (Mt 19:30-20:16)." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Imaginatively, I rewound the recording backwards. It was like going to the soccer field to watch a game. One moment your mind wanders and you miss the goal. Ninety minutes of waiting and you miss the climax. Your eyes have seen it, but your mind hasn't quite registered it. You wait for the replay on TV, but there is no replay. It's live. My ears had caught the sound of his words, but my ears hadn't heard it. There was a reason I liked the recordings, even if they were only fragments of what was really happening. I could replay the video over and over again, and I could listen to the audio as many times as I wanted. The gaps between fragments were filled in by my imagination. But I could always rewind each clip, revel in it, analyze it from a different perspective, imagine something new. But my wife's live words had been ephemeral. There was no way to hear them again. 

	Gerardo frowned, but said nothing. Something told me that my wife's answer had surprised him. It was not in his plans. He himself, overconfident, triumphant and conceited, had dug the trap he had fallen into. Did he expect my wife to say she wanted to spend a vacation with Lidia? {Why do you say that? Is that what you would like?} I would like to spend a vacation with both of them, without Gerardo. I had expected any answer from my wife but that one. Gema wanted me to join them on their next vacation! How long until Easter or summer? {Why is your joy only half-hearted? So happy it makes you that I thought of you, so annoyed that your imaginary plans with Lidia, in the absence of the "double G", Gerardo and Gema, are cut short}. Why had my wife asked for that as a wish? That same night she would write in her blog, "Sometimes we kitties scratch, though not always the people who make us purr." The photo that would accompany the text was perfect. It showed a girl, with little cat ears scratching a man's back. I had to admit that Gemma had very good taste in photos. Judging by the posture, the man seemed to have his hands cuffed behind his back, but maybe he only had them like that because he felt like it. That same night, in the early hours of the morning, analyzing the image and the words of my wife, while she slept, while I could not sleep a wink, it was not clear to me who had scratched her and who made her purr. Was it because she did not want to leave me alone with Lidia? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"A few months ago you said you didn't love Gerardo, that it was just fascination. Now it turns out that you love him intensely and soon you will say that you can't live without him. Your feelings for him are growing rapidly. With your husband, on the other hand, the opposite is true. A few months ago he was the only man in your life you loved, today he is just another love in your life. In a few months he will be someone you are fond of and in a year he will be indifferent to you. If he really loves you, he's going to suffer a lot." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Is it my fault that I live in a whirlwind of feelings? Obviously I have feelings for Gerardo, but they are different from the feelings I have for my husband. They are not antagonistic, but complementary. I need both at this stage of my life. However, there is one thing I will need in all phases of my life: my husband. Haven't you understood that yet?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't lie to yourself and especially don't lie to Daniel. He doesn't deserve it; he is a good person. You have to explain your feelings to your husband with total sincerity and rawness. Don't hide how you really feel about Gerardo with rhetoric and nuances to reassure your husband, as you have done so far. He needs to prepare for the breakup, which for him is going to be very hard because of his emotionally and financially weak situation." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Considering that he sometimes wears panties, that when we make love it is often he who receives and that I am currently the one bringing home the money, do you think the judge would give the house to him?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think he deserves to know what is really happening so he can assimilate the end of so many years of marriage. He is not really aware of what is happening, because he values it with the experience of the past, without realizing that this is no longer valid with Gerardo, that the feelings are different from those you have had with other lovers and that you are also different now. Gerardo has changed you. If you still love him something, give him a chance to rebuild his life and don't hurt him more than is essential." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He is not aware..." And you are? You read my blog, as does my husband. And yet, you seem to have more information than he does. There are only two possible explanations for that. Any guesses what they are?" 

	  

	Sir Lancelot: 

	"I would like, if possible, to beg the readers of the blog not to bore the writer with questions, over and over again, about the destruction of her marriage. As hard as it is to understand, it is possible that what is going on in her heart is happening. If I can find a way to upload the diagram of the complete love triangle, I think it would all be easier to understand. If someone finds it and uploads it, we would open a new way to ask you. Courage, Gemma, don't get bored with us!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	 -Can I cum, boss? Please," I begged Gerardo. He kept rubbing my pussy with the top of his shoe. Gerardo had not objected to my desire to have my husband join us on our next vacation together and I was about to cum. I longed for Daniel to see me living a quasi-partnered life with my boss. It was not the same for him to see me one night with him and the next morning too - the times we stayed over - than for him to see us together twenty-four hours a day for a whole week. How would he react, seeing me doing real couple life with Gerardo - Please, may I? -I insisted, desperate. 

	-Of course not," said Gerardo.  

	His words were like a cold shower. [I think she didn't like your proposal. What did you expect?] {That's because she doesn't understand it... yet}. 

	-If you cum, I will punish you severely. And I assure you, you won't like it. This is not a game," she warned me. 

	Despite the cold water, I was still excited, frantically moving my pelvis to rub myself with his shoelaces. At that moment of maximum excitement I lost my ability to reason. My vision blurred and my view of reality was replaced by the unreal image of an inauguration ceremony of my life twenty-four by seven with him and my husband as a servile, consenting cuckold. The three of us together... each in our proper role... I had seen pictures of cuckolded weddings, with brides dressed only in a see-through veil, pictures of BDSM marriages, with the bride at the altar, offering him the leash attached to her collar instead of a ring. Daniel could offer the leash to my boss. Or better yet, he could wear his own collar and Gerardo could hold both leashes in his hand... I dreamed of going on vacation to a secluded paradise with him, with both of us, to a place where we wouldn't have to limit ourselves to the intimacy of the four walls of the hotel room, a place where we could be as we are in the open air, undisturbed by anyone. I would like to experience what it feels like to not have to hide and to be able to behave as if that is the natural state of things, being accepted normally by whoever sees us. 

	-Enough! -Gerardo shouted, when he saw that I was still rubbing myself frantically with his shoe. Stop it or..." -Gerardo didn't finish the sentence, not because he wanted to leave it in suspense, but because at that moment the doorbell rang-. Go and open the door, Gema. 

	On shaky legs I got up. Who the hell could it be at this hour? Disgusted by the interruption - although relieved, since I had been spared a punishment that Gerardo had announced as not very pleasant -, I prepared to go to the door. I turned around. My husband's gaze met mine. I winked at him. I was sure Daniel had liked the wish I had made. 

	-Quiet! -Gerardo ordered, "Aren't you going to clean this up first? Look how you've left my shoe. 

	I turned around again. I looked down, but saw nothing. For some reason, the mental image of a woman in stockings, garter belt and white shoes, with a prominent, bare chest, covered only by a transparent veil, wouldn't go away. I still remembered that a little over a year ago I had worn white lingerie for Gerard. I wanted it to symbolize something. I had already felt at that time that Gerard would be special to me and I had not been wrong. In spite of the age difference, we had hit it off very well. Gerardo had been able to take me at the right pace most of the time and had been able to stimulate not only my body, but above all my mind. White. Maybe it's time for a new step, a new symbolism. I looked again and this time I could see with my eyes, instead of my mind. His shoe glistened with my vaginal fluids. I knelt before him again and began to lick the top of his shoe to clean it of the little mess I had left him. Gerard had taught me well, even if I sometimes forgot some details. The doorbell rang again, but Gerardo didn't give me permission to get up to open the door. I continued to lick his shoe, savoring that mixture of pussy and leather taste. I preferred his bare foot, except for the shoelaces, which increased the friction. The doorbell rang a third time. 

	-You'd better go and open up. 

	-Yes, boss," I confirmed, submissively. My whole body was still tingling from the frustrated orgasm. I stood up and turned around. The plug-tail swayed from side to side in time with my steps. I felt more and more identified with the role of pet. I wasn't and didn't want to be a mindless little animal, but a faithful and submissive pet. My master had had a good idea with the plug-tail. Besides helping me to put myself in the situation, it stimulated the nerve endings in my anus and made me feel full in that hole that I otherwise so rarely enjoyed with Gerardo. 

	-Gemma," my boss said to me, when I reached the double doors to the living room.  

	I turned to see what my master wanted. 

	-You know how I like it when you open the door, don't you? 

	I blushed. Despite my adventures and experiences, that kind of thing still made me blush. I felt more embarrassed imagining it than doing it. {What embarrasses you is the devotion with which you obey him. I love that in you. Come on, now bite your lower lip!}. Unconsciously, I bit my lower lip for a moment, before confirming, "Yes, boss. 

	I reached the door and opened it wide, just as my boss liked me to do. The doorbell rang irreverently a fourth time as I opened it. At the door appeared my dear rival, the fresh-faced Lidia. How could Gerardo accept her insolence? If I started ringing the doorbell with such insistence, he would surely punish me mercilessly. Doesn't this girl have any manners? Gerardo had neither confirmed nor denied whether the girl would be joining us that night. Nor had I wanted to ask him. Of course, when I'd heard the doorbell ring I'd figured it was probably her, but her blatant insistence had confused me into thinking it must be someone else. Still, she had opened the door wide naked - worse than naked, in provocative lingerie - just as my boss had taught me to do. The first time I had looked through the peephole first, Gerard had spanked me so I would learn how to do it right. The second time, I had pleased him and had opened the door like this for the person in the catering room who was bringing us dinner. The rider, a young boy, had even apologized to see me like that, even though he was the only innocent in the story. He had gone to leave the food on the table in the lounge. Apparently, Gerardo no longer cared about anything, not even that rumors of indecency were being created around his home. And if he doesn't care at home, what can he care at work? {What if he decides to take early retirement and sells you to his partner Tiburcio, along with the other half of the company? What if you end up naked under the white veil on some kind of altar with Tiburcio, instead of with him?} God forbid! I shook myself to scare away such thoughts. Even if such humiliation had its morbidity, I was disgusted by Tiburcio, while I loved Gerardo somehow. 

	Lidia made an amused face and looked me up and down. She didn't rush in, but left me like that, with the door open. 

	-Why are you shaking your head? Aren't you glad to see me? -she asked. She had misinterpreted my gesture as not referring to her at all. 

	-Sure, come in," I replied, stepping aside to invite her in and to hide at least a little. My overwhelming vision of how my story with Gerardo might end continued to unsettle me. What if Gerardo eventually discards me as a handkerchief or used or sells me as a second-hand car, despite all the devotion I show him? For some reason, Lidia's presence only reminded me of that possibility. [The only one you can and should really trust is Daniel. Even then, he still loves you and remains faithful to you]. {I wouldn't be so sure. Now you can see for yourself, my dear little sister, as soon as Lydia comes in. See how he looks at her}. I comforted myself with the thought that at least that time I had arrived before Lidia and that I had parked in the garage, next to Gerardo's car, while she had had to park outside. She prefers me. Even if you're younger, he can't prefer you. I'm more devoted. [And what worries you is Gerardo and not Daniel?] 

	Leaving the door open, my dear rival entered. She cornered me against the wall and without allowing me to close the door, she kissed me. I felt her sweet tongue flutter in my mouth. Automatically, my tongue reciprocated and fluttered with his. His right hand slipped between my legs and his fingers - one or two, I wasn't sure - slipped into my vagina. 

	-Wow," exclaimed Lidia, as she broke away from my lips. Someone's been very industrious. Very dedicated. You're very wet, my dear. -Her palm pressed against my clitoris as her fingers searched for my G-spot. Have you come yet? -he asked. 

	Red as a tomato, I shook my head. I was ashamed of how easily I had responded to her encouragement. I found it hard to admit that deep down, even though she was my nemesis in a way, I had missed her and had been happy to see her. It was still incomprehensible to me that apart from jealousy I felt affection and sexual attraction for her. No, it couldn't be. I'm not a dyke. I'm not even bisexual. With Gerardo in the middle -literally speaking- it was relatively easy to accept my lesbian dalliances. A threesome was a threesome. But like this, alone with her... Daniel and I were alike in many ways. My husband lived my sexual experiences through me... through my stories... through what he saw and heard... through his imagination... and through the tastes I shared with him. But there was a lake there that I could not share with him and I could not do so for two reasons. First, I couldn't - I didn't want to - share Lidia with him; my irrational jealousy prevented me from doing so. But second, he could never understand what it meant to kiss someone of the same sex in that way. For my husband, experiencing Lidia through me was a lesbian experience, not a homosexual experience. And when I kissed another man - Gerard or another horn-dog - it was a heterosexual experience, not a gay experience. {Are you sure?} It was all about me, there was always a woman - me - involved. But in those moments with Lidia there was no man involved. It's a difficult difference to explain and I'm afraid few understand it. 

	-Better," said Lidia. I want to be the first to give you an orgasm tonight.  

	The young woman pulled her fingers out of my wet pussy, brought her hand up to her eyes and looked at them in fascination. She then opened her mouth and inserted her fingertips - two fingers - into her mouth, resting her fingertips on top of her tongue. With her fingers still in her mouth, she brought her face close to mine and kissed me, sharing my sexual juices with her. As she did so, her left hand took the place of her right between my legs. I gasped. With the skill that only a woman could have, she rubbed my clitoris, instantly bringing me to the gates of orgasm. "No, please! Gerard will be angry if I cum," I mentally implored him in vain. His mouth pulled away from mine and settled on my neck. Her tongue was on fire. Lydia pulled her fingers out of my mouth and grabbed my breast. Her lips caressed my pinna. 

	-Come with me, my love," he whispered. 

	I knew I shouldn't do it. I knew I didn't have my boss's permission to cum. But I wanted to. Not only did I need to cum to release the sexual energy built up during the previous session with Gerard, but I wanted to cum with her. "No, please, I mustn't," I pleaded weakly with my thoughts. I made an effort not to cum, even though it was what I wanted and despite the mastery of my very young lover. 

	-Come on, love, come on, come on! -Lidia encouraged me. Don't worry; I won't tell him," she whispered, guessing the reason for my resistance. 

	-Lidia! Gemma! -Gerardo shouted from the living room, "That's enough! Come in. 

	Lidia arched her eyebrows and tilted her head to one side. With her little smile she said to me, "You missed it." She pulled her hand from between my legs. With the other, she pushed the door, which closed with a disrespectful slam. Then he took me by the hand and led me with him into my master's living room. 

	Daniel looked us up and down, dumbfounded, me naked as I was, her naked with his eyes. Will you stop looking at her like that! Lidia let go of my hand, slapped my ass and stepped forward coolly - almost cockily - to greet my boss. She leaned over and kissed him. Lidia was wearing tight jeans. Her little ass - not as cute as mine - showed through them. Me, my boss wouldn't let me wear pants. He had explicitly told me he wanted me to wear only skirts. At first, that had been a preference and then a desire for my work clothes at the office and with him. But recently the no pants thing had become a blanket prohibition, extending to when I wasn't with him. And although I had no way of checking whether I was obeying him completely, I was following his orders anyway. I never wore pants again, except when I was doing Pilates at home, and she was so fresh, looking so cool! She was wearing high heels that made her taller than she was and raised her butt and nipples. They were yellow, like mine. In that, in the heels, Lidia usually pleased my boss. Gerardo responded to her kiss. He and Lidia snogged for too long. 

	-Lidia, honey, treat us to a striptease," my boss asked the young woman. Gerardo was usually polite, and even when he gave orders, he did so in a tone that made it sound like a request, even though it was obvious that it wasn't. But with her, it hadn't sounded like an order at all. But with her, it hadn't sounded like an order at all. Play your favorite record. 

	Favorite record? Those two words revealed more than I would have liked about the relationship between my boss and the intrepid busybody. It was clear that they were alone without me and that they had done it more than once. Open your eyes, Gerardo. She doesn't really love you. She can't give you what I give you and I'm going to prove it to you. With me you can have everything. [Everything? Even...?] I bit my lower lip, not out of nervousness or excitement, but out of anger. I can't compete with his youth. I was his partner, but my boss had taken a younger mistress. I don't know how you can put up with this sort of thing, Daniel; I can't. I bent down and walked to him on all fours. Lydia had leaned over him again and was whispering something to him. She was speaking softly and the jazz music I had put on earlier was blocking out what she was saying to him. I unknotted his shoe and took it off. Then, I took off his sock and started kissing his feet. I can't compete with your youth, but I can do it with other weapons. You don't really love him. I looked up out of the corner of my eye. Gerardo was shaking his head slightly, but Lidia continued to insist on something. No, it's no, Lidia. Don't you understand? Finally, my boss nodded and Lidia broke away from him. She went to the record player and removed the record I had put on. The room was silent. Only my little kisses on my boss's foot could be heard. Horrible music flooded the room. Lidia had put on her favorite record. I didn't even know Gerardo had that record and I had memorized them all. He must have given it to her as a gift. I even knew the position of each one, for when it was my turn to pick it up blindfolded.  

	"Then the unexpected happened and I smiled, 

	You were looking too and I saw you. 

	And we melted for a while, 

	We made the rest of the room disappear." 

	In the past, that music would have been more my style than the jazz that Gerardo had instilled in me, although it wouldn't exactly have been my style either. Lidia definitely had strange tastes. In any case, it was pop-rock that I now found vomitously simplistic and insulting to my ears. Later I would find out that the artist, Iván Ferrero, was catalogued as indie (i.e. independent) and that the album was titled Mi munchausen, in reference to the fictitious German baron of lies. I could not understand that Gerardo would allow Lidia to listen to that and even more so to listen to it at home. 

	The intruder disappeared from my field of vision. Disgusted by the music I had played and by my boss allowing her everything, like a spoiled child, I continued kissing, licking and sucking Gerardo's foot. I don't know why I liked doing it or how Gerardo had gotten me to like it. I know many of you will find it a disgusting practice, but, in reality, it is nothing more than a body part. I put my lips around his big toe and sucked it like a cock. Maybe that's why I liked doing it, because it's transgressive. Gerardo probably got me hooked on that, knowing that at that moment I was looking for a different, transgressive experience, something I had never done with anyone and probably wouldn't repeat with anyone. Certainly not with you, Daniel. You and I have something different. After all, Gerardo knew my soul. He loved to watch me masturbate for him, sometimes with a vibrator, sometimes riding a dildo, with my hands cuffed behind my back, sometimes lying on my back, lying on the living room floor in front of his armchair, with my legs spread wide. Then, he would read my soul. With my eyes blindfolded and after a couple of glasses of whiskey, the sentences of my soul became even more intelligible. Then, I would tell him my dirtiest fantasies, the ones that even my husband didn't intuit, let alone know about. Of course, I could only be honest when my husband was not present. That's why I also needed intimacy with my boss. I often regretted later for opening up like that. Nothing good could come of it, no light, only darkness. Sometimes Gerardo would make suggestions or tell me a fictitious story to see how I reacted. What I could not read in the book of my soul, the darkest gaps between the words, Gerardo often managed to intuit and fill in. In any case, there was little left for him to discover. I ran my tongue between his fingers. At first, it was something I was repulsed to do but excited to do at the same time. Maybe it was that I was repulsed by it that turned me on and so, trying to overcome my barriers, I forced myself to do it. But now, I no longer felt any disgust. Instead of arousal, I even felt a warmth flooding through me as I massaged, kissed and licked her feet. It felt good to do it, as if it was the natural state of things, and I also felt grateful for everything he did for me. Worshipping his feet was something I wouldn't do for anyone else, unless he ordered me to, just as I had done with Manolo. No, Daniel, I wouldn't and won't do it with you either. I did it WITH Manolo, but it was FOR Gerardo; that difference in preposition is important. It indicates that it is not something that sexually excites me per se, but rather something that makes me feel good within the context of my relationship with him, with my boss. Worshipping his feet wasn't particularly humiliating for me either; at least it wasn't when I did it to him, although, certainly, doing it in front of my husband did give me a mixed feeling of humiliation, excitement and daring. Look at what you've turned me into with your hotwife game! I was clear about my place and felt comfortable in it. What I didn't understand was what Lidia was doing there. "We made the rest of the room disappear," the verse of her song echoed in my head. Bullshit, no way! I'm still here.  

	-Watch and learn," my boss said, patting me on the head. 

	I turned around and settled myself on the floor between her legs to watch, as she had ordered me to do, the spectacle that Lidia was supposed to delight us with. Even if she had a prettier body -too sardinilla, for what I understood must be the taste of a mature man like Gerardo-, I doubted that she knew how to move like me, with that sensuality that was born from a deeper feeling. Lidia was contouring herself and had begun to undress. But my gaze was not focused on her beauty, but on my husband, who was watching sitting in his chair from the other end of the room. Her pants were pulled down to her ankles. Her fuchsia-colored panties, on this occasion, were at the same height. Between her legs peeked her little caged bird, or rather, peeked the cage that Lidia had put her in in my absence. So that's what you were whispering with Gerardo. I felt a double pang in my heart. Not only did my boss allow him everything, but he was also allowed to play with my things. My eyes followed the not so sinuous movements of the young woman, although my mind, obfuscated with other things, did not register anything. 

	-Bravo, Lidia! -my boss unfairly congratulated her.  

	With that shitty music and those movements lacking any real feelings, it had been a deplorable show she had put on. Even without paying too much attention to her, I had noticed it. 

	Lidia came over contentedly and leaned over me to kiss my boss. She had spread her legs so that they were between Gerardo's knees and me between them. I looked up, following her two white marble columns, too thin for my taste, but immediately looked away. Her small breasts barely hung down, but what disgusted me was the sight of her tongue in my boss's mouth. I felt my antlers growing. 

	-Congratulate her on the little dance," my boss said, breaking away from his mouth for the briefest of moments. Without even looking at me, he pulled Lidia's panties aside, put his hand on the back of my neck and guided my face to her sex.  

	He had it completely shaved and smooth, like the rest of his milky skin. After waxing for vacation, my pubic hair had grown back. Gerard, except on vacation, preferred me to wear it long. He didn't like me to have it like a baby's ass, except, for some reason, for that orgy. Was he planning to take her to some orgy? Or worse, had he already taken her, without me? "I'm thinking of changing your hairstyle," Gerard had told me a couple of days ago, referring to my pubic hair. "Maybe in the shape of a heart," he had later indicated to me in a wasap, commenting on an image of a pussy he had found somewhere. And I had uploaded that image to my blog. "It would look good on you, if you had it lasered into that shape," he had sentenced. The laser had something definitive about it - permanent - although nothing, except death, is really definitive. Already she, Lidia, was allowed to wear it completely shaved. {Daniel is how he prefers it. It's how he prepared you for Silvestre}. 

	I licked my young double opponent's pussy, just as I had done on other occasions. Meanwhile, she was still making out with my boss and showing her ass to my husband. Her yellow thong did not hide her ass cheeks. Even though they were small, the thong was even smaller. I doubted that from her position Daniel could see me kissing her down there. For once, Gerardo had not blindfolded her and could witness our little lesbian show. No, not lesbian, no. Not even bisexual. I'm only doing it for Gerardo. [Wasn't it for Daniel?] Lidia tasted delicious. Too bad you're bent on playing with my stuff. I hated her as much as I loved her. I'm a mess. Daniel, Gerardo... Lidia. I don't know for whom or why I do what I do anymore! The night I had gone out with Lida as her partner had left a deeper and more lasting impression on me than I would have thought possible. Like plasticine, Gerardo was kneading, forming and reshaping my inner structures and I was responding to him with an unexpected plasticity. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	srbmtza: 

	"I feel the enormous need to ask: Now that you have felt a little of the jealousy your husband feels, did you like it or not?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I enjoyed it very much." 

	  

	With black and white photo of a naked woman, from behind, bloody, holding a kitchen axe in her hand, hiding it behind her ass. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Let's play a new game," Gerardo proposed. It's going to be a little competition. The winner gets a prize. The one who loses will be punished," said my boss. They score for expression, technique, creativity and... depth. 

	Gerardo looked at us, as if with that information and we had to know what it was all about. To my satisfaction, Lidia looked at him puzzled. I, on the other hand, already knew what it was all about. Besides, I was sure that I would win that game. It was not for nothing that Gerardo had made me practice my chokers before I went on vacation with him last summer. I looked at her triumphantly, anticipating my victory. Gerardo had picked a game he knew I would win. I'm still his favorite. 

	-Gema, honey, bring me the camera please. Remember that expressiveness scores high. I don't want something obscene, I want something artistic. I want some nice pictures. In the fruit bowl you have some bananas," he indicated, taking his precious camera from my hands. Let's see what you can do. Fun! 

	I was beginning to sense why he had insisted that she wear yellow underwear and shoes. Apparently, he had asked Lidia the same thing, although she wasn't wearing stockings or a garter belt. You're going to lose, Lidia. As far as sexiness goes, nothing beats stockings and garter belts. Again, I sensed that Gerardo wanted me to win that competition. 

	Lidia stepped forward and picked up the first banana. She peeled it halfway and placed the tip on her lips. She half opened her mouth and closed her eyes. The sound of the reflex camera revealed that Gerardo was taking plenty of pictures of her. With the digital film, he had no reason to skimp on snapshots. Nor would he have, had it been a traditional film. Gerardo loved photography as much as he loved whiskey, cigars and good music. He may even love all of those more than he loves me. But I'd settle for him loving me more than her. Then I would choose the best photos and edit them. I wondered if he would share them with her or, like me, keep them to himself, with a few exceptions. A good part of the photos Gerardo shared with me ended up interspersed in my blog, among many other images to throw me off the scent. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	thecorneador67: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema. You talk a lot about how wonderful you are, what an amazing body you have, etc., etc., etc., etc., etc. It is clear that you don't have a grandmother. So, at the very least, you should send a picture of yourself, without your face showing, showing off your wonderful Hotwife body. I think Gerardo would agree with me, of course with heels, stockings, panties, bra and of course garter belt. I hope you dare, beautiful. Ha ha ha ha." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Some photo of mine, similar to what you describe, I have already published, although I will never confirm or deny if it is mine. I don't want to spoil your imagination. By the way, I don't remember me saying that I have a knockout body; I think that's more in your imagination. At most, what I have said is that I am attractive to men." 

	  

	alberto-lerele:  

	"The thing about that garter belt screams to heaven.... This time there are no doubts whatsoever". 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hawkeye!" 

	  

	I had this game with my followers that if they found a picture on my blog of a woman with her garter belt outside her panties, I would post a picture of me. That forced me to upload a photo that Gerardo had taken of me. Sometimes, when Gerardo wanted me to post a picture of me, I would unintentionally reblog a picture of a woman with her garter belt outside her panties. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Morning. The picture you posted today of the girl in the bathroom, looking in the mirror, is wearing her panties underneath her garter belt." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well spotted. Bite me!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In the picture you posted of the girl penetrating the boy's little ass, it looks to me like she's wearing her panties underneath her garter belt. If the photo were of you and your husband, that mistake would be unforgivable." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hm, but is it a garter belt or a harness?" 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hello again, Guadiana. Beautiful picture of you. You should show your breasts in all their essence so that we jerk off intensely thinking about having a wife who will cheat on us like you. Besides this, with the effort you make to sustain this blog, writing and writing the books, you could dedicate a little more time to Daniel, so that he submits more to you. I know you will tell me that this is impossible, because you don't feel strong enough. Well look, I think you should. You know I'm just a click away." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thanks for the compliment, but you know I never confirm or deny whether they are mine or not. As for the picture in balls, you know I don't write for wankers. A big kiss. G." 

	  

	alberto-lerele:  

	"Gemma !!!!! Another one with her panties under her garter belt...! You're not careful anymore." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's partly that and partly that I've started to get frustrated at having to give up a lot of nice images because of that detail. So, if the image in question particularly catches my eye, I've decided that I'm not going to turn it down for that reason anymore." 

	  

	But every game has its limits. I didn't (fortunately) have as many photos of me that Gerardo had shared with me that he wanted me to post, as I had nice photos that I wanted to reblog on my blog. Plus, I was curious how my boss would react to seeing that response from me. meow! Naughty kitty. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good evening, Gema. In your last posts you take care of it a little more and you no longer reblog, but you look for the photos, save them and create the post, so we start the notes at zero. Does it mean that, finally, within your mystery, you are going to intersperse more photos of you? Or is it Gerardo who orders you to do it? Guapa." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Shh! What's the point of the mystery if it unravels?" 

	  

	In this book the mystery has been unraveled, but in my blog, at the time, it was not. Neither did my husband know the truth. He thought one thing as well as the other and I found that amusing. Big mistake on my part. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel was able to witness the whole banana scene. As improbable as it seemed, for once, when Lidia was there, Gerardo decided to blindfold him. {That's because the little slut asked Gerardo to. Do you think they only whispered about him pulling her pants down?} The only thing that prevented my husband from observing her in detail was her not so advantageous position, as Lidia had her back to him most of the time. That, in a way, reassured me, for it meant that my husband - as far as I knew - had not yet seen Lidia completely naked, at least not from the front. He didn't need to. 

	While we were competing, Gerardo took pictures of us, sometimes of one, sometimes of the other and sometimes of both of us together. Unlike other photo shoots, Gerardo did not direct us, but left us to our own free will. It wasn't about having the best language skills or the deepest throat. Creativity was equally or more important and he was not limited to using only the mouth, not even limited to using only one's own body. 

	Then, the improbable - and I would even say the impossible - happened. 

	-Take the camera, Daniel," my boss offered my husband. 

	I looked at him puzzled. What the hell is going on here? The least of it was whether I had offered or ordered it. It was something more important than it might seem. The camera was one of Gerardo's most precious possessions; he guarded it jealously and cared for it with care, as if it were his own child. Not even when we went to the forest in autumn to take some pictures of ourselves had he let my husband touch it. Daniel had helped carry the rest of the gear, such as the tripod and the umbrella for the lighting, but he had never touched the camera. I took it as a step forward in the process of the two men establishing a better relationship with each other and trusting each other, but something didn't sit right with me. 

	-Let's see how good you are at photography," my boss added. 

	Daniel didn't need to be told again. He got up quickly and approached as fast as he could, at penguin pace, with his panties and pants around his ankles and his manhood covered only by Lidia's stock. {Now he'll see her up close and have an excuse not to take his eyes off her}. 

	Until now, the photos were always taken by Gerardo, so I always appeared alone in them, except for the handful of times he had photographed Lidia and me together. But, apparently, Gerardo wanted to immortalize himself next to me. {For that he could have given the camera to Lidia}. [Maybe he wants to immortalize himself with the two of you]. However, I was sure that even if I let my husband operate the camera, my boss would still control the memory card and he would also be the one editing the photos. My husband would only act as the photographer, but without copyrighting the results. My boss guarded the photos with almost as much zeal as he guarded the camera with which he took them. Me, the target he photographs, however, he guards with less zeal. He has no problem sharing me with other men. If anything, the only problem he has is with my husband. Daniel took several pictures of us, Gerardo with me, Gerardo with me and Lidia and - much to my regret - also Gerardo with Lidia alone. 

	When Gerardo pulled away, Lidia tried to pose for my husband with the banana. What you really want is to provoke him, bitch! I rushed to her side and imitated her. It's the moment of truth, let's see who you take the most pictures of!  

	-Enough! -Gerardo interjected, however. Daniel had only managed to take a couple of pictures of Lidia with the banana. The contest is over. -Gerardo snatched the camera from my husband, as if it were the Lord of the Rings ring. 

	-But who won? -asked Lidia's fresh face. 

	Girl! He'll tell you when he sees it's time. What kind of manners are those? Actually, I was glad Lidia was so disrespectful. My boss wanted a completely devoted and devoted woman, not a fresh one, no matter how young she was. She'll soon tire of you. {And then you will miss her}. 

	After the contest was over, Gerardo invited us to follow him to the attic for additional photos. 

	-Not you," she said to my husband. 

	Lidia made a disappointed face. I, for my part, didn't know what to think. I hadn't liked the rough way she had treated him and I wished he was there to see me. But I'd rather he didn't see too much of the young slut. 

	-Let's take some real photos now," said Gerardo. I congratulate you, you have given me a few ideas, but they need to be perfected. But don't worry, I'll direct you now. -Gerardo took us by the waist and with him in the middle we left the room. Upstairs you have new toys and extra lingerie. There are also bananas," he said loud enough for my husband to hear. I hope you're hungry, because you're going to eat them... after you use them. -Gerardo stopped at the foot of the stairs and turned around. And you, Daniel, you can eat these, if you're hungry. -He gestured, embracing the used bananas scattered on the dining room table. But then I want you to go up to your room and get into bed. You can leave the door open, if you want. -She looked my husband up and down and shook her head, "For God's sake! I'd tell you to cover up, but Lidia said she'd rather see you. I guess I'm too generous. 

	-Thank you, but I'm not hungry," my husband replied dryly.  

	Apparently, he hadn't liked Gerardo's derogatory treatment. As for eating the bananas that Lidia and I had used for the photo shoot, I doubted that at this point that really grossed him out. Daniel walked out of the living room, taking little penguin steps. Lidia laughed, amused and Gerardo shook his head, looking disgusted. Daniel waited for us to go up the stairs to follow us, although, yes, his stop was the second floor, while ours would be the attic. 

	-Lidia, go upstairs. Gema and I are going now. 

	I was happy for the distinction. Gerardo wanted something from me, something that Lidia could not give him. I am a real woman and she is just a child. She was just a passing toy; I was his main one. 

	-Go pick out the first outfit and the toys," my boss told the young woman. You don't lack imagination," he added, "It won't take long. -Gerardo let go of Lidia's waist, leaving her alone at the foot of the stairs. He made a ninety-degree turn and took me with him to the downstairs toilet. Don't stay here," he said to my husband, "go upstairs! 

	I liked that less. It meant leaving my husband and Lidia alone. 

	Daniel looked at me with a question mark in his eyes, unsure. 

	-I'll be fine," I assured my husband. Obey. Go on. 

	My husband kept looking at me, unsure of what to do. A gesture from me finally convinced him that he should ipso facto go up to his room. 

	Gerardo walked with me into the small toilet. He closed the door, although, unlike other times, he didn't close it all the way. He wants my husband to hear him. 

	-You like it here, don't you? -he asked. 

	-Yes, boss," I replied automatically. I knelt down beside him. My eyes blurred. There were things that sent me immediately into subspace. 

	-Would you do this with anyone? -he asked. 

	I shook my head. 

	-Would you do this with anyone? -he asked again. 

	-No, boss. Only with you," I said, realizing, in a moment of lucidity, that I had left the door ajar for a purpose. 

	-Why only with me? -my boss asked, "Do you love me? 

	I nodded. 

	-Do you love me? -he insisted. 

	I nodded again. In a way, I did. Then I added, "Yes, boss. 

	-Say it," my boss urged me. 

	I shook my head. 

	-Say it," he insisted. 

	I swallowed. [You can't say that! You mustn't! Daniel might hear you.] {Daniel will be with Lidia. Besides, isn't it true that she loves him, in a way?} 

	-I love you, boss," I finally admitted. 

	-Then you will not do this only with me. You will do it with whomever I tell you. 

	Despite being more than half a foot in subspace, I blushed. I nodded and shook my head. I swallowed again and said, "Yes, boss. I'd do almost anything for you. 

	-Almost anything? -Gerardo repeated my words. You know I'm not satisfied with that. But don't worry, I'll polish you. I'll polish that almost until there's nothing left of it. You won't be far behind. 

	-I know," I whispered. 

	-Beg me," said Gerardo, also in a low voice. 

	I wasn't too lucid at the time and I didn't know exactly what he meant. Did he mean that I should beg him to file down that almost-ness I had left, until it was eliminated? Or did he mean that I should beg him to...? 

	-Please, can I... can I unzip your fly and... help you... with... with...? -Even my immersion in subspace didn't make those words come out of my mouth easily. {Mouth and gushing... very timely!} 

	Gerardo sighed, then murmured with regret: "Almost". Then he added, "Yes, you can, bitch. 

	I pulled down my boss's fly and reached in to pull out his cock. He had an incipient erection and all without direct stimulation, which was extraordinary for him. Something told me that his arousal was not due to the recent photo shoot. Gerard was extremely aroused by the act we were about to perform. I am devoted to you and I am "almost" completely devoted to you. It had a profound psychological impact on me as well. Could there be any greater demonstration of devotion than that? {Yes: Getting pregnant by him}. I pointed his cock at the center of the toilet bowl. From his urethra gushed a potent yellow stream. The pungent smell flooded my nostrils. His urine had a potent odor. "Almost" too potent. 

	-Masturbate," whispered my boss. 

	He didn't have to tell me twice. That always helped. When I masturbated under his orders, the stockings, shoes and necklace did not dress me, but emphasized and framed my nakedness. The wedding ring emphasized my submission to HIM: my heart belonged to another man, to Daniel, but I obeyed HIM. My fake tits testified that I was his. My Mercedes CLA parked in his garage proved that I was his whore and the streams that would soon soak my hand attested to how I enjoyed it. Sometimes I told him my fantasies. The wetter I got, the deeper and truer the things I told him. Sometimes I was ashamed of them, sometimes I was ashamed that my husband heard me say them. Like now, I don't know if he's still listening outside. [If he heard you or if he imagined what was going to happen, he probably left disgusted and is now with Lidia in his room.] So, it's all the same now, all is lost. No, I did not accept everything Gerardo suggested to me, taking advantage of my state of arousal, while I masturbated for him. Although it is true that when I was aroused, everything seemed more acceptable to me, sometimes even logical and often desirable. But they were fantasies; it didn't mean that they had or would come true. Sometimes I also told him no, that I wouldn't do it. Almost. But Gerardo used to take my refusal as a challenge, something to negotiate, to seduce, to obtain... 

	Gerardo finished peeing and I was about to shake his cock, as I had done before, to help him drain the last drops, but my boss stopped me: "No, don't shake it this time," he said. Wish me with all your heart. 

	And it was true that I wanted it, although I didn't necessarily want that. I shuddered. I brought my face close to his cock-the smell was intense-and opened my mouth and engulfed it. I'd done it other times, after helping him pee, but he'd always slipped it out first. Droplets of cum flowed down my palate. 

	-Mmm! -I protested. My hand was frantically rubbing my clitoris, trying to compensate for the logical disgust with irrational excitement- -Mmm! -I did it again. I wouldn't do that for any man. I wouldn't do it for Daniel or anyone else, only for him. {You will do it for him and who he tells you to do it with. You know that well}-. Mmm," I did it again, almost giving up that time. 

	Gerardo grabbed the back of my neck with both hands. He had spliced himself unusually quickly into my mouth. He thrust his hips forward and pulled on the back of my neck, impaling me with his cock. The bananas, while also yellow, definitely tasted more pleasant, but that didn't matter at the moment. My boss started pumping with his hips. He was fucking my mouth. He had never done that before. He always let me come to him and ask for more. He never forced, let alone did it physically. I didn't protest. I was willing to do almost anything for him. His impetus, for a moment, reminded me of Luis Alberto. But LuisA was all he had, strength, momentum and contempt. Gerardo had everything else. If anything, he lacked that energy at times. LuisA would have fucked me in any way imaginable. He would have even physically disciplined me - in fact, he had. But my boss was transforming me from the inside. 

	-Enough! -Gerardo exclaimed. Suddenly, he let go of my head and came out of my mouth. I was panting. I'm not going to cum yet," he clarified.  

	Judging by the explosive way it had withdrawn from my mouth, it had been about to explode. I had wanted to leave earlier, but had been unable to. Only at the last moment had I mustered the necessary strength. Tasting his golden liquid, even though it had only been a few drops, had been intense for me. For him, making me taste them had been even more so.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, I would like to know if you believe that Gerardo's acts and machinations really have a purpose or objective that can be transferred to real life or if they are simply to add spice to the game. You, who live it in first person, do you think that all those people who think that Gerardo is trying to negatively influence your marriage are wrong?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I don't know anything for sure. I can hold my hand in the fire for my husband and even then, naturally, only to a certain extent. But certainty is also kind of boring, isn't it?  

	I think Gerardo is really into influencing people. He likes to throw a stone into the pond and observe what ripples it produces in the water. He likes to study the effects of his subtle touches. That's the way he is at work, too. More than a commander, he is a manipulator. He loves it. So, I don't doubt that he is trying to manipulate me or, rather, that he is manipulating me. Or if you prefer, call it influencing, which doesn't have a negative connotation, but in the end it's the same thing. Therefore, I think that, on the one hand, he simply enjoys influencing and studying the results, to influence again, to improve his technique, and so on. That, on the one hand, irrespective of possible targets. On the other hand, I think it's quite possible that he has a goal with all of it. He wants me to fall further into his net, to open the safe of my dirtiest fantasies, which even my husband doesn't and won't know about, and beg him to make them come true. He certainly wants me to be more and more his in that sense. Is that bad? Is it bad that he helps me to experience things that I would otherwise not even dare to imagine? 

	But does that mean I want to break up my marriage? Perhaps the question to ask is whether to achieve that he needs to break up my marriage. And at the same time, there would be another question to consider: If that were his purpose, either as a means or as an end goal, could he succeed? He loves a challenge, of course, but he also hates to lose. To do business you have to take risks, but to get into something destined to fail, that's stupid." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You've said that "he wants me to fall further into his net, to open the safe of my dirtiest fantasies for him, that even my husband doesn't and won't know about and beg him to make them come true." And my question is: Why haven't you done it already, what's stopping you from doing it right now, if anything?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I prevent myself. It's not so easy to open up. If it were that easy, I wouldn't need Gerardo. Behind one door there is usually another with an even bigger lock and an even more intimate secret, but ready to be opened by the appropriate master. Gerardo has been able to open some of these doors, but he has not yet come close to the last one. But I cherish the hope and the fear that he will succeed." 

	  

	Almost. 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Good evening, Gema. It has been a while since I followed you and it has been hard for me to catch up a bit. I see that all the steps I predicted a few months ago, when I wrote to you for the first time, are coming true. I also notice in your answers some doubts about how your relationship with Daniel is evolving. I hope you know well what you are doing and that it does not get out of hand. Good luck and a hug to both of you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you, domaduro60. 

	PS: Are you sure you're not really Gerardo?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't know why you're so sure that Gerardo's goal is destined to fail. You said it yourself: he hates to lose and if he has gone all in on this it's because he sees a good chance of winning. And you're also forgetting that there's another person who also has an important role in Gerardo's success and who could unwittingly put the prize on a plate for him. How far will your husband's stamina go?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But also, how far will Gerardo's stamina go? Why do you think my husband's stamina is inferior to Gerardo's? Do you think that because he's submissive he has less balls? Seriously, I'm not sure about anything. I don't think anyone can be one hundred percent, absolutely, totally, utterly and completely sure of anything. Isn't that what makes life interesting?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"That I open the safe of my dirtiest fantasies to him, that even my husband doesn't and won't know about and beg him to make them come true." I wonder what your husband feels inside reading sentences like this, when you open your soul and show your innermost desires to a guy you've barely known for two years and exclude him, who has been with you for a lifetime. It must be really painful for Daniel. If I were in his shoes and read that, it would break my soul." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm sorry it's like this, but I think I'm not an isolated case. There are things you don't dare to show the person you love, out of shame and fear that it might change how they see you and how they love you. For those things it is easier to open up to a stranger than to the person you love and live with. I think I'm not the only one who has forbidden desires that she hasn't told her husband but has told her lover. At least Daniel knows of the existence, though not the details. He understands that it is something intimate and respects it. Maybe it's something unusual in a man or maybe it's something quite common among consenting cuckolds. I don't know, as I only have one cuckold. But, in any case, I thank her enormously for her understanding and her trust in me. Confidence is demonstrated precisely when you know that you don't know everything. When you know everything, it is not trust, it is control. And perhaps yes, it is also painful in part for him; I don't deny it. That's the thing about roses, they have prickles. Things are the way they are: beautiful, with spikes, with sincere secrets... They are not usually absolute, simple, without risk, without effort, because they would be utopian. All roses have spikes and all cats scratch." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo had us pose in different pieces of lingerie, with various accessories, including handcuffs, dildos and nipple clamps. I could tell he was taking inspiration mostly from poses that Lidia had done, with me or herself, although he introduced some variation of his own as well. The peeled banana was not only introduced into our mouths. Fortunately, the rear orifice did not inspire him. Mine, anyway, was still occupied by the plug-tail. As he was shooting his camera, I noticed that unlike with me, in the pictures he was taking of Lidia, she was always with her head turned so that you couldn't see her face.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I'm curious: When you and your husband spend the whole night at Gerardo's house and Gerardo falls asleep after making love to you, who do you spend most of the night with, Gerardo or your husband, who I'm sure doesn't sleep much?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"When I'm at Gerardo's house, I'm his girl and I sleep with him in bed. My husband has me the rest of the nights, when I'm not at my boss's house." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	This time it was my turn to be handcuffed and blindfolded. [After Gerardo had cum inside her, Lidia apparently still felt like playing. In the restroom, Gerardo had refused to cum inside me. Now I knew he had reserved himself to do it inside her. For me his cum was the most precious gift. The only regret of having it in my mouth was not being able to have it in my vagina at the same time, which was where it really belonged, to feel full and complete. But being able to taste him made up for that sacrifice. {And he made it up to you by allowing you to taste another product coming out of his cock}. {Liquid gold they call it. In your case it's true, judging by what he pays you to endure that. you suck! Daniel is going to disown you] [You know I don't do it for money! As for Daniel, I love him. But I'm afraid you're right. We're already doomed. These may be the last throes. {Well, if you're already doomed, why do you keep holding back?} 

	Gerardo had become drowsy and had soon fallen asleep. Lidia had fucked him, while Gerardo had sent me to practice my oral skills with the suction cup dildo. Kneeling beside his bed and with the dildo fixed in the closet, I had had to listen to his moans - Lidia's slutty ones no doubt false and exaggerated, my boss's genuine ones to my disgrace; I knew him well. Gerardo had told me that he was not yet fully satisfied with my skills and had ordered me to continue practicing at home with the suction cup dildo. Apparently and against all odds, Lidia had proven with the bananas to have the deepest throat. Gerardo also wanted my husband to re-record me and to send him the video of my practices as proof of my compliance. "Have him send it to me too and I'll punctuate it," the traitorous slut had offered. "We'll see," Gerardo had replied, fortunately. I didn't think it was appropriate for my rival to rate me, and I didn't think it was wise for her to have those videos of me either. "Maybe what we'll do is have you go to her house and record it yourself," my boss had commented. "But it couldn't be every day, of course," I had mused. "Maybe it could be once at her house and once at yours. We'll see." And so Gerardo had ordered me to start practicing right there, in his bedroom, while they both fucked. 

	As Gerardo fell asleep, Lidia had gotten out of bed and helped me up. Then she had handcuffed me and blindfolded me. Holding hands, she had taken me with her to the guest room. Lidia had ordered me not to move and I was obeying her. 

	"Do you know what I want as a prize for winning?" he had asked Gerardo.  

	Unfortunately for me, she had won - at least according to Gerardo. She had clearly beaten me in depth. Who would have suspected it from her little mouth? But creativity had been the deciding factor. Lidia had not limited herself to using only her mouth, but had also used my body and my mouth. This possibility of using the opponent for her own poses had not occurred to me and I had understood too late that it was allowed. It was only when I saw the poses that Gerardo had preferred to repeat in the attic that I had begun to sense that I had lost. As a foretaste of the prize for winning, Gerardo had taken her to bed. I had heard them fornicating, although I had hardly asked to see them, as I had my back to them.  

	"Please, may I?", Lidia had begged, as she rode Gerardo. 

	"All right, little girl," Gerard had answered her between moans. "You've earned it. You can play with it."  

	And so, Lidia had won an additional award for her excellent behavior. Bullshit! I admit that she got it for her performance, but in terms of behavior, clearly I should have won. Moreover, for her insolent behavior, she should have been punished - spoiled brat! So, whatever she did was blessed by my boss and I could do nothing but accept it. My heart raced and anguish threatened to overtake me. I could not see and should not and could not intervene. I could only listen and accept. That and imagine what the little tramp would do to my husband. 

	-Shh! Not a word! -Lidia ordered, putting her index finger on my lips to accentuate her command. 

	I stood still in the room, standing. My husband was lying on the bed, or so I assumed. On that occasion, we had not handcuffed him. He had earned my boss's trust and had shown that he knew how to behave. Daniel was not handcuffed, but his little bird was caged. That is, he was caged in the cage that Lidia had put him in and she had the key. Things had changed. Now it was no longer Gerardo who had the key, but the little slut. 

	-Close your eyes! -Obviously, I had ordered my husband to do so. I was blindfolded. Let's play a little game. If you win, you might get a little prize. We'll see," he said coquettishly. He looked like a cat playing with a mouse.  

	Lidia put her hand between my thighs and instructed me to spread my legs. I did and soon after I felt something enter my vagina. The texture felt familiar. It was not long ago that I had experienced it. 

	-You have to guess whose flavor it is," explained the reckless young woman. 

	I felt an irrational wave of jealousy crashing in my mind, like a sea storm trying to measure its strength against that of the harbor breakwater. I was not looking forward to him savoring it. It was an irrational feeling, but that's how it was. That was me. I managed to pull myself together and face the storm. I remembered that Gerard had cum inside her. If I wasn't mistaken, he had done it without a condom. Lidia had been tested and it was negative. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"I just read what you wrote about Lidia's game and I think your husband got it right. He knows your taste perfectly well, also Gerardo's through you and although he will never confess it to you, Lidia's too. No matter how faithful Daniel is, he won't let himself be put in a trap without receiving something in return. So, he has all the flavors catalogued so as not to fail." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He may have received something in return and not confessed it to me; I don't rule it out. Or it may be that what he received in return was a future promise." 

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXV - A point of SUPPORT 

	  

	"'No'  

	may make them angry 

	but 

	will set you free. 

	If no one has told you yet, your freedom is more important than their pissed off."  

	- unknown  

	  

	  

	I knew for a fact what Gerardo did with my wife when he went to the bathroom with her. I didn't know, because Gema had refused to tell me and I had refused to ask her. I sensed it. But I knew. The door Gerardo had accidentally left ajar had confirmed it to me. The pig had left it ajar on purpose! 

	-Did you like the session? -my wife asked me. Her voice had a strange tone, as if she was happy and sad at the same time. 

	-Yes, yes. Sure," I answered laconically. I looked at her. Involuntarily, my face turned into an expression of disgust. I quickly looked away. Sure," I repeated. 

	I had liked everything but that. But that outweighed the rest. 

	-You can't complain," my wife commented. Her tone was jovial, but there was a hint of jealousy too. Gerardo didn't blindfold you, he let you see everything and even let you operate his camera. He let you see everything and even let you handle his camera. See how he's not such a bad person? In the end you're going to understand each other very well. You're more alike in more ways than you think. 

	Yes, yes. A great guy, the old pig Gerardo. On top of that I'll have to be grateful to him, because he ordered me to take pictures of him with his camera, in exchange for fucking my wife and doing THAT with her in the bathroom. {And for letting you see and photograph Lidia. And for letting you taste her}. 

	I didn't say anything. The only good thing about that session had really been Lidia. I hadn't asked her what she was doing with that old man and my wife. In that, Gema and I were alike. Sometimes it was better not to know. Often it was better not to know. If I could erase certain things from my memory... But I could imagine it. It didn't seem wrong to me. How could I? She was a real sugar girl, not like my wife, who convinced herself she was a sugar woman so she wouldn't have to accept what she really was. Gema had become that man's slave. And if she had not yet reached that point, she was not far from it. My wife had lost all the freedom I had given her as a hotwife. She had squandered it. {Isn't it part of freedom to decide to give it to someone else? It bothers you because it's not the way you want it to be. Or rather, because it is not with whom you want it to be}. The young Lidia, on the other hand, kept all her freedom. She was submissive to Gerardo, but not to the point of being devoted to him. For her it was just a game that didn't really affect her independence. You could tell by the way she played with me, almost under her nose, in her house. For some reason, she liked me. I'm not that bad looking and on top of that in contrast to that... Lidia was showing that you could enjoy being submissive and retain your freedom at the same time. And she didn't stoop to doing THAT with him. 

	Inadvertently, I slowly walked away from my wife. I didn't think she was going to bring it up, but I didn't feel like taking the chance that she would. Better not to bring it up at all. Her noisy pissing was still giving me shivers of disgust. To me, toilet stuff was private. Even with my wife, I would lock the bathroom door for privacy. She was more carefree in that regard. If I was brushing my teeth, she would shamelessly walk in and sit on the toilet bowl to urinate. And I would pout, because it was neither appropriate nor timely nor pleasant. {Glu, glu, glu, glu, glu...} Shut up! You disgust me!  

	Lidia had understood me well. She had comforted me right there on the stairs. She had tenderly touched my hand. And then she had whispered to me: "Don't worry. You have me. Focus on my kisses."  

	I kept walking away from my wife, almost stealthily. It was better that she didn't know certain things.  

	And she had kissed me, right there, on the stairs, a few steps away from her lover -if that could be said in her case- and my wife. She had held me there on the stairs. Although I was already restrained before he said anything to me, because of the paralysis that the repulsion of that aberrant act between the old man and my wife was producing in me. I don't recognize her. Is she still my wife? She had kissed me with her sweet tongue in my mouth. But I hadn't even managed to enjoy our first kiss, it was the fault of the nauseating old man and my wife! They had spoiled - never better said - the enjoyment of that first kiss. I had been faithful to her. I could have kissed her much earlier, if I had wanted to, but I had not. But I hadn't. And what good did it do me? If I had known... It had been a long kiss, as long as Gerardo's piss. 

	Before the door was fully opened, Lidia and I had disappeared upstairs. She had giggled like a naughty girl who had just done something naughty. And I should have felt the same way. But Gerardo and Gema, the two Gs, had ruined it for me. At least I didn't feel guilty for cheating on my wife, if at this point in the movie, kissing another woman could be called cheating. You have done and are doing much, much worse things, Gema. 

	-What's wrong with you? -asked my wife. 

	-Me? Nothing. And you? -I went on the offensive to mislead. It was the best defense. Now you know how I feel," I said, referring to the scene later in the bedroom. Lidia had forced me to eat her pussy. And I had obeyed her. She hadn't said anything about "Gerardo's orders," but that was supposed to be implied, if we were at his house. She had made me eat the cum from her pussy, but the important thing was that I had tasted her. I didn't care about Gerardo anymore. And Gema... she had watched blindfolded, forced to watch passively, as I had had to do so many times. Isn't that what you wanted? -I asked my wife. Didn't you want to feel what I feel? -No, she had never expressed that desire. To feel what she felt, that desire was mine. My wife had never suggested the reverse situation. To feel what you feel... A new shiver of disgust ran through my body at the thought of the scene in the bathroom with the old man. You ruined everything! You've ruined everything for me! -I sentenced her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Since you came back from Switzerland, how many times have you made love with Gerardo and how many times with your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't keep track of it, but I would say roughly on par. Although I wouldn't say that having sex with Gerardo is always 'making LOVE' nor would I say that having it with my husband means having vaginal sex." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You often describe Daniel watching you (or not watching you) with a lover. But conversely, has anyone else seen you and Daniel having sex together? Would you like to be seen with Daniel? Or do you consider having sex with your husband too intimate an act for you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is embarrassed to be seen having sex. Maybe it's because he unconsciously thinks that his performance is not up to par. I think that with Silvestre he realized the differences that existed. And yet he is a fool to be ashamed. Sex doesn't always have to be so visually stunning." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, don't take this as a criticism, it's just a comment about a perception I have when reading you. When you talk or describe situations with your husband, you clearly convey your feeling of possession towards him, but on the other hand the same does not happen when it comes to showing the affection or tenderness you may feel for Daniel. It sounds cold, as if forced. On the contrary, when you talk about Lidia or Gerardo, those feelings seem to be expressed in a more natural and sincere way." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are right in what you say. I don't think there is any special reason behind it. I think it's simply that my husband is very much my everyday life. He is my husband and it is normal and taken for granted that I love him. It is not normal, however, that I can feel things for Gerardo or Lidia; that's why I emphasize it more. Likewise, it's also not normal for my husband to be my possession, so I emphasize that part more as well. But you're right: I'm probably not getting the whole situation across, including how much I love my husband, regardless of my wanderings. I'll try to improve it - thanks!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say your husband is your life partner. But what life do you share with him? Cleaning the house and cooking, because work, pleasure, leisure and feelings you share with your lover, not with your husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I also share that I wipe my pussy after being with my lover. Can you say that you have shared such an intimate and special act with your partner?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your husband should know that timesharing, the vast majority of the time, is a scam." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, but really who is the conned?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	 "The one who is swindled is always the one with the least money." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But do you have less money a priori or a posteriori, after being swindled?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	 "Obviously a priori, before being scammed. It's clear, don't give it any more thought." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Anyway, no problem. Since he's the one who got ripped off -according to you-, I'll keep it and what's mine is his. So, everything goes back home. In any case, the swindled one is me, who is the one who has to work for it." 

	  

	Answer with a pornographic image, of a girl giving a blowjob, with the boy stamping a bill on her face in return. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I'm about to give me a son," Gerardo told his friend. He did not hide his pride. 

	-Really? -Manolo replied, "Are you still at it? I thought you had forgotten about it. -Manolo saw no reason to be proud of such nonsense. Breaking up a marriage and bringing an innocent child into it did not seem honorable on his friend's part. Manolo had tried to warn Gema. He had written her comments on his blog, always under one or more pseudonyms, but instead of seeing good advice she only saw Gerardo. It saddened her that she had mistaken him for her friend. He and Gerardo had been friends for most of their lives, but for certain things, as it was proving, they were very different.  

	-Of course I'm serious," Gerardo replied, almost offended. I never forget anything. You should know me by now. Switzerland and Lidia have been a success. I finally got her where I wanted her. 

	Manolo's face twisted. So far he had laughed at him, but this was going too far. 

	-One more vacation with her and..." Gerardo continued. 

	-One more vacation? -Manolo interrupted him. Alone, you mean? Alone with her husband, I suppose," he said sarcastically. Gerardo had told him about Gema's wish, in a moment of carelessness in which he had miscalculated the situation. 

	-It's better this way," Gerardo said taciturnly, trying to avoid having to admit his mistake. This way she will see that she belongs to me completely and that he no longer plays a role. If she doesn't leave him, he will leave her. Every cloud has a silver lining," he added, admitting that he had been wrong, but emphasizing that he had been right. 

	-Then you'll take Lidia too," Manolo replied. Get your wallet ready. It's not going to be cheap. -Manolo knew that Gerardo didn't give a damn about that; in that sense, he was not at all living up to the Catalan cliché. But in view of the fact that no moral argument mattered to him and that everything he said to him he turned around, he no longer knew what to say to his friend. 

	Gerardo shrugged his shoulders and snorted contemptuously. 

	-Look! That might be a good way to go," he then said, after quickly weighing the possibilities offered by Manolo's suggestion. 

	This time it was Manolo who snorted, or rather than snorted, sighed. He certainly hadn't intended to give him ideas. But his friend was stubborn. He was no longer thinking about anything else or anything, except making himself master of that woman's body, mind, soul, heart and now entrails, mattered to him. 

	-Yes, that's a good idea," Gerardo congratulated him. I would have preferred both of them to stay in Madrid. But that's fine with me too. It might actually get things moving. 

	-You cheated on me with Lidia," Manolo told him. It was not the first time he did it. This time he did it mostly to steer the conversation in another direction. 

	-Come on! You still don't mind that? Did you really think for an instant that this hottie was going to hit on you, just like that? Look at you! 

	Manolo didn't need to look in the mirror to remember his smooth and relatively muscular body that he still had despite his age. It was the result of a good diet and a healthy lifestyle. He also liked whiskey and tobacco, but he did not abuse those pleasures like his friend. Of course, there was also genetics. His friends, not in vain, called him the Beautiful One. The ultraviolet ray machine was responsible for his tanned skin. As young men, Gerardo had been the better looking of the two. But he had been better preserved. Apparently, he had done so not only physically, but also morally. Are you telling me to look at myself? Have you looked at yourself? Evidently, Gerardo had not been attracted to young Lidia because of her physique or her morality, although it was possible that, at least in part, he had been attracted to her because of her amorality. 

	-Everything is going according to plan," Gerardo assured, deliberately ignoring the fact that on more than one occasion his plans with Gema had gone awry, because she, in spite of everything, insisted that she loved her husband, something that was hardly conceivable at that point. She's very competitive," Gerardo explained, referring to Gema. Since I've been doing it without a condom with Lidia, she's afraid I might get her pregnant. Since then I feel her more receptive to giving me a child. I can feel it," said Gerardo, looking into infinity. Give me a foothold and I will move the world," said Gerardo. 

	Manolo looked at his friend in disgust. In his gaze he saw the obstinacy of a madman. In spite of this, he muttered: "Archimedes. -He was used to this little competition to elucidate who had the greatest general knowledge. It was something he cherished about his friendship with his friend. He had encountered few people in his life who were on the same intellectual and cultural level. 

	-I have found the fulcrum for leverage," said Gerardo quietly, his gaze still on infinity.  

	Manolo looked at him with sadness, then with rage. That woman had changed his friend, had poisoned him. Although he could not stop thinking about her and desiring her, he was glad that he had not had the opportunity to be with her more than a couple of times, rigorously controlled by his friend. What have you done with him? What demon are you, that everything you touch you poison and twist? Seeing his lifelong friend like this, Manolo could not help but blame the woman. Gerardo had never been a pure soul, but for a moment, it seemed to him that he had been, and that woman had ruined everything. Maybe you deserve to get pregnant by him. In that instant, Manolo decided to walk away from her. If she had done that to his friend, what wouldn't she do to him? 

	-He told me that he comforted Daniel," Gerardo continued, referring to Lidia, his crowbar. I'm going to make him get disgusted with his wife and fond of the young woman," he said with a twinkle in his eye. 

	Manolo grimaced. Destroying a marriage, getting her pregnant... and those urine games... they went too far for him, even if that woman deserved it. Sometimes he even doubted whether his friend was not the guilty party or had influenced Daniel's dismissal, in order to destroy the marriage and get the woman's loot. He had asked him once, but his friend -perhaps jokingly-, far from being categorical, had only winked at him and smiled mischievously. Nothing seemed impossible, much less improbable. Gerardo was unaware that it was his friend who was getting disgusted with him. Gerardo had told him that he had deliberately left the bathroom door ajar and Manolo, disgusted, had had to ask him to stop his story. He had also confessed to him that he had orchestrated with Lidia that Lidia should entertain - with whatever means she considered necessary or opportune - Daniel at the foot of the stairs, so that he would hear everything. 

	-Yes, although I preferred to be alone with Gema, to finish educating her, I think I'm going to take the three of them together for the next vacation. Thanks for the great suggestion! -Gerardo thanked Manolo. He looked at him and saw something strange in his look, but he must have misinterpreted it, because he then gave him a colloquial elbow in the ribs, causing his friend to spill a few drops of the precious golden liquid and exclaimed: "Don't make that face! I'll lend it to you from time to time, or rather from time to time. But you'll have to give me something in return, of course. -He winked. But we'll think of something. 

	He did not need to clarify that he was referring to the mature woman and not to the young Lidia. As young and beautiful as she was, they both found Gema more attractive. 

	-And all this for what? -Manolo questioned. Tell me, Gerardo, what for? -It was possible that he was even beginning to feel displaced by that woman, although he was not aware of it. History, geography and music were no longer on his friend's mind. He didn't even enjoy whiskey as he used to, accompanied by a few ounces of chocolate. He thought only of her. He was obsessed with taking her one step further. But where to? Where was the limit? When would that end? -For what? -Manolo insisted, suddenly exhausted. 

	-It is my legacy," Gerardo replied. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Good evening, Gema. I liked your description of Gerardo's feelings towards you and Daniel. They fit perfectly with the profile of a conventional lover, where, indeed, the lover is always happy, because he enjoys the best of his beloved, while the inconveniences and day-to-day problems are usually for the husband. In this context, the intelligent lover will never be interested in upsetting the balance of the relationship.  

	However, in your case, remember that Gerardo is not only a conventional lover, he is also a Dominant, a Master. Obviously, I do not know Gerardo and I cannot know to what degree his dominant part rules over his intelligence. If the dominant part takes precedence, then he will try to have more control over you and will try to monopolize you more and more, even if that in the end is to his own detriment, by destabilizing the relationship between the three of you. That is why, even if you trust him, you must always be alert. You yourself say that you do see that he is interfering in some way in your marriage and you believe, as you have said, that he is doing it so that by detaching yourself more from Daniel you will be able to accelerate your process of submission.  

	This is where the other part I wanted to tell you about comes in and I am referring to the 70-20-10 rule that you and Daniel have about trust between the two of you and about the things you tell each other and share and the things you keep to yourselves. Gema, if you accept my advice, I will tell you to go very slowly, even if Gerardo demands you to go faster and faster or you yourself feel that need. The things you still have to experience are going to be more and more extreme, more and more embarrassing, and you will not be able or want to share them with Daniel. This can cause two things: On the one hand, it will provoke frustration in Daniel and, on the other hand, a distancing between you, as he will feel more and more excluded in this aspect of your life. That's why I advise you to take your time after each new experience before taking the next step. First to assimilate it yourself and secondly so that you can find a way to share it with your husband and, if possible, even involve him in some way. In this way, he will feel that he is still a fundamental part, also of your other life. Do not run the risk of 70-20-10 becoming 10-20-70. 

	Forgive me if I've stepped in where I'm not wanted. As always, advice is there to be ignored as well. But I think that maybe what I am telling you, based on my own personal experience, can help you on your way. We Masters also have scars and defeats in our past. Going fast doesn't get you any further. I know that from experience." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Nudity is not absolute, it is relative. I liked it when my husband would follow my orders and undress and then delight me with a delicious cunnilingus when he came home from work (that one and the other one), while I was still wearing my work clothes. The cunnilingus would undoubtedly have been just as pleasurable - on a physical level - if we were both naked, but with the contrast it took on additional meaning. "What do you think that meaning is?", I would ask on my blog to my followers. 

	Gerardo had ordered me to undress completely -no stockings or garter belt-; I only kept my heels. That and the deep red lipstick he had generously applied to me in the car, before pressing the remote control button on his garage door. "The little bitch is gone," I had said to myself, half relieved, half sad. I loved her for her sweetness, admired her for her boldness, and hated her because I sensed she was capable of displacing me. With her youth and freshness I could not compete, but I could compete in devotion. 

	-Here," said my boss, offering me a hanger from which hung one of his suits. Dance for me. 

	This time he played the music. Normally I was the one who put the vinyl on the turntable. Gerardo liked me to serve him. Fortunately, Gerardo did not choose Lidia's hated record. He still didn't understand how she allowed him to listen to such music. Nor did he understand how he could tolerate having that record among his valuable collection of quality music. Duke Ellington's Take the "A" Train came on. The "A" train. My plan A. I looked at my husband sideways, preventing Gerardo from noticing. You're still my plan B, but you know I'm talking about vaginal sex only. I started dancing with the suit hanging on the hanger, as if I were him in the flesh. To tell you the truth, I did it faster than if I had been Gerardo in the flesh. The rhythm of that song was a bit devilish. I took in air through my nose. The smell of good tobacco flooded my nostrils. I loved its distinctive smell. It wasn't exactly a pleasant smell, objectively speaking, but I must admit that I was past the objective, even past the subjective. I imagined Gerardo in my arms and I felt him as if he were dancing with me for real. His firm hand on my skin, the tranquility he instilled in me, the deep understanding of my soul he radiated, the eternal demand to take one more step, unhurriedly, but one more step after all... While my pores were flooded with his scent, the room was flooded with a slow by the master Ellington. Loveless Love was playing. My movements adjusted to the new rhythm. In the end, I always adjusted to the rhythm he set for me. 

	-Do you smell me? -Gerardo asked me, whispering in my ear. He had come closer to me, as I danced with my eyes closed. He didn't touch me, but I had long felt his hands on my body. 

	I nodded, absorbed in the sensual rhythm of the music and in that smell of tobacco that I would once have found repulsive. 

	-Can you smell it? -my boss repeated, changing the pronoun this time. I've been smoking with Lidia, can you smell her perfume? Can you smell her? 

	His words hurt me, but I kept dancing with my eyes closed. Yes, there, now that he had said it, I seemed to be able to smell her sweet perfume. [That means she's been rubbing up against him!] I didn't listen to my inner voices. Even if it hurt, Gerard was within his rights. Unlike my husband, my antlers did not excite me, although I understood that my boss wanted to enjoy a young woman from time to time. Lidia offered him everything he could wish for. Anything but maturity. Anything but devotion. She doesn't feel what I feel; for her it's just a passing game. She was a wild filly and Gerardo would enjoy taming her. But he would eventually tire of her. The only real danger was that he would accidentally get her pregnant. Or that she would get knocked up on purpose. I think she's good, but maybe I'm wrong and she's a gold digger. My boss was childless. After the death of his only son, he only had his daughter-in-law left, whom he loved like a daughter, even though she had rebuilt her life with another man and started another family. Gerardo is a good person, deep down. The following song played on the Duke Ellington compilation album: Satin Doll, muñeca de satén. I'll be the way he wants me to be; he deserves it. I'll be what I want to be; I deserve it. I half-opened my eyes. I couldn't help feeling guilty as I looked at my husband. I love him, but I can't help being attracted to Gerardo and everything he offers me. And no, I wasn't referring to the financial part, although, I suppose, that was hopelessly included. I was referring to feeling like a doll, like a pet. I will be the doll you want me to be. There was something exalting, or at least intoxicating and addictive, in that degradation. I love him, but maybe I should let him go. He doesn't deserve this. This is no longer his fantasy, it is mine. I won't let him, but I must let him go. It wouldn't be long before Daniel disowned me anyway. I had seen his look of disgust when he looked at me, after what had happened last time in the toilet with Gerard. Or maybe I had imagined his look. But Daniel had avoided commenting on the subject and I had obviously done the same. It could only get worse, and my boss was getting more and more brazen. 

	-Leave the hanger. Come. 

	He pointed his finger at the ground, telling me to bend down and crawl towards him. And so I did. I crawled towards him like the faithful little bitch I was and was becoming. When I reached him, he touched the belt twice in quick succession with his fingers. With eyes full of anticipation and a nervous little smile on my mouth that gave away that I knew what was coming next, I sat up and, on my knees, began to unbuckle his belt. I both hated and wanted what was coming next. I carefully removed his belt and, trembling, offered it to him with my two hands, kneeling before him, looking into his eyes expectantly. Gerard drew a smile and nodded slightly. That gesture, barely perceptible, filled me with pride and satisfaction. That authentic feeling was something Lidia didn't have. I lowered my gaze so that it wouldn't be too noticeable. Pride and vanity were dangerously close emotions. Gerardo took the belt from my hands. As he did so, he extended his index finger and touched my chin with it, causing me to look up again. My eyes met his clear eyes. There was no mercy in them, only gentleness and determination. There was lust too, recognizing the power he had over me and the devotion I had for him. No, Lydia, that is something you cannot give him, not like me. You have given me other things, though. You have made my mind more flexible. You have made me see how plastic it is. You have shown me the ability I have to mold and be molded. And you have shown me your understanding. Even if you are not like me, even if you can never want it like me, you have shown me that I am not the only woman who enjoys this.  

	My body trembled and my heart raced in anticipation. My boss's index finger ran up and down my cheek. It was a slow, gentle caress, which would contrast with the caresses he would give me next with his girth. At the end of his run down my face, his index finger became an arrow indicating where he wanted to have me. I crawled to the designated spot. My boss pre-warmed my ass, unloading caresses - these were still caresses - on my upturned buttocks. Gerardo had used the strap-on on me in Switzerland. He had also used it again in the office, when we were alone doing overtime. He had spanked me with it in his office; he had also done it in his partner Tiburcio's office. It had been easy for him to find an excuse for it: there was always some report that was late or some sales target that wasn't met. In the office, she had made me carry the belt in my mouth to her partner's office, like the well-trained little dog she was. And I had done it trembling, but with the same attitude as the goofy Labrador retriever that offers its owner the collar and leash to go for a walk. Since Switzerland, Gerard had taken a liking to using that utensil with me. 

	I had hinted - without giving too many details - to my husband what Gerardo was doing to me. Now, at home, my husband would see him for the first time. Against all odds, Gerardo had neither blindfolded him this time nor handcuffed him. [He wants Daniel to have a fight! He wants to push this to a breaking point!] I knew my husband's eyes still didn't understand how Gerardo had managed to train me like this and why I needed that, but they nevertheless accepted, albeit reluctantly, that this was something I needed, as much as I needed to breathe, almost as much as I needed him. 

	"I like to feel like a slave -I would write in my blog-, like her slave in an adult tale of a thousand and one nights. It excites me to think how I make all their kinky, dark fantasies come true... and incidentally mine too. And my husband's, too, as he reads this book of a thousand and one nights." A thousand and one nights that didn't become so many. 

	I climbed on top of the table, where Gerardo indicated. On all fours, offering him my ass, I nervously awaited my boss's first caress. I bit my lower lip in anticipation. I took a deep breath. I knew it was going to hurt. What I didn't know was how my husband would react. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	57ccc: 

	"Hi Gema. I read in your comments, that there are now pictures of you with Gerardo, do you plan to post some of them, so your followers can admire your nice new boobs?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You may have already published some of them. Or maybe not. I'm not Galician, but what I can say is that, if you look, you might find some easter egg, although I'll never recognize it." 

	  

	I had posted the photos that Gerardo told me to post. Fortunately, he did not (yet) ask me to confirm that they were mine. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You speak of Gerardo as a man you love, of whom you feel you are his, of whom you feel you are his partner, outside the sexual or submissive context. I mean, socially you live together many more hours a day than you do with your husband. And yet you say that all that doesn't compete with your marriage and what you feel for your husband! It's not credible." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I feel I am Gerardo's partner in certain social contexts, not in all. For example, at work I don't consider him my partner. Or if we meet at his house to play (with or without my husband), I don't necessarily consider him my partner either. If I go on vacation with him and live with him for a certain amount of time and do normal things with him, couple things, then I do feel that way. Or if he takes me out to dinner and I go to his side. But really all of that happens only on an ad hoc basis. So, the times when I feel like his partner are really very few. Am I to blame for the fact that sometimes I do feel like his partner and enjoy it? Yes, I am. But neither my husband nor I have any problem with it, and neither does Gerardo. But I guess you still don't believe me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Answer me honestly, please. do you think Gerardo is deeply bothered by sharing you with your husband? do you think Gerardo wants and is working to change that as soon as possible, or on the contrary is he reluctantly content with the situation? If the former, what risks does that pose for maintaining the relationship between the three of you in the medium term?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hm. I don't think Gerardo really minds that I'm a happily married woman. I don't think he wants my heart. Maybe a little bit of him does, since we all like to feel loved and to be more than just a sex object or a means to an end. But I don't think he is in love with me and wants to have my heart only for himself.  

	I also don't think it would particularly bother him to have to share my body with my husband, because he doesn't really have any limitations in this regard. How much more sex could he digest? Believe me, a woman can easily satisfy several men.  

	I don't think he's jealous that he's not the only one on my mind. I don't even think he thinks it's bad that he is not the person I admire most for his intelligence. It would be absurd to be jealous of Einstein, of Antonio Gala, of... In the ranking of people I most admire for their mind, Gerardo is very high, but even higher is my husband. This is the way things are and they will hardly change, except if in this chess game my husband ends up losing. But it is not a simple game played on a single board. 

	And my soul... it belongs to him, because I have chosen him to guide me. 

	No, I don't think it bothers him deeply. Besides, he already knew I was happily married before we started our relationship. It didn't seem to bother him at any time and I don't think it does now. 

	It's a different matter if she doesn't particularly enjoy having my husband around. There are horny men who get off on just that. They love to show their apparent power over the woman in front of her husband and sometimes they even like to dominate the husband directly. That's simply not the case with Gerardo, although I play my own game too and I'm working on it to bring him a little closer to that part. 

	I don't think he wants to have me as his wife either. Right now he has the best of me and none of the worst, and he has it at a much lower price than if I were his partner. 

	So, as I said above, I don't think it bothers him. But it is possible that he may have taken it as a goal to interfere in our relationship, either as a sport to enjoy trying to set in motion different manipulation techniques, or as a means to get me to loosen my moorings a bit and walk faster or further, or as a competition to see how far he can pull the rope. I don't take away therefore that he might have certain intentions, but, in any case, I don't think it was because anything particularly bothered him, neither my husband in particular as a person nor the fact that I am HAPPILY married to him." 

	  

	Ilusa! How far away those words sound now. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I, if I were Gerardo, with the power I have and having the upper hand, I would have it clear: I have a very attractive and efficient professional. Yes, I have to pay her, but I don't give a damn; I don't have to put up with that fool of a husband of hers watching like a slug to see if something falls on him. Go on and fuck him! You are mine, because you need my money and I give you what you deserve sexually. You are my submissive and here you do what I want. We have agreed on salary and master. I'm pretty generous, aren't I?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And we also agreed that my husband should be present and that Gerardo should interact more with him. And Gerardo is a man of his word. A boss -in every sense- must be, because the main thing he has is his word and the trust he generates with it in his employees, his submissive or his whore. 

	Because, what we do here, we do it freely, because we want to do it. The salary? Money is essential up to a certain amount, but once a limit is exceeded, it is no longer essential. The world, with all its risks but also opportunities, is bigger than a single point. 

	And another thing a good boss must have is a left hand. He must know how to manipulate his people (I like to call it that, but if you prefer, call it influencing them). The best companies are not those where the employees do what the boss tells them to do because the boss told them to, but those where the employees walk in the direction the boss has pointed out, because they are convinced of it and have fun doing it. What good would it do me to do things, but grudgingly? If the domination/submission thing were a simple command-and-command thing, it would be very simple, so much so that it would even be boring. But fortunately it's much more subtle, and I'm looking for that subtlety to get into this world. I don't want a bossy boss; I want a seductive (and intelligent) boss. And Gerardo wants me to do what he proposes with real passion, and that is not achieved by forcing, but by manipulating (or call it seducing or tempting, if you prefer). 

	Even if we lived in slavery times and I was his slave, simply commanding and threatening, he would not get what he really wants. His pleasure is not in seeing me obey, it is in seeing me live it with desire, in longing for it, like what he proposed to me with Lydia or what he got when he first proposed to me about kissing his feet." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say you have come clean with your husband and confessed to him that you love Gerardo, but nevertheless you hide questions and opinions (something in which several of your followers agree) that you do not publish and that could help Daniel to reflect on his situation. Do you think it is honest and a good person to hide sincere opinions from people that could make him reflect deeply on his future and his happiness? Is it loving him not to let him think and meditate on whether or not it is good for him to continue with this situation?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's funny that those of you who agree and insist on the subject all call yourselves Anonymous!  

	In any case, I have the feeling that when I said on one or two occasions that I loved Gerardo, that verb does not mean the same thing as when you use it in your question. As I recall, I have said that I love Gerardo for providing me with this. And I have also said, repeatedly, that my husband is my only LOVE. To say that I feel nothing for Gerardo, that it is only sex, that there is no affection, friendship, passion and even -why not?- that there is no certain modality of love, would be lying and hypocritical. But to think insistently that this modality of love has to compete and replace the one I feel for my husband is... tiring and disappointing. It's disappointing to me, because it means I've obviously failed to convey that duality that we hotwives and spoiled cuckolds experience. I thought I would have done a better job communicating, but obviously I've failed." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In your penultimate answer you clearly admit that your only priority today is Gerardo and that everything else has taken a back seat, including your husband. I only hope that, even though you know of the danger, the glow of the flames will not blind you and reduce your marriage to ashes." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with a picture of a naked woman, with a banknote stamped on her face): 

	"A girl's gotta have priorities in her life! I think you know me well enough by now." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I just wanted to thank you for sharing your adventure with us here. It's always exciting to read your blog. Keep going and don't let any negative comments sway you. My regards to Daniel as well. Always keep him close to you." 

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Are you really convinced that your husband puts up with your continuous humiliations and your lover's contempt and vexations for pleasure or because it turns him on? Don't you think he does it because he has no choice but to put up with it? With no job, no income and nowhere to go, he doesn't have much choice." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't think the possible reasons you list are mutually exclusive." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say in the game that it hasn't gone bad for you, moving by intuition, and I agree: it hasn't gone bad for you.And what about Daniel? You always focus everything on satisfying your needs and desires, looking only at what's going well for you. Not a hint of consideration or concern for what the person you call your partner might need!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And what in your opinion does the person I call my partner need? You seem to know her better than I. What do you need, you who are reading me?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that Daniel has been very angry with Gerardo about the forest, but has he confronted him? Has he asked him for explanations and demanded that he never expose you again? If he hasn't, I'm not at all surprised that neither you nor Gerardo have any respect for him as a person, if he has any respect for himself. Being pusillanimous and calzonazos, he will lose you altogether, without or has already lost you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He did confront him. But that's another story I have yet to tell. By the way, when you call him a calzonazos without really knowing him, is it because you are making a projection? I'll give you the link to the RAE, in case you don't know what projection is: http://dle.rae.es/?id=UUwqBbV. You don't need to insult to express your opinion." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My ass was on fire from the whipping Gerardo had given me with the belt. I couldn't see it, but I was sure my boss had left some nice marks on my ass. No, I definitely didn't like the pain. I couldn't understand that there were masochistic people who were turned on by pain per se. A little nipple squeezing, a little spanking with the palm of my hand... that was one thing. Whipping with the strap was another. Pain did not give me sexual arousal. But giving myself to him, doing it for him, that I did. 

	I looked at my husband sideways. From where he sat, I could no doubt see some of the marks on the belt that my boss had left me as a reward for my devotion to him. I hadn't tried to stifle my moans. Daniel, however, had not intervened. Part of me had wished he had. I had expected Daniel to stand up and bang - literally and figuratively - on the table. Part of me had wanted my husband to put an end to it, not to the pain, but to the madness I had embarked on that would irrevocably lead to my (our) destruction. I was incapable of doing it on my own, because the other part of me wanted that more than anything else. My submission to Gerardo was a drug from which I could not escape on my own. It did me little good to know it was a drug - don't heroin addicts know that? But Daniel hadn't gotten up. He hadn't hit the table or my boss. He hadn't moved. He hadn't even flinched. I disgust him. He doesn't even care about me anymore. And I can't blame him for that. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said, "Is that bad? Is it bad that it helps me to live things that otherwise I wouldn't dare to imagine?" It is if you don't live it with the person you share your life with, if you totally or partially exclude them to live them with another outsider." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife (with a picture of a madwoman in a straitjacket in the insane asylum): 

	"Partially is totally overrated." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Yes I think your husband has less balls than Gerardo and not exactly for being submissive in your game. It was clear in the episode of the Swiss forest. As for Gerardo, he doesn't need to have stamina, he is slowly getting what he wants. Every day he has a new prize, a new advance and if at the end of it all he doesn't achieve the final goal (which I think he will), the benefits obtained along the way will compensate him in good part." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with a picture of a woman adjusting her husband's chastity device): 

	"I assure you that even though his chick is caged, his balls are no smaller than Gerard's, especially if massaged properly. There is more than one way to show balls. The benefits gained by Gerard are not felt or felt as mine alone, but we all get something out of it. Certainly, my husband didn't like me exposing myself to strangers at all, but, although he won't admit it, I know he secretly gets off on it and that video he has viewed more than once." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I do not despise your husband, it is you and your lover who despise him. I have merely repeated what you yourself have written and posted here." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with a picture of a woman boxing a man's balls, as if they were a boxing pear): 

	"Who despises him? Me? I'm so proud of his balls." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo disappeared from the living room, leaving me alone with my husband. I didn't dare look at my husband and kept my head looking straight ahead. Daniel didn't say anything or move either. The seconds passed slowly, unnecessarily lengthening the oppressive silence. I felt proud for enduring and experiencing what Gerardo was doing to me, for myself and for gifting him with my devotion in this way. And I felt unhappy at the same time, for making my husband endure all that in that way. It had definitely gotten out of hand. To me, it had gotten out of hand. I'm the only one to blame. {Daniel is as guilty as you are. He could have intervened with determination, but he hasn't. He could have stopped it, but he hasn't. He could have stopped it, but he hasn't. He could stop it, but he doesn't. He only thinks of Lidia. He only thinks about Lidia}. The initiation to my addiction had started with Silvestre and had been accentuated with Luis Alberto and for that my husband was to blame. He deserved to be punished as much as I did. The stinging in my buttocks reminded me that I was already being punished for it. I deserved it. {It's Daniel who's getting off scot-free}. That's also why I had endured my boss's whipping. 

	At last Gerardo returned. Without a word, without making a sound, he broke the suffocating silence. In one hand he held a comb, in the other a Johnson&Johnson No more tangles detangling spray. It was for babies, but what else was I in her hands but a creature in training, an empty vessel? From somewhere he pulled out the plug-tail and put it on me. I hadn't seen him bring it, but I hadn't dared turn my head either. The plug was lubricated and went smoothly into my anus. Still, I sighed as I felt it dilate me as it went in. 

	From somewhere, my boss pulled out some nipple clamps. I hadn't seen where either. Maybe I was too absorbed in my thoughts, trying the impossible, which was nothing more than trying to be on both sides of the Grand Canyon at the same time. But the walls were as far apart from each other as my husband was from Gerard, and in the end, if I tried to float in the middle, I would only fall into the abyss. On all fours, with my tits hanging down, Gerard clamped one nipple, then the other. The clamps were connected by a chain. It was the same or very similar to the one I had lost at the bacchanal in Switzerland. 

	-I want you to keep your mouth ajar while I comb your hair. This will make it easier," my boss assured me. He then began to regulate the pressure with the little screws on the clamps. 

	I soon groaned in pain, proving him right: it was indeed easier for me to open my mouth this way. However, I knew that the pain would be more intense when I removed the clamps and the blood flowed back into my abused nipples. This would only be the starter; it was not the main course or dessert. Gerardo kept turning both little screws. 

	-No, no more, please," I begged, as he continued to mercilessly tighten the screws on me. We had no safe word; everything was based on trust and knowledge of each other. The risk was that he would interpret "no" as "more, please". Gerardo continued to turn the screws. AH!" I exclaimed this time, "More, please don't, I beg you. -Not having a safe word also meant that my husband couldn't know what was really going on. I didn't know if my boss was making a pass at me or not. I couldn't blame him because I didn't know, since I didn't know myself. I'll do anything you want," I promised, "but no more, please.  

	I know it must have been purely psychological, but I swear that before the boob job I wasn't too excited about having my nipples squeezed. I hadn't allowed my husband to do it either, and in fact, I still don't allow him to do it. When he ever got emboldened and tried to pinch my nipples with his fingers, I would slap his hand away. There are some things that are only for horny people. My rear entrance, except for his tongue, was not for my husband and neither was pinching my nipples. 

	-Keep your mouth ajar," my boss reminded me. Like this, in this position," he indicated, repositioning me on the table. Gerardo left me perfectly aligned with the edge of the table, with my eyes straight ahead, my head straight, neither too far up nor too far down, resting on all fours, with my legs slightly spread and my back curved downwards and, in that way, with my upturned ass upwards. He slipped his fingers into my mouth, thus reminding me to keep it open or ajar. With his other hand he ran down my back, smooth as a breeze, soft as my husband used to do, until he reached my ass. There the rubbing intensified. Immediately, the marks that he had no doubt left on me but that I had not yet seen, stung me. Here. This will make it easier," he said, his fingers still in my mouth. Into my other hole, the only one I still had free, he inserted the vibrating bullet. He had pulled that one out from somewhere, too, without me noticing. His hand traveled the reverse path, this time along the underside of my body. He started at my clitoris, where he lingered for a few moments, moved across my tummy, gently, giving me goose bumps, and stopped at my breasts. There he checked the fastening of the clamps, pulling at each nipple twice on the chain that joined the clamps. His fingers in my mouth drowned out my protests. Satisfied, he pushed the heavy chain and it began to swing like the pendulum of an antique clock. Shh," he said to calm me. You look beautiful like this. You can do it. You can make me proud of you," he encouraged me to endure the pain and discomfort, even the humiliation. 

	My boss took his fingers out of my mouth. He then took the spray and applied it generously to my hair. I maintained my assigned position, even though I was starting to salivate from my mouth. Gerardo stepped back to admire his work from a distance. He took his time to observe his creation. Then he moved closer, as if he was missing something. He reached into his pants pocket and pulled a rag out of it. Without warning, he shoved it under my nose. 

	-Breathe in," he ordered me, "Can you smell it? Lidia has been wearing it for a whole day. She told me she was masturbating all day for you while she wore it. But I think it will look better on you than on her. 

	I obeyed. I breathed in through my nose, inhaling his scent. Indeed, she smelled used. She smelled like a woman. Smelled like a treacherous slut. {Ya sweetness}. Lately I was moving for everything between two extremes. I wanted things as much as I hated them at the same time. Somehow, it reassured me to think that Lidia had masturbated on them, presumably at home, instead of having sex with my boss. I didn't know if Gerardo was telling me the truth or just trying to provoke me with his half-truths. But if it was a lie, it would have been more beneficial for him to have told me the latter variant. However, he didn't. Maybe it is true. Maybe it's true that they see each other frequently and that, when they don't, they play at a distance. Gerard pulled the fabric away from under my nose and held it in front of my eyes. It was a panty. I couldn't say they were new, because Lidia had already worn them. The panties were black and open at the back. They covered the pussy, but left the slit of the ass and the anus exposed, between their strips of fabric whose function was more decorative than anything else. 

	-So you can wear panties and the plug-tail," he told me. My boss usually preferred me to wear panties, which was incompatible with the tail. But he had found a solution to the dilemma. She asked me to give you her regards. She bought them for you, as a gift. 

	Lidia was helping to make me a pet for Gerardo. Not that I needed it, but I was doing it anyway. Somehow I sensed that from that moment on I would not only wear those panties frequently, but also the plug-tail. "Maybe he'll make me wear it to work too," I said to myself, half horrified, thinking about the possibility of Tiburcio or one of his co-workers finding out, half excited. {Maybe I'll make you wear it for Mr. Ripoll}. 

	Gerardo walked past me and stood behind me. He grabbed my ankle and lifted one of my feet. He managed to get my foot, shoe included, through my panties. Then he did the same with the other foot. He slid the panties as far as he could, all the way down to my hips. I helped him put them on by lifting my knees, shifting my weight from one leg to the other. My boss eventually pulled his tail out through the opening in the panties and put it on. Again, he stood back to watch his work in the making, a human pet, intelligent but completely devoted. 

	-Beautiful," he murmured in a low, barely audible voice. 

	For some reason, as if that were relevant, I wondered if the panties would cover up the red marks her girdle had left on my ass that I imagined I had. I hadn't seen them, but judging by the stinging, I couldn't be far wrong. Partly I was glad they covered up my wounds, partly I preferred that they didn't. 

	Gerardo came closer. He touched my hair and caressed the back of my neck affectionately. I had always liked having the back of my neck caressed; it was and still is one of my weak points. Now I realize that it is the same as when we stroke a small animal: we usually stroke its head, especially behind the ears. Now I realize that perhaps from birth I was destined to be a pet. Her fingers slid gently through my hair. The spray was beginning to take its effect. My boss stroked me in complete silence, while my husband watched. Actually, there wasn't much action - he was simply caressing me - but it was more meaningful than the most vigorous fucking. Stillness and silence invite reflection. Too much reflection. My mind began to wander and my husband's probably did too. For me, despite the little action, those moments of calm and significance were the ones I loved the most. I knew that my husband was most puzzled by them, for it was then that he realized the most.  

	the special connection my soul had with Gerardo's. Daniel knew - or should have known - that my heart beat only for him, even though Gerardo often managed to speed it up. Our souls -my husband's and mine- were united for eternity -something the doctor who had married us had said and we had believed him with emotion, without a moment's hesitation-, but that didn't mean that I hadn't developed that connection with my boss. [Oh if only the priest knew!] I didn't have that connection with Gerardo, but undoubtedly I had another one. Daniel, to my annoyance, as imaginative and thoughtful as he was, still understood horns as a physical thing, with an attractive and energetic goreador. But for me it was that special connection that counted. I didn't care about the physical attractiveness of the goreador - not anymore - or his sexual potency. There are other things a man, even a goreador, can offer. 

	Without saying anything, Gerardo disappeared again from the room. Again, silence reigned. Rather, it continued to reign, but in his absence it became eerie. I didn't dare look at my husband. Fortunately, I had an easy excuse. Gerardo had ordered me to stay in that position. But Daniel... Daniel didn't move or say anything either. Was he still there? Are you still with me, love? In spite of everything, are you still with me? Who could blame him if he had left? He hadn't physically left - I would have heard him, despite being absorbed in that space that submissives call subspace - but I had my doubts whether - despite our supposedly eternal connection - he was still there with me. And the fault is mine. I deserve to be torn apart by Gerardo. Run away, love, run away! [No! No way! You're mine. I'll never give you up!] {You're Gerardo's, nothing else}. Without Daniel I'm nothing. Nothing else. But I don't deserve to be something. 

	Gerardo returned to the living room, aborting with his presence the beginning of a sob. I didn't even know how to be alone with my husband anymore. I needed my boss even for that. Of course, in my replies to my followers I assured them that everything was in order between my husband and me. I was trying to convey optimism, because if I admitted that something was going on, wouldn't that have rushed things? At least, through my blog, through my responses, I could continue to tell him that I still loved him, even though the facts might indicate otherwise. Because it was true that I loved my husband. And for that, maybe I should let him go. He deserved someone better. Gerardo placed a plate under my head, between my arms. It was full of milk. In his hand he carried another plate with milk. That one he placed between my knees, under my sex. Gerardo ran his hand under my cock, pulled my panties a little aside - with that kind of panties he didn't need to pull them aside much - and slipped his fingers into my pussy. The vibrating bullet was still roaring inside. My boss increased the stimulation by rubbing his fingers over my G-spot. With my mouth ajar, I moaned. Saliva was beginning to leak out of it and from my pussy, despite the panties, another kind of fluid had begun to drip. My boss returned to my head, stuck his fingers - the same ones he had had in my pussy; the taste was unmistakable - in my mouth and poked at it. He rubbed my tongue as he had done my vaginal wall. 

	-I love you," she said softly, though not so softly that my husband could not hear, not making it clear whether she was referring to me or to her creature. Again, he stepped back a few paces and contemplated his work. 

	"Where are you, Daniel? Are you still there? Are you still with me? You can end this." said faintly - too faintly - a part of my mind. 

	Gerardo opened the cigar box, chose one, guillotined it and lit it calmly. My boss took his time and the smoke soon clouded the room like a dense fog. Daniel coughed. He was still there! But are you still with me? [Are you still with you? Are you still with us? Or is there only room in your little head for him, for Gerardo?] Although being with my knees resting on the table was uncomfortable, I held on, anticipating my boss's caresses when he combed and untangled my hair, because that's what I had brought the comb for, wasn't it? Gerardo approached. He put one hand on the back of my neck. With the other, he put the cigar in my mouth. I closed it automatically to hold it for him. 

	-Smoke," my boss authorized me. Smoke for me. 

	I always smoked for him, when I did. I had never liked tobacco, but with him I had taken a liking to it. I had made it for him. For you. Just like with Lidia, I had taken a liking to the young girl for him. I was not bisexual. If Lidia turned me on, it was for him. If I loved her in any way, it was for him. Still, I did. Motives mattered little. What I felt was genuine, or so it seemed. I inhaled the delicious smoke of the cigar. Undoubtedly, there was something unmatched in the aroma of a quality cigar. 

	Again, Gerardo stood back to contemplate his creature. He continued to improve his work little by little. Surprisingly, he did not take his camera to immortalize it. Perhaps he thought it wasn't necessary, certain that it would last more than a few moments, more than a fleeting one-day session. And he wouldn't be wrong in that regard. 

	I heard a chin-chin coming from the bottle rack. Gerardo pulled out a bottle of whiskey and poured himself a glass. Although that moment would repeat itself, he took the whiskey out of his special reserve. He took a sip, enjoying the moment. However, something was still missing, something still bothered him. Daniel, why don't you do something? With the glass in his hand, half-filled with the golden liquid (not that one, the other one, the one in the bottle with the Scottish designation of origin), he approached me. He raised the glass above my ass and poured the precious ethyl liquid on my ass. He didn't mind wasting it that way, nor did he mind soaking my panties or my delicate cock. Gerardo seemed drunk, not with alcohol, but with self-confidence. 

	-Ah!" I protested, with the cigar still in my mouth. As I moved, the ash that had accumulated on its tip fell to the plate like snowflakes. The whiskey had just confirmed the marks I had imagined his belt had left on my ass. It stung like hell. I shook and shook myself, but it still stung. 

	-Shh," my boss reassured me, "Shh, you little bitch. He felt my buttocks with his hand. The contact with the palm of his hand relieved my pain as well as aggravated it. Gerardo was spreading the alcohol over my wounds, massaging my buttocks so that it penetrated deep inside. That hurt. The physical pain was undeniable. But the palm of his hand also had a calming effect, purely psychological, though no less real, as when we instinctively brought our hand to the bruised area. Shh!" he said again. "Easy, you're doing fine," it sounded in my mind. I'm not done with you yet. I still have a long way to go with you, until you're the woman I want to have. -Her imaginary words filled me with courage, when what I should have done was run away. But you're on the right track. 

	The next thing she would do - I knew it wouldn't be long before she did - would be to ask me to stop taking the pill. "That's why Lidia has caged your husband," a very weak inner voice warned me. All masters wished for that, in the end. Flor had helped me understand that. But like her, I found it hard to say no, even though I had urged her to refuse outright. (And as I write these lines, I have to say that, from what Flor indicates in her blog, her master has finally had his way. Congratulations, Flor! A child should always be a reason for joy). 

	Gerardo placed the glass with the remaining whiskey on my arched back. He didn't need to tell me not to move. Then he moved closer to my head. Finally, my boss took the comb and began to comb my hair. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you remember how many men you had sex with at the party in Switzerland? I guess the party was on the second or third day. When did you have sex with Gerardo again? Was it at the party? At the hotel when you arrived? Or the next day?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I prefer not to remember how many men it was. It's kind of embarrassing for me. I did not have penetrative sex with Gerardo at the party (he did other things with me, but not penetrative sex). In fact, he was missing for quite some time. But he claimed me as soon as we got back to the hotel, after the party. (Here in Spain, if we think of partying, surely many of us do so imagining it in the wee hours of the morning, but in Switzerland it all starts and ends earlier)." 

	  

	Switzerland had transformed me. The many men - and women - who had used me had changed me in some way. I was an atypical hotwife, who had previously slept with not so many men. Lidia had just transformed me, showing me my plasticity. Gerardo had been right about so many things. 

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"Now you promote and exalt infidelity? With the tremendous burden it is for the person you claim to love to realize it and wreck lives? Sexual freedom is one thing, which I applauded you for in your early days, and debauchery that can harm people and which you exalt today. what a shame! I really thought you were a different kind of person." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sexual fidelity is overrated. True fidelity is of another kind." 

	  

	And even in that other guy I wasn't really being faithful to my husband. However, I wasn't going to admit that in my blog. If Daniel read it, if Daniel saw me writing it, it would be the end before its time. I accompanied my response with a series of stills from a movie: 

	"I have seen this movie. It's funny how the meaning of exactly the same images varies depending on the roles of its protagonists. Exactly the same images, opposite meaning. Let me explain: 

	Gerardo has bathed me. He has passed the sponge over my body, over her breasts, between my legs, over... And he has also washed my hair. He did it with tranquility and dedication, very similar to the scenes of this movie. And I felt totally hers. I felt relaxed, small (my husband liked to use that term, referring to him I understood him better and better, at least in that part), protected, valued, possessed... It was the first time Gerardo pampered me like that and it was fantastic.  

	Shortly after that experience, I asked my husband to help me bathe. He washed me with the sponge, passing it all over my body, but he did it as if he was being careful that, when he passed it over certain parts, the contact was not too sexual, afraid of going too far. Then he washed my hair and did it also as in these pictures. I think there was no difference between the way he did it and the way Gerardo did it. And I felt relaxed, great, adored, loved, protected, understood? 

	The movements were the same and the emotions similar, but the meaning was different. I liked it both times and would not want to do without one form or the other." 

	  

	But I can't have both, not with Gerardo. 

	  

	The movie was The Secretary, starring Maggie Gyllenhaal and James Spader. The actress had, according to my husband, starred in other racy films. My husband had suggested that movie to me and we had actually seen it together. That had been at the beginning of my relationship with Gerardo, which showed that, despite his reticence, sometimes consciously exaggerated, my husband, even if he denied it, was excited by the idea or concept of my relationship with my boss. But that had been in the beginning. Unintentionally - or perhaps on purpose, though without realizing the consequences - Daniel had stimulated in me certain fantasies that Gerardo, in his own twisted way, had later made come true. My boss always ended up discovering what turned me on, no matter how hard I tried to hide it from him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My boss was not at all amused that I didn't drink the milk from the bowl properly, i.e. like a kitten, without using my hands. But that's the thing about kittens, sometimes they have their own ideas in mind and are naughty. Do you like to tame? Then tame me! Gerardo had made my ponytail with a rubber band, to avoid that, after combing my hair with care, my hair was smeared with the milk from the plate. I admit that my rebelliousness was partly due to the fact that Lidia did not always behave as submissively with him as she should and that, in spite of this, Gerardo rewarded her, sometimes even preferring her. He wasn't always going to make everything so easy for her. Maybe what he liked about Lidia, apart from her youth, was that she was a wild filly that still needed to be tamed. I certainly didn't do it to disobey him. I really didn't. I really didn't. I did it, because I thought she would be amused. I thought that lifting the bowl with my hands and spilling a good amount of milk on my breasts as I slurped the liquid would amuse him. Most of all, I thought he would like the result of the whitish liquid sliding down my body, leaving its trail on my skin. Although it was possible that part of my rebelliousness was due to the fact that, while I was combing my hair, the ashes of the cigar in my mouth fell onto my plate and I didn't feel like drinking that concoction. Gerardo, in addition, had poured the milk from the second plate, the one I had had between my legs and that had mixed with the whiskey he had spilled on my ass, into that plate. It had mixed with that and something else. Licking it off his fingers was not the same as licking it off a plate of milk. 

	But I had miscalculated. Gerardo had told me to take it like a kitten, that is, only with my tongue, without slurping, but I had disobeyed him, thinking I would know better than him what to do. Surely Lidia would have tolerated it without further ado. I would have even laughed at him. 

	My boss stood thoughtfully for several seconds without saying anything or reacting, while I looked at him triumphantly, showing him the work of art that my mischief had created. Then, he sighed and got up from his chair. He came toward me, but didn't stop. He continued on and left the room. This time, perhaps because I was feeling rebellious, I looked at my husband. I realized now that he had come out of subspace. She was still a kitten, but she was a kitten who did not hesitate to give a playful, affectionate but warning paw to whoever thought she was her master. Dogs have masters. Kitties don't. Daniel smiled, all was not lost yet! A moment later, Gerardo returned with a bottle of milk in his hand. It was clear that he would insist that I lap up the milk, like the little animals, but for the moment, I had given him a little nip. Lidia didn't always make it easy for him either, and apparently he liked that. My boss put the bottle on the table next to me. Then he took the collar and leash and put them on me. Meow! I'm a kitten, not a puppy. A collar is a collar. It can be a dog collar or a diamond collar. It's not what it is that counts, it's what it means. It is the meaning given to it by whoever wears it and whoever lets it be worn. For me, it was the symbol of the special relationship I had with my boss; it didn't matter what kind of collar I wore. Of one kind or another, I almost always wore one that he had given me. But no man gives a collar without a leash, regardless of its type. Sometimes the leash is visible, sometimes not, but it is always present in one form or another. It seemed to me that we were joking, but my boss didn't understand it that way. Without a word, he grabbed my leash and pulled on it. I resisted. I still had the glass of whiskey - already empty, that's right, after Gerardo had been giving it a few sips while he was combing my hair - on my back. But Gerardo insisted, forcing me off the table. He didn't seem to mind that the glass fell and crashed to the floor, shattering into a thousand pieces. He had been more upset about the milk and if not the milk, my rebelliousness. He kept pulling me, forcing me to follow him on all fours down the stairs to the garage. I didn't know what he intended, but I thought it would somehow be part of the game. Nevertheless, I played hard to get and put up a bit of resistance, like a taciturn young pet. Wasn't that what I was supposed to do? My boss, however, refused to be distracted and kept pulling me until he managed to get me into the passenger seat of his car. The plug was shoved into my ass. It was not, however, an unpleasant pressure. Without waiting for my husband, he operated the garage door opener, started the car and got out. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi, I really like your wit Gema, do you and Daniel laugh a lot together? It seems like some people don't want to understand that Daniel can be submissive, but in the end he is the ruler of your world. Without Daniel as your lover, I guess you wouldn't be interested in Gerardo? Not to mention that the two of you have a daughter together. That in itself is a unique and special bond between you and Daniel, something you will never share with another man." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, we laugh quite a bit, also at certain comments. And indeed, I think that without my husband I would not be doing what I do. I say that because I do it largely because of him and above all thanks to him. But also because, despite my submissive tendencies, I would not be interested in being married to such a dominant person and being his submissive wife. The person I want as a husband, my support in everyday life and my accomplice in crime is not the same kind of person with whom I want to live a one-off affair. 

	Look at it the other way around: Many men are attracted to having an affair or even having a very slutty woman as a lover with whom to live unique sexual experiences. And yet, they wouldn't want to be married to that same woman. (In my case, fortunately it's the other way around: my husband does want those two women to be the same person). 

	Or to give you another example: the car I would rent to travel from Genoa to Nice, stopping in Monaco, is not the same car I would like to use every day to go to work and to do the shopping. 

	Thank you for understanding me." 

	  

	"If I cooked for Gerardo, I'd probably do it like this," I'd add to my blog, commenting on a photo of a naked woman in a kitchen apron, back-stitched stockings and heels. As soon as I imagined myself living with Gerardo, being his pet or whatever he wanted me to be, I would deny that fantasy. Freedom is being able to give your freedom to another person. I had given my freedom to Gerardo, because I had the freedom to do so. But if I allowed him to take it at all, I would lose it and with it I would lose the possibility of giving it to him. The meaning would be very different. Still, I felt the whirlpool, like an almighty maelstrom, pulling me inexorably toward the abyss. 

	  

	alberto-lerele: 

	"Hello, Gema. I haven't written in a while, but be sure that I always read you. Tarcotron seems to have read my mind. I totally agree with him. As for the tiresome ones, I would put an answer message of the type: "Question already answered". And as you rightly say, it's funny that they are all called "Anonymous". Cheer up with that third book, there are many of us who are looking forward to reading it. A kiss for you and a big hug for your husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you, Alberto. I don't mind answering questions that doubt my love for Daniel and our marriage. I consider that it helps me to explain my situation better, because there are things that I don't go into in the stories or I don't know how to transmit through them. What annoys me is when instead of asking questions they take things for granted. And then I ask myself, what are they doing reading a blog about horns? A big kiss for you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel, however, managed to get into the back of the car. It wasn't easy. The poor guy hadn't known what to do. Gerardo had not told him to stay or to follow him, so he had reacted on instinct. My boss didn't seem to mind, as he didn't flinch. 

	We left the house in his Mercedes. Gerardo hadn't even turned off the lights at home. Although he was driving calmly, he seemed to be in a hurry. I didn't dare ask him what was going on and neither did my husband. I buckled my seat belt, as I should. Shyly, I covered my breasts so that no one could see me through the windows. I was tempted to take advantage of the moment to loosen the screws of the clamps that still imprisoned my nipples, but I didn't do it. The oven was not ready for buns. After driving for several minutes through places I didn't know -I was completely disoriented-, we finally arrived at what seemed to be our destination. We still hadn't uttered a word and I was starting to get scared. Gerardo did not seem angry, however, he was completely ignoring me. I was not used to that. That was the way he treated my husband, but not me. 

	Gerardo stopped the car and opened its door. Before getting out of the car, he unbuckled my belt and grabbed the leash. He pulled on it, forcing me to crawl to his seat to get out of the car. I didn't resist this time. I had finally noticed something was wrong. I made a move to sit down in the driver's seat to swing a leg out and get out of the car, but my boss gave me a stern look, like he had never given me before. 

	-If you're going to stay rebellious all night, maybe there's no point to all this," he commented coldly. 

	There was something about how he had pronounced "all this" that sent a shiver through my body. "All this" seemed to refer to something more, much more, than just that night. I didn't know what fly had bitten him to react that way to my little prank, but I knew what I wanted in those moments. I didn't want to lose him; I didn't want it to end. I had invested too much of me - myself and my husband - in that relationship to get off the train before I reached the end of the journey. I would hardly ever find a man like him again. That was the chance or it would never be. "It had better never be," said a faint voice inside me. I reached down and pulled one arm out of the car, then pulled the other. I crawled out of the car. Startled, I looked up and down the street. I was naked. It was dark and no one was there. 

	Gerardo went ahead and I followed barely half a meter behind him, a little off to his right side. Behind me I heard one car door close and then the other. Startled like a nervous fawn, I turned my head toward the clatter and risked a backward glance. My husband was walking behind me. 

	Gerardo led me to what looked like a park. It was poorly lit, which was good. There was no one around. I crawled behind him on the packed dirt path. Stones were digging into my palms and knees, making wounds. I must have already half shattered the tips of my shoes from walking like that. Finally, my boss stood up. He placed the plate and the bottle of milk on a bench. He then tied my leash to the bench. With both hands free, he placed the bowl on the floor and filled it with milk. Then he sat down on the bench without saying anything. 

	She knew what she wanted. I could be foolishly rebellious at times, but I was no fool. I looked this way and that with my heart racing. The park was still empty, but having stopped on a bench, there was a streetlight next to it that unnecessarily overlit everything. Spain, not in vain, is the most over-lit country in the world. While it was good for the mayors to please their citizens, it was bad for me at that moment. 

	The sooner I finish, the sooner I leave. 

	I bent down and began to drink the milk as he wanted, as he had wanted at home, like a good pet, no nagging, no nonsense. It was not easy to do it without slurping. Neither kittens nor little dogs sip or use their hands, but they are trained to drink that way. They have a tongue or a special skill for it. I didn't. It took me a while to finish my dinner and the bowl was only a small saucer. Glad to have succeeded and hoping that my boss would be proud of me, I looked at him and rubbed my head against his leg, careful not to stain his pants with my dirty snouts. My performance, however, must have seemed insufficient to my boss because he didn't flinch.  

	I was starting to get cold, but I didn't have time to worry about it. I heard footsteps. Someone was rubbing their feet on the compacted dirt road and that, in the silence of the night, could be heard from far away. I tried to locate the noise, frightened and embarrassed. My outfit lacked only the kitty ear headband and perhaps the garter belt and stockings. For some reason, on that occasion, Gerardo had not wanted me to wear those accessories. I was about to speak up and plead with my boss that we should go home, that I had learned my lesson, but I had a feeling that would only make things worse. That night, Gerardo seemed especially irascible or maybe just determined, as if he was trying to prove something. I didn't say anything. I just looked at him, trying to make him feel sorry for me.  

	The footsteps were getting closer. It was hard to see, because the general lighting in the park was bad - fortunately - and the lamp above us dazzled me - unfortunately -. On the contrary, I sensed that whoever was approaching us had the advantage. For a moment I felt fear, even in the presence of my boss and my husband. Naked and tied to the bench, I was particularly vulnerable. There were things that... could make the experience in the Swiss forest pale in comparison. I hope not... I saw a man walking his dog, coming toward us. The man looked older and harmless. The dog was large and not necessarily harmless. It was a Great Dane. Foam was oozing from its mouth. The fear did not cease, but the feeling of embarrassment overcame him. The feeling of fright was even greater. Unsure, I looked at my boss. You don't expect me to...? I shivered not only from the cold. I tried to curl up, make myself small and hide beside the bench, but the dog had sniffed me out. Chess was definitely that game where he won and I ended up naked. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	 "There are feelings that are not verbalized because they hurt. They hurt because they make you suffer and they hurt because of the guilt of making someone else suffer. But not talking about them, trying to hide them in the deepest corner of your heart does not make them disappear or stop growing day by day. And one fine day you wake up and you know that your world is already another and that conflict is inevitable." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"These are not feelings I keep behind doors; they are forbidden longings and dark desires. My feelings are clear, both to me and to my husband, and I hope for his own sake that they are also clear to Gerard." 

	  

	I admit that this game of chess was getting harder and harder to play and I often did not know which piece to move. We were too many players and yes, although it may not seem so to many of you, my husband also played. But maybe it was an illusion and I had long since stopped moving, but was simply a piece that was moved. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	 "You and I both know that the path of your submission can only be by the hand of one of us. Don't delay the decision any longer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I need the hand of one to pull me and the hand of the other to keep me from falling." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	 "How do both you and Submissive Flower manage not to cum when your masters or deny it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In my case, thinking about unwanted bills and unpleasant negotiations. And being very, very obedient." 

	  

	That was true, because thinking about what terrified me - the possibility of my darkest fantasies coming true - only made me even more excited. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The vibrating bullet was still roaring inside me. If the dog hadn't smelled me, if he hadn't seen me with his tired eyes, no doubt he would come to investigate the strange noise. I could barely hear it, but for a dog it must have been a roar. 

	Gerardo stood up and poured more milk into the bowl. A little tug on the leash was enough to let me know his intentions. The man was going to pass by us and my boss pretended that... If he doesn't hear me, if he doesn't see me, if he doesn't smell me, he will surely smell the milk. I had never felt so humiliated! It certainly wasn't the first time I had been half-naked in a public place, but this time I felt it was different. Previously, Gerardo and I had been careful not to get caught. We hadn't always been lucky, but sometimes you had to risk it to get a good photo. But on this occasion, Gerardo intended to expose me on purpose, shamelessly and in the most humiliating way possible. And not only did he intend to expose me naked, but he was about to do it that way! I felt like I was dying of shame. One could argue that at the party in Switzerland I had done worse, but that depended on the point of view and was debatable. No, that... no. Switzerland was no worse than... that. In any case, what was a fact was that in Switzerland all of us present had been of the same condition in terms of sexual preferences, but there, in the park, Gerard was going to show me off to a stranger! In front of a stranger and his dog. 

	The man with the dog had already reached the height of our bench. He was still on the other side and I was trying to make myself invisible on the opposite side. But I knew I didn't have that power. The man kept moving forward. One more step and he would have reached my side of the bench and he would see me irretrievably. On the verge of panic, I plunged my face into the bowl, trying to protect myself with the milk I was supposed to drink.  

	-Good evening," Gerardo greeted the man politely, as if he were another pet owner to take for a walk. Actually, he was. 

	-The man did not finish the sentence. He stopped in his tracks.  

	Her dog was even more curious and came up to me to sniff me, no doubt thinking it was a congener. His wet snout came close to my backside. Fortunately, the tail - my tail - partially protected me. The man did not finish his greeting. Several seconds passed without him moving. Only his dog was trying to stick his snout into my bowl and sniff me nervously all over. No, not that, please! There were things that were better... Not in front of my husband! Finally, the man seemed to snap out of his shock, tugged his dog's leash away from me and resumed his walk. I pulled my nose out of my bowl and watched with relief as he walked away. It wasn't just the embarrassment; he was also a little afraid of dogs. Gerardo knew it. Or more than fear, I was afraid of them, especially if they came close enough to sniff me with their snouts.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	 "You say that depending on the type of man you let you session, how would it have to be, and with a woman?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm sorry. I don't understand you." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	 "Are you sure you're moving through the BDSM world, please, if dommaduro60 read you, he'd session you. Sessional, maintaining a D/S relationship with your Master. If so... What world do you live in? Holy shit." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ahh, okay. I guess I move in that world, although it has never been my intention to do so, at least not explicitly. But at this point, denying it would be pointless. But I've had a hard time accepting the simple term submissive and I still rebel against the term Master. I prefer the term boss. Perhaps one thing that has attracted me to Gerardo is that he knew how to dominate without falling into the formalisms and protocols of the BDSM world, as if it were something natural, something that evolves. For me this is important, because I don't really want to be in the BDSM world, not as it is, with those acronyms, with all that is associated with it. I simply want a relationship in which I feel dominated and that expands my horizons, taking me to my limits and a little beyond. Yeah... that's BDSM. But do I have to call it that?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	When I finally snapped out of my own shock, I remembered the task at hand. "The sooner you finish, the sooner we leave," I reminded myself. Yes, I had to finish my milk soon. I couldn't bear for the man to turn around and go back to his dog or for someone else to show up for a walk. Finally, I finished my bowl. Gerard bent down and refilled it again. He didn't say anything. I finished it too, but Gerardo refilled it again. I was starting to feel bloated. 

	-Pick up! -she finally said to my husband, when I finished drinking the last bowl. 

	Fortunately, he seemed to have run out of the bottle. With discomfort in my stomach, as I had drunk a lot of milk - besides, if it wasn't with honey, I didn't like milk - I crawled behind Gerardo to the car, ready to be the pet he wanted me to be. I had learned my lesson. What was good enough for Lidia was not good enough for me. Actually, that distinction was a good thing. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Precisely the picture you posted of a woman viciously punching some balls is very illustrative of how things are in reality. That's just what you and your lover do with your husband: you hit him in the balls hard, over and over again. You enjoy his pain - are you betting to see which of you will hurt him more?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I knew you would love the image, that's why I put it up. I'd like to bet on that with Gerardo, but unfortunately he doesn't care about my husband's balls. Having his cock in a cage, especially when we're at his house, is good enough for him. But maybe he'll get a bet with Lidia. She does seem interested in his balls." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does the fact that Daniel has consented to wear Gerardo's clamp permanently and indefinitely mean that he has definitively accepted his total submission to Gerardo and that he renounces you as his sexual partner from now on?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"First of all, I didn't say I would run it indefinitely. I haven't gotten to that part yet. But, in any case, I wouldn't interpret it that way. That I have accepted the chastity device has more to do with Lidia than with Gerardo, I think. And trap or no trap, I'm still his sexual partner. As I've said on other occasions, sex is much more than penis and vagina." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I wonder how your husband, wearing the clamp on his penis continuously for months, can hide it from your daughter's eyes. At home, when wearing comfortable clothes, it should be clearly noticeable and more so at this time of year, where clothes are even lighter. In many everyday moments and actions it should be noticeable that he is carrying something strange on his penis. I don't understand just taking the risk of her noticing it anymore." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I never said I wore it uninterrupted for months. But we have experience with the chastity device from before Gerardo. On a few occasions, we have used it. Most of the time during intercourse or for a day or two, but in some case for a longer time. And I assure you, you can't tell. It's a matter of choosing your clothes carefully." 

	  

	dgl1982: 

	"Well, again!!! You just commented in one of the replies that you want Daniel to experience the same as you and that's why you keep him caged. However, everything you do is the opposite of chastity. Daniel ¿what do you think of his confinement???? Thanks as always for replying. I love your blog." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Men and women are different. He, to feel the same as me, must be caged. He must put aside his penis and bring out more of his feminine side. To bring out more of the yin it is necessary to reduce (cage) the yang." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I'm not sure, but there are studies that indicate that wearing a chastity device may increase the risk of prostate cancer. So, aren't you concerned about Daniel's health in that regard? Certainly, one of your biggest fears is that disease will befall Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Of course I'm concerned. You know there are also studies that indicate that performing cunnilingus increases the likelihood of throat cancer? Look at Michael Douglas, who by eating it to the Z, developed cancer. There are also studies that say breathing increases the likelihood of dying. After all, all of us who breathe die, while no one has died of those who don't breathe, at least not that anyone knows of." 

	  

	tasque66:  

	"Have you considered having your husband perform an act of love for you, to please you, to accompany you in an act of surrender and submission to Gerard?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel doesn't need to do any acts of love for me. I already know he loves me. What he does, in fact, is the greatest act of love a person can do: open the cage door and allow the pigeon to fly free, with the sincere desire that he enjoys it and with the hope that his love is so great and true that he wants to return. Regarding Gerardo, the problem is that he does not seem to be interested in an act of submission to him on the part of my husband. I could ask Daniel to do something to impress him, but I'm afraid that would leave Gerardo completely cold, because he has no interest in that direction, unless I can mold him to end up having it. Always influences work both ways." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"We don't know what Daniel looks like, you say. So, Daniel, what's he like? Describe him as the Gem before he became Hotwife, please. " 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The Daniel of yesteryear: Egocentric, lacking in detail and absent and passive in certain situations." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Lately you have not left Daniel in a very good place and right now he is unemployed, if I am not mistaken he has already been unemployed for 6 months. He has a difficult character, he's not very communicative.... If he wasn't a cuckold would you still be with him? Or the one who is really difficult is you and the blessed one is him? Maybe you are a monster with legs and that the one who puts up with you is him. Or maybe you're a monster with legs and you deserve each other? Tell us, please." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"With legs and a tail, at least lately. We've been together for about twenty years. I guess we're a match made in heaven. But I think, if we mostly had to put up with each other, we wouldn't be together." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I watched my wife - if I could still call her that - walk away from me. She was on all fours, like a bitch. And the old pig was leading her by the leash. She was at his side, a little bit behind, like a well-trained German shepherd. What he had done with her in the living room would have been even erotic or sensual, had it not been for the smug way he had done it. For that and because he had whipped her hard with his girth, leaving her with red welts. He had been about to intervene, but had not done so because he was sure that Gemma would end up rebelling. Besides, he felt she deserved the punishment. What she didn't deserve was to be given it by the old man, but she deserved it. But Gemma, not even with that, not even with the force of the blows had she rebelled against him. Was her submission that deep? I couldn't believe it. Rather, I didn't want to believe it, because accepting it was more painful than the blows she had received. That's why you deserved them! The old man had changed somehow. His pride was exacerbated. And it had been joined by brutality. And disgust. He had always been somewhat conceited. But at least, at first, he had cared for my wife almost tenderly. But there was nothing left of it now. He had unmasked himself. Still, my wife didn't want to see him. He had turned her into a bitch in heat in a public park and yet she was still crawling beside him. It was already the second time I had committed recklessness with her in a dark public place. I had not yet forgotten the semi-rape in the forest in Switzerland. If I reported it, a judge could easily consider it rape, if not assault. And even then, she was still with him. The more he degraded her, the closer they were. I shook my head. No, I had lost her. Of that I was now certain. Gem was irretrievable. And who would want her back like that? I deserved better, too. 

	Gerardo stepped out of the way. He walked with her by the leash across a freshly watered lawn into some bushes. I purposely stayed back. I let the distance between us increase. Figuratively speaking, there was little else that could increase. This was so different from what I had intended for her as a hot wife. This is so opposite of what I want for myself. At least young Lidia seemed to understand me. The little girl, despite her inexperience, had shown me empathy. She had commented that she understood how difficult all this must be for me. She had assured me that she admired me. And she had also told me that she felt sorry for me, when she saw me sad, because of what was happening. Lidia had assured me that she thought I was an incredible man and that she admired me. And she had indicated to me that I deserved better, that what I certainly didn't deserve was to be sad. And she had comforted me. Lidia was not innocent. She was part of Gerardo's plot. I was well aware of that. He was no fool! But that didn't matter, because, nevertheless, I felt she understood me. Who else could I tell my sorrows to? Who else could I share my pain with? I had no one else. I couldn't tell any friend or family member about my sex life. The cure would have been worse than the disease! She, at least, understood all that, all that world. And when I sent her a wasap, because I had no one else to send it to, she answered me on the spot. Yes, she was a peon who worked for the old man. But she was a peon who understood me. 

	I looked away in disgust. Again! The park was silent. No birds could be heard. Only now and then I could hear the rolling noise of a car driving down the nearby avenue. The sizzling of his piss was a roar in the middle of the silence, and another sign of his vulgarity and bad manners! Of course, I had also peed in a public place on occasion. I mean outdoors, not in a public urinal. In the village, in an abandoned orchard, it was the best place to relieve yourself before returning home. Below, the comforting roar of the relieving piss, after a full bladder from a few beers. Above, the infinity of the universe and the twinkling stars winking their eyes in silence. The universe is vast and diverse, but this shouldn't be part of it! Gerardo had stopped pissing and Gema -that woman who couldn't be my wife- was sucking him off. You could barely see what they were doing through the bushes, but the movements left no room for doubt. yuck!  

	Gerardo came back with a grin from ear to ear, arrogant, conceited, cocky, cocky, repulsive, abusive, disgusting... fat, bald, smelly and old. Pig! I pounced on him and grabbed him by the lapel. It was an outburst. It had been the straw that broke the camel's back. {Don't talk to me about drops, please. This is too much for me too}. My inner voice, which used to sweet-talk me and try to bring out my feminine side - I hoped not my gay side, because I didn't have that - helped me on this occasion to bring out my masculine side. Boom-boom, boom-boom, boom-boom, boom-boom! The primate began to beat the war drum. I had nothing left to gain. I had lost everything. But even having lost it, Gemma deserved better than that. And I deserved my revenge! And the old man deserved to have his face smashed in. I looked at him with unleashed rage. Gerardo was surprised. He was even scared. You slimy piece of shit! I'm going to crush you like the slug you are! 

	-This was the last time you hit my wife or endanger her! THE LAST! -I shouted at him, beside myself. If I had given her a hard time for allowing that semi-rape in the Swiss forest and thus exposing her to unnecessary danger with strangers, what happened tonight in the park would not have happened, maybe not even what they were doing together in the toilet. But I knew it was all my fault. 

	-I have it all under control," the old man said, "I always have it under control. She trusts me and you would do well to do the same. Don't think I force her to do anything. She's the one who asks for more and more. You should see what fantasies she shares with me when you're not around," he said with a nasty grin. I bet she hasn't told you half of them. 

	-THIS IS THE LAST TIME! -I shouted, beside myself. Neither to dangerous situations nor to those disgusting things you do with her. There were limits - there had to be! If I had not allowed the trip to Switzerland, if I had reproached and threatened her at the time about the forest, if I had..., if... There were too many times when I should have intervened. This one was probably too late. But at least I would be comfortable, as comfortable as I could be in those circumstances. I released one hand from his lapel, formed a fist with my hand and drew my arm back. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema, Is it just me or does your description get hotter and hotter? You are a great writer. Thank you for your efforts. You mentioned that Daniel doesn't always like everything you do with your lovers. That's understandable. Of course you are your own person in this "chess game". But certainly you wouldn't do something that would be totally contrary to Daniel's will? Can you understand why many people feel anxiety about Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for the compliment! Of course I understand the sympathy for Daniel. He is, after all, the weak one in this movie, the innocent victim, the good and the faithful one. Ah, but this is not a classic Hollywood movie, it's not a John Wayne western where the good guy is the good guy and the bad guy is the bad guy. If it were a western, it would be an Italian one. Daniel also plays chess, in his own way. If the story were his and he told it in the first person, he would probably write more about how he anticipated certain moves and how he got the other players to play their pieces in a certain way. But he doesn't like to write. If this were The Good, the Bad and the Ugly, my husband would probably be I don't know if he would be the writer or more likely the producer. My husband's rules of the game, success or failure are not those of the other participants; he operates differently. The good, the ugly and the bad win based on who has the last bullet and gets to keep the spoils, but the spoiled cuckold plays on a different plane. He's not the protagonist, except that he actually is." 

	  

	And how stupid I was to believe that! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema jumped like a feline and pounced on me. 

	-NO! -he exclaimed. 

	I looked at her puzzled. I don't know why it struck me, but it was as if I had been struck by lightning. My wife - my wife? - had come between us. I understood that it wasn't Gerardo who was standing in the way, but she herself. With my fist already flying, I had been about to hit her in the face. "On top of that, she'll denounce me as an abuser," I thought absurdly for a split second. Fortunately, I had restrained myself. I hadn't intended to hit the old man hard either. That wasn't funny, hitting a flabby old man. If he could at least defend himself, it would make sense. But Gerardo was no match for me. At least, he wasn't physically. In everything else, I had to admit that he had outclassed me. He had beaten me where I should have dominated. 

	-No," Gema repeated. Please," she begged, as if to save the old man's life. It's true that I had it all under control. We knew where Darko worked," my wife explained. She knew I didn't like that scene in Switzerland and had sensed that I was referring, among other things, to her. And it had been captured by the hotel cameras and there were people who had seen us later in the bar," she mumbled. Darko knew, so it wasn't likely that he would do anything stupid. Gerardo showed me the pictures he took of Darko before the forest. -Gemma spoke fast and the words choked her. I didn't know what she was telling me. She had kept it from me, making me believe all this time that it had been a really dangerous and uncontrolled situation. But it didn't really matter either. He had also shown them to Darko, as a precautionary measure. He told him that he had sent them to a friend, along with the name of the restaurant where he worked, as a precautionary measure.  

	My wife looked at me pleading for mercy on her boss's life, hoping that her revelations might placate me. But that was not the point. Not just that. I tensed my arm to hit him nonetheless. Even if Gem was in the way, it wouldn't be hard for me to aim well. I had never intended to hit him hard anyway. I just wanted to give him a warning. Yes, I admit, that and get even! I only meant to threaten him and teach him a little lesson so he wouldn't get fresh with Gema. But Gerardo made a mistake. In the end, he had been overcome by pride. A triumphant smile appeared on his lips, even if only for an instant. It's what he wants! {Yes, that was his plan!} I realized it on the spot. I lowered my fist. However, I could not restrain myself and pushed him. The clumsy guy almost fell backwards, and I had barely grazed him. 

	Gemma hugged me, more to prevent me from giving the old man his comeuppance than to show me her affection. 

	-I love you! -He assured me, "Don't you understand? -Then he kissed me. 

	For a moment, for a few seconds, I thought it was all right, despite everything. But the image of her kneeling before him, sucking his cock after he had urinated, wiping his urine, slurping up his drops of piss, came inexorably into my head. Repulsed, I pulled away from her. Gemma hugged me, but I shook her off. She tried to grab me, but I pulled away. 

	-No, no..." I cried helplessly. I shook my head, tears in my eyes. No, no," I repeated, as I walked away. 

	Gerardo had beaten me and he had done it doubly. He had not handcuffed me or blindfolded me that night to provoke a reaction from me. He had pushed Gemma over the edge with his spanking, not for her, but for me. And he had treated her like an animal an object or what did I know, just to show me that she belonged in his living room like any other piece of furniture he owned. And because I hadn't reacted, he had brought her to the park like that. And the dog... And he had pissed on her again, right under my nose. He had almost won the fight by a knockout. No doubt Gema would have come out in favor of him, the weak one, and would have accused me of who knows what. His little smile had given him away. It had all been part of his plan. However, it had done me no good to admit it. Gerardo had hatched a plan within a plan. If not out of rage, he had won me over out of disgust. Some things are just too much. 

	I turned and ran.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From all the information you've given us, you must be a woman dyed auburn red, a size 38 and about, 5'7", with knockout legs and an unnatural chest due to your operation, a size 100D, give or take a few. However, when you look in the mirror what do you see?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I see a woman at her best, sexier than when I was young, more experienced, more daring and less prejudiced. And yet, sometimes I don't recognize myself. My boobs fit me well, but you're wrong about the size. However, my boobs are also a symbol of something or someone and that's why sometimes, when I look in the mirror, I doubt if I'm still the same woman I've always been and if I'm doing it right." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And what size boobs do you have?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, they are boobs; they are neither pimple nor udder. Maybe you'll find some picture of mine posted on the blog and if you guess which one it is (I'm not going to tell you), you'll get an idea." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning, Gemma. We have pictures of you. That's all well and good, but not really of much interest. I'm a fetishist and I'd like you to put pictures of your shoes, underwear or even some pictures of your stockings, feet, hands, lips. You know what I mean, right? Enhance your mystery by knowing how you dress, how you smell, how you make up. I think you are very smart. Take this blog for a spin. You'll dare, won't you? Kisses." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'll think about it. It's strange, as I'm always usually asked for photos of my body, rather than my clothes." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You mean Daniel was such an imbecile that, if you had gone on like that, ennui would have set in and ended in catastrophe? However, Domaduro rightly warns you of the imminent danger you face, with the risk of destabilizing your life. Also, as you say, you have to know how to live it on the razor's edge, without falling on either side. Doesn't it cause you stress? Don't you run the risk of becoming ill? How do you go about overcoming this tension?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What do I do to overcome the stress? Easy... fuck a lot! (And write to process my experiences)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How much do you consider fucking a lot - two or three times a day or three or four times a week?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Three or four times a week. It may not be a lot, but it's not with the same person and that I think should have a multiplicative effect." 

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXVI - Exceeded limits 

	  

	"A dominant must be even more careful with his words than with his hands. A bruised ass will heal in days, a bruised spirit can be damaged for life." - Anonymous  

	  

	"I continued to suck him some more, as his fingers pushed into my pussy. 

	-Javi, don't go on, I'm going to cum. Let's go to the bedroom and do it properly. Get undressed and I'll be right there with everything you need. 

	When I entered the bedroom, my husband was lying on his back on the bed, naked and with his cock stiff as a mast. The sight of his erect penis always turned me on, not because it was too big or too fat, but because it was mine, mine alone.  

	-I'm sorry, honey, but I have to blindfold you. Otherwise, it wouldn't be like in the movie and it wouldn't be funny. You understand, don't you, my love? 

	-Valeeee," he said to me, resigned but excited.  

	I blindfolded him with a handkerchief. It wasn't the first time I had done this, we had played like this three or four times and although he hadn't protested, I hadn't felt it really turned him on either. But that night it was imperative to blindfold him so I could surprise him.  

	-Relax," I whispered in her ear, as my tongue lasciviously ran along the inside of her pinna. 

	I straddled her face with my pussy within reach of her tongue. I began to move my hips rubbing my pussy in his mouth. Javier instinctively stuck his tongue out for my clit. My husband had improved a lot in his technique in the last two months. It was true that I had insisted that he practice a lot, but I also had to admit that he had worked hard to get better and better at it. As I felt my husband's tongue delving pleasurably between the folds of my pussy, I bent down to pick up the first jar from the bedside table and poured its sweet contents over my belly. The viscous liquid slowly trickled down my belly to my pussy and my husband began to savor its sweetness mixed with the brackish taste of my vaginal fluids. 

	-Do you like it, honey? -I asked, leaning back and reaching out to grab his cock and jerk him off. With the movement, my pussy collided with his face, filling it with honey. It almost made me laugh to see him all smeared with honey. 

	-Yes, yes, yes," was all he could say as he tried to lick as much as he could. 

	After he had had his fill of honey, I repeated the operation with chocolate and strawberry jam. In this tasting menu the flavors were different but all sweet. But there was still dessert to come and unlike what usually happens on a normal menu, in this case the dessert would be savory. I bent down once again to pick up the last plate. In this case it was not a jar or a pot; it was a rubber. A rubber with his semen on it. I had secretly saved it the day before, when we made love, and had kept it cold to better maintain its flavor. I bit the rubber with my teeth to tear the knot that prevented its contents from spilling out. Immediately I felt in my mouth its flavor so familiar, so different from my Master's but as rich or richer than His. I turned the condom upside down and, using two fingers, I poured my husband's semen on my mons pubis. It was not as viscous as the others, but it took a while to reach his lips. My husband now noticed that this taste was different from all the others he had tasted (and which drove me crazy). Slightly salty, a little bitter and with a touch of acidity. Javier wrinkled his nose a little surprised, because it was so different from the previous flavors. 

	-Enjoy it, honey. It's just milk. You're going to like it more than any other you've ever tasted. It's your milk. You know, the one I like so much." 

	 

	florsumisa: 

	"Next time it would be my Master's milk that would taste her mouth." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I love your plan! All you need is for him to taste your boss's as well. But, what's more, if you get him used to tasting his own milk, you could secretly exchange it for your Master's. Mind you, your Master would have to make a donation in a condom, but I don't think he would object to that, knowing its purpose." 

	  

	Rereading Flor's story, I felt healthy envy. She was doing so well with her husband. They were so much in love, even though she was as much or more devoted to her Master than I was. And her husband, Javier, didn't know about her infidelity. I however... Daniel and I were going through a complicated stage.  

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello, I know about you from Gema's page. Let me ask you: if your husband found out and the only condition he put to continue your relationship is that you leave your master and become HIS submissive, that is, Javier's, your husband's, what decision would you make?" 

	  

	It was a question addressed to florsumisa, but I had reblogged it on my blog, because it seemed particularly significant to me. Even today it still seems to me of great significance. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I think I would give my husband a chance." 

	  

	And that was perhaps the difference. Maybe that was the key to it all. I was simply unable to contemplate that my husband could be my Master. Surely my husband did not lack the imagination to be one. He might not lack the dominant energy to be a Master either, if he put his mind to it, although, like me, he would have to make an effort, for it would not come naturally to him. But that was not the point. The point was that I needed to be submissive to a man other than Daniel, not because of him, but because he was my husband. I needed someone to be in charge who would not have as much contempt for me as I knew my husband would inevitably have. And I needed to see Daniel suffer - suffer and enjoy - knowing that a part of me belonged to another man. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Dogging is something I've never done. Having sex with complete strangers may be too risky, or maybe not. Would I ever do it, if my Master asked me to? I'd rather not answer myself." 

	  

	The comment came from my adventure in the forest in Switzerland. Many had been shocked by it and so was my husband. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not my thing either. For me sex is better when there is some kind of connection or relationship. In Switzerland I did it with strangers, but at Gerardo's request. That is, there was a connection, if not with the person who was fucking me, then with the one who was watching me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Regarding the story you just posted, it doesn't seem reasonable for a rational guy like Gerardo to go out in the car with a naked woman on a leash in the passenger seat and a guy maybe also naked and in the back seat, risking being stopped by the Guardia Civil or the municipal police. If that happened, you'd be all over the national news. It doesn't seem credible." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Where in the highway code does it say that the co-driver cannot go half naked? I know that the driver -whether male or female- cannot go with his or her torso naked, but I don't think it says anything about the co-driver. Don't you think it's a private matter how I go in the car, if I'm not driving? Certainly, it could be argued that my husband was not wearing his seatbelt and that was a recklessness that could be sanctioned. 

	But seriously, I was the first one surprised by Gerardo's visceral reaction. He is not usually like that, but it is already the second time he does something so openly reckless (this one, because of the humiliation it could mean to all of us, the other one, the one in Switzerland, because it was also dangerous). Gerardo is not usually like that, he is quite the opposite. He is usually very calm and patient, but sometimes, for about six months now, he seems to get impatient quickly and that scares me. It's certainly not the first time he's made me strip or get semi-naked in a public (but not crowded) place, but it's always been to take a quick photo. This time I think he went too far, although it is true that it was very late, hardly anyone was around and the place he took me to was very secluded and abandoned at that time of day. Keep in mind that he does not live in Madrid, but in a small town and, within this, his chalet is rather towards the outskirts. Even so, you are right to point out that the thing had an unnecessary risk.  

	But I also tell you that inside the car I have done other things for which the municipal police could have stopped us anyway. I mean fucking in the back seats while my husband drives. Obviously, I did not fuck with him (nor with Gerardo in this case, since what I have told you is before his stage). 

	PS: My husband was fully clothed." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gemma, do you think the milk episode is the most submissive act Gerardo has subjected you to? Where do you think it can lead you? Tell us, what taboos do you have and which ones do you think you will have to face in the coming months? Do you get goose bumps and get wet just thinking about it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think the biggest act of submission has happened long before and that was letting him decide the size and shape of my breasts. The milk and the park is a one-time adventure, strong but limited to a physical space and a moment in time. But the breasts thing is something quasi-permanent and will accompany me and my husband continuously, reminding us of what I have chosen to be. 

	Gerardo's birthday is less than a month away. The day before yesterday Gerardo has advanced me something special he wants me to do for him. Yes, I get goose bumps thinking about it. My husband doesn't know yet and I haven't decided yet when I will tell him, before or after. I like to keep him on edge... and, apparently, Gerardo also likes to keep me on edge or he wouldn't have anticipated it, although, according to him, he has done it so that I can prepare myself mentally and have the right attitude." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that for some time now Gerardo has been having outbursts and actions that are inappropriate for him and that expose you unnecessarily. Aren't you worried that these actions will escalate and that one day he will expose you in this way, for example, in your street, in the eyes of your neighbors, or in the faculty, where your daughter studies? If I took you blindfolded, you wouldn't even realize where you were until it was too late." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with the image of a little red riding hood, in lingerie, wearing stockings, holding a gun and looking defiant, with the mighty wolf lurking behind a tree): 

	"Gerardo knows very well that only death has no solution." 

	  

	Even Gerardo knew boundaries that were better not to cross. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel had gone and left me alone and naked in the park. Actually, he had not left me alone. Worse, he had left me alone with the wolf, with my demon personified and with my inner demons, exposed, in the lamplight and the cold of the night. My husband had abandoned me. A part of me was relieved. [Better this way. The sooner, the less traumatic it will be for everyone. He deserves a better woman.] Daniel had been my anchor, but he had cut the rope and left me adrift. Not that I didn't deserve it. Because Gerardo wasn't an anchor; he never would be. My boss was the storm that tossed me around until I was a wreck. But I deserve it, for what I've done to Daniel. Love, forgive me. But run away from me. Don't turn away. You deserve better than this.  

	-Leave that useless man alone," Gerardo told me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How is Daniel doing, is he finding a job, is he setting up the company...? Tell us..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He has two years of unemployment. He is in no hurry. He says it's his turn to rest. Thanks for asking." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema. Every time you come home from being with Gerardo, do you somehow show your husband that despite how your boss makes you feel, Daniel is the only one in your heart and the only MAN in your real life?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If I had to show it every time, it wouldn't be real, it would be mere theater. Real love is felt, it doesn't need to be demonstrated in a special and specific way. I make my husband feel every day that he is the only man in my life, the truly unique one. (Well, maybe not every day. On a daily basis we are just like any normal couple). 

	Man you say and you capitalize it? Of course he's my MAN. Or do you think that by wearing a chastity device and eating my lover's semen out of my pussy makes him any less of a man? I don't know where you could have gotten such an idea." 

	  

	And me, how could I have gotten it so wrong? In the end, the criticism from my followers, insisting that I was neglecting my husband, was right. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. You say that the pigeon (I would rather say the ferret) has taken flight. Imagine for a moment that your BEAUTY did not succeed in his professional project - no one says that a company is a certain science and you're with me on that one. Imagine the worst: professional failure, obfuscation, clashes, emotional imbalance... Have you ever thought that everything could go down the drain? Even Gerardo's..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Anything can happen. We could even have an unplanned heart attack for any of us. Or we could have a car accident. Or fall out of bed and break our necks... Setting up a company does have a lot of risks. That's why we're taking it easy. But apart from the risks, there's also the fun of doing something you really want to do, on the one hand. But on the other hand, there's the increased workload and stress that comes with owning your own business. 

	The question is, if in that hypothetical case, the appropriate thing would be to leave aside this world of horns. Or, on the contrary, if it would even be convenient to intensify it to serve as a distraction. After all, we do this because we both like it. Perhaps to stop doing it would add to the emotional imbalance, rather than alleviate it. Realize that it is often the cuckold who wants this the most. 

	The risk is there and you have pointed it out very well. It could have an impact on our lifestyle. But what is not clear to me is what would be the best course of action, in that hypothetical moment. Continuing could serve as a distraction from the supposed hardship, although you also need to be in a solid emotional state to digest it. Stopping would allow us to focus more on ourselves, but it would also run the risk of locking us in and creating a wall around our misery. It is not so clear what would be the best way to proceed in such a case. You presuppose one, which has a lot of logic, but you obviate that my husband is not a person like most people." 

	  

	And I had overlooked the fact that Daniel, like most people -like everyone else-, also had his limits. The only one who didn't - who no longer had them - was apparently me. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Imagine if he found out, for example, through a neighbor or a relative of Gerardo's. How would you feel? Put yourself in the situation. Anyway, sooner or later, Gemma will have to answer to Gemma. And you know it. It's not what you are, but what you pretend to be. The castle is made of cards. And cards can fall." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right about that. But if they are to fall, better that they fall later than now, right? After all, between now and then there are so many unpredictable things that can happen." 

	  

	[Let him go! Let him go! Let him go! Better now than later. Better for him. Think of him just once!] 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I do believe that you have betrayed Daniel many times. Every time you have taken a step without his knowledge, even if you told him or explained it to him some time later, you have betrayed him. Because at the time you made your decision, you didn't know if that was what Daniel wanted for your couple and you still did it. Then, it's a fait accompli and he has no choice but to put up with it because he loves you. That you have become Gerardo's property completely is the clearest proof of what I am saying." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Dogs are living beings, not a thing; they are not private property. The same goes for strange mixtures between predatory kitty and faithful little dog. I advise you to inform yourself before writing: https://politica.elpais.com/politica/2017/12/12/actualidad/1513066545_704063.html" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It must be very sad to know that the only thing you are good for in your partner's life is to wear beautiful horns. When you are not able to contribute anything financially. When you are not able to awaken the slightest sexual desire in your wife. When you can't even be her confidant, because she shares her innermost thoughts with another man. To realize that the only thing you bring to her is a little extra morbidness, when she gives her body and soul to the other. It's heartbreaking." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And even more heartbreaking and sad it must be to not have a partner to share your time with and to have to kill it reading to me. Doesn't it sadden you to know that you deny your own fantasies, but nevertheless bow to them? In reality, who would you like to be? Gerardo? My husband? Me?  

	I don't think you want to be Gerardo. If you wanted to be, you'd be reading a dominant man's blog. Mine, while containing many elements of domination and submission, is really about a couple's journey. 

	Me? I don't know if you're a man or a woman, but I get the impression you're a man. Would you really want to be me, really? A woman? What would that say about you? 

	My husband? Yes, I think maybe you would like to be my husband, even though you criticize and despise him. But why would you want to be him? Because of his horns? Because he is so generous and so sure of himself that he supports me unconditionally in all this? Is that what you would want to be and you are not? Self-confident. Able to support another person unconditionally, instead of criticizing them. Or maybe you'd like to be my husband, because he has a partner? Is that what you're looking for, a partner?  

	You'll have a hard time finding it here on Tumblr. The real world is out there. But don't worry, I don't mind if you smash it on my account. I think it's... fun. But do me a favor: next time, if you're a man, as I suspect, wear some pink panties. You'll enjoy it much more, you'll see. Some tiny, transparent ones, ideal for your insignificant little chick. Maybe that garment will be able to bring out your feminine side and you'll find the ability to empathize." 

	  

	And why had he barked at that follower, if in fact he was right? Precisely because he is. 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Guadiana, many, criticize you, but they are not cuckolded, they do not know that if you were not as you are now, sex would have no reason to be and would return to be "niquée quatre fois par an". Your marriage would still be dead. The only thing that has happened with you is that you are submissive with your lovers and try to be dominant with Daniel. Your evolution is extraordinary, even though you are still essentially the candid woman you were before. Now you have advanced as a person, as Daniel could never have imagined, or could he? Remember, I'm just a click away." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you. You do get it, even though you are also called Anonymous, although in your case I know very well why. Essentially, you've hit the nail on the head. My life is not perfect, neither for me nor for Daniel, but it is in several respects very close to what he would have dreamed, though not necessarily imagined. But more important, as you rightly said, is to think about what my life would be like had I not taken these steps: "four fucks a year." 

	  

	domaduro60: 

	"Dear Gema. If you allow me a humble advice, which of course you can ignore if you please, I think you should give Daniel a little more prominence in your blog. Not in the scenes with Gerardo, Lidia or anyone else, but in the moments you two share alone. 

	People in general tend to empathize with Daniel, because they see him as the weakest of the characters, even though he is not. These people who show solidarity with Daniel I think they need to know the strong bond that unites you and Daniel and see from time to time that it is stronger than any other feeling either of you have for other people. 

	This will not detract from the morbidity of the blog and I think it may significantly decrease the level of criticism. You're never going to stop a hothead from going over the top, but most people will have a better understanding of your relationship. 

	This is not for you to publish, it is just for you, in case it helps you in any way. 

	PS: No, I am not really Gerardo. I am somewhat younger and in better shape. I was a Gerardo in the past, but now I'm a different way." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, you're right: I should write more about Daniel. If I don't, it's because it's mostly just my daily life and I find it boring to write about it.  

	And in the more sexual and emotional part, somehow, I feel that it belongs to our intimacy. It's funny, because I don't feel the same way writing about Gerardo, Mario, etc. But with respect to my husband, it's as if I'm opening my intimacy too much to the public. I know it doesn't make much sense, as the other things I comment on are much more... embarrassing... and also intimate, but unconsciously, that's how I feel and I think that makes it harder for me to write about it. 

	However, you are right, I should comment more about my relationship with Daniel. I know that in the stories it seems that he is in the background and counts for little. However, that is not the case. Daniel is not in the background: he is on the same plane as me. If he makes it seem like he's in the background, it's because of what I said above and because his ways are more observant and passive and more difficult to narrate. 

	However, for the third book I have proposed to write some chapters in first person, but from my husband's point of view. I've almost convinced him to write the outline of each chapter. Then I will shape it in my own words, but I do want to better convey how he feels about it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo took my mamola in his hand and looked deep into my eyes. In his blue eyes I saw only darkness, my own darkness. Gerardo was but a reflection of a part of me, not of my whole being, but of a part of it. I could not blame him for what he was doing, for the fault was entirely mine. Nevertheless, I opened my mouth to retort, "Daniel is not useless! But Gerard silenced my protest with a wet kiss. He never kissed me after assisting him in the toilet; I was being the exception. Gerard, though he enjoyed that game, was then very scrupulous. If he made me play him it was for the demonstration of my devotion to him that it meant. 

	As if he was afraid I would run away, his hand continued to hold my face as he kissed me. His other hand rested on my neck. Then he reached down and caressed my breasts, the ones he had put on me. He did not, however, this time twist my nipple, but continued down my tummy until he reached my little magic button. He rubbed it like Aladdin's lamp, while he continued kissing me. Take back what you said! Daniel is not useless! 

	-Let's go to the car," he said after he stopped kissing me. Gerardo pushed my mamola up with his index finger, closing my mouth with that gesture. 

	"Daniel is not useless!", I said again silently, but no word came out of my mouth. Finally, after so much rubbing, the genie of the lamp granted his wish. Gerardo pressed down with his hand on my shoulder and I gave in and bent down. Daniel was gone. All I had left was him. I had defeated myself. I was broken. Now all that was left was for Gerard - my own darkness - to break me into a thousand pieces and never put me back together again. [I'm sorry, I can't handle this. You've gone too far, but you'll do it from now on without me. I'm leaving]. I deserved it. It would be my punishment. {Or to rise from your ashes like the glorious Phoenix. The end is only a new beginning}. Demoralized, I walked on all fours beside my boss to his car. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon. Let's see, this is a consensual game. This is not a pin, pan, pun. This is like a card game where everyone shows or not their strategies. What Gema is experiencing is very intimate and sensorial. Gerardo is taking her to limits that two years ago she didn't even suspect she had. How could she not love Gerardo! What he is giving her, no man has ever given her. The only thing we don't know is if he will exceed Gema's limits. Like any addiction, if it is exceeded, it can be detrimental to your health, can't it, Gema?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Where are we? -I managed to say, when Gerardo finished parking. I had made the trip in awe. It had happened to me with LuisA, at the wedding, but this was different. Instead of seeing the road, images of my life had flashed before my eyes like a dying man. My first day at school, my first communion, my first time, my first time with Daniel, our wedding, the birth of our daughter, that romantic trip to Isla Bonita, the inauguration of our house, my first time with Silvestre... Daniel was present in so many frames. But now he's gone. He has left me. And it is a bitter and heartbreaking relief that he has. 

	Gerardo said nothing. He got out of the car and closed his door with an ill-judged slam. For a moment, I felt alone, but not even the plof of the slamming door managed to shake me out of my state. Like a sandy figure on the beach within reach of the tide I was inexorably disintegrating. I would dissolve into the sea, into the waters of my boss. Soon there would be nothing left of me. Nor need there be. I am a disgusting being. My solitude did not last long. My boss appeared through the other door, mine. He opened it and grabbed my leash. He pulled on it. I followed him on all fours. The place looked familiar, but as if I had a concussion, I couldn't quite place it. I knew I had been there before, but I didn't know where it was. I didn't care either. 

	My boss rang the doorbell. The light in the foyer came on after a while-a long while, a little while; I didn't know-and filtered through the pave bricks that adorned the entryway. The door opened and a familiar face appeared on the threshold. 

	-What the hell is going on? -asked the surprised and grumpy man. He looked at my boss, then at me. In disbelief, his gaze lingered on my nakedness, or perhaps on my bitchy posture. Disgusted, he shook his head, "Come in! -he said next, urging my boss to come in. Come in, for God's sake! -He said again, "Don't stand there! -Before closing the door, the man stuck his head out and looked both ways, as if trying to make sure that no one had seen us. 

	-Did I wake you up? -my boss asked. His tone of voice indicated that he really didn't care. 

	-No. I was reading," the man replied dryly. He was being polite, considering the late hour. 

	-Do you have what I asked for? 

	-Now? -asked the man incredulously. 

	-Do you have it? -insisted my boss. 

	The man was about to explode, but a look from my boss convinced him not to. That was the right moment, he told him with a look. It didn't matter what time it was. The man sighed. He shook his head and raised his arms airily, but lowered them again. He opened the door to a room leading to the foyer. There was a desk, a printer and a computer. It was an office.  

	Gerardo did not wait for him there. On the contrary, he invited himself into the living room. He pulled my leash and I followed him. There, as if it were his own house or at least as if he knew it as his own, he opened the minibar. His hand was certain to go to one of the back bottles. He poured himself a glass, then poured a second. Without letting go of my leash, as if afraid I might run away, he carried them to the table. Then he returned to the minibar and poured some golden liquid into a wooden bowl, having previously emptied it of the pistachios it contained. We returned to the table. There he placed the bowl on the floor and sat down next to it on a chair. He put his leg on top of another chair. 

	-Mmm! -he said, after tasting his glass. Gerardo seemed extremely satisfied. 

	The man entered the room, but stopped in the doorway at the sight of my boss with his leg outstretched, a glass in his hand, pistachios piled on the minibar counter and me kneeling beside my boss. Again, Gerard silenced her protests with his gaze. "Sorry for the outrage, but this is the time," he told her with his eyes. Actually, I didn't know if he had apologized. 

	-Here you go," the man said. He threw the folder full of papers on the table and it slid on the polished wood. 

	Gerardo caught the folder before it went too far and fell off the table. He opened it and began to read diagonally. With each page he turned, he nodded with approval, perhaps satisfaction. 

	-Drink that," Gerardo told me, "You know how. 

	The man wanted to protest, but Gerardo stopped him with a wave of his hand. I leaned over and began to lick the whiskey as I should have done almost two hours ago with the milk at his house. If I had done it right then, if I hadn't gotten cocky, none of this would have happened. {Isn't this what you really want, isn't it better that it's finally over?} 

	-Readbreast? -The man protested, however. Was it necessary? -Gerard had taken one of his most valuable properties without his permission. 

	-I know," Gerard replied. In conciliatory fashion, he waved his hand, inviting him to sit at the table, in his own house, and drink with him, of his own whiskey. Irish," he said with contempt, despite the fact that he had taken that bottle exprofeso and despite the fact that he had expressed his appreciation after taking the first sip. 

	-Is it necessary? In my house? -the man objected, pointing at me. He wasn't amused that I was drinking the whiskey by licking the floor of a plate like an animal. He's shivering! -I'm going to make him an infusion and he's going to drink it like a person. -The man got up from the table without having tasted from his cup and disappeared into the kitchen. 

	-Don't go. I need you here and now," my boss exclaimed. 

	The man returned. 

	-What? -Gerardo said to her, seeing her reproachful face. She'll warm up with that. Then you can give her that infusion. -Both men looked at each other in silence for several seconds. What? -I remember that not long ago you enjoyed seeing her like that. And I know you still do. -Gerardo grabbed my face with one hand and made me look at the man. 

	I know him. I know who he is. But I don't know who he is. I don't know who I am. {You're Gerardo's. That's all that matters}. 

	-Don't look at me now as if you had never broken a dish," my boss said to the man with the worried look on his face. Don't look at me as if you didn't want to break it. -Gerardo caressed my face. I know you want to. I'll let you play with it... occasionally. But now I need you to do your job. -Again, they looked into each other's eyes in silence. Please," Gerardo added. 

	Unconvinced, the man sat back down at the table. He looked at me. There was sadness in his eyes. He feels sorry for me. {He feels envious of Gerardo}. Once again, he sighed and shook his head. 

	-All right," he said at last. Let's make it quick. -But don't ask me for any more favors," he was about to say, but didn't, perhaps because he knew it meant Gerardo would never invite him to play with me again. The man took the folder and began to read: "Gema Victoria Avril, of legal age, with national identity card... and, on the other hand, Gerardo Roig, with national identity card... and as representative of the company Roig e Hijo, Sociedad Anónima Unipersonal .... freely agree by means of this contract that will be elevated to public deed that...  

	The words continued to fall like water down a waterfall, drop after drop, word after word. Stunned, I listened to them all. 

	-Yes, I do," I answered. 

	-Gemma, did you understand what it means? -asked Manolo worriedly. Do you want me to read it to you again? -she insisted. 

	I shook my head. I had understood it all, despite my state. How could I not have understood it, if those words in essence, albeit with much less formality, had come from my own mouth at some point? Had I told my boss that fantasy as I masturbated for him, lying face up on the hard living room floor, legs spread wide, allowing him to watch my slit and my darkest fantasies gushing out along with my vaginal flows? Or had I unveiled that fantasy to him as he spanked me deliciously? I'm not sure, although it's probably that second option. What I am sure of is that I had not done it in the presence of my husband. Daniel was only present on occasion. He only listened to part of the forbidden path that I secretly - and not so secretly, judging by the facts - wished my boss would take me down. I was ashamed of my dark side, especially in front of my husband. Even Gerardo hadn't gotten to the bottom of it yet (If it were easy, it wouldn't be interesting, would it?). There are dark places, too dark, that my husband couldn't take me to. He was too pure for that. I had to protect him. To those places I had to go alone, but with a guide like Gerardo, someone other than my husband, my soul mate. I had to protect Daniel and I had done it: he would no longer care what I did; he would no longer be affected. I don't want you to forgive me, love, only that you understand. 

	I signed the document. 

	-Gema, are you sure? -Manolo held the notarized document ready to tear it up, even though he had just signed it. You just... 

	I had just officially assigned my image rights to my boss. In a way, unofficially, I had done it before, but now it was legal. Gerardo could do with my photos and videos as he saw fit and there would be no consequences for him. At least, there would be no legal consequences. For ten years, I could not oppose it. Gerardo could destroy me, if he wanted to. In fact, he already has. But none of that would affect Daniel anymore. [What about Vicky? Have you thought about her?] {But hadn't you left? What are you still doing here? Hadn't you left, just like Daniel? We don't need you anymore. Gema no longer needs a prissy conscience}. On one such occasion - hyper-excited, hyper-submissive... hyper-conscious - I had confessed to my boss that I didn't want to have a choice. I had implored him to make me do things without giving me the option to refuse. And in the end Gerardo had made my fantasy come true. And my reward for my confession had been to have his approval to cum.  

	-Lend me a thousand euros," my boss asked his friend Manolo. 

	-What? Don't you have any money? -he asked. 

	-Of course I have it. But not here. What do you want it for? 

	-You know that," my boss replied. 

	Manolo disappeared. 

	-I'm proud of you," Gerardo assured me. He put his index finger under my mamola to lift my face. Very proud. Today you have taken a very important step. Now your dreams will begin to come true. I will be worthy of your trust. -My boss leaned over and kissed me. 

	Like a faint echo, what I had said about Daniel echoed in my head. "He has not been worthy of your trust," whispered a voice inside me, barely audible. 

	Manolo came back with a wad of bills and gave it to Gerardo. My boss took it. 

	-Open your mouth," he ordered me. Then, without counting them, since the notary had already done it, he put them in my mouth. He pressed his finger on my mamola, forcing me to close my mouth. The first payment," he clarified, "so the contract is already in full force. Why wait for a bank transfer? From the second month you will receive the amount by wire transfer. I'll leave it scheduled. The amount for ten years is already deposited in a special account. 

	And no, I had not done it for money. That clause, the one about payment in exchange for the complete assignment of my image rights, had been included by Gerardo -or maybe it was his friend Manolo, the one who knew about legal matters- so that everything would be totally legal. That way I could not try to annul the contract for being abusive. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How do both you and florsumisa manage not to cum when your masters deny you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I guess each of us has our own particular way. I don't know how she will do it, but I tend to think about unpleasant things like bills. I also try to abstract from the penetration or physical touching as if it's not me, but someone else who is feeling it." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good evening. Sometimes don't you think "why do I do this blog, why do I have to put up with some posts from some followers who should do it to themselves, who contribute nothing to me and take up my time?" Haven't you felt like stopping being Guadiana to be, finally, a rio Lobos? Or do you just love rubbing shoulders with so many crazy wankers? Tell us, tell us." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I've said it before: I'm actually a wiry North Korean whose mission is to destroy the West by corrupting its values and morality. Nuclear bombs? What for, when there are much more subtle ways to win? Spoiled cuckolds? Female domination? Chastity devices? Complete submission to the whims of another man? Where do you think all this is leading? I'm just doing my job. But since I know you won't believe me, I don't mind telling you. What's more, it will make our triumph all the greater." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If Kim Jong Un reaches an agreement with TRUMP, your Machiavellian plan will have no reason to exist and even more so if the two Koreas merge. Then what will you do, will you apply for the Senior Voice to see if you succeed as a singer...?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If Kim Jong Un were to strike a deal with Donald Trump, who do you think would end up taking who to his turf?" 

	  

	gemmajaibesoindeparler: 

	""My mentor, the reason for who I am, Kim Jong Un, my supreme lord."" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"To this I can only say one thing: Do not tell me later that you were not warned. Keep on reading me, exciting yourselves with my sordid and immoral adventures. You will see how the West will be destroyed in this way, and without firing a single bullet." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"This message is addressed to all those people worried about what will happen to Daniel: Gentlemen, the one who is going to have his toast eaten right out from under his nose is him, and he doesn't care at all, so why are you so worried?" 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXVII - Into the Abyss 

	  

	"She wasn't a whore; she was his whore. She didn't want to be a whore; she wanted to be his whore. The pronoun made all the difference." - PurelySencualVisions 

	  

	  

	He had spent the night with Gerardo at Manolo's house. And Daniel, presumably, had spent it alone at home. Our daughter, Vicky, had arranged to meet her boyfriend and spend the weekend at his house. Although still a teenager, she was an adult to decide about such matters. Who was I to lecture her about such things anyway? Unfortunately, our mother-daughter relationship was not the best. We got along well and I loved her wholeheartedly, as any mother does her children, but she too often displayed despotic behavior towards me. Unfortunately, we were not friends. I envied mothers who were friends with their daughters and did things together. With Daniel Vicky was often just as overbearing. It was in her character. She had inherited that stubbornness and brusqueness from him. From me, apparently, she had inherited selfishness. I had never considered myself a selfish person - quite the contrary - but as a result of recent events and, above all, judging by how we had gotten to that point, I had no choice but to admit it. My detractors on the blog had already been warning about it and in the end they had been right. Fortunately, Vicky got along better with her father. Somehow, they understood each other and rarely clashed. Of course, when they did, a big fight broke out. At least you'll have Vicky, Daniel. 

	Gerardo had made me crawl like a little dog the length and breadth of the room, to show my devotion to his friend. Not that it would have been necessary, after signing that contract. Manolo had initially been reluctant, even though he himself had given me a good spanking on one occasion. He had collaborated with my boss, but I could tell he didn't approve of what my boss was doing to me. Why? I'm an adult, why can't I make my own decisions, why can't I decide about my own undoing? I missed one of my inner voices, the one that was usually more cautious. It was gone with Daniel. If she had been, I would have made the easy joke that I was an adulteress rather than an adult. Manolo, however, by watching me crawl and bark like a little dog (is it also called crawling in the case of dogs?), had been warming up. He had gotten hard, inevitably, and I had sucked him off under the table, under the watchful eye of my boss. From his position, Gerardo had not been able to see my technique, but he had been able to see -with satisfaction- its effects on his friend's face. 

	Then, I had offered Manolo to whip me with the belt. His friend had initially refused, but on his insistence, he had finally given in to his base instincts. I had leaned over the long side of the table, offering my ass to his friend. I had tempted him by wiggling my ass and with it the slutty tail hanging from it. And I had goaded him by begging him to spank me, because I knew that was what my boss expected of me. And I deserved to be punished, for all my crimes against Daniel and our daughter. In the end, Manolo had let himself go, had taken the belt from his pants and had hit me with it. Gerardo, sitting on the short side of the table - on one of the sides where the table typically presides - had watched intently. I had looked him in the eye as his friend had hit me. "Harder," I had pleaded, because he was holding back and because he felt I deserved a harsher punishment. My boss had nodded with satisfaction, albeit almost imperceptibly, each time he urged his friend to hit me harder. Our gazes only turned away from each other when his friend's lashes - finally hard - made me close my eyes or look down. In the end, Manolo had added the marks of his belt to those previously left on my body by my boss at his house.  

	Gerardo had wanted to photograph my marks for the memory -or who knows with what intentions-, but his friend, still sweaty from the exercise of whipping me, even though he had taken off his shirt, had refused:  

	"Not in my house," Manolo had declared.  

	"I'm going to bed," my boss had said. "You can fuck her if you want," he had offered his friend, despite his refusal to allow Gerardo to photograph me. Perhaps he felt indebted to him, for his services rendered as notary at the signing of the contract or for having assaulted him at that time of night. "But only this time, here, in the living room, and only up the ass," he had specified. "I'll leave you alone. I'll wait for you upstairs, Gema," he had said. And with that, my boss was gone. He had invited himself, just like that, to spend the night there, in the guest room, even though he had never mentioned it to Manolo, at least as far as I knew. 

	After Gerardo's departure, there had been an uncomfortable silence. Finally, Manolo had broken it: 

	"I... er... Are you se...?" she had stammered. He seemed to want to ask me if I was sure about all that, and by all that I meant what I had just signed and what I was letting Gerardo do with me. The bit about offering me as payment for notary services rendered was the least of it. "I... I guess... I don't have any lubricant," Manolo had finally said, without finishing his earlier question. He seemed somewhat embarrassed about the whole anal sex thing. Perhaps he had never done it from behind or only on very rare occasions. At least he seemed to know that lubrication is essential. 

	"Don't worry," I had told him. The plug I had been wearing for several hours now had dilated my anus. Besides, there would still be some of the initial lubrication left. "A little gel soap will also do the trick," I had added. I had immediately regretted my words; I didn't deserve it to be pleasurable, I deserved it to sting. 

	Manolo had hesitated again, but in the end he had gone to his bedroom to get the condom and shower gel. Despite being unhappy about something, he had not wanted to pass up the opportunity to have me again. He had returned promptly, had carefully removed my plug-tail, had prepared my anus by inserting his fingers into it - one or two; I wasn't sure - lubricated it with the gel and, finally, had stuck it in me. With his torso naked but without taking off his pants, he had taken me right there on the dining room table, in the same place and in practically the same position where he had whipped me before. He had clung to my breasts as he spanked me from behind. But unlike Gerardo, he had not pinched my nipples. He had kissed my neck. I had felt his warm breath and his agitated breathing in my ear. On one of the occasions, I had thought I understood him to whisper the name of one of my blog followers, but I was probably wrong. Through it all, while he was fucking me, I hadn't stopped thinking about Daniel. "If Manolo was my Dom instead of Gerardo, everything would be different," I had thought. "If it was Manolo, Daniel would be here. My husband would still be," I had told myself. But Manolo wasn't Gerardo. Manolo would never have whipped me hard, by himself, without his friend egging him on. Manolo would never have exposed me to danger in the Swiss forest; he would never have made me live through that. Manolo would never have made me sign a contract like that. Manolo empathized too much and would never have given me the chance to live through it all. "I don't want to have a choice," I had reminded myself. With Manolo things would have been easy. Too easy. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	domaduro60:  

	"I certainly wouldn't believe everything Gerardo wrote, just as I haven't believed everything your husband has written, but I can read between the lines and get a pretty realistic impression. I think it would help to understand him better, even if he lied about a lot of things." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema, Apart from being an intelligent and caring person, thanks to your CORNUDO and your corneadores you have discovered your true essence. Do you regret anything you have done in the last five years? If you could go back, what would you change? Try to be as honest as possible. Look from your inner self. Thank you for your words." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I regret more what I have left undone than what I have done. For example, I regret not always being up to the task of dominating my husband. I think he asks for more and I don't always find it as easy as it might seem. And I regret not starting this lifestyle sooner, but I guess everything has its moments and I just wouldn't have been ready sooner myself. Then there is the issue of the emotional connections you make with some buglers. I don't regret them, quite the contrary, but it's always hard to get over when for one reason or another they come to an end. The sadness of separation I suppose is a price to pay, even if you knew beforehand that these relationships were not destined to last. I think I have already used the simile: roses have thorns". 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Of everything that has happened to you these past four years, if you could go back, what would you change?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's a difficult question. Life is a sequence of decisions, actions, reactions and intermediate results. Change one thing and you may change everything. If I were to change one thing in my past because I don't like it, I might automatically change something I like as well. You can't change the past and it's not worth doing so, much less trying. The consequences could often be worse than the previous results. But I also don't want to answer you with what might seem like a cop-out, so I'm going to try to answer you with something concrete in spite of the above: 

	From my life as a hotwife, maybe what I would change would be the way my relationship with Silvestre ended. Maybe it was good and even necessary that I ended my relationship with him, but the ways could have been better. But who knows what the consequences would have been, if we had broken up in a better way and where would we be now? 

	From my daily life, I would change two things: First, I don't enjoy every day enough. I don't think I do it badly at all, but I think I could do it better. I can't help it, but I'm often thinking about the future, instead of fully enjoying the present. It may surprise you, perhaps, but I'm just a normal person. Second, I wish I had been closer to Daniel on several occasions and told him more often how much I love him. Not that I don't, but you asked me what I would change and I took it for what I would improve, because in that there is always room for improvement. Now that I think about it, these two things I just said maybe go together more than I initially thought when I wrote them." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Whose desires are they really? And if your CORNUDO's desires are really that you take him to his darker thoughts, like, for example, the bisexuality that you are experiencing and that drives you sexually so crazy. uhmmm! How his lips turn you on, don't they? If you thought a woman couldn't make you so wet? Where does Gerardo want to take you? And, consequently, where do you want to take Daniel? Or is he taking you? Tell me, Guadiana..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo wants to take me there where I dare not go, to all those places I reject out of fear, out of shame, out of prejudice and for all the other reasons you can think of that I prefer not to specify now. I have only recently come to understand how he wants me to get to those places. You don't want me to do it out of obedience or submission, you want me to do it out of desire and longing, even if only for moments. He does not want a test of docility; he wants something more difficult. He wants my plasticity to accept new situations and sensations and enjoy them fully, as if they were part of my nature. He does not want submission, he wants conviction and passion from every fiber of my body and every spark of my mind - from every fiber and every spark, or better yet, from almost all of them. Because it prefers a small part of me to be ashamed, so that it can enjoy the blush on my face. 

	Regarding Daniel, as far as I know, Gerardo doesn't have any plan, at least not the kind he has with me. And that's a pity, because it would help me a lot if he did. It's easy for Gerardo to want to mold me, after all, I'm not his wife. But for me it's much more complicated to want to mold Daniel, because he's my husband, my partner, my man. And I'll say no more." 

	  

	And that's why I had failed. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Desire instead of obedience. That means that it comes innate to you. I think domaduro60 described it perfectly. That's what he warned you about: becoming totally dependent on Gerardo, practically forgetting about Daniel. Or are you cheating on Gerardo? I know you are playing the tightrope walker, but in the end they fall off, because you never walk the same rope. Gerardo is getting higher and higher, it's getting harder and harder and now you're going without a safety harness. The vertigo is greater."  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I'm not cheating on him. It's not me saying it, Lidia told him. She felt it, because I felt it. You can cheat on a man, but a woman is much harder to cheat on. There is no deceit in my feelings for him either. Gerardo does not ask me to love him; he knows that is not possible, at least not as a substitute for my husband. What he asks is that the challenges he proposes to me I want and really feel them. But there is no challenge regarding loving him or leaving my husband." 

	  

	There was no challenge to leave my husband, but a well-executed strategy on his part. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Daniel is getting farther and farther away. Your family, the Gem from before is disappearing; you don't recognize yourself. Maybe, even Daniel thinks that your destiny is not by his side, that he should let you fly, towards your destiny, which he himself marked. Maybe he knew from the beginning that this was going to happen. Now there is no turning back. Yes, you look up, you keep seeing ropes, higher and higher. Upwards, the path is easier than the obstacles below. You are trapped, Gemma. Your fate is written." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I actually look down, because the path is not taking me to the heights, but to the depths of myself." 

	  

	To the abyss. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When playing with fire, it is not always the one who lit the flame or the one who seems to be less protected who gets burned. Most of the time the one who gets burned is the one who thinks he is safer from the fire. Although perhaps what is truly worthwhile is to burn yourself completely to be reborn from the ashes like a Phoenix Bird, leaving behind forever all your former life." 

	  

	Yes, what I had thought and written before about the Phoenix came from somewhere. Although it might not seem like it, I was influenced by my followers. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I prefer to be a conifer with deep, strong roots and a thick bark that allows it to survive fire, even if it is very intense. I have no intention of being like the phoenix and starting a new life." 

	  

	And that's what I thought before, before I saw Daniel walk away from me, before I recognized that I had thrown him out. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I've been following you for almost two years now and your transformation is amazing, because Silvestre's Gem is the complete opposite of Gerardo's. You have gone from a candid Hotwife to a textbook submissive with Gerardo. I don't know what your husband should really call himself now; I really think he's stopped being a spoiled cuckold. How could we define him? If the hotwife who cheats on her husband makes him a cuckold, does the submissive with Master make her husband a...? Because now Gerardo is your DOM, isn't he?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I don't like the official terminology of the BDSM world, I don't even like that term. Gerardo is... my boss and my lover. 

	Daniel and I have both evolved. Daniel at first enjoyed watching me, but little by little he has been changing. He began to enjoy more and more the fact of knowing that I was a confident woman - both sexually and in other aspects - more and more liberated from certain prejudices - for the benefit of my lovers but also his own - than actually seeing me. At the same time, he began to enjoy not having to call the shots, not having to be the one primarily responsible for my sexual satisfaction, not having me make more and more decisions in all aspects, and he even began to enjoy a certain level of humiliation. And I, who with him had never shown any submissive tendencies, began to enjoy strong, sexually dominant men. It's funny, because as I said, with my husband I have never been submissive in matters of sex, although he had tried that route on occasion. 

	In the third book I want to show how that evolution has been. Actually, already in the second book you can see some seeds of what later ended up germinating to make me the way I am now, but I think in the third book it will be much better understood." 

	  

	gemmajaibesoindeparler: 

	"Penses-tu qu'on pourrais avoir un jour une affaire, ou même, sinon, prendre un café et parler toute une soirée après ces presque deux années de relation virtuelle?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Désolée, mais pas vraiment. Il faut que tu comprennes que je fais une barrière entre le monde réel et le monde virtuelle. The virtual Gemma is completely open to all questions, but the real Gemma is much more protective of her life and the life of her family. Even if the virtual Gem answers everything, the real Gemma is another person, at least in my mind. I needed this separation to keep the real Gemma, her mother, our daughter, safe and sound... And at the same time, I needed the virtual Gemma to digest what I see". 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXVIII - Iscariot 

	  

	"C'est une femme belle et de riche encolure, 

	Qui laisse dans son vin traîner sa chevelure. 

	Les griffes de l'amour, les poisons du tripot, 

	Everything glistens and everything is smeared on the granite of her skin. 

	Elle rit à la Mort et nargue la Débauche, 

	Ces monstres dont la main, qui toujours gratte et fauche, 

	Dans ses jeux destructeurs a pourtant respecté 

	De ce corps ferme et droit la rude majesté. 

	Elle marche en déesse et repose en sultane; 

	Elle a dans le plaisir la foi mahométane, 

	Et dans ses bras ouverts, que remplissent ses seins, 

	Elle appelle des yeux la race des humains. 

	Elle croit, elle sait, cette vierge inféconde 

	Et pourtant nécessaire à la marche du monde, 

	That the beauty of the body is a sublime gift 

	Who of all infamy takes away the pardon. 

	Elle ignore l'Enfer comme le Purgatoire, 

	Et quand l'heure viendra d'entrer dans la Nuit noire 

	Elle regardera la face de la Mort, 

	Ainsi qu'un nouveau-né, - sans haine et sans remords." 

	- Poem LXXXV - The Flowers of Evil 

	- contribution from gemmajaibesoindeparler 

	  

	  

	My French (not that one, the other one), wasn't good enough to understand it all, but I thought I got the idea. Was that how my followers saw me? Was that how at least this follower saw me? That was funny to me. Thanks for making me smile. I liked these kinds of challenges. The follower was thus forcing me to dust off the first foreign language I had learned in high school, an eternity ago. I still retained enough of it to get the gist of it. Besides, I liked that it gave me the opportunity to research the poem. The Flowers of Evil was a collection of poems by Charles Baudelaire that had been censored in 1857 as immoral. The original intention of the brilliant French poet had been to write about the seven deadly sins and to title the collection The Lesbians. The immorality of the book, according to the censors of the time, lay in the fact that it exalted the enjoyment of life and passions. The author had been accused of insulting public morality. We are in a different era, but if he was accused of that, how will I be judged? Ironically, to say the least, the author would die two years later of syphilis. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hello!" exclaimed Lidia, genuinely surprised to see me at the door of her house. 

	He had taken a cab with the intention of going home, but halfway home he had changed his mind and had given new instructions to the cab driver. The driver had had no problem changing his route and thus increasing the figure on his meter. There, in the doorway of his house, a neighbor had casually walked out the door just as I was about to dial the video intercom and I had taken the opportunity to sneak inside and go straight up to the young woman's apartment. 

	-May I come in? -As soon as I uttered the words, I realized it was a lousy idea. To hell with it! I deserve it too. And after what she's done, she can't hold this against me! 

	-Did something happen? -Lidia asked empathetically, noticing my unhinged face. Seeing me hesitantly, she turned away from the door and invited me in. 

	I took a breath to answer him, but I didn't know what to say. I didn't even know where to start. Nor did I really know why I had gone to her house. I only knew that, of all the people in the world, she was the only one who would understand me. At least, she was the only one I knew who would understand me. {That's not true. You could also have gone to Nuria or Silvestre. In fact, you should have gone to them}. Perhaps being understood was not the only thing that had motivated me to take that step. 

	Lidia took my face in her hands and looked at me with pain in her face. It was the same pain I carried inside. 

	-Whatever it is, you can tell me," he assured me. Then she hugged me. 

	I didn't know what to do with my hands. It was comforting to feel her warmth, not just the physical warmth, but the emotional warmth she transmitted through her embrace. Finally, I hugged her too and sobbed. I didn't cry, because I wasn't good at tears. But right away my throat ached, as my muscles tightened to suppress the crying. Finally, after a very long hug, with no words, just sobs, the young woman let go of me. In that instant, the embrace became infinitesimally short. Still, somehow, she had helped me. 

	-It's Gema... Gema and Gerardo, right? -she asked me, showing a surprising intuition for a girl as young as she was. 

	I nodded. 

	Lidia invited me to sit on the couch. She sat next to me. She didn't say anything. She just waited. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	dgl1982: 

	"Hello. You answered a question the other day, 'I believe that neither sex nor feelings have to be limited to your life partner.' However, you always say that you would not allow your husband to have sex with another person, that it is an asymmetrical relationship. Don't you think that is a contradiction? If Gerardo ordered Lidia to have sex with your husband, how would you react? Thank you very much for your answers. I like your blog more and more every day." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't believe in symmetry for certain things and this is one of them. There are couples for whom it works to have an open relationship (each for their own part) or to be swingers (hunting and playing as a couple), but I think it's generally hard to make it work. Of course, each person has their own way of being, so all options are welcome, but I think in most cases such symmetry would be dangerous and counterproductive. 

	I mean that there is a risk of getting into a kind of competitive game and that in the end it becomes a real competition: Who can win the most! I think there is a risk of wearing out the relationship. Obviously, in such a game, it would be the woman who would win, and by a landslide. 

	Daniel and I therefore prefer asymmetry. I win, he doesn't. There is no risk of him losing, as it is simply something he voluntarily does not do. Besides, this asymmetry seems to me to be like pepper: it makes it more exciting. We both feel that way. And for it to be so, we have to start from a resounding and absolute NO. He is mine and mine alone. He is not allowed to fool around with other women. That said, exceptions always exist and can be studied at the time, but the starting point is and must be that. 

	But there is another reason for the asymmetry: my husband enjoys knowing what a slut I am and seeing me with other men or listening to my stories. I, however, am not like that. It's just the way it is: I'm not. I wouldn't want to see him with someone else, let alone hear what he would have done with someone else. But I also don't understand people who break off a relationship because of infidelity. I think too much importance is given to that. 

	If Gerardo ordered Lidia to have sex with my husband... I would expect my husband to resist and refuse. Those are the rules of our game. But it's also part of those rules that Daniel owes a certain obedience to my boss. We've never talked about boundaries, but it's implied. So, there would be the possibility that Gerardo would order it to both of us and then we would be in the scenario you're asking about. I could veto it, certainly. But the game is not like that either. I wouldn't want it to happen, but if I've agreed to play the game to obey Gerardo, I couldn't complain about him - hypothetically speaking - ordering things that I find difficult or unpleasant. 

	I don't know if Gerardo would intend to order such a thing or if even Lidia, who is a free verse for many things, would be willing to do so. He certainly could have ordered it long ago, but he hasn't, at least to my knowledge. Maybe she has no interest in it. Maybe she doesn't want to share Lidia with my husband (she has enough - I say this from her point of view - that she shares me). Or maybe he doesn't, because he knows I wouldn't like it. Or, maybe he's just stalling, making this whole thing a long preliminary. In any case, I appreciate that Gerardo is not so glib as to simply order something, but to be more refined and patient. I have often written that this is like a big chess game, with four participants, each quite distinct: My husband is not as passive as he seems. And Lidia is not as obedient as one might think. And that's what I like about the situation, that it's not a simple command and command, but that there's a lot of imagination. Maybe now you'll understand why I'm with Gerardo." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You admit you're a whore when you deal with Dídac. You have a car and a phone. Geraldo can use the money from your job to pay Lidia to molest your husband. Such is the life of a whore." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"How right you are! I admire your clairvoyance. Thank you for enlightening me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	After having anal sex with Manolo in the living room of his house, on the table, I had gone upstairs to the guest room. Gerardo was already asleep, although his sleep was light and the moment I cuddled up next to him he had woken up. He had wrapped his arm around me and kissed me tenderly on the head. And I had thanked him for the gesture by caressing his belly, chest and private parts. He was completely naked under the sheets. 

	"This is what you've always dreamed of," he had reminded me. 

	 My boss was right. That was something I had fantasized about. But the word was always left over. I hadn't always been like that. I'd never had those fantasies-at least that I knew of-until Daniel convinced me to have an affair with Silvestre. And then Luis Alberto had happened. I had started having those dirty, addictively destructive dreams because of my husband. Still, the fault was mine, of course. Daniel was totally and completely innocent in this. I hadn't been able to keep a note of sarcasm from creeping into my thoughts; perhaps he was looking to place - at least partially - the blame on someone else. Maybe he needed to do so in order to survive. Now all I had left was Gerardo. 

	"You wish I would remind you what I will do with your pictures if you don't obey me," my boss had told me. I had fantasized with him about that, as I masturbated for him, but I had done so only as a fantasy, not as something that had to necessarily come true. "Even so, I want you to do what I tell you because you want to, not because I force you to. Your desire is the most important thing. I'm not looking for an iron bar to beat with a hammer until I bend it. I want to mold you in my hands like plasticine," he had reminded me. "Of course, if I see you do it without real desire, I will publish some of your compromising photos," he had declared, mostly so that I would still have that feeling that I had no choice.  

	Only then would I get to do the more forbidden things I sometimes fantasized about. There were things I simply could not do voluntarily. But I also don't want to die without having done them. Time is passing and life is ending. I may have been going through an early mid-life crisis. I felt my youth coming to an end. I was a mother and that, until then, had been enough to fill my life and give it meaning. But Vicky had become a young adult overnight. 

	As if in response to his words, I had moved down to his sex and taken his cock in my mouth. It tasted like dry cum. Either Gerardo had jerked off - something unusual for him and more typical of Daniel, when he wasn't caged - or by the mere fact of watching me he had become so aroused, he had squirted presemen. The taste was intense, but I didn't mind; I was used to that and other intense flavors. On the contrary, it turned me on, because what else could I do but enjoy it? I knew what the consequences would be if I didn't really like it. I knew that it was just an excuse to quiet my conscience, which in every way had left in disgust. 

	"Did you cum with Manolo?" my boss had asked me, as I sucked him off. 

	"No," I had replied, momentarily detaching my lips from his cock to utter the monosyllabic response. Anal sex alone was not enough to make me cum. Much of the pleasure I derived from anal sex was psychological, because of the depravity it represented. Unfortunately, Gerard refused to have anal sex with me. If it disgusted him, it was inconsistent, in light of other things he made me do. Having anal sex with him would have meant more than depravity, it would have meant absolute surrender. {He already has your absolute surrender, in view of what he makes you do}. Maybe him making me have anal sex with other people - in Switzerland it had been for my pleasure, with Manolo it had been to pay him back for the favor I'd done him - but with him it had no more shocking meaning than having anal sex with him too. I had licked his balls. Now she was obliged to pleasure him and fulfill any desire of his. Anyway, he was all I had left. 

	"Good girl," my boss had praised me, stroking my head, as I licked her parts.  

	I wasn't sure if he was referring to what I was doing at the time or the fact that I hadn't cum with his friend. Manolo had vigorously rubbed my clit while drilling my ass. With his other hand he had clutched my breast tightly, so tightly that he had hurt me somewhat. He had brought me to the brink of orgasm. After what I had experienced that night, the easy thing to do would have been to go over that edge and climax. It would have been what I had deserved, after demonstrating my total surrender. It would have been the opposite of what I deserved, after doing that to Daniel. But I had pulled my hand away at the last moment, preventing both of us from cumming at the same time. Manolo had cum inside me (in the condom) and I had run out of orgasm. I had given it to my boss as a gift, like an offering to a divine god (redundancy aside). 

	"Mount up," my boss had instructed me next. "You deserve this orgasm. You're going to cum like you've never cum before." 

	And Gerardo had been right. I had cum on his cock, riding him, while he played with my breasts, especially my nipples. Playing, of course, meant mostly squeezing and twisting them. I had cum simultaneously with him, as I felt him come. And I had done it like never before, with a mixture of bad conscience, devotion, expectation and fear.  

	"We'll go back to that park," my boss had told me, moments before he cummed (and I cummed with him). 

	There were things I couldn't do with Daniel. But now, I would do them, if he made me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Feelings are nothing, if they do not materialize in real acts. And your actions towards your husband do not show any kind of love or devotion towards him, but rather contempt and indifference towards his person. If you really love your partner, you need the contact, the touch of skin to skin, the feeling of being one being when he is inside you. None of that is what you are looking for from your husband. You prefer to keep him caged, repressed, far from your skin. Quite the opposite of what you seek in your boss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The only thing that is far from my skin - and not always - is his little cock. His hands, his lips... can and should roam my skin, just as I roam his. What are a few centimeters of dick compared to the rest of the square meters of skin? No importance should be given to that which has none." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think I know why Daniel would prefer a type of lover like Silvestre rather than an old man like Gerardo. He'd like someone he's physically attracted to so he can submit to him and get your lover to penetrate him anally much better than you do. I'm sure then he'd really cum when your lover got him well buggered." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We had had breakfast at Manolo's house. Evidently, we had woken up late. Or to be more precise, we had woken up late and it had taken us even longer to get out of the sheets. I was still feeling weird. As bad a writer as I am, I don't know what other word to use to describe how I felt. I felt bitterness and an emptiness inside. I also felt guilty. But at the same time, I felt that I had done surely not the right thing, but the right thing to do. And now, it was out of my hands. And I was still floating in subspace, if not as deeply as the night before when I had taken that crucial step, it was clear that I was still in it. Clear wasn't the right word either, but that my mind was anything but clear. 

	Manolo had approached me and asked me if I was okay. He seemed to expect me at any moment to ask him to retract what I had signed. I did not understand why he was acting this way. It was neither professional on his part nor was he showing the proper loyalty to his friend. Was Gerardo that bad? 

	We had had breakfast together, each of us dressed in the clothes we had brought with us, except for Manolo, who was obviously the only one who had been able to change. That is to say, Gerardo and his friend had eaten breakfast dressed and I had eaten breakfast naked, although, yes, adorned with my plug-tail, which Gerardo had insisted that I put back on. Consequently, I had drunk my bowl of milk on the floor. I had swallowed it lick by lick like a little bitch. As I should have done last night. Then, we wouldn't have gone to the park, "it" wouldn't have happened in full view of my husband, and I wouldn't have been without my Daniel. While I was drinking my milk, I had seen out of the corner of my eye Manolo's reproachful look at his friend, as he observed the marks his belts had left on my ass. It was a reaction full of cynicism, considering that he had also spanked me and that had ignited desire in him, so much so that he had then fucked my ass with frenzy. 

	"We're leaving," my boss had declared mid-morning. Fortunately, it was Sunday and except for going home, there was nothing special to do. I miss my other little voice inside, the one that would question whether going home wasn't the most important and special thing in the world. 

	"Like this?", Manolo had been astonished, alluding to my nakedness and the fact that it was daytime. 

	"Like this," Gerardo had sentenced. "The little bitch doesn't need anything else." Then he had looked at me and stroked the back of my neck. Curiously, for a moment, which could not and should not be more than ephemeral - the opposite of eternal, like the union between two soul mates, like the union between husband and wife - his gesture made me happy. I was on my knees, next to him. My tail only lacked to be articulated, to have wagged it. "Say goodbye to Manolo," my boss had told me. Instinctively, I knew what he meant. However, he specified: "Manolo is healthy, you can do it without a condom. I'll leave you two alone. I'll get the car. I'll be in front of the door. 

	Once again, Manolo had made a disapproving face, but had ended up succumbing to his basic instincts. I had sucked him off and he had completed my breakfast with a good helping of fresh cream. In the end, he had become physically and/or psychologically exhausted. He hadn't even had the strength to walk me to the door or to protest that I couldn't go out naked like that, risking embarrassing him in front of the whole neighborhood. He had only had the strength to say goodbye with an "au revoir". 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema. I love your blog and I have to tell you that I got really horny with the GIF of seeing her swallowing cum with her tongue out. Have you forced your CORNUDO to lick and kiss you after he ejaculated like that on your face? And if you haven't, would you like to? Thank you. A web wanker." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel has never ejaculated like that on my face. It would be disrespectful of him and I would never allow it. I have given him blowjobs and allowed him to cum in my mouth and then kissed him. 

	Interestingly, he finds it harder to swallow his own semen than another man's, but I understand the logic: after cumming, his libido drops all at once, whereas when he cleans someone else's cum, he usually hasn't cum yet." 

	 

	*** 

	  

	"What do you think was going on, when you suddenly heard me screaming in Gerardo's bedroom? Do you want me to tell you about it?", I had once written on my blog, accompanying a picture of a woman sitting on her man's face. I had written it, because we had lived it. But that seemed far away now. Not even twenty-four hours had passed, but a gulf had been created between us. I knew nothing about my husband. Nor could he have contacted me, even if he had wanted to. Naked as I was, my cell phone had stayed at my boss's house. {Little bitches don't have cell phones.} Even so, Daniel could have tried to contact me through Gerardo. I had been silent, listening to my inner self. I was in the car with my boss, heading to his house. "My new home," I had told myself to provoke a reaction. But there was nothing but silence and emptiness inside me. Once, my inner voice - the other one - would have questioned me, telling me that I doubted Gerardo would have passed me the phone, had Daniel called him and asked for me. Or I would have angrily protested about my new home. Of course, I could have also taken the initiative and asked Manolo to lend me his cell phone to call Daniel. Manolo probably wouldn't have refused {Little dogs don't use cell phones}. 

	"Put them on! Put them on me!", I remembered I had written on another occasion on my blog. "Same gesture. Different addressees. Related meanings. Me. You. Him. We. We." That entry referred to handcuffs. As I rode in the car with my boss, I couldn't help but think that this would never happen again. From now on, I would be the only one getting the handcuffs. I would no longer be able to put them on my husband, I would no longer feel that contrast. I would no longer feel so many things. From that moment on, I would only feel one thing, but it was as addictive as heroin. 

	"Brush your teeth as soon as we get home," my boss had told me. 

	I couldn't help but think that Daniel would have said the opposite. He might not have openly expressed his desire for me to kiss him, after... He might have even put up false resistance if I tried to kiss him after... that. But in the end, we would have shared it. This was also a thing that would never happen again. 

	"It feels so different something that should be basically the same thing, but isn't: him cumming in my mouth while I'm sucking him off and me opening my mouth for him to ejaculate in it," she had blogged on another occasion. "In the first case, his cum mingles with my passion. In the second, I feel like a receptacle and his semen fertilizes my submission. But what's more serious is that I feel grateful." But what is more serious is that I feel grateful. Yes, that was the most serious thing because, naked in his car, with his tail in my ass, with the taste of his friend's semen in my mouth, with his own semen in my vagina -maybe already in my uterus-, with my body bruised, with a wad of bills peeking out of the edge of my panties, but without a husband, without a home, without any dignity, I could not help feeling grateful, in spite of everything.  

	"Let go of that good-for-nothing!" it kept echoing in my head. 

	  

	*** 

	 

	parafueraconsentidor:  

	"Hi, Gema, are you falling in love with Lidia? If so, does it feel good to have that feeling?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I'm not falling in love with Lidia. It's just that she's a great kisser. She really does. She's a great kisser.  

	And he is a very exciting and refreshing crazy goat. I'm very fond of her, but it's not love. I don't think I'm really capable of falling in love with another woman, in the sense of harboring romantic feelings for her. But I have been surprised by the plasticity of my mind and being able to feel something for her during that night we went out together. The truth is that it was strange. It was fun and amazing and left my body tingling. 

	But outside of that test that Gerardo imposed on me, I have no romantic feelings for her. I do see her as a friend, but not as a potential partner for me. And even the friendship thing has its complications, because in this four-way chess game, she is sometimes a rival, sometimes a friend and sometimes a mere pawn of Gerardo. Sometimes I hate her and sometimes I love her (although the latter not in the literal sense, but only in the affectionate sense)." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I left work. Evidently, I had not been able to perform. The papers had piled up on my desk, the numbers in my spreadsheet and the calls on my cell phone. But none of them had been from Daniel. I hadn't heard from him since that fateful Saturday night. I hadn't called him either. What am I going to tell him? He has every right to despise me. 

	The tail had gotten weird and I thought it showed a little under my skirt, but the pressure the plug exerted on my anus pleases me. My boss had insisted that I wear the plug-tail to work. I had taken it to the restaurant in Switzerland, but nobody knew me there. But at work... Gerardo had given me a new pair of panties that left a good part of the buttocks and especially the entrance to the ass in the air. Although that one and the previous one only added up to two, I wondered if my boss intended that from that moment on I would only wear that kind of panties, which meant that I would always wear my slutty tail. That's what I am, but in the most pejorative sense. On Sunday, at her house, she had made me wear it all day. He had made me rub my tail over his balls, caressing them to the sound of the movement of my hips. If, apart from the panties and the tail, I hadn't spent the whole day naked at his place, it was because he had asked me to wear the white negligee he had given me on another occasion. Of course, he had taken the opportunity to take pictures of me. The marks from the night before were showing through the sexy see-through nightgown and Gerard had photographed my ass in various positions. Contrary to his custom, he had allowed me to see the photos on the screen of his TV. In color, with the red marks, they looked better than in black and white. 

	I had also bought myself a new toy. It was a magic wand that really is magic. It was very powerful and it was plugged into the electric current. I didn't know what he intended by wanting to excite me even more. Nor did I know why he had also bought a remote-controlled plug, with which he could turn the wand on and off at will. Was he afraid that I would continue to vibrate until I orgasmed, even though he had ordered me to stop? Did he not trust that his magic was greater than that of the wand? Did he think I had so little willpower that I could not restrain myself from cumming until he gave me permission? I admitted it: with the vibrating bullet, I had sometimes been unable to hold back and had continued, even though he had ordered me to stop. But that had happened on very rare occasions and I had always paid the consequences. He pretended to turn me on and off at a distance. Soon I would no longer be an obedient little animal, but an object with no will of my own. {A good master is creative. Good imagination requires patience, a long-term plan. It is what distinguishes mature masters from young males. It's not what he does, it's what he gets our little head to do, in the absence of everything, surrounded by nothingness}. 

	Only for dinner I had allowed myself to get dressed. I had even been allowed to eat normally, if that could be called normal. Gerardo had called a catering service and we had dinner at home. Instead of making me open the door naked, he had given me a nice dress for the occasion. We had both dressed as if we were going out to dinner at a fancy restaurant. Being a hotwife is all about feeling sexy and confident, being imaginative and enjoying life, knowing that the moments and opportunities that pass you by will never come back. But I had to admit that dress or no dress, I had stopped being a hot wife. Once seated at the table, Gerardo had blindfolded me and cuffed my hands behind my back. It had been a strange experience. On the one hand, I was dressed to go out partying, like an adult. I had felt sexy, sensual and powerful again, instead of an idiot, rutting pet. But on the other hand, he had fed and watered me. He had taken it upon himself to feed me bite by bite and sip by sip. It had been a return to childhood. He had made me feel helpless and dependent. For a moment, I had imagined playing that game with my husband at home, but for some reason, I sensed that the outcome would not be the same. My husband simply wouldn't have the patience to enjoy the sensuality of the situation and, if anything, would focus on the food. I may not have been able to exude the same aura of dominance as Gerard. It had been a fleeting and sterile thought, because I knew that I would no longer have the occasion to try it with Daniel anyway. 

	I was heading home in my car, but I felt I would be out of place there. I had to go back, if not for my husband, then for Vicky. Gerardo had not objected. If he had been disappointed, he hadn't shown it. But halfway there, I felt I couldn't go back. How could I look my husband in the eye? Or our daughter, even if she didn't know anything. I also didn't know what Daniel would have told Vicky, to explain my absence on Sunday night. It was assumed that, although she had stayed over at her boyfriend's house for the weekend, she would have returned home on Sunday evening. How would he have explained her presence and my absence? I might have told her that you had a headache and were in bed. I tried to calm down. It was untenable. So was my driving. I had almost swallowed a motorcycle when I changed lanes. 

	-Yes? 

	-Oh," I exclaimed. I had almost given up hope of hearing his voice. I was seeing everything very black. Sorry to bother you," I said, "I need to... talk to you. Please," I begged. 

	-Of course. You know you can count on me. I'm your friend. We are more than that. 

	-In person. I need to see you. Can it be... now... if it's not too much trouble? 

	-Sure, now, no problem. Do you want to come to my house? -Lidia offered. 

	-Yes," I answered in a trembling voice. Who else could understand what she was going through? 

	-I'll tell you the address. Don't worry. We're friends, more than that. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hi! Do you consider yourself polyamorous, by sharing sexually with other people, even if you have a husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's hard to say, because many times adjectives try to mark sharp dividing lines through a clear definition and in life there are many shades of gray; there are even colors. I prefer not to put adjectives on it, because trying to classify something real reduces and destroys it. 

	However, I would tell you that as a life partner I only imagine one person: my husband. But at the same time I believe that neither sex nor feelings have to be limited to your life partner. Under the term polyamorous I imagine something much more distributed among the people involved, without considering one of them as a life partner, but all of them. And that is not my case. 

	That said, I admit that I have strong feelings for Gerardo and that makes the experience with him better. But I don't want Gerardo as my life partner. I want him as a friend and as a traveling companion for this journey of self-discovery. But I guess the question is if I would be polyamorous, if I would want to keep Gerardo forever as my boss, my Daniel eternally as my husband and life partner and Lidia as my special friend. What do you think, if that were the case?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-As a friend and as a notary, I have to tell you that I don't agree with what you are doing," Manolo warned Gerardo. 

	-Who knew? -Gerardo scoffed. You seemed to think differently when you fucked her after you spanked her or yesterday morning when she gave you a blowjob before we left. 

	Manolo looked at him angrily, but he was more angry with himself than with his friend. Both Gema and Gerardo were demons out of hell. They were a succubus and an incubus, respectively, whose purpose was to pervert the innocent, seducing them to do immoral things, to end up sucking the life and the rest of their morality out of them at every step they got them to take. She may have been a slave, a victim in part, but she was no less guilty for that. She was the Lamia of Basque folklore and the Empusa of Greek folklore, who sometimes took the form of a dog and other times of a hetera -that is, a prostitute-, as it suited her unspeakable purposes. Even so, and contrary to what he had set out to do, he felt sorry for her, for what his friend was doing to her. He could not help feeling this way, just as he had not been able to prevent her and Gerardo from bringing out the vilest in him. He wasn't an innocent, nor was he a believer, but what he had done to her -struck her with that lust and then taken her with that wantonness, in short, wished to possess her as his friend possessed her- qualified for more than a capital sin. He had felt lust as few times in his life and he also had experience as a Master, although he had left that life behind him. He had felt pride, because he had believed himself to be superior to his victim at times. And he had felt envy, because his friend had made her his, after all.  

	He had tried to warn her of the danger she was in. He had written to her on his blog, obviously hiding his real identity. He had even written to her in different languages under different pseudonyms, but she only understood one language: that of her friend. He had tried to warn her, because he knew his friend was going too far. But he was no longer sure if he had done so, because what he really wanted was to be in his friend's place. He was also not sure why he had said goodbye to her in French, after she had Frenched him. Had he found the pun amusing? Or had he intended to give her a clue as to who it was who was writing to him in the language of love on his blog? To what extent was he really concerned about her and to what extent were his actions motivated by the jealousy he felt towards his friend? Manolo didn't know. What he did know was that she was pure poison, but it was sweet poison. And that poison had poisoned his friend and had now poisoned their relationship, a relationship that went back decades. And yet, he desired her. 

	No, he could not be angry with her, nor could he be angry with his friend. If they had managed to bring out the most miserable part of her being, it was because he already carried that evil within him. If anything, he had already punished her enough, whipping her with his girth and subsequently breaking her ass. Though reluctant at first, in the end his self-imposed barriers had crumbled and at every stroke he had taken his revenge on her and her friend through her. Each lash of his girth had unloaded upon her pretty skin his lust and rage. Despite having a well-trained body, she had had to take off her shirt to keep up the pace. 

	He had gone too far and no longer recognized himself. Nor did he recognize his friend. 

	-The contract is not valid. You know that, don't you? -he said to Gerardo to annoy him. You don't have anything. 

	-It's totally valid," Gerardo replied. You have written it very well. The economic compensation was a stroke of genius, expensive but genius. No idiot of the Superior Court of Justice that is doing revisionism with the mortgage clauses will be able to question it. -Gerardo looked at his friend with joviality. He felt happy. He had triumphed. He was very close to the last step. Besides, what matters is that it is valid in her eyes. And, again, you have done an excellent job, my friend. Paying her for the assignment of her image rights adds to her humiliation. It's expensive, but worth it. I'll have to get the money from somewhere, but I'll figure something out. There are many possibilities here. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Have you ever commented that your husband doesn't hold out like he used to and that he cums too soon when you have sex. Have you thought that the cause might be because of the clamp that you and Gerardo force him to wear? If you continue with that, doesn't your husband run the risk of not only being a cuckold but also being impotent?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Impotence is not the same as premature ejaculation. And the term premature ejaculation is not correct either. It's simply that he doesn't last as long as he used to, but it's within normal parameters for a man. Does it have to do with the chastity device? I don't think it's directly related to the device itself, but rather it's due to overexcitation. The overexcitation is partly related to the chastity device, because the longer you go without orgasm, the easier it is to get overexcited the first time. I recognize that maybe it's feeding the vicious cycle, but to demonstrate that level of performance, it's better to keep it bottled up." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	When I saw my friend, I immediately hugged her. She understood me. Also florsumisa understood me, but she was part of the virtual world of the blog, not my real world. I could chat with her, but to really get it off my chest, I would have to be able to hug her and that - mixing the virtual world with the real world - was something I was not willing to do. Somewhere I had to draw the line between Gemma and Gemma. Of course, Gerardo might feel the same way and give me no choice. I had only made one exception. I had a date with one of my followers, a fan of mine. The first time we had met for a few beers, him, my husband and me. The second and third time I had been alone with him - unfortunately, he was not comfortable with Daniel being a voyeur. We had had amazing sex. We had connected through the blog. I had been captivated from the first place by the things he posted on his. After that spiritual connection, the physical aspect - his and mine - didn't really matter anymore. Gerardo was unaware of my infidelity, if it could or should be called that. And I wasn't willing to tell him, just as I wasn't willing to tell him that I had gone to see Lidia. "Leave that good-for-nothing," echoed in my head again. Lidia would maybe tell him, but I wasn't willing to. Conversely, I wasn't willing to throw myself into the arms of that follower for comfort either. Apart from the geographical distance that separated us, I felt that at that moment it would have been a real infidelity with respect to Daniel and with respect to Gerardo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"FINALLY! I thought your Hotwife part was over, but I see there is still hope. Daniel's CORNUDISM needs an important part of submission to feed and torture his fantasies. I understand that for you it is an overexertion, however, the reward will be enormous. Help yourself to Lidia, make her an accomplice of your misdeeds, use her to subdue Daniel even more, make her think that you fall in love with her. Take him to the abyss of madness, let him think that all is lost.... Ha ha ha ha. Will you do it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you doubt it? 

	My relationship with Lidia is complicated. Simplifying, it could be called a love-hate relationship. And Gerardo does nothing but instigate both extremes, alternating between one and the other, confusing me, getting on my nerves, exciting me, worrying me, amusing me. 

	I love Lidia, though not in a romantic sense. I love her for what I - in view of how I am now - might have been in my youth, had I not been boarded in a nun's boarding school. I was rather the opposite of her. Lidia is my alter ego from when I was young. She lives in a way that I was unaware of and that would have frightened me and that I would have even flunked. Sometimes I wonder what should have happened for me to have been like her. Could I have been like her from the beginning? Or was an evolution necessary? (Actually, I know the answer: it took a joint evolution of Daniel and me, side by side) How much of her is there in me? And how much of me is there in her? 

	I hate Lidia because she plays with things that are mine. I know it's more fun to share toys, but I can't help but hate her for picking them up and playing with them. Because when she picks them up, she plays in her own way: sometimes we play together, sometimes she tries to do it by herself. Maybe there's too much of me in her. Or maybe too much of her in me. 

	I love her when her lips run over my skin. When her tongue and her hands pamper my feet (Have I already told you that Gerardo wants me to teach her how to do it?). I love her when we laugh and when she makes me feel young, when she infects me with her freshness and her innocence. (She is innocent because, despite everything, she has few bends and is very direct and spontaneous. She doesn't pretend, she just is). 

	And I hate it when she whips me mercilessly. She does it because Gerardo orders it, but she does it without holding anything back. Because she never holds back, but she might do it with me, for the good times we have together, in deference for what she means to me and what I mean to her. Evidently, and consequently, I don't hold back when it's my turn either." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I cried inconsolably in her arms. I knew she was friend and rival at the same time, I knew she was a piece Gerardo had put on the chessboard and that he controlled, at least partially. But I felt that she and I had a special connection and that my boss didn't quite control her. Anyway, what did it matter that she was a pawn of my boss, if she understood me and if she was the only person who could comfort me? After all, hadn't I brought her into my life too, so that I wouldn't feel alone at all and would have a confidant? {Gerardo is intelligent and wise; you can and should trust her}. Lidia pressed me against her and caressed the back of my neck. She said nothing. She only allowed me to unburden myself through my tears. 

	When I finally finished crying inconsolably and managed to separate a little from her, Lidia kissed me on the cheek. Her lips ran along the grooves where my tears had flowed. She did it on one cheek and repeated it with the other. When she kissed me on the mouth, her tongue tasted salty. Without saying a word to each other, we ended up in bed. Lidia made love to me -yes, that's how it felt-; she did everything well, better than any man could have done. As a woman, she not only knew my body better, but also my soul. He did just what I needed at that moment. Unlike with Manolo, I didn't hold back and cum several times with her. And she came with me too. Physically and mentally exhausted, I fell asleep next to her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	An obsolete post on my blog: 

	"Daniel has been somewhat rebellious lately and that's not good, especially for him. But I know it's my fault, not so much for what I do, but mostly for what I don't do. I have to be harder on him, bring him more in line. I have decided to use the energy Gerardo displays on me to project it, to the best of my ability, on my husband. The more demanding Gerardo is with me, the more demanding I will be with my husband. I think it will be easier for me to compensate for my dominant deficiencies with Daniel. Yes, that's what I'm going to do." 

	  

	But I hadn't, and maybe that's why I had lost him, because maybe, like me, my husband also needed to feel that he had no choice, that he had to obey. Of course, he would never have gone to the extreme of signing a contract like the one I had signed. {Or would he?} In any case, it was too late to find out. I had given him options; I had let him decide. And he, quite understandably, had decided. And if he hadn't had a choice, would he have stayed voluntarily? Put that way, it was an absurd, incoherent, contradictory question. But I understood myself. At least in that particular aspect, I understood myself. At least I knew what I meant by it. But it was too late, even to try to rectify it. 

	  

	Another outdated post on my blog: 

	"It's time for me to get tougher with him. It doesn't suit him when I act soft. He's much nicer when he feels the hard hand. Taking his little ass while they're caged... hmmm... I've done that a few times. What I haven't done yet is cross-dress him like that at the same time. I like men, not sissies. But maybe it would suit him to behave like one." 

	  

	The entry was not current. I had indeed cross-dressed him, although without actually putting a wig on him. We had played the double G game a couple of times: Gema and Gerardo, but with reversed roles. And Daniel had enjoyed it, although as usual, he had refused to confirm it explicitly, he had refused to talk to me about the experience. In spite of that, he had agreed to play the game a second time. The mistake had been mine: I had not made him play a third time, a fourth time... I had not gradually raised the difficulty bar. Gerardo had done it with me and I continued with him. I had not done it with Daniel and I was left without him. And some followers had already warned me and told me what I had to do with him. But I had been too focused on Gerardo and myself. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I woke up relaxed. But the moment I regained consciousness, I was startled. What time is it? 

	-I have to go," I said to Lidia in agitation. 

	I sat up and sat on the edge of the bed. My panties were there on the floor, next to the plug-tail. I picked them up and slipped my feet into them, ready to put them on and run home. {Home? What home? Home? What home? What home?} But Lidia put her hand on my shoulder. 

	-Stay," he said. Then he kissed my back. 

	-No," I replied. I must go. I must... 

	-You don't have to do anything. You can do whatever you want. Stay, if that's what you want," she whispered to me. 

	I sighed. Things were not that simple. But what could a little girl know about that? 

	-Actually, I do have to do certain things. I have signed it. Even in front of a notary," I confessed. Suddenly, my heart skipped a beat. I bit my lower lip. Lidia and I had not yet spoken. We had only made love. But in reality, I had come to unburden myself to her. Only she could understand me. {In reality, you came so that she would do to you what she did to you. You came to talk to her like that. You couldn't have gotten it off your chest any better}. We hadn't exchanged words, but I still felt better. 

	-You must do nothing," he repeated. The contract... only death has no solution," he said with surprising wisdom for his age. 

	And then I started to tell him. I told him everything. I told him about my beginnings with Daniel, my beginnings as a hotwife with Silvestre and then with Luis Alberto and finally with Gerardo. I told him what had happened on Saturday night and how Daniel had left in disgust. And I also confessed to him the image rights assignment contract I had signed that very night that essentially made me a slave with no options, just what I had wished to be. I don't know if I had really wished for it. I fantasized about it, which is not the same thing. 

	-But no one ordered you to come to see me and yet you did. And no one ordered you to stay and yet you stayed," Lidia whispered. She brushed aside a lock of my hair and looked into my eyes. We were lying on the bed again, completely naked. And we were talking again, this time with words instead of skin. See how you do have a choice? The contract... I wouldn't worry about it," she said with astonishing confidence, perhaps with the recklessness of youth. He had not been surprised by my confession. But neither did he see that Gerardo could easily and legally destroy me. Ignore him and that's it. The most serious consequences are not the legal ones and those, the non-legal ones, are worse for him than for you. -The young woman paused briefly to let her words sink in. Do you think he would risk losing you? -Lidia caressed my face affectionately. 

	I blushed. Unable to hold his gaze, because of my embarrassment, I looked down at his feet. 

	-Oh," said Lidia. She had understood me completely. You really want Gerardo to have that power over you. And you don't want..." she added after a pause, "to play out of the game and break it. Have you seen Jumanji? -Lidia smiled. She had a beautiful smile, mischievous and sweet at the same time, sharp, reckless and wise at the same time. 

	No, I hadn't seen that movie. (But now that I am writing these lines and have had time to research what she meant, I have to admit that she was spot on with her analogy). 

	-I can help you get that contract back," she assured me. Let's play by the rules of the game, if that's what you want. - Although she might seem like a mere pawn of my boss, it was becoming increasingly clear that she was acting with an agenda of her own (and with her privates fully waxed). She stroked my face again.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In your answers you seem to want to show that you are very hurt with Daniel for having allowed himself to be put in the stocks by Lidia. Is it really like that or is it more of a pose that suits you to justify the things you relate? And if it were a real feeling, don't you think it's exaggerated? Don't you think it's something very insignificant, compared to the infinity of times you have betrayed Daniel and abused his trust in all these years?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't think I have betrayed my husband. I have always been loyal to him. My extramarital affairs are something consensual, as is the possibility of not having to tell him absolutely everything. Obviously, I was annoyed that he got into that game with Lidia. But I also understand it. And yet, the fact that I understand it, doesn't make me feel any less annoyed by it. I don't make a drama out of it, certainly, but it's something I have to draw conclusions from and for which there must be consequences. I don't mean retaliation, quite the opposite. This is a game in which we each have to feel more or less at ease. But it is also a game in which everyone occupies a different place and plays a different role. And maybe I have neglected too much what my husband needs and the trap was a useful wake-up call that I have to take advantage of for the better. But it doesn't stop me from feeling a certain jealousy about it; I can't help it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The house was getting too big for me. It was too big for me alone. Yes, there was also my daughter Vicky. But even then it was still too big. We had finished building it a few years ago with illusion and on a whim. And now it was useless. Gema hadn't run after me. She had let me go. And she had stayed with Gerardo. With her "boss". With the old man. With the pervert. With the wealthy one. He hadn't come home on Sunday either. Nor had he called me. Nothing! It was clear that he wanted nothing to do with me. I had confronted her boss, her god, and that was a blasphemy she couldn't allow. So keep your god! He's too ugly to be a god! I don't understand how I can be your plan B, if that thing is your plan A. The Greeks had beautiful gods. Only Bacchus was the exception, but that one at least was fun. 

	It was Monday and I wouldn't be back tonight either. I didn't know if I would be back the next day. I had had to tell Vicky a lie to justify her absence on Sunday night and now I would have to make up another one. At least I did know where she was at that moment and with whom. At least I knew I wouldn't be coming home that night. Lidia had wasapeado me: 

	 "Daniel, how are you doing? I know you're having a hard time. I'm sorry. But don't worry, everything will pass. Everything will be normal again. I promise. Gema is here with me. She's sleeping over with me. It's very bad, but leave her, don't call her. It's better this way. She doesn't even know I wrote to you. See you soon. A kiss." 

	Of course Gema didn't know that Lidia had contacted me! If she knew, she would have forbidden her to do so. She doesn't care about me anymore. She despises me. {It's you who despises her, for what you've seen her do}. And I no longer cared that Lidia could have snitched that I had gone to see her on the same Saturday! I say to hell with it all. Maybe it's time to start over. 

	-Hi, Dad," said our daughter, who had just come up the stairs. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you feel trapped by Gerardo?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know. Certainly, right now I depend on him for many things: my academic training (the master's degree), the salary, the car, my professional development within the company and the curriculum he allows me to build... sexually and even emotionally because of the path we are walking... the photos of me that he has and that he could use as a measure of pressure, although I know he wouldn't.... 

	You think I'm trapped?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From everything you tell, your life right now is that: your work, including Gerardo, takes up 80% of your time; the rest must be the Master's, your daughter and the house. But, one question: do you have any friends or social life in common, apart from this one, such as going out with friends your age, etc.?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Occasionally I meet up with a co-worker from my previous job and sometimes also with a girl who appears in the story published in the two books. And my husband also meets up with a former co-worker. Now he does it even more than before, because he is helping him to outline the business project he has in mind. Apart from that, there are our respective families (his parents, my parents, cousins and friends from our places of origin, etc.). But it's true that we don't have much of a social life. We're really very much homebodies and feel comfortable that way." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I love your blog, may I ask how often you meet Gerardo? Of course, you see him at work. I mean besides that: in the afternoon, in the evening, at night, on the weekend... Do you include Daniel's opinion in your decision making regarding how often you meet with Gerardo? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for the compliment! 

	We usually meet at Gerardo's house about once a week. It may happen, of course, that one week we don't meet, because I don't have time (I have to study for my master's degree) or because I don't have a good excuse for our daughter. Depending on that, sometimes we make a little getaway to her house during lunchtime. Or we try to finish earlier at the office and to go home briefly after work. In these cases, my husband does not accompany me. Daniel is not particularly thrilled when this happens, but he understands and accepts it. Also, if we have to work overtime in the office, we may play a little, when everyone else has left. 

	So, to answer the question, I have sex with Gerardo about once a week, with my husband present. If some weeks it can't be, we make it up at the next opportunity. Sometimes we sleep over, Daniel and I, at his house (if I have a good excuse for our daughter or if she is out with friends or her boyfriend) and sometimes we go back to our house. 

	My husband's opinion always matters and therefore has an influence on my decisions. But the decision is always and will always be mine. But really, we have no conflict regarding the frequency of our encounters. My husband wants it as much or more than I do. He wants it and hates it at the same time, because as you know, Gerardo for him is not ideal. But if Gerardo had Mario's body and age, for example, surely he wouldn't be ideal for him either, for different reasons. Daniel is a cuckold: he hates him and desires him at the same time.  

	And lately, perhaps because I have the hope of seeing Lidia, she accompanies me more joyfully to her house, so to speak. We never know if Lidia will be there or not. I could ask Gerardo, but what for? Maybe he would tell me (in exchange for something) or maybe not. I almost prefer to be surprised. Actually Lidia accompanies us on very few occasions, but I guess hope (I say this for Daniel's sake) is the last thing to be lost." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Because of his age, Gerardo should have at most two or three years left before he retires and leaves the company in the hands of his partner. If, when Gerardo retires, he proposes that you quit your job and go with him to enjoy life, traveling the world and enjoying new experiences, would you accept?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't plan to be his wife. I already have a husband. 

	And I want to develop my professional career. What I am learning in the company with Gerardo will certainly help me in the future. I don't want a future where I depend on someone else, I want a future where I can make my financial contribution to the household." 

	  

	I will not be his wife. I already have a husband. And now I will be his slave and I will not have a husband. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-No," said Daniel and pulled my control away from his sex. 

	But I insisted. On that I would not give in. Especially on that I would not give in. Not after what it had cost me to get it. 

	The continuous comments from my followers expressing concern for Daniel and our marriage had given me pause for thought, although they had not made me react in time. Losing my husband and observing Lidia's attitude towards him had made me react. Our marriage was in real danger. In fact, it was shattered and had to be put back together again. There were things to improve with regard to my husband. Now that my other little inner voice was missing, I didn't have to say that what I really had to do was to change things about myself and about my boss. The chastity device that Lidia had put on my husband was much more significant than it might seem. 

	I must admit that my dominatrix capabilities were limited, most especially in that situation where I was exploring my submissive side. But now I also know that Daniel needed more in that direction. He didn't need sexual freedom and other women, but he needs to delve deeper into his own submissive side. So I had decided to get my act together. It's either that or I won't have anything left, not even Vicky. I still didn't know if I would succeed; it was the umpteenth time I had set out to be more dominant with my husband to fully fulfill his fantasies. I had set my mind to it many times and had always failed, why should it be any different now? But I had to try. As I said, I wasn't in the best position for it, but I knew I had a sacred obligation to do it and I had some ideas about it. Didn't the priest say "till death do you part"? My duty to him is sacred. I have promised to be with Daniel until the end of our lives and I always keep my promises. I didn't know if all the ideas I had in mind would be to Daniel's liking - I thought some of them would - but, in any case, that's the thing about being a submissive, that it's not your decision and that you have to adapt to things that a priori disconcert you or even push you back. 

	So, what I would do would be to take advantage of the trap that Lidia had put on Daniel, first in one way and then in another. I wasn't going to free him, but that didn't mean I wouldn't take it off at times, although always in a supervised manner. By her or by me, of course. Of course, she would have to be able to take it off for hygiene reasons, to wash and shave, but she would also do it to play with it. There were pictures I had seen and posted on my blog that were giving me ideas about this. 

	-No," Daniel said again, but I turned a deaf ear and removed the lock from his chastity device. 

	Lidia had given me the key. She had felt sorry for me, seeing me so broken, and she had offered it to me of her own accord. 

	"Don't tell Gerardo," he had asked me. "And I want something in return," he had warned me, before handing me the key. 

	"You want to fuck him. You want him," she had spat at him. 

	"No. For that I don't need your permission. Besides, why would I want to fuck him? I want something else," he had indicated. 

	-No," said Daniel for the third time, putting his hands in front of her sex, so that she could not manipulate her chastity device. 

	On the verge of getting mad, I pushed his hands away with determination. It was starting to piss me off that my husband didn't want to let me take the clamp off. How could that possibly enter my head? In an impulsive act, I suddenly grabbed him by the throat: 

	-You are mine and mine alone! -I exclaimed. 

	But Daniel kept shaking his head taciturnly. Did he think it was no longer mine? Or worse, that it belonged to someone else? Did he think it belonged to Lidia? With his stubbornness, Daniel had finally pissed me off. If so, you're wrong. I intend to fight for you until the last moment. Even if you're right, even if it was my fault, even if at that moment I was relieved that you left me, I'm back! I got up abruptly and went to get the handcuffs. It was inconceivable that my husband would rather be in chastity than have vaginal sex with me. But if by now he only understood sex one way, I was going to give him what he needed. I'm sorry I failed you. I'm sorry that I disgust you - I don't blame you for that. But now, don't resist me. 

	Daniel put up no resistance and let his hands be cuffed behind his back. "Put them on! Put them on me!", I would later write in my blog, commenting on a photo. It was the same gesture, but with different protagonists. The meanings were different, although they were related. Gerardo would still be part of my life -always-, but my husband would be too. "Me. You. Him," I would comment on my blog. "Us. Us." Daniel needed this as much as I did. We weren't that different. There were just a few little things that made us not understand each other lately. "Surely he'll understand me, even if I still disgust him," I told myself, to instill hope. 

	-No," my husband repeated again, though this time in a weak voice. With his hands cuffed behind his back, there was nothing he could do to stop me from removing Lidia's damn clamp. How did you get the...? -my husband finally asked. 

	-Shh!" I silenced him, before he could finish the question. It was obvious he meant the key to the chastity device. Not now," I whispered.  

	Somewhat nervously, I released her little Wily. He was really small. Of course, he wasn't erect - yet - but was it possible that because of the clamp he had shrunk? That was what some followers had warned me about, about prolonged forced chastity. I took it in my mouth. 

	-No," Daniel said very faintly. It's... 

	It was dirty and tasted like hell. But I didn't mind; I was used to it. Certainly, with Gerardo it had a different meaning. The disgust he gave me turned me on. With my husband, I didn't feel that perverse excitement. Instead, I felt he was doing it for love. My husband's little cock grew quickly in my mouth. In that I liked Gerardo's better. In that sense, it was the best: it took longer to get hard and I could feel almost in slow motion how it grew thanks to my attentions. Daniel moaned with pleasure. I ran my fingers up and down his cock. I didn't intend for my husband to cum in my mouth, at least not this time, but I wanted to show him all that I had learned and that it also had a positive effect on him. I went down to his balls and licked them. Unlike Gerardo's balls, Daniel didn't have hairy balls. I went further down to his perineum and licked it too. 

	-No, me," my husband mumbled nonsensically and barely audibly. 

	I ignored him and continued to suck him. It didn't take long for his cum to flow out of him. I decided that I should not continue, if I did not want to risk him cumming. It was not the moment yet. I ran my tongue over his abdomen, then his chest and reached his face. I kissed him. I made him taste his own presemen. That was something, of course, I didn't do with Gerard. But there was something morbid about sharing sexual fluids. My boss at most made me taste myself on his cock. Or Lidia. And he'd make me share his fluids with her. But with him, in his mouth, I had never shared anything. Nor will I. Not with him. {And what do you want that for? That's not what you're looking for in him}. Daniel didn't turn his face away. He didn't do like I did before I became a hotwife and opened up sexually, when he tried to get me to taste myself on his tongue, after giving me cunnilingus. We kissed deeply. Without stopping kissing him, I put his cock in my pussy and made love to him. Vaginal sex, conventional. {Not so conventional. He's handcuffed} But only because the fool resisted my removing the clamp! I rode him slowly. I wanted him to last. I didn't want him to cum so soon. I'm back, love. I should never have left. And you should never have let me go. I was sure that Daniel, if he hadn't been handcuffed, would have touched my breasts, while I was riding him. But with his hands cuffed behind his back, he couldn't do that. Instead, I could only look at them. Admire them. {To admire the breasts Gerardo gave you. To admire what he is transforming you into}. 

	-I love you," I said. 

	-I know," my husband replied. He didn't say, "Me too. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I know it probably gets on your nerves. But will you say when Daniel was finally released from his chastity device and was able to cum inside you and complete his recovery ritual? You often don't give him much space. Or is this act too personal for you and Daniel to share here?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's hard for me to write more about us, because it's intimate. My adventures with Gerardo et al. are from the other Gemma, but my husband belongs to both the Gemma's and Gemma's worlds. That's why, unconsciously, I tend to shy away from writing about it." 

	  

	But a book, one year later, is not the same as a blog that broadcasts the events almost live. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say you can't give Daniel fellatio because he's still caged. You also said that he never cums when you penetrate his ass or eat your pussy. So, has Daniel gone four months without cumming? Has he been able to hold out that long, even getting aroused on numerous occasions? I don't even want to think about the excruciating pain in his balls that he must have experienced on multiple occasions. Does seeing him suffer like that turn you on?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I got the key from Lidia. So I can uncage my husband whenever I want. The thing is, I don't want to uncage him. He let the bitch put the clamp on him, so now he has to take the consequences. I think he could use a little more discipline. Anyway, doesn't he want to feel what I feel? Well, it doesn't hurt then to delve into his submissive aspect and that goes through orgasm restriction. Restriction not elimination. I will uncage him from time to time, sometimes to play with him - I like to see his tiny chick - only to re-cage him, and sometimes to allow him to orgasm. It's necessary for the health of his prostate, but that doesn't mean it always has to be pleasurable. You know what a frustrated orgasm is, don't you? Other times, when I feel he's been being especially sweet to me for at least one or maybe better two weeks, I'll allow him a normal orgasm, but with a countdown. If he's been really good, maybe I'll even let him penetrate me and cum inside me. I will not deny him that. But at the moment I deem, I will start the countdown and in ten seconds he must cum, if he does not want to miss his chance to do so. That will often be frustrating for him, because he'd like to continue the thrusting, but it's going to be necessary for his education. I had somewhat abandoned it, but Lidia has inadvertently given me the opportunity to take it up again. I am neither a sadist nor a masochist. I don't get particularly excited with other people's pain, nor with my own. But suffering is part of education." 

	  

	Oh, love! I am happy by your side. We have so many things left to do. It would be the first step towards what awaited my husband... if I could do it all. It is the umpteenth attempt. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It is very good the education you are giving Daniel. Frustration is the greatest direction for education, in the hope of having a full orgasm. Have you thought about reducing his penis to a minimum? You know it can be done by reducing the size of the cage every so often. Imagine ridiculing him with a chick smaller than Gerard. Personally, I think you should keep him in a CD always, at least with the lingerie and always caged. what do you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have no intention of reducing the size of your chick, at least not on purpose. I don't like body modifications. (Gee, I just realized I got boobs, but that's another thing, isn't it?). But if as a result of being caged his chick decreases, that's a consequence of his own actions that he'll have to accept. Anyway, I think it's more of a myth than a reality, don't you? 

	The lingerie thing is a good idea. In fact, Daniel wears panties most of the time. I don't know if I've already told you - I think I have - that he has a collection. At one time we played with that a little bit, but we put it aside. Now we've dusted them off. They look great on her." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi, Gemma. Your last answers sounding a bit disturbing to me. Don't get me wrong, it's not a criticism, can I ask you if you have vaginal intercourse with Daniel, do you even orgasm this way, if you give him a countdown? Maybe Daniel is submissive, but can you understand that it is very important for Daniel to give you, his wife, an orgasm this way? In general, I'm sure it's important to your husband that he can still satisfy his beloved wife sexually, partly because of his self-confidence and ego. Can you understand this point of view? I know, my concerns are really unfounded, and are probably due to my masculine thinking, but I am concerned that you may see in Daniel less of a man, if he is not able to satisfy you sexually adequately, not only with his mouth, but also with his penis. Please excuse my direct questions." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Greetings tarcotron. Of course I understand. But routine and monotony are boring. I think for now this variant of restricted orgasms limited to a countdown will be fine. I don't think it's going to be forever like this, but for now it's the way it will be and I like it that way. Later on, maybe I'll change and introduce something new. It's something Daniel has to learn to deal with, or didn't he want a dominant hotwife?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I cum before my time. Or at least I assumed I had. 

	-I'm sorry," I apologized quietly. 

	-You fool! -my wife replied. But now you'll have to fix this. 

	I knew what he meant. I was disgusted to do it, having just cum. A few seconds before, I wouldn't have hesitated to do it. But now, although it was nothing new to me, I found it difficult. Nevertheless, his words were a relief to me. I would give him an orgasm, even if it was that way. There was what I knew how to do. What I do better than anyone else. With my hands cuffed it was difficult to move to get under her, but I did the best I could. Gemma helped and moved forward. My mouth met her sex halfway across the bed. She was oozing vaginal fluids and semen. My wife lowered her hips and sat on top of my face. Semen and vaginal fluids were one thing. They were sexual fluids. Urine was something else. I felt a shudder at the thought of that image of the old man. I cleaned my wife from my own cum, as I had from the cum of other lovers. Even the old man's. Gemma cum as I did it. For some reason, it was easier for her to cum on my face than on my cock. 

	To my surprise and without any blush, Gema kissed me and we shared sexual fluids. 

	-I love you," he said. 

	-I know," I replied. But you love him too. I know that too. 

	I would have to live with her love for the old man. All this time, since I realized that I loved him, I had tried to avoid confronting her and confronting him. I knew that in such a situation I could only lose. If I forced her to choose and she chose me, she would hate me forever. And he would be chosen... I had tried to avoid confrontation. "Do it or don't do it," Master Yoga had told Padawan Luke Skywalker, "but don't try. But I had tried, and so I had failed. In the end, I had gone up against him, and it was no small feat! And, in the end, I had lost. She had chosen him. Or so it had seemed. And I had even felt relieved about it, until the world had come crashing down on me. Loneliness is nice while you want it, but not when you live it. But my wife was back. Why? But would she understand that, if I had to accept that she loved the old man, I had feelings for the young woman? Of course, I did not love Lidia. Nor did she love me. I was not deluded enough to believe that, neither one nor the other. But I did have feelings for her. That's why I hadn't wanted my wife to remove the clamp Lidia had put on me. I moaned, letting out a little of my inner pain. 

	-Do you feel like you're losing me? -whispered my wife. She stroked my head, "Do you feel like you're losing yourself? Hold on to me tightly! Rest your head in my lap. Rest. I love you. Will always be here for you. 

	I groaned again. How could I not feel I was losing her, if I was doing it? How could I not feel I was losing myself, if I was lost? However, her words reassured me. Shit! I really want to feel this. I want to feel it... until I feel it. No. No! I shook. I clung to her. And Gem pressed my head against her lower belly. I felt small next to her again. That was a comforting feeling. I felt her big again, next to me, not like when the old man had done... that to her. 

	-Shh. Shh," Gema said, cradling me like a child. 

	-Why did you say no before? -my wife asked me. We had been silent for a while, her caressing my chest, her fingers combing my hair. 

	I knew what he meant. 

	-Is it that you didn't want to make love to me? Is it that you don't love me anymore? -he asked. 

	But how could I not love her, how could I not, if she was the woman of my life, if she was the one who had deflowered me? I loved her, even though something had cracked between us. 

	-I'm sorry I'm not up to it," I replied. Since you always say I'm your plan B... not even that... you always remind me that I'm your plan C or your plan D..." It wasn't a lie. I was afraid of not measuring up, compared to her other lovers. I had the feeling that my sexual performance had diminished, ever since she started being a hot wife. Maybe that was it. Maybe it was just my fears. But what I had answered her, while not a lie, was not the whole truth either. The truth was that and also that I felt I owed Lidia fidelity, for she had put the clamp on me. 

	-You fool! -She replied, "You think that's why I'm with you, because of your sexual potency? You think I care that your dick is tiny?  

	I no longer knew if these were rhetorical questions or if he was really asking me. I didn't answer. 

	-Do you think I'd mind, if it were further diminished? -he added after a couple of seconds. You fool! -He said again, "That's not what I'm looking for in a man. If it were, I would have stayed with my first boyfriend, not you. Besides, you don't have such a small dick. It's bigger than Gerardo's, if that's what you're worried about. 

	No, that's not what I was worried about. It wasn't about the size. I felt that... Really, what do I bring to it? But I didn't say anything. How could I explain? 

	-And that's why you'd rather be no plan than my plan B or C? -asked my wife quite rightly. 

	In response, I made an indecipherable noise. Yes, maybe I'd rather not have sex-conventional sex-than feel like I was letting her down. Both her and Lidia. Maybe that's why I felt protected by the clamp. In the end, I had not only gotten used to it, but needed it as a shield. I made an indecipherable noise again. Gema would understand me. 

	-You ask the same questions as some of my followers," he said, even though I hadn't asked anything. You want to know who is better in bed, you, Gerardo or other lovers. Don't you understand that it doesn't really matter to me? Not to you. If I had to choose, then I could have it. But the good thing about being a hotwife is precisely that I don't have to choose, that I can have it all. Isn't that so? -She looked at me, reminding me with her gaze that that was what I had wanted, at least at the beginning. Is this tea better or that one? Well, sometimes red tea is better than black, but sometimes I prefer green. Is Mozart or Beethoven better? I have no idea, but who cares if I can listen to both. Each one has what it has and I wouldn't want to do without either one. 

	He is not going to do without Gerardo. He had just made that very clear. 

	-How did you get the key? -I asked finally, after a long silence. I needed to change the subject. Besides, I would never have thought that Lidia would want to part with the little key for nothing. From me. I was almost disappointed. 

	-I slept with her," Gema answered. 

	My eyes widened. Of course I knew that I had gone to see her and that I had spent the night at her house. Lidia had informed me. Of course I had assumed they would have sex. But to hear it from her mouth and just like that, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.... 

	-He's more than Gerardo's pawn," said Gema. He really cares about us. 

	In response, I must have smiled foolishly, because next Gema gave me a gentle slap. 

	-Don't look like an asshole! -He cares about both of us, not you! -He looked at me sternly. Then, softly, he added, "I care about you. I'm sorry. 

	I'm sorry... Did you mean the slap or what you had done with Gerardo? Or what you intend to continue doing? 

	-And she just gave it to you? -Did that mean she was no longer interested in me? What had my wife said to her? Had she threatened her? It wasn't her way, but in her current state, I saw her as fully capable of it. 

	-He asked me for something in return," my wife admitted. 

	-Something in return? -I mumbled. About me? About you? G...? -I aborted the name before I said it. What did you promise her? -My wife's promises frightened me. 

	-Hey, hey! -said Gema, shaking her head and reminding me that she was not obliged to tell me. That rule I had suggested to her was beginning to be more than frustrating. 

	-Daniel," said my wife after a while. I know you're not happy with what I'm doing with Gerardo. Are you afraid? 

	-Shouldn't I have it? -I replied more dryly than I had intended. 

	-Isn't that what you want, to feel that fear? -she replied.  

	There, partially, he was right. But he had gone completely overboard. But how could I tell him that I couldn't take it anymore? How could I admit to him that the way we were playing - and it wasn't a game anymore - I could only do it because Lidia made me feel something? Maybe she made me feel wanted. 

	-Do you still want me? -I dared to ask my wife. 

	-Didn't I just prove it to you? 

	-I thought you did it because you felt sorry for me," I replied. Or because you seek my forgiveness.  

	-Daniel, now I don't know if you're serious or not. I don't know if you're in game mode or not. 

	The problem was that I didn't know either. I didn't know if she was in game mode anymore. I didn't even know if I was or if I still was. When does a game stop being a game? When you believe it and it really hurts. 

	-Daniel. A handsome man is a beautiful thing. A handsome, athletic, well-endowed man is a gift of nature," Gema began to explain. He just needs to know how to use what's between his legs. 

	Silvestre knew it. He had it all. I thought about it, but I didn't tell him anything. 

	-But an intelligent man," my wife went on to explain, "with a dirty mind, with the wisdom to set things in motion and the patience to reap the rewards, such a man is a real treasure. A dangerous treasure, but a treasure nonetheless. Do you understand what I'm trying to tell you? 

	I swallowed saliva. And I swallowed what he was throwing at me. Gerardo had everything that mattered to him. At least, he had everything she cared about in him. Obviously, he didn't care that he was handsome. Nor did she care that he knew how to use his tail. Gerard had everything she wanted...and she wasn't going to leave him. {But he's not going to leave you either. She's back, even though it was you who left her} But she could have followed me! But I had turned away, wishing she hadn't followed me. 

	-Your problem is not what I do with him. Your problem is that you don't like him. If he were handsome, you wouldn't behave like that. 

	I shook my head, taciturn, but I knew I was right. I kept shaking my head. 

	-Is it because you put yourself in my place and seeing him disgusts you? Is that so? -my wife asked. She wasn't far wrong. 

	{Not too wrong? You know she's absolutely right!} 

	But Gerardo was more than that, he wanted her for himself! He wanted to get her pregnant! And eventually, at the rate we were going, he would get her pregnant. 

	-Do you want to have another child? -I said. Obviously, I was referring to his child. I was sterile, after the vasectomy. 

	-I will not leave you. 

	-A child of his. Are you going to have it? 

	-And if I had it, wouldn't it be yours too? -my wife asked me, instead of denying it. Haven't we already talked about this? 

	I nodded. Then I shook my head. Then I nodded again. 

	-If it happened... but not on purpose! -I exclaimed. Lidia had given the key to my wife. She wasn't even interested in it anymore. 

	-Daniel, I'm not going to leave you," she repeated, ignoring that there were worse things than leaving me. And I'm not going to have your child, if I can help it. 

	Seeing is believing, hearing is disbelieving! 

	-I love you," she reminded me, "And I promise I will focus more on you. -His promises were unbreakable to her. But what would she have promised him? I can't live without you," she assured me. But I can't live without him either. You know I'll never meet anyone like him again. And by that I don't mean he's magnificent, but I think he's the only one who can give me what I need. Or do you think you could give me that? 

	I reflected for a few moments. I imagined the different possible scenarios. Then I shook my head. No, I didn't think I could give her what I was giving him. I knew he meant submission, the submission he provoked in her and played with at his whim in his hands. No, I couldn't give her that, not in such a ruthless way. At most I could whip her, but never really hurt her. I could find her some client to humiliate her. But I would always do it in fear that something would happen. He had neither the energy nor the coolness of Gerardo to do it. Possibly I didn't have his means either. No, I couldn't give him that on that level. And although it had its attractive side for me, I had to admit that I finally felt more comfortable in the role of the submissive. You submissive and me submissive. That's why it doesn't work - are we doomed to failure? {Oh, if only Gerardo were younger and better looking!} And less conceited, less selfish and kinder. 

	-I can't," I admitted intelligibly. 

	-He will ask me for more, love. Tougher tests will come.  

	I sensed that there was something Gema was hiding from me. But there were already so many things she wasn't telling me. 

	-I need you by my side," she continued, "How can I keep you from leaving me? 

	-If you do that, I'm going to play with Lidia," I blurted out without thinking. To my surprise, I wasn't even asking for permission. I was warning him of what would happen. He who warns is not a traitor. Of course, after all, maybe the young woman wasn't interested anymore. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that you consider Daniel more intelligent than Gerardo. Do you think it is intelligent to let another man do whatever he wants with your wife, no matter how extreme, and let her give herself to that man much more than she ever did or would give herself to you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You have, in my opinion, a misconception of surrender. You value flesh above feelings. I am more given to Daniel than to any other man, more chained to his heart than the strongest leash could achieve." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Sapiosexuality. I know of someone who mentioned it over a year ago. Specifically, it was on April 9, 2017 when you first mentioned this condition to her and it was your daughter. I am surprised that you consider yourself sapiosexual. do you really think so that you are of this condition? Can you reason me why? Thank you, it is important to me." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, it's hard to say; I'm not a psychologist. Besides, I don't believe in adjectives. They are labels that simplify, because our brain loves simplification, but reality is much more complex than that; it has many more nuances. For example, am I bisexual because I enjoyed sex with Lidia? If you force me to put a label on myself, I would say no. Am I because I managed to believe for one night that I had feelings for her? I would still say no. 

	Sapiosexual is being sexually attracted to intelligence? I think I'm guilty of that. I wouldn't be with Gerardo, if he were a mendruff. And maybe I wouldn't have fallen in love with my husband if he were a pacifier. Yes, I'm really attracted to intelligence. But by itself, it's not enough either, and that's where the label fails. If my husband was only smart, if he wasn't everything else, I wouldn't have fallen in love with him. Among other things, he's too handsome, at least for me. And if Gerardo didn't have such a dirty and even manipulative mind, if he were only intellectually intelligent, I don't think I would be attracted to him either. I think people are a collection of things, many of which we barely perceive consciously. We consciously perceive one or two specific things and the rest as a whole that we fail to discern. And yes, I think one of the things I look at is intelligence, but the rest must accompany it in some way. On its own, it's not enough that the person is intelligent to be sexually attractive to me.  

	And it's not that I'm only interested in intelligent people. A good body, even if the mind is not up to par, is also to be appreciated, at least occasionally. But I do think I'm particularly attracted to people who somehow demonstrate intelligence, although there are various forms of intelligence. Maybe that's why I also like to dig into my followers' blogs, especially when they write to me. I like to see - through what they post on their blogs - what kind of people they are." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You wrote: "Or he may want anything else that a priori I would rule out, but that he takes it as a challenge to change me so that he desires it." Is leaving your husband among these things that Gerard takes as a challenge that you would come to desire?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Anything, like learning to live without breathing, for example." 

	  

	Yes, Gerardo had taken that as a challenge. Now it was clear to me. I was also beginning to be convinced that his other challenge would be to get me pregnant. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"That you love your husband is possible and even probable. That you stop breathing, no. I don't know why you get angry at these questions. It is logical that Gerardo wants to have you all the time, without sharing you with anyone. As it is also logical that you end up falling in love with the one who gives you joy in your life. The affection towards your partner of so many years is just that, affection and habit, but it is not Love. Love revolutionizes you, makes you want to live every day to be by his side and you don't seem to feel that for your husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I hope you know a little English." 

	  

	My blunt response was accompanied by a moving image, in which a girl was pulling up her dress to show her ass. On her ass was written: "Fuck you". Truths hurt and even more so when they are told at inopportune moments like that. I was excited, trying to get my relationship with my husband back on track. The last thing I needed were comments like that, which showed me how futile my efforts really were. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	It was the third weekend after my return from Switzerland, if I remember correctly, although it may have been the fourth; time often did not pass in a linear fashion for me. Daniel was still caged. Although I had one of the two keys to his chastity device, I had uncaged him only to have vaginal sex with him (after so long) and reconnect (after what had happened). I had put Lidia's chastity device back on him, instead of mine. That had been one of his conditions. What particularly annoyed me was that Daniel seemed to prefer the young she-wolf's clamp to mine-evidently, it wasn't for reasons of comfort or color. But at the same time that I had made a point of being more on top of my husband-literally and figuratively speaking-to keep him from feeling left out, I also had to admit that Daniel might need a little Lydia, whether I liked it or not. [Considering everything you're doing, he deserves it. Since you can't control your submissive instincts towards Gerardo, you should at least control your jealousy] Hey, you're back! It had been a long time since I had stopped listening to that little inner voice of mine, the most prudent one, or maybe I should say the less imprudent one. [Daniel is back, so I'm back too.] {Hello, little sister! I've missed you too, if only to argue with you. Anyway, you're late. With the contract Gemma has signed, there's no turning back now. She will go all the way}. [With Daniel's return, we'll see]. The chastity device - whether it was Lidia's or mine - reminded Daniel of his place in this trio, although, at this point, perhaps I should say quartet. Moreover, regardless of the owner of the clamp he wore, it not only prevented him from using his dick during sex with me (if I decided not to unclip him for the occasion), but it also made it impossible for him to masturbate, and that was a good thing, as my husband had a tendency to masturbate compulsively.  

	Daniel was sweet and attentive to me again as he rarely was, so much so that I still wonder if the secret to marital bliss lies in caging your husband and replacing his cock with that of a lover. That and owning the key, at least one of the two. A couple of years ago a friend of mine - Nuria - had already told me about it, and in fact it was thanks to her that we had started to play with this contraption, although rarely in a prolonged way. However, I remembered that the times I had kept him caged for more than a week, he behaved exactly as he did in those moments: sweet, affectionate, attentive and focused on me, instead of on him. Why hadn't we continued with this game from the beginning? For one thing, there was the fact that back then my husband often traveled by plane and there was no question of risking being asked uncomfortable questions at the security checkpoint. It would certainly have been a sublime humiliation, but it would have been too much. And, on the other hand, there was the fact that I probably didn't have enough domina material to go through with such cruelty. I always cared too much and empathized too much with the suffering of others, forgetting that my husband was a man and was not made of glass, but had a thick skin. Lydia, however, had kept him in prolonged chastity, without uncaging him for a single moment, for weeks and Daniel hadn't even complained. {Ha ha ha ha! That's what you believe and I don't mean the complaining}. {You're already badgering me again? {It was Daniel who screwed up. He may have done it right or wrong, but it wasn't in our pussy}. However, it wasn't sustainable that I didn't have a key to her chastity device. It was no longer just a matter of being in control, it was a matter of hygiene. It was necessary that, from time to time, my husband could wash his parts thoroughly. {That he could do at Lidia's house. What's more, how do you think he's been managing it all this time?} [Stop it!] The device had holes in it and with the shower head the water jet could do an acceptable job, but surely not enough. 

	What about vaginal sex, you may ask. As I said above, we had both adapted surprisingly well to the situation. I had my share of vaginal sex covered with my lover, I didn't need my husband for that. That didn't mean that Daniel and I didn't have sex during that time, it was just different. The foreplay had been extended and my husband was patiently stroking and massaging me before increasing the intensity. His tongue had more work to do than ever and was giving me wonderful orgasms. I remembered that, at first, I had been completely useless with her, but over the years she had learned how to bring me to climax. Most of the time I would lie on my back and spread my legs to give her easy access to my clitoris. Most of all, I felt loved when my husband would go down to my parts and clean me after I had been with another man. Could there be greater proof of love than sharing the same fluids? It was not something Daniel did without misgivings, but it added to the value of his sacrifice. When he was overly aroused, he didn't mind so much and even got even more excited. I guess in those moments he feels as depraved as I did in the moments before, when he captures my lover's cum for himself. But in any case, that was something I expected him to do, whether he felt like it at that moment or not, whether it was Gerard's cum or anyone else's of my choice. {No, baby: let your boss choose for you} What was I becoming? What kind of weirdo was I? Although rara avis better than weirdo, it amounts to the same thing. Moments before that act I was allowing another man to make his darkest desires come true with my body and soul, and then I was the one who wanted another man - my husband - to submit and make my desires come true. But whose desires were they, really? 

	Other times he would lay me down on my stomach and masturbate me with one hand while his tongue was caressing my anus. It was the only part of his body he was allowed to touch me there. My little asshole was reserved for my gores. Daniel of course couldn't wait to plunge his cock into that cavity, but he accepted that it was a symbol of the asymmetry between a hotwife and the cuckold. Perhaps he had hoped that on some occasion I would invite him to penetrate me from behind, a victim of the unreason of ecstasy. Perhaps I was not entirely wrong in harboring such hopes. I liked anal sex done right, sometimes it even drove me crazy. Most of the time I liked it soft, but sometimes, when the excitement got the better of me, I liked it hard, like the time with Darko and his friend. It was a shame that Gerard didn't like anal sex. My little ass felt in that sense neglected. Maybe in one of those moments of loneliness and maximum excitement I would end up inviting my husband to penetrate me from behind, even if I regretted it later. Hope is the last thing to be lost. 

	But back to vaginal sex, there is something about that primordial act that other sexual practices lack. Some of my followers had warned me about it and I had almost paid the price for not following their advice and having neglected that aspect of sex. Vaginal sex creates a special connection and even more so if it is without a condom. That something about vaginal sex we had nevertheless managed to replace it in good measure with anal sex, but in view of the consequences, it was not the same. My uncontrollable desire to submit to my boss and my husband's sympathetic reaction were undoubtedly influenced by the lack of vaginal sex. So, more than the hygiene I had discussed above, it was important that I had the key (at least one of the two) to my husband's chastity device. Daniel would still be caged, but I had learned my lesson and would uncage him more frequently to make love to him and reconnect (or rather, to not disconnect). 

	However, not everything would be vaginal sex from that moment on. No, on the contrary, I was to increase anal sex with him. I liked to hear him moan while I penetrated him from behind. In those moments, I sometimes thought of my husband as my slut. Is that how a horny guy feels, when he's giving his slut the shaft? In a way my husband and I were alike in that respect. We were both curious about what the person on the other end felt, although I sensed that my husband had a more developed feminine side - or at least, that I was more curious about him - than I was about the masculine. Thus, my husband had confessed to me that it made him feel especially vulnerable but loved at the same time, when I penetrated him while he was lying on his back with his legs open. That is, the missionary position, in which normally only women were placed. It was the yin receiving from the yang, or vice versa, depending on how you look at it. The yin is the feminine part, except in this case it was my husband. And conversely, the yang is the male part, but in this case it was me. Yin and yang together represent the duality of the universe: opposite but complementary and necessary forces, united in a circle that turns. That form of lovemaking had given us another approach, at the time. But without vaginal sex, it had proved insufficient to ensure the cohesion of the couple. 

	There were some things we would change, some things we would not change [And among the things that are not going to change is that you are still not going to tell Daniel everything, are you? You don't plan to tell him about your image rights assignment agreement, do you]? No, Daniel won't understand that. We're back on relatively good footing, on the surface, but it's not the right time or situation to take any chances. He won't understand. And he'll leave me for sure, if I tell him, like I'm a stinking junkie. {In return, one of the things that will change - or rather, that have already changed - is that Daniel now doesn't tell you everything either.} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hi. Are you the dominant one, the only one who can initiate sex between you and Daniel? Or can Daniel also take the initiative, when it comes to sex between you? And how would you react if Daniel wanted to have sex with you more often? Excuse my frankness." 

	  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We are a very normal couple, despite what it may seem. Either one of us can initiate sex and I love it when my husband does. What's better than having a husband who's eager for your body? For me, the more often Daniel wanted to have sex with me, the better. I don't put any limits on him in this regard, except when I don't feel like it, as with any couple. In any case, the problem is that he is not as sexually active, or at least he is not as active with his body, as other men are. What I do decide is in what way I want to have sex with him, if I allow him to have an orgasm or if I ask him to give it to me." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gema. I think you said you don't like soccer. But I guess Daniel is a big football fan. If I remember correctly, you once described giving Daniel oral sex while he was watching a game on TV. Will you give Daniel this gift, when the World Cup starts soon? Maybe plan something sexy for your husband? I'm sure Daniel will appreciate it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Considering Daniel is caged, the fellatio thing is going to be difficult. But maybe I'll come up with something, something... wicked... of course, though with lots of love." 

	  

	The question and the answer were from before I got the key to the chastity device that Nuria had put on my husband. Now, things had changed. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hi. While your cuckold watches the soccer game like most non-consensual cuckolds, you talk about how the biggest submission to Gerardo has been the boob job, i.e., something perennial. You know if he realizes that's the only way to bend your mind.... What's more perennial than having a child by him?! Think about it. I think you know that in the end that will be your destiny. You know that for you it is a definite solution to all your financial fears. However, it will generate other fears. Which ones Gemma?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't see why having his child would be the solution to the economic problems. Any allowance I had from him, however generous, would be entirely for the child's needs. It would be unethical for my husband and me to keep a portion for our own needs. Although I confess to you that the idea you suggest provokes a certain excitement in me, it is not wise to put it into practice. There are things, those that affect third parties, even more so if they are innocent like a baby, that are better left in the world of fantasy and not become reality. It's certainly not something I'm going to seek out at all. Although as you well know, no contraceptive method is 100% safe." 

	  

	With a picture of a pregnant woman, naked, on all fours and wearing a collar and leash. Some things may never change. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	When we arrived at Gerardo's house, Lidia had already arrived. Once again, she had taken my spot in her garage. {I think it's Gerardo who has occupied the garage space... with his cock in her garage-pussy}. Once again, my boss had not warned me that Lidia would be there (which I was happy about) and that she would arrive before me (which annoyed me). He didn't warn and I didn't ask. I had opened his garage door in vain, only to find his car next to my boss'. 

	Lidia was sitting on the floor, next to Gerardo's armchair, curled up, with her body leaning against my boss's legs. She had opened the door for us from the buzzer (although I had the key, I had to knock to get in, if anyone was inside) and had left the front door ajar. Actually, it could have been Gerardo who had done it -I didn't know, but I doubted he would have gotten up from the couch, when he had someone who could do it for him, even more so when I could watch his nice ass walking towards the door-. On this occasion, my boss had asked me to wear a red outfit, the same color as the car he had provided me with through his company. Maybe it was female intuition, but I had immediately sensed that she would be present. {Intuited and desired}. The last time Gerardo had asked me to wear an outfit the same color as my car, she had been there too, in a turquoise outfit, which was the color of his car. Maybe Daniel also sensed Lidia's presence and that's why he had no qualms about accompanying me to my boss's house, despite the recent incident I had had with him. {Yes, that's right}. [Or maybe he doesn't want to leave you alone with him.] 

	Lidia stood up and advanced towards me. Her tender body, apparently pure and immaculate -although the reality was quite different- was worthy of being observed with desire. The turquoise outfit really suited her. It was probably not the result of her own style, but Gerardo was in charge there and he liked his females to be in heels, stockings and garter belt. Lidia advanced towards me (or was it towards my husband, who was behind me?) and made a gesture with her lips. She bit it, imitating one of my unconscious gestures, but she had done it with full knowledge, adding a slight lascivious touch to it. I felt my parts moisten. Echoes, both physical and emotional, of our last encounter echoed within me. She had comforted me, when no one else could have. She had even given me Daniel's key, so we could reconnect. 

	 Lidia moved forward unhurriedly, putting one foot in front of the other, radiating confidence despite her innocent youth. I hardly dared to look her up and down. She still had her panties and bra on. The thought that she might not have had sex yet with my Gerard fleetingly crossed my mind. Lidia was usurping my place, but how could I hate her for it, after the way she had behaved with me? What I had felt when I had gone out with her as her partner had not been real and yet it had been, or at least the echoes seemed to be, even though I harbored no romantic feelings for other women. And then she had made me feel good again - physically and emotionally - less than a week ago. The experience had left me confused, not so much because it might call my sexuality into question, but because it made me doubt what was real and what was not. What was the meaning, what were the consequences for my conception of the world of knowing that I could convince myself of something - at Gerardo's request - that I had thought impossible to feel and yet I had felt it - at least for a few moments - in my soul and in my heart? Lidia continued to advance towards me at a sure pace. My confused mind for a moment doubted if she was real or if she was nothing more than a visible and tangible symbol of my docility and plasticity and of my boss's mastery in shaping her. 

	-Hello, love," he greeted me with a warm voice. 

	I blushed. I didn't know what to say to him. 

	Lidia took a step closer and her lips sought my already half-open mouth. However, her face strayed at the last moment to my neck. 

	-How good you smell! -Lidia marveled, after breathing in through her nose. 

	Again, I did not know what to say to him. My lips had been left wanting and refused to utter a word. 

	Lidia took off my raincoat and it fell to the floor behind me. Then she began to unbutton my blouse, with her face very close to mine and her mysterious gaze fixed on my eyes. I stood motionless, petrified, not knowing what to do. Before my eyes was a fine mist. How much of that fog was real and how much was the smoke from the cigar Gerardo was smoking as he watched us contentedly from his armchair? Gerardo loved to watch -and if it was two kitties instead of one, all the better. In that sense he was not very different from my husband. [Nor is he in the other: Daniel would also play with the two kittens, if you let him]. The whore has prepared a cigar for him! That thought and not the other one pricked my rebellious mind. What else would she have done to him in my absence? They would be one of the last howls of my rebellion. Actually, I didn't care what she had done with Gerardo: The boss had a right to be pampered and she was so young, so beautiful and so... adorable. My skirt fell to the floor too. Lidia grabbed my hand and helped me out of it without stumbling. 

	-Pick up! -I heard Lidia order my husband. 

	His voice had sounded distant, unreal. The room threatened to spin around my head. I was dizzy and I knew it wasn't from my boss's cigar smoke or Lidia's sweet perfume. Maybe it wasn't so easy to get deep into a certain role. Above all, it wasn't so easy to come back out of it unscathed. How did good actors do it? Was that why many had emotional imbalances that they tried to compensate for with drugs? Drugs... I knew Gerardo was a drug. The more I received, the more I wanted from him, from what he gave me. 

	-Did you bring the necklace? -asked my lover and my nemesis. 

	I nodded dumbly. Of course I had brought it. Gerardo had warned me to bring it, but he had warned me not to wear it. My mind was thick and it took me a few seconds to realize that his question had not only been that, but implicitly had also been an invitation to take it. I reached for my raincoat to take it from my pocket, where I had kept it, but Lidia stopped me. 

	-Not you. Not him," she said, pointing at my husband. 

	Daniel hurried and took out the necklace. It was the same one Lidia had given me the night we had gone out together as a couple in love. Daniel offered it to her and Lidia took it from his hand. Lidia stared at the symbol. It looked like a Celtic symbol, but it was actually a triskel, and its meaning today was very different from the meaning the Germanic people once gave it. Lidia stroked the symbol with her thumb for a few seconds. Then she put the necklace around my neck. My senses were clouded, but I sensed that my husband moved away to sit in his designated place. Lidia took my hand again and pulled me, bringing me before Gerard. My boss stood up and rummaged in his right pocket. In his hand appeared a necklace. It was Lidia's. Gerardo turned Lidia towards me and placed the necklace on her from behind. Lidia stared at me, smiling, as Gerardo fastened the necklace. At that moment, I noticed that she was wearing a long chain around her neck, which went down to her bra neckline. From the chain hung a small key. It was the key to my husband's cage. She had one and I had the other, but Gerard didn't need to know that. His lips moved, uttering what seemed to me to be three words. He didn't speak, just moved his lips silently. "I love you," I thought he had said to me. Whether my mind had deceived me or he had actually said it, I should have felt uncomfortable at those words and yet I did not. The overwhelming closeness of my boss and Lidia's delicious pouting didn't help to clear my mind. 

	Gerardo inhaled through his cigar, taking a puff of smoke. His index and middle fingers touched Lidia's face and turned her towards him. He bent his head towards her and kissed her deeply, just inches from me, while the young woman continued to clutch my hand. When they finally broke away, Lidia exhaled smoke. Gerardo inhaled again through his cigar. Next, he touched my face. Without any effort, he turned it toward him and leaned toward me. My mouth opened unconsciously, anticipating his lips and tongue. Gerard kissed me. As he did, I felt him exhale into my mouth. Instinctively, I inhaled. His kiss lingered a little longer than Lidia's. I felt him fill me up little by little. I felt him slowly fill me with his black smoke. For a moment, I felt as if his soul displaced mine and took its place in my body. My soul willingly made room for him to fill me. When we finished kissing, I exhaled and, like Lidia before, smoke came out of my mouth. Years ago I would have had a coughing fit, as I hadn't smoked before, but I had grown accustomed to enjoying Gerardo's cigars. He liked to share his with me. And now he liked to share it with her. That, although it was one of the least important things, was also one of the things that annoyed my husband the most. Daniel had a certain aversion to smokers. He hates tobacco as much as... urine. He didn't understand what he could get out of that unhealthy, stinking habit. I didn't understand it either. We were both anti-smoking. We both still were, and yet I had learned to enjoy a good cigar with my boss. The other thing... I didn't really enjoy it; that wouldn't have been the right word. 

	Gerardo offered his cigar to Lidia and she gladly took a puff. Then he touched our necks with his hands, bringing our heads close to each other. Lidia kissed me. Her smoky breath passed from her lungs into mine. The sweet taste of her mouth had been buried under Gerardo's scent. Her tongue tasted like him. I had met Lidia through him and couldn't really imagine being with her without him. But, at the same time, I felt that I preferred the pure Lidia to the Lidia with Gerardo's cigar. My boss would corrupt her, just as his tobacco would corrupt her lungs. It was only a matter of time. [Lidia is your image in the mirror. That's what she's doing to you.] The young woman offered me the cigar and I took a deep puff. The tip of the cigar glowed red-hot as the oxygen passed through. Gerardo again made the gesture to bring our heads closer and I kissed Lidia. I knew my mouth would taste like Gerardo, but my lips were mine. I exhaled into his mouth and Lidia inhaled the smoke from my lungs. My soul. Gerardo's soul. They were our souls mixed, but corrupted by him. 

	Gerardo took the cigar and inhaled. Then, as before, he kissed Lidia again. If my head was already a little confused by itself, the tobacco was also making me high. I wasn't dizzy, but I was dazed. He finished kissing Lidia and Gerardo repeated the same operation as before with me. Then Lidia kissed me and finally I kissed her. We had taken the second turn in the circle of vice. 

	I offered the cigar in my hand to Gerardo, anticipating a third round. Wanting it? But Gerardo pulled away. Instantly, he returned with handcuffs and cuffed my right hand in the one holding the cigar to the young woman's left. He then took my left hand and guided it to Lidia's crotch and did the same with his hand. Her slender fingers immediately caressed my sensitive parts, above my silk panties. With a technique that only a woman could master, her fingers circled over my panties, exerting just the right amount of pressure to arouse me. I did the same with her. Gerardo pulled away again and came back after a while. I felt a rope pressing against Lidia's body. Where had he gotten that contraption? That was something new. My boss was tying us to each other, pulling our bodies together. He wasn't, however, tightening the rope; it felt more like something symbolic.  

	When he finally finished tying us to each other, he came closer to us and whispered. Daniel could not hear what she had said to us. I hadn't realized it at the time, as I was either drugged or hypnotized and hadn't thought about him again. Gerardo had completely ignored him, which was no small thing, after the past incident. Apparently, I had ignored him as well. Only Lidia had addressed him.  

	I brought the cigar to my mouth. My hand was cuffed to Lidia's, so I forced her hand to follow the movement. I finished taking a puff and Lidia opened her mouth for me to kiss. I did, and as I did, I exhaled the smoke from my lungs into her mouth. Lidia inhaled as best she could; we were starting to get practice at it. I finished kissing her and Lidia exhaled the smoke she had taken from me, blowing it into my face. I inhaled as if it was her soul escaping, trying to pull it back inside me. His soul, my soul, Gerard's soul. My impatient fingers moved up Lidia's panties to the top edge and dipped inside in search of her clit, craving direct contact. Lidia moved her left hand to bring the cigar to her mouth, taking in her movement my hand, in which she was still holding the cigar. I twirled the cigar with my fingers and offered it to her mouth. We continued like that, smoking and kissing, exhaling the smoke and inhaling it from each other's mouths until we finished it. It was what Gerardo had whispered us to do. So much smoke, the lack of oxygen and the excess of carbon monoxide had made me high and I was floating in space. 

	-Let's play a game," Gerardo proposed. He got up from the armchair and came up behind Lidia. He leaned down and put his face next to hers. He didn't need to say anything. I kissed him eagerly. As he kissed me, he pulled Lidia's hand away from my sex. I did not protest, although my body did protest to me. Gerard encompassed Lidia and me with his long arms and put his hands on my ass. He rubbed it as if it were his own, indifferent to my husband's presence. Next, he pulled my panties down to above my knees. I spread my legs so they wouldn't fall down. I knew the game of not letting the panties fall down. Gerardo disengaged himself from Lidia, stood behind me and gave my ass a resounding slap. He then pressed himself against me from behind and kissed Lidia just inches from my mouth and eyes. He pulled my fingers out of her wet sex as he kissed her and pulled down her panties. I assumed he was rubbing her ass just as he was rubbing mine. Strangely, I didn't feel jealousy on that occasion, but rather took pride in her ass as if it were my own. My ass, his ass. My soul, our soul. We had entered into communion and I fervently desired to satisfy her manly needs, regardless of whether it was with my body or hers. 

	Gerardo walked away and left the room. My mind and eyes were foggy, but I took the opportunity to glance at my husband. He was sitting in his usual place, in a corner of the living room. With one hand he was uselessly touching the bulge in his pants. His look was serious. I couldn't tell if it was from excitement, from the pain of the attempted erection inside his cage, or from anger for having smoked like that. My gaze was not enough, because Gerardo reappeared at once. 

	Do you like ping-pong? -he asked.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello again, Guadiana, I've had a hard-on for a few days now and my libido is at a fever pitch and it's because my horns are growing exponentially. Thinking about why our antlers make us so bitchy, I think it's our wives' state of attitude that, even if they won't let us do what they do with other men, your slutty state of mind makes us go all out. So, much happier the more slutty you are? Or do you have another theory? You know, I'm just a click away." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not "even if they won't let us" but "because they won't let us". If we let you do the same as our buglers, it would lose its grace, don't you think? Hope gives way to desire, certainty to accommodation." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I enjoy your blog immensely. It is really fascinating. Keep it up, don't let the negative thoughts of others influence you. Not really important, but I'd like to ask if you and Daniel are actually originally from Madrid or if you later moved there for work reasons." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If you know Madrid, you'll know that nobody -or almost nobody- is originally from Madrid. We are not." 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"From your posts I gather that you and Daniel live in a villa or a large house with several floors and a garden. Do you have someone to help you with the cleaning of the house or does Daniel take care of that task, especially since he is unemployed?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't think it's as big as you imagine. But we've never needed anyone, we've always managed ourselves. Now, obviously, it's mainly my husband who does the housework." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My boss held a table tennis paddle in each hand. Neither Lidia nor I knew how to respond. 

	-The game is simple," Gerardo explained, as he handed us each a paddle. The reddest ass loses and will obey the other one tonight. You start, Gema. 

	What did he say? How did he...? Dizzy as I was, I didn't know what exactly he meant and hesitated. 

	-Well, you lose your turn for inaction, Gema. It's your turn, Lidia! 

	The surprise and the pain of the paddle slapping my cheek brought me out of my dizziness. Lidia had rammed her paddle with gusto into my ass. 

	-Your turn, Gema. Don't waste it or you lose it," Gerardo warned me. 

	I didn't need to be invited again. Tied to Lidia, there was little room to maneuver and also, unlike her, I had to do it with my left hand, but this time I did not hesitate and slammed the shovel against her smooth ass. It didn't sound as loud as the blow she had given me, partly because I hadn't aimed well with my left hand and partly because I didn't want to hurt her. 

	-It's your turn, Lidia," Gerardo encouraged her unnecessarily. 

	Lidia slammed her paddle into my ass again, a little harder, if anything, than before. I howled in pain. She seemed to be taking this competition seriously. She was touching me.  

	-One thing you should know first," said Gerardo, before he could whip the tender young girl. My boss made light of the moment and prolonged the intrigue unnecessarily. Finally, he unveiled the mystery: "I know you went to see Lidia without my permission. She told me," Gerardo explained the obvious. However, she said nothing about the key to my husband's chastity device. 

	The bitch had betrayed me, at least in part. My visit was supposed to be a little secret between friends. Would I have told her my worries too? Would I have told her all my confidences? {Of course she did}. [Of course he did]. This time I didn't hold back and hit her hard. Lidia gasped and screamed. But her revenge was cruel: she hit me with all her might. Damn bitch! Now you're going to find out! My revenge was no slouch either and Lidia screamed again. Lidia was not deterred and hit as if she had been doing it all her life. 

	-AYYYY! BITCH! -I shouted at her. 

	-UYYYY! WHORE! -she shouted at me. 

	With each stroke, the intensity was increasing. My ass burned, but I was sure hers did too, and I hoped it hurt more than mine hurt me. Why had she hurt me so much with how I felt about her? Unlike me, she hadn't held back a hair from the start. But I was willing to make up for my initial disadvantage. 

	-There's something else you should know," Gerardo warned me before my turn. His words caused us to take a much-needed short break. We were both sweating and panting. Not only do I know that you have been to see her. I also know that Daniel has gone to see her. 

	I looked at my boss dumbfounded. What my boss had just told me was something I had already sensed for a long time, but it was not the same to think it as to hear it and be certain of it. I looked at my husband with fury: "You are capable of defending someone if you have to come to her defense! My ass hurt more than it did when Gerardo spanked me. It was possible that I would have bruises tomorrow. I turned my gaze back to my treacherous friend. Even though she was still panting and her ass must have hurt almost as much as mine did, she had a little smile painted on her face. I'm going to wipe that one right off your face! Seeing my anger, his expression froze. 

	-FUCK! -I exclaimed, at the same time I hit it with the shovel. 

	The scream of pain from the young apprentice of Judas Iscariot was genuine. Gerard knew how to play with our fraternity and also with our rivalry. If you want us to whip each other mercilessly, that's what I'll do. This bitch will be sorry she got into the wrong pen! Gerardo had given me the opportunity for legal revenge. The hitting, yelling and insults continued for a while until Gerardo stopped the game.  

	-All right, let's see who lost," he said after Lidia's last blow. But first, Lidia has one more stroke. It's not a prize for her, it's a punishment for you, for having slipped your fingers under her panties, without my permission. From now on, every time you want to meet her... and I know you will want to do it, because that is what I expect from you and I hope you do it motu proprio... you will ask for my permission first. By the way, you still have to write her the thank you letter that we agreed on. I expect you to write it before your ass forgets this lesson. 

	Lidia looked at me with triumphant rage and unloaded her last blow on my aching buttocks. She didn't hold back. If anything, Gerardo's intervention had given her time to regain her strength. 

	Gerardo untied us, although he kept the handcuffs on. He sat down on the couch and picked up his cell phone. 

	-Turn around and bow. 

	Lidia and I offered our respective asses to Gerardo, so he could inspect them, with our legs open, trying not to let our panties fall to the floor. Daniel, from his seat, got a perfect view of her sex, although that was the least of it. It's already the least of it. God knows how many times he must have "seen" it already, without my knowing it. 

	-Hm," said my boss, "Interesting. 

	Interesting? What was interesting? What was interesting was to know which of us had lost. As long as I won, your punishment doesn't end this, at least not tonight. After having suffered Lidia's unleashed mistreatment of my ass, I didn't feel at all like having to obey her, not so much for fear of more vile actions on her part, but because at those moments I hated her. She's a usurping slut! How had I not seen it before, and to think that a few days ago I had been crying in her arms! I heard the click of her camera. Gerardo got up and stood in front of us, showing us the picture on the screen. 

	-What do you think? Nice, isn't it? So the loser is... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning. On the subject of your master having pictures of you.... The day he would want to - out of spite, jealousy, etc. - he could wreck your marriage, even your professional life. You know you are in a swarm with no way out. Aren't you worried about this fact? You know that the bond with your master (slavery) is tighter than a thirty-year mortgage. How do you feel it? Does it let you sleep? Are you not suffering too much, is the pain not too intense? Is it worth it for moments of pleasure? Daughter! You are very much in the mire." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Nowadays it is a crime to publish sexually explicit photos of another person without their consent and even more so if the victim is a woman. Anyway, although I may sometimes think about it and worry about it, I trust him. I know he is a gentleman and would not use them against me, even if we stop being together. And it wouldn't be just because it's a crime, but because of the affection between us. It's not the photos that keeps me awake at night or hurts me the most. What hurts me the most is not being able to share the other part of my life with my husband.  

	And... Maybe you're right and I like to wallow in the mud, that's why I'm a slut." 

	  

	Of course, the follower was unaware that I had signed a contract for the transfer of my image, so Gerardo could now destroy me in a completely legal way, if he wanted to. That was something that I had not yet revealed in my blog, partly because my husband did not know that fact. Therefore, I could not answer him with the whole truth either. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"There will come a time when you will be so, so devoted to your Master, that you won't mind at all if he shows you off as his bitch in front of your co-workers, your neighbors or even your daughter. What's more, you yourself will be proud of him showing you off like that in front of them." 

	  

	And this follower, without knowing it, had been quite right with his comment, not so much that I was proud of it - in fact, I was ashamed of it - but that I had felt so submissive or surrendered that I had signed that. Yes, Gerardo could do all that, without fearing any legal consequences. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I bet you'd like us to get to that point, so you can read the corresponding story." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Of course. I like to watch or read how people lose their dignity and I like even more to take it away from them myself." 

	  

	parafueraconsentidor: 

	"Hello Gema. You know of my admiration for you and my (healthy) envy towards Daniel. And you also know of my concern for the two of you. A question: If Gerardo asked you both -separately and then together- that as a proof of your commitment -especially yours- permission to, if he considered it appropriate, broadcast your images, what would you do, Gema? Would he ask you as a sign of blind trust in him and for that he would record you giving him that permission? And if you say no and he was then left alone with Lidia, what would you do?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He'll be left alone with Lidia" ... and without me. If it's a negotiation, I think I have a lot to offer to take him to my side, don't you think? If Gerardo were to make the images public, a lot of things in my life could break. What would he gain from that? I don't think any of us would gain from it. No, I'm not interested in jeopardizing my privacy. Neither of us are interested. So the answer would be no." 

	  

	Of course, because what else could I answer, knowing that my husband read my blog? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The photo did not lie. It was clear who had lost. Lidia had landed the hardest blows and had even landed one too many. But her whitish skin had succumbed to my natural tan and she hadn't been able to hide the redness so well. 

	-Very good, Gema, you've won! -exclaimed Gerardo. He didn't seem at all disappointed. Feel free to act with her as you wish... tonight. 

	And that's how I got the key to my husband's chastity device. I mean the second key. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"You've said that the Easter vacations have been about reconnecting with your husband. Does that mean you've been disconnected since you returned from Switzerland? Or are you usually and only get close for short periods, like this Easter?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Vacations are always good for reconnecting in a marriage. Everyday life always tends to disconnect couples in some way and that happens even with my husband participating in most sessions with Gerardo; it's lifestyle independent. I think vacations are good for all couples." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had the key to my husband's chastity device. It was a necessity. It was absolutely unfeasible for Daniel to keep that traitor's device on and for her to have the key and be able to uncage him behind my back whenever she felt like it. Of course, she could always break the thing - just twist the lock a little and the plastic around it would break easily, but in that case I would know about it. Of course, just because I had the two keys in my possession now didn't mean I was going to let my husband go. He had let himself be put there by that bitch and should suffer the consequences of his actions...or his inaction. Nor did it mean that I would take it from him and put mine on in return. I think I'm going to leave this treacherous bitch's on. It will remind him of her, but it will also remind him that I'm the one in control. {It's fine that you want to cheat on Daniel, but don't cheat on your readers. The reason you don't put your trap on him and keep Lidia's is because that's what she asked you for in exchange for the key}. I was determined to go along with the game, though keeping myself in control. If I had learned anything from the fact of how my husband had allowed himself to be entangled by Lidia, it was that he needed more domination. In that respect, I had neglected him; that much had become clear to me. It was not easy for me to deepen my submissive side with Gerard and at the same time enhance my dominant side with my husband, but I had to make it happen somehow. The good thing about my submission to Gerardo was that I had learned many things from his dark imagination. Maybe there were some that I could transfer to my husband, but it wasn't as easy as copy and paste. I was a woman and he was a man; I had one way of being and he had another. I will need guidance on this, but fortunately I know who can help me. It was time to dust off an old friendship, to which I had paid too little attention in recent years. 

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXIX - Absolute Power 

	  

	"If you want to be my Dom, you must read books and feed your fantasy and cultivate your character. If you simply want to fuck me, it's enough for me if you have a good body and know how to use it. But if you fulfill both of those things... woe if you do!" - Gema Hot Wife 

	  

	  

	My ass still ached from what I subconsciously considered a betrayal on Lidia's part. How had she been able to whip me like that with the pimp paddle, after we had connected in that special way? She had done it as if she didn't give a damn about me, as if I were a stranger to her. Then there was the fact that she had been seen on my back with my husband. I couldn't tell which hurt more. My ass hurt the most. Sure, she had spanked me on Gerardo's orders, but that didn't mean she had to put so much energy behind it. I had held back, until I heard his betrayal of my husband. I felt betrayed and repulsed by her.  

	It also didn't help that she took every opportunity to get close enough to my husband to mess with his head with her charms and insinuations. Daniel was still wearing the trap she had put on him, although I had managed to recover both keys. But I couldn't stop thinking about the possibility that that sibylline treacherous rat had made a copy and had a third key, which would hang like the Sword of Damocles above our heads. Of course, I could take my husband's trap away, I could even put mine on him and thus eliminate that threat, but in exchange for the first key I had to promise to keep his trap on. I bet you didn't count on me snatching the second key so soon and all "legally", within the game! The truth was, she wasn't sure if Lidia - or maybe Gerardo - had foreseen that possibility and anticipated it. I was no longer sure of anything. Anyway, the pink color suited my husband very well, much better than our clear CB6000. It was better that his head was unhinged because of Lidia than that he was bored. The young woman was a force to be harnessed, even though she often seemed like an uncontrollable force. Was what I was doing wise or was it reckless? Was she my friend or my rival? Was Daniel remaining faithful to me where it mattered or was he only continuing with me because of our daughter? Only time would tell. [And you, are you still faithful to him in what matters?] 

	Lidia's forced chastity had given me the excuse or the push to keep my husband more under control. The problem was not that his cock was loose - that was only a symbol - but that his mind got bored and began to disconnect, immersing himself in his own fantasy world or, worse, that he was looking for an alternative real world, according to what his voracious imagination was asking for. No, he was much better off like this, in the pink chastity device and with Lydia hovering around him. The known danger is less dangerous than the unknown. Lidia was part of my world. It was better that than something unknown in a world-real or imagined-that I did not know. There, in my world, at least I could influence things. [In your world? But how naïve you can be sometimes! Of course, it was Gerardo's world, not mine. He controlled things there. But, still, at least I had my influence. 

	With the chastity device I had restricted my husband's orgasms and that was a good thing, for both of us. First of all, I had nullified that compulsive masturbatory mania that Daniel used to have. My husband was one of those men who loved to touch himself and also had no shortage of things to think about to get himself aroused, whether they were completely imaginary or based on me and my experiences. Or on Lidia's whore. For a man to masturbate is offensive to a woman and, moreover, counterproductive. I should have nipped it in the bud long ago. If I hadn't, it was undoubtedly because of my lack of dominant energy, something I suffered from. I knew how to behave in a dominant way with him, but only on impulse. I had rarely managed to keep a consistently firm line with my husband. I often blamed him for not behaving submissively enough, but in truth I knew that much of the blame was mine for not insisting and continuing the good practices we had established at times. If Lidia and/or Gerardo could help me improve in this regard, they would be welcome, despite the risks. [You can't trust them!] 

	 I had gone back to reread the book that a friend from another time had given me and I knew my mistakes. It was a book about female domination. But I also knew that the book fell short in some respects. Although it had been a while since we had spoken - because of laziness and because she had stolen my Silvestre and cheated on me with my husband - I had decided to get back in touch with my friend Nuria, the redhead. Only she could understand me, or maybe not even her. Now that I had realized that I could not trust Lidia, she was all I had left. The truth was that my head was in a mess. Things would have been simple, if only it were a matter of having a firm hand with my husband. I had no doubt that, in this aspect, my friend knew how to advise me well. The problem was that I didn't know how to reconcile the dominant side I had to maintain with my husband with the submissive side I was exploring with Gerardo. Suddenly, I realized that, if I had not called my friend before, it was because I was afraid she would tell me that I had to leave one of my two sides of my personality to concentrate on the other. But I didn't want to give up either of them. For one thing, my husband needed a dominant wife. And I liked a submissive husband, but dominance requires energy. And, on the other hand, I was not willing to abandon the path I had embarked on with Gerardo and which was providing me with so many sensations and experiences. Besides, I could no longer abandon him. I had given him that power over me. I had always been attracted to dominant horn players, but Gerard was in a different sense than I had known before. The dominant lovers I had had dominated sexually, with their bodies, with the way they treated me when I was with them. In that they were undoubtedly superior to Gerardo. But my boss, in return, dominated even when I was not present. If my lovers had taken up residence in my pussy and made me tingle irrepressibly, Gerardo had taken up residence in my mind. Hand in hand with my boss we were entering an increasingly dark path full of sordid and intoxicating sensations, so much so that, similar to a drug, I needed more and more, at the same time that I was frightened by my own craving for the next thrill, for the next humiliation. Maybe my friend was right, if she told me that I couldn't be dominant and submissive at the same time and that I had to give up one or the other. Maybe the time had come to make a decision, however painful it might be. Who better to advise me than her, she, a woman who still bears the scars of two painful breakups and who, albeit in different ways, knows about submission and domination? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You've had the tattoo idea for a while now and I see you're getting closer and closer to allowing Gerardo to put his mark on you. It will be another brick in the wall that separates you and your husband. There will no longer be any intimacy between you, Gerard will be present at all times, on your body, in your house, in your bed, every day for the rest of your lives. Every time Daniel sees the tattoo on your skin, he will know that you belong to someone else and that you will never again be his wife, but Gerardo's whore forever." 

	  

	The follower's question came from the fact that I had posted images of tattooed girls on my blog. I will not reveal, even now, the reason why I had reblogged those images. I will only say that they were always extremely sensual photos, with full body tattoos, not just isolated scribbles. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And with the light off? Or are there fluorescent ones?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Is Daniel okay with you getting a tattoo for Gerardo? Have you discussed it with him or will you not comment on it, until he saw it done for you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo fortunately doesn't like tattoos or piercings. Call him old-fashioned, if you like. Daniel and I don't like them either, so that's where we see eye to eye. Now, hypothetically speaking, if Gerardo wanted to tattoo me... I guess it would depend on what and where. But in that case, hypothetically speaking, Daniel would have an opinion but no vote. I think it's logical, because it would be my skin, not his. Just because he's my husband doesn't make him co-owner of my skin, don't you think? If I wanted to get a tattoo, I would do it, period, whether he liked it or not. I would ask his opinion, of course, and I would take his tastes into account to some extent, but the decision would be mine."  

	  

	{Who are you kidding? At this point ...hypothetically speaking... the decision would be Gerardo's, his and his alone}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The first key to my husband's chastity device I had gotten because Lidia had empathized with me and felt sorry for me. The second, I had snatched it from her because she had behaved deplorably with me, betraying our friendship. I had fought with her, with Lidia (perhaps her name was more significant than it seems), in a tough battle in which Gerardo, it seems, had wanted me to lose, because he had given her the upper hand. If I had won, however, it had not been thanks to my determination or my impiety, but thanks to the thin, whitish skin of the traitor.  

	My first impulse, once home, had been to get rid of Lidia's trap, which somehow bound us to her, but I had promised to keep it. Instinctively, I wanted to reclaim my husband, to wrap him up, to isolate him from everything else, to show him that he was mine and mine alone. I had the keys to the power to do so. And, to some extent, I did. After the sadistic game of pimp paddles at Gerardo's house, upon returning to our house, still with my ass stinging, I claimed my husband and made him mine. I showed him that I was his devoted wife, despite all that I had witnessed at my boss's house. Daniel, visibly excited and aroused, thanked me with loud moans, clutching the sheets and wringing them with his hands, never taking his eyes off the power key.  

	I liked taking my husband like that, rather than giving him from behind. And he liked it too, even though that position was more uncomfortable. Spreading his legs... it made him feel more... feminine... more like me. And it made him feel more intensely the love he felt for me. In any case, Daniel had not objected. He seemed excited, maybe because of what he had witnessed at Gerardo's house. He had only seen how Lidia and I whipped each other, but that kind of catfight must have turned him on. I'd just like to know who you bet on, Daniel. Although, I'd better not ask. We were in a sort of missionary position, but with the roles reversed. Daniel was lying on his back with his legs spread and I was taking him with my silicone cock. He didn't get to cum like that, but it offered me more friction of my clitoris with the harness by pressing it against his body. I was very aroused, about to cum. Daniel must have noticed and whispered to me: 

	-Correte, sweetheart. Move over for me. 

	Although in that position my husband would not have been able to cum, I felt he was giving me the gift of his orgasm. No, I could not do without this or his love. I came deliciously. I collapsed on top of him, our sweaty bodies on top of each other. My heart was still pounding and I was struggling to breathe. 

	-Turn around. We haven't finished yet," I said, when I recovered a little. 

	-Do you still feel like it? -Daniel asked me incredulously. It had been a long night and it was getting even longer. 

	-Hm-mm -I did. I was excited too. What had happened behind the scenes that Daniel hadn't seen (i.e., what we had done next in Gerardo's bedroom), had not been enough to satiate me. It was possible that my excitement was due to the fact that after the incident in the park we had returned to some sort of normalcy, with my husband with me at my boss's house. Sure," I said. You haven't cum yet. And tonight you will, in here," I advanced, pointing to my pussy. But that's later. I'm going to leave your asshole as sore as mine, though for a different reason. Turn around. 

	Daniel obeyed and got on all fours on the bed. I got behind him. This time, my dildo penetrated smoothly into his dilated anus. Still, my husband groaned as he felt it enter him. "How am I going to do without this," I said to myself. I began to fuck him hard until I cum again. This time, it took a little longer for my orgasm to come. When I came, I collapsed back on top of my husband. Daniel fell face down on the bed, with me on top of him. My silicone cock was still in his anus. My hips, even though I had cum, still moved, albeit slowly. I wasn't satiated yet, but I was exhausted. I had done most of the work and that was tiring. Maybe it was not the time, but, for an instant, I appreciated the virility and physical condition of some lovers I had had. I was exhausted. Maybe I had overdone it. I made to get up to let my husband breathe, but Daniel stopped me. 

	-No. Stay like this, please," he asked. 

	-Are you all right? -I asked. 

	Daniel said nothing. He just shook his head, in what I assumed must have been an affirmative gesture. With his head on the pillow, it wasn't easy to be certain with him. 

	-Did you like it? -I insisted. 

	Once again, Daniel just shook his head. My husband, as usual, was being sparing with words. But at least he had moaned. He used to be very quiet too, sometimes frustratingly quiet. 

	-I love you. You know that, don't you? -I whispered in her ear. 

	-I love you too," he answered in a low, hoarse voice. 

	-Bring it, you're going to hurt yourself with this," I told him. 

	I slid my hand between his face and the pillow and extracted the key. It was a symbol and to keep it in mind, I had placed it on top of the pillow, under his head. It was a symbol that I had struggled to get - my reddened ass still attested to that - and that too was a symbol. Daniel lay face down on the bed and I lay on his sweaty back, my plastic cock still stuck in his ass. I realized that was also a symbol. Trying not to move so as not to irritate his sore little ass any more -maybe I had overdone it this time; I had never hit him with such... fury-, I gave him little kisses on his cheek, while I caressed the back of his neck with one hand. 

	-It's time for you to make love to me... if you still have the strength," I invited him. I want you to cum inside me like a champion. 

	Daniel had paid with his little ass for what Lidia had done with the pimp paddle with mine. I had hit him hard, energetically, furiously, but without anger. He had moaned like a little slut, as my plastic cock slid in and out of his anus. He had clutched at the sheets in an attempt to soothe the discomfort I was causing him, but he had not protested. She had liked it, even though she had been harder on him than she should have been. She knew it, she had confirmed it, and strands of presemen emanated from her caged cock that attested to it. 

	-What were you thinking, while I was fucking you like that? -I asked, seeing that Daniel was still face down, instead of turning over quickly so that I could free him and we could have vaginal sex. 

	My husband blushed and sank his face into the pillow. 

	-Come on, love, you can tell me. If not me, who else? -I encouraged him to confess. I had my own demons, some of which disgusted my husband, but he had his own and I was afraid they would produce the same kind of rejection in me. I love you. I love you in spite of your perverse fantasies and I love you for them. Come on, tell me," I kept insisting affectionately. I kissed his ears. Unwillingly, as I adjusted my position on him, my silicone cock plunged deep into his ass. 

	Daniel groaned. I wasn't sure if I had hurt his anus or if I had hit a sensitive spot in his prostate. What was that about a P-spot? My husband caught his breath, swallowed saliva and lifted his head off the pillow, ready to answer me. But he blushed again and to my frustration sank his face back into the pillow. Finally, he cocked his head to one side and answered: 

	-In the video from Switzerland. You know, the forest thing. 

	Daniel had made a big fuss about that recklessness and now it turned out that he was fantasizing about it! 

	-Did you imagine it was me? -I asked incredulously. 

	-No. I don't know," my husband answered uncertainly. In a way, maybe. But not quite. -I don't know how to say it. Partly yes, partly no. -It definitely didn't make any sense at all. 

	I sought her lips with mine. Again, as I adjusted my posture, my silicone cock twitched unintentionally in his ass. Daniel turned his head to meet me and we kissed deeply. It made me feel special when we shared my experiences like that, when he relived them as if he were me. It was a special connection, possibly something unique to hotwife-consensual cuckold marriages. 

	-And I want you to know that you are no less of a man to me for wearing this," I said emphatically, feeling the chastity device I was still wearing. For some reason, Daniel seemed to prefer to keep it on. Or because your little ass enjoys it like mine," I added with a mischievous grin, making my husband blush for the third time in a short interval. I didn't know you liked it like that. That hard, I mean," I said, after a period of silence. Is that how you like it? 

	Daniel shook his head. 

	-No. I prefer it when you do it softer. Although once in a while..." He shrugged. When..." he began to add cautiously. When... you... make me... feel like I have no choice... if I don't want to lose you. And I don't! -she quickly assured him. Do you know... what I want to tell you? -she whispered. With the exception of the "I don't want to," her voice had grown quieter as her words poured out of her mouth. 

	Of course I knew; we had talked about it on multiple occasions. But despite that, it was hard for me to assimilate that I simply had to decide, without worrying whether he liked it or not. Apparently, that was what he really liked, me deciding for him. Maybe it was because he could better handle his embarrassment at liking things that in a more old-fashioned context might call his manhood into question. I understood that now better than ever, because I had a similar situation with Gerardo: I preferred my boss to ask me if I liked one or the other. Well, actually Gerardo never asked, but simply arranged things to flow in the direction he intended. He did it gently, but he did it. That's how he had, among other things, made me fall in love with Lidia for one night and quickly fall out of love again. And so he had gotten me to sign an abomination of a contract, even more humiliating than the first one I had signed with him. But I was not Gerardo and my husband was not me. I couldn't do that with Daniel. {All right, you couldn't. But a goreador could.} {But not Gerardo. He has no interest in that}. {Maybe Lidia...} 

	-You contradict yourself, Daniel. You want me to decide and when I do, you run away, disgusted and ashamed of me. 

	-I'm... I'm sorry... I just..." my husband stammered. 

	Ya. It's just that Gerardo is not your favorite corneador. But in what there is, he is mine. 

	-You mean you wouldn't object if I left you caged up like this for life? No orgasms. No vaginal sex? -I asked him to change the subject a little. I didn't feel like discussing Gerardo; I didn't want to take the conversation in that direction. We were back, but we were two tightrope walkers on a suspended rope. We had already broken one safety net; there wouldn't be a second. 

	-Ehhh... -my husband answered.  

	-I thought so," I replied, even though I was sure if I had expressed a protest or if I had voiced a doubt. Well, if you don't even know how to answer, I'll see then. 

	-Turn around. I'm going to uncage you. You're going to fuck me, Daniel Llamazares -I ordered him in an authoritarian tone. It seemed unbelievable that I had to order him to do it. And then I'm the bad one for my followers, the one who doesn't want to have sex with her husband. And you'd better make me come. 

	Daniel looked at me in disbelief. 

	-Are you still in the mood? How many times have you already cum tonight? 

	I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn't going to answer that question. What was really unbelievable was that he, who hadn't cum yet and hadn't in a while (at least as far as I knew), needed me to order him to. 

	The funny thing was that even though I had the keys - after winning the second one hard - and knowing that we needed vaginal sex to not disconnect, I felt I shouldn't use the key. I had the key to power in my hand, but I didn't have the feeling of power. I felt it almost like a betrayal to use it freely. It was silly, of course, but that was how I felt and I couldn't help it. What if the chastity device was mine instead of Lidia's, would I feel the same way, why not just change it? That's why, because I felt it would have been a betrayal. After all, I had promised Lidia to leave hers on. Did I feel that way about Lidia, in spite of everything, or about Gerardo? Were they not the same, one and the other? How could I feel betrayed by uncaging my husband, when neither Gerardo nor Lidia had said anything about it! What was this stupid feeling of mine about? And Daniel's reluctance, was it for the same reason? Or was he afraid that I would compare his sexual performance? Or were there other reasons? I had set out to have vaginal sex with my husband that night, but had been putting it off. I had already had anal sex with him twice that night. Was I always going to have this stupid feeling of guilt about making love to my man, even though he was my husband and even though the key had been won for me in a hard fight and therefore I had deserved the right? [Have you deserved the right? Do you listen to yourself? Is it not right enough that he is your husband and you his wife?] Something was certainly not working right in my head. [Certainly]. But I had said that had been a motive, not THE motive. There was also my desire to get back at Daniel for letting Lidia put the clamp on him and for more than fooling around with her. He deserved a lesson for that, even if it backfired, and he certainly didn't deserve to have things go so easy. He especially didn't deserve them to be easy, when his wife had had to work her ass into a tomato to get the key back. [And last, but not least, was that I knew my husband needed more involvement, more discipline, humiliation, domination... If I didn't give it to him, he would seek it elsewhere, either privately in his fantasy or in reality, with Lidia or with someone else. My husband needed that. But how do I reconcile that with the need for vaginal sex to maintain the connection within the couple? Silently he had been crying out for it, but I had been busy with other things and hadn't heard him. I had let Lidia put the clamp on him to send a visible signal, since my ears seemed deaf. [That's the first sensible thing you've said]. Daniel was going to have the restricted orgasms. The clamp had to be put to good use for that and not just for him to wear as an ornament. And that would include vaginal sex as well. To some extent, we could substitute vaginal sex for anal (obviously, I mean me giving it to him). But that was only up to a point. I needed to feel him inside me, too. And he needed to not forget that he was a man and my husband. It doesn't hurt for him to keep in mind that he is still a man, as he will better appreciate the anal sex he is going to enjoy.  

	-Fuck me and make me cum or you'll regret it. But do it with your cock, not your tongue. I need to feel you inside me. Do it right I'll tell you a story later. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Ser Lancelot: 

	"To my husband my gaze reminds him what a whore I have become and that I am another man's slut." I don't understand anything and that's why I keep reading you. I'm trying to understand you; I'm not old enough for so much wanking anymore and in my time... Is it that horns are always on your mind? Do you no longer enjoy romantic evenings with each other, without a third party in your thoughts?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There is time for everything. But it is true that this is very present, both on his side and on mine. What's more, I would say that this thought is more present in my husband's mind than in mine. I often bring it up, because I know that it excites him. In a way, I think he's addicted to it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel had failed to make me cum, but I wasn't mad about it. I had set the bar very high for him. I had cum twice with him, hitting him from behind, and I had cum several times hours earlier with Gerardo and with Lidia. Often Gerardo would only allow me to get to the brink of orgasm, without allowing me to cum, but when Lidia accompanied us, I was usually allowed to cum freely. It didn't seem coincidental. Nevertheless, to encourage my husband, I faked the orgasm. It was the first time I had ever done so. 

	-Gua! You did it, champ! -I congratulated him. Maybe he was my plan B. Maybe I had taken it too far and we had both come to believe it. Maybe it was time for a change of course. Now, go downstairs and clean me up and I'll tell you the story. -There were things that wouldn't change. 

	Daniel hesitated, as he always did. 

	-Come down now or it will get harder with every passing second. You know that. 

	Daniel reluctantly slid down my body until he placed his face between my legs. 

	-Clean me well, love. I don't want to pee a drop of semen when I go to the bathroom. It's all yours. Lidia cleaned up Gerardo's cum for me. I'm not asking you to do better than her, since you're not a woman, but clean yourself up! And now, listen to what I have to tell you. There are still things you don't know about Switzerland. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. On a psychological level, what strengths and weaknesses have you felt when you became a Hotwife? From what I have read they have been all strengths, however, weaknesses will surely have appeared that did not exist before. Do you dare to say them? And if you dare, how will you be able to remedy these deviations?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As for my strengths, I feel much sexier than before. I look and feel more beautiful, and age is unforgiving. And, in a way, that must also be reflected on the outside, because people comment on it. I also feel less self-conscious about flirting and laughing. I don't necessarily mean flirting with a sexual objective. But I used to shy away from it, because I felt I might be betraying my husband, even if it was innocent. Now I enjoy relationships with people more, and again, I don't necessarily mean sexual relationships.  

	What I have learned on a sexual level as a hotwife has also made me feel more self-confident. I've been through spicy situations that could be interpreted as humiliations. However, what those experiences have done is to make me more poised. I know I can handle almost anything. Before, I was perhaps a bit more skittish. 

	As for new weaknesses, honestly, I couldn't tell you any, except that you would count it as a weakness to want to take advantage of these years to experience more things. It can be addictive, of course, but I think it's more so for the husband than for the hot wife.  

	I don't know if you would also count nonconformism as a weakness. I mean that before I was simply content with what I had at home, with how my life was: simple and everyday, but also increasingly sexless. Now I've learned not to settle and aspire to make things better. I still love having sex with my husband, even though I know he's not the best fucker and I realize that his dick is a little below average. That's not the point of what I'm talking about. I mean in general, in all kinds of life circumstances. Before maybe I was more accepting of things as they were, but now I'm looking for ways to change them for the better. I think that's rather a good thing, although it could also be interpreted as something negative, because in nonconformism sometimes there is also the seed of unhappiness." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Seeing myself alone, without my wife, had almost broken me. Although it had only been a couple of days without her, I had felt a huge emptiness inside me. Sometimes I thought about being alone, but experience had shown me that it was horrible. I don't know what's wrong with me. I'm never satisfied with what I have. When I have a faithful wife, I want her to cheat on me. When she cheats on me, I want her to be devoted to her lover. And when she gives herself to her lover, I disown her for doing so. Fortunately, we had reconciled. I would have to swallow with Gerardo, I had no choice. I would have to accept that he would do whatever he wanted with her. Not to do so meant losing her and that was a void that neither Lidia nor any other woman could fill. That was what he had learned. And so I had felt it, cumming inside her. God, how I love this woman! I'll love her, even if that pig knocks her up and even if he scrawls her pretty skin with dirty tattoos. All I asked in return was to be able to explore my own fantasies. I had my needs too and I too, like her, was running out of time. The bad thing is that I had not dared to ask her, not for fear of her jealousy, but out of shame. And the bad thing is that Gerardo... I shook my head. Maybe he'll get it through Lidia. 

	-At the party in Switzerland," said my wife, "one of the women was tied up in the middle of the room, with her hands in the air, towards the ceiling, where rings were prepared. I guess it was not the first time that something like that had been done in that house. 

	I listened attentively to her story. There were always things Gemma didn't tell me, some of which she left for another time. She always had me wondering what else had happened. I like that about her, even if it does get on my nerves. I stuck my tongue into her creamy pussy. I immediately shoveled the mixture of sexual fluids. After cumming, I was still having a hard time doing that, but her incipient tale had gotten me excited again. 

	 -Once she was tied up, the woman in black applied oil all over her body, until her skin was shiny and smooth. She took her time to fondle her tits and ass and also to rub her clitoris. She was being very conscientious with what she was doing and her gestures showed experience. 

	It was not difficult for me to imagine the scene. And I had no difficulty imagining myself in the scene either. Violations of the laws of physics did not go well with reality, but in the dream world they often occurred and so they did in my fantasy world as well: I imagined myself as a spectator, with my wife instead of that girl tied to the roof of the mansion. And at the same time, I imagined myself being my wife, that is, being that girl. It was not possible to be both at the same time, but my imagination worked that way. It was a quantum duality. Electrons spin in one direction and the other at the same time. {Yes, but only until you look at them. Then the duality is broken and one of the two states is distilled. Which one is yours}. I imagined being that girl, at the same time that I imagined being me - being myself - in her place, that is, with the chastity device on. 

	-The girl moaned every time the woman in black rubbed her clitoris," my wife continued, "and she didn't do it gently, but the oil made her energetic rubbing tolerable on that sensitive area. 

	The clitoris. The clitoris is nothing more than a glans. Although it may be the other way around. But it is much more sensitive than the glans. Evidently, with the chastity device on, the woman in black could not do the analogous with me. Despite that reflection, when I imagined the scene with me as me, as a man, I still imagined it with the chastity device on. 

	-Then," my wife continued, "as part of a demonstration, she was first stroked with a riding crop and then with a whip. First, her Master heated her skin with the riding crop and then the host continued with the whip. The girl was blindfolded and did not know when or from which direction the next blow would rain down on her. Between them, Master and host, they left nice red marks on her skin. 

	Like the ones Gerardo left you with his belt. The thought made me shudder with pain. Although with the story I imagined Gema in that woman's place (when I could not imagine being in her place), I had not liked the experience of seeing the old man whip her with his belt and leave those marks. I did not like being hurt. The story and the imagination were more erotic than the reality. If I were really in her place, would I also find the previous fantasy more erotic than the reality? It turned me on to imagine Gemma disciplining me, but then the spanking really hurt and the pain was not arousing at all, quite the opposite. That's why, perhaps, I didn't like to see how the old man was marking her with the strap-on. And as for anal sex, I still hadn't quite got the hang of it. I was still feeling discomfort in my anus, although less so now. And I still didn't feel the enormous pleasure I was supposed to feel. I don't understand how Gema likes it so much or that she likes gay guys like that. But, at the same time, I wanted it. I wanted to feel that I liked it. Again, there was a difference between fantasy and reality. Although physical pleasure was still scarce, anal sex had a psychological impact on me that made me want to keep trying. That, perhaps, is why I always saw myself with the chastity device on, except on the rare occasions when I imagined myself to be the dominant party. And even on those I fall back on quantum duality and imagine myself to be both dominant and submissive at the same time. Yes, I said it right: submissive with an "a". I never imagined being submissive to a man. {Never?} Gay porn didn't interest me at all, except when I was really, really, really turned on. Then, I would momentarily venture into other genres. Oddly enough, in that unexplained quantum duality of my head, identifying with the submissive woman didn't seem at all gay to me or anything similar. And just to be clear, neither trans or anything like that. That's not the point - how complicated sexuality is! 

	-The woman in black, the hostess, finished the task with the whip," my wife commented. Being a woman, she knew better the girl's sensitive places and how to activate them. Although she had less mastery than her partner with the whip, she got better howls from her victim. 

	My wife's story had gotten me hard again. I felt indecisive. I didn't know whether to continue cleaning her bottom with my tongue or to penetrate her again. I had to admit that Gerard was capable of giving her experiences that few men - myself included - could give her. Switzerland... that mansion... the luxury... those elegant bodies... I shook my head. No, Gemma had made it clear that there had been all kinds of bodies at that party, but I preferred to imagine them all attractive. Finally, I couldn't resist. 

	-Oh!" my wife exclaimed, surprised and amused at the same time, "Look who's got a hard-on! Hey! I didn't give you permission for that. 

	I stopped dead in my tracks. I had just shoved it in. But it was what... I hadn't been able to help it. But I hadn't asked her permission for it, either verbally or through body language. Yet her creamy pussy had admitted me with no problem. I must have made a beaten dog face, because right away Gema told me: 

	-Oh! Poor thing. All right, I'll leave you for today. I like to feel wanted too," he said. It sounded like he was reproaching me for something. Otherwise, how could I punish you later, if you take too many liberties," he joked. I love to see you so effusive with me," he said. And to give emphasis to his words, he took my face in his hands and bit me. Without being disgusted, she tasted me and tasted herself in my mouth.  

	That was something that a year or so earlier I would not have done. I responded passionately to his kiss and we both exchanged bodily fluids. Maybe she's right. I hadn't felt this passion for her in a long time. I began pumping madly with my hips. At this rate, I wouldn't last long, even though I had just cum. 

	-Slow down, cowboy! -exclaimed my wife, as our mouths parted, "Or don't you want to hear the end of this story first? 

	-Of course," I managed to say in spite of my agitation. I took his advice and restrained myself. Of course I wanted to hear the end. Of course I wanted to know everything that had happened in Switzerland. Would there be more than this, Gemma? Although, come to think of it, maybe there were things I was better off never knowing. 

	-I found it a spectacle... I don't know if that's the right word, but right now I can't find another one... creepy," my wife continued her story. I've said before that I'm not into pain, at least not pain as a purpose. Judging by the way the girl screamed and moaned, she wasn't into pain either, at least not that much. To make up for it, unlike the host and even the girl's Master, the hostess, the woman in black, occasionally stopped to kiss her and to put a hand between her legs. I don't think the girl was a lesbian, or even bisexual, but I guess in those moments those terms didn't matter. Can you imagine how she felt? -my wife asked me. 

	I nodded. I just nodded. I had no words to describe it. I didn't have the breath to verbalize them either. I was fucking her as hard as I could without cumming. But I wouldn't last much longer, no matter how hard I tried to control my orgasm. I'm going to cum inside her again! {Yes. You're going back down to clean her up, next, even if it disgusts you again}. 

	-It may have taken me a while to tell you this, because it was hard for me to assimilate the girl's behavior," my wife explained. The images I had described so fantastically kept alternating in my head. Sometimes they overlapped. Far from begging for the show to end and hating, even if only for the moment, her torturers, she was always grateful, as if she was really convinced that she wanted it. I had the opportunity to inquire about it, as some of the girls knew her. According to what they told me, the poor girl volunteered, because she wanted her Master to be proud of her and for him to gain the host's esteem. I sense that there is some sort of hierarchy between them. She must have done well, because she got a round of applause. Did you notice my marks? -my wife asked. Evidently, she was referring to the ones Gerardo had left on her with his belt the other day, the day we almost broke up. Gema caressed my face affectionately with both hands and looked deeply into my eyes. Well, they were nothing compared to hers. 

	What... what did he mean by that? Was he trying to play down what the old man had done to him? 

	-Once off the hook, she became the favorite, at least in the common session in the living room, before the group split into smaller groups and disappeared into the rooms on the second floor," Gema continued. She was nearing the end of her little episode and I was nearing the end of mine. I could barely hold on any longer. Her reddened skin showed clearly where she had been stroked first by the riding crop and then by the whip and some of the men did not hesitate to check it with their hands and massage those areas of her skin, which I guess must not have been very pleasant for the girl. In spite of that, she acted with an amazing and apparently sincere devotion," my wife finished. Now I understand it better, love," she said, "Can you understand it? 

	Gema moved her pelvis. I was controlling my orgasm, surfing the crest of the edge. I was on the edge, but Gema had moved unexpectedly and pulled me off my surfboard. The wave of climax engulfed me and I cum right then and there inside her. Can I understand it? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In not too long, it will be you in the center of the room receiving the lashes and you will also suffer them with joy so that your Master Gerard will be proud of you. It is possible that even your husband, when he sees the marks and welts of the whip on your body, will also be proud of you, seeing what you are capable of suffering for another man." 

	  

	Would you do that for me, love? Would you feel that for me? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It is possible. However, with Gerardo it's not about proving that I know how to endure pain for him. I don't get the feeling that he's particularly sadistic and I'm not a masochist either. What Gerardo gets off on is getting me to do those things that I would initially have completely dismissed with passion. Enduring pain is relatively easy, but changing and doing something you didn't want to do before is the real challenge. So, I might get the lashes or I might put myself to a very different test. As I said, I'm not a masochist. He may want anything else that a priori I would rule out, but for him to take it as a challenge to change me to want it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-It looks like you've taken a step back after all," Manolo observed, not without some satisfaction. 

	-Mmm," Gerardo said, sulking. He wasn't enjoying his whiskey this time. 

	-You have underestimated the love between the two of them," Manolo continued, picking at his friend's wound. Just when you thought you had it, it has slipped away from you, once again. Her love is too strong. You won't get it and you mustn't get it," the notary warned his friend. 

	-Bah!" said Gerardo. He still did not respond with words admitted by the Real Academia Española de la Lengua, which was rare for him. He grimaced as he took another sip from his glass, as if the whiskey was as acidic as a bad, spicy wine. 

	-Did you think that contract was going to do you any good? Did you think it would give you any real power over her? -What good will it do you to be able to destroy her, if you are then left without her too? 

	-The power to destroy a thing is absolute control over it," Gerardo replied. 

	-Frank Herbert, Dune," nodded Manolo, recognizing the quote. Neither of them were science fiction fans, but as lovers of good literature, they had read the masterpiece of the brilliant American writer. But this is not fiction, it's reality," he objected sharply. Sometimes he wondered if his lifelong friend had gone mad and was still living in reality. There were things about his behavior that he had stopped understanding a long time ago. And she's not just any resource. She's not even a resource! She's Gema, dammit! -he exclaimed airily. 

	-I haven't played my last card yet," Gerardo warned him. You'll see that this contract is good for something. You're going to see," he added quietly, lost in thought. Then he raised his voice and said, "And I hope you won't interfere this time. 

	It was the first time that the hitherto always confident Gerard was afraid of what others might influence Gemma. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Apropos of your post, I think you should have a submissive independently of Daniel, because for him you have some feelings that prevent you from developing your dominant part and progressing and not stagnate due to the love you feel for him. Mario may be a good candidate, however, from what you say, I don't see him. So what do you think, new submissive?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I also don't see the point of purposely looking for a submissive man. Mario has the incentive of going against his apparent nature. It is, shall we say, a challenge. With my husband, too, it has been a challenge at times, although in reality he has always wanted to go in that direction, even though, despite that, he hasn't made it entirely easy for me. But looking for a submissive man, where would the challenge be? Yes, I could develop my dominant side more, that's true, and it's a good suggestion that I'll keep in mind, even if I'm not considering it at the moment. I have too much going on already as it is." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you have to ask your boss for permission every time you want to have sex with Mario or is the permission he gave you at the beginning enough for you to be the one to decide when? And to have sex with your husband, do you have to ask Gerardo's permission too, even if it's at home, alone with Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't have to ask his permission. With Mario I already have it as part of the agreement and the one with my husband is non-negotiable." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What are you doing? -exclaimed Mario, surprised. I could tell he was uncomfortable with what I was doing, but he didn't make any sign of stopping me either. 

	I hadn't really intended to meet Mario again. I liked sex with him, but with everything that was going on, I hadn't thought about going back to bed with him so soon. However, to my surprise, Gerardo had suggested it to me. And I thought he was reluctantly admitting my "affair" with his employee. Was he becoming a consenting cuckold? Hypothetically speaking, there were endless possibilities, but I wasn't sure that was what I expected from my boss. I hadn't paid much attention to Gerardo, but he had insisted on the subject. But what interest did he have in this? With everything I had on my plate, I really didn't have time for that. But Gerardo had insisted that I have sex with Mario again. He had tried every angle. 

	"What's the matter, is he tired of you and doesn't listen to you anymore?" he had tried to provoke me. 

	It was silly, even heresy! Mario was dying to stick his cock in me. If it wasn't for my body, it was for the morbid desire I gave him for being his boss. 

	Then, I had tried another way: "I think you've thrown in the towel. You know you'll never succeed in turning him into a submissive. He takes advantage of you to fuck you, but you'll never get him to bend." 

	My boss was probably right. If it wasn't because the sex with Mario was good, that would have made me angry. But it didn't even bother me, at least at that moment. Mario was simply too low in my priorities. It was true that I had started my relationship with him because he provoked me with his irresistible macho cockiness, but it was also true that I had done it to pique or satisfy (it was the same thing) my husband. But now I had other problems with my husband and Mario did not fit in those moments. 

	Afterwards, Gerardo had suggested that I deserved a body like my subordinate's from time to time and had admitted that, on this occasion, I had earned it.  

	"Are you giving me authorization to sleep with him?" she had asked him amused and incredulous at the same time. "That deal we've already negotiated at the time and I'm already paying for it. I can sleep with him whenever I want," she had replied coolly and crisply. 

	"Things change, Gema," my boss had finally snapped at me, "Isn't that what you wanted, for certain things to change?" He had sighed. Then he'd pulled out his cell phone and shown me a picture of the recent contract we'd both signed. "It's not that I'm telling you to leave it with him," he had half-excused himself. "But with your stubbornness you leave me no choice. What would you prefer?" he had asked me, taking a long pause between his question and the sentence explaining what he meant. "Would you prefer that I upload certain images, bare-faced to my blog? Or would you prefer to post them on your blog, let's say motu proprio?". He hadn't smiled when he said it. On the contrary, he had looked sad. That supposed sadness, however, had not influenced the blunt tone of his veiled threat. "I can also get a picture to Tiburcio, if that's what you prefer." Perhaps to soften the former, I had said the latter in a joking tone. Gerardo knew how I was both horrified and insanely excited by the possibility. The possibility that his partner, one way or another, would find out someday was high. And then he will make me... Without a doubt, Tiburcio was much worse than Gerardo. He is a real pig, with no honor whatsoever. [And what honor is Gerardo showing, threatening you like that?] {Threatening her? You're always the same! If that's what she wants, let them force her! Or do you think someone forced her to sign that contract?] [He took advantage of her temporary mental derangement without honor!] {Blah, blah, blah. What's the use of a contract like that, if not to make use of it, at least occasionally? Come on! He said it himself: it's not like he's asking you to cut him off or do anything you haven't done before. I don't see the dishonor in that}. "I know a fetish store that could use a model for an ad campaign," she had added, continuing in her joking tone. The truth was, I wasn't sure if I really knew her or not, but I knew what would happen if my daughter saw me promoting that in the buff (and I'm referring more to my skin than the skimpy outfit I'd be wearing). 

	"I don't understand," he had answered her truthfully, about to throw in the towel. "But that's okay. If that's what makes you happy, I'll stay with Mario." Then, she had provoked him by asking, "Do you want me to tell you, too, like my husband?" 

	But Gerardo had not entered into that argument. Instead, he had said, "I want you to subdue him, Gema. I want you to make him your submissive. I want you to initiate him into anal play. Do whatever you have to do for it, but do it. The only thing I want you to tell me is if you succeed in subduing him." He had looked at me sternly. Then he had lovingly taken her hands in his and had added in a conciliatory tone, "You need this, Gemma, to develop. You need a real submissive, someone you have no qualms about manipulating or humiliating." He had then let go of one of my hands and touched my temple with his index finger. "I know you have a lot of things in this head that you dare not set in motion, not with Daniel. You want me to push you. Well, I'm pushing you. You want no choice, well you don't have a choice! I want you to give free rein to that and Mario is the ideal candidate: you like him, you don't give a shit, you're his boss and I'm his boss... and he resists. Make him pay for how he's treated all the women in his life. Make him pay for how he'd like to treat you. Double it! It's a real challenge! Do what you have to do! Make him sign a contract like the one you have with me, if you have to and you can. Do all those things you imagine. Do..." 

	"A threesome with another man? With you?", I had dared to interrupt him and ask. Gerardo had jumped in with his arguments, all of them accurate. But he hadn't mentioned one of my fantasies, perhaps because he didn't know about it, perhaps because he didn't approve of it. 

	"Oh, no, not with me!" he had said flatly. "If you want him to get buggered or suck cock, find someone else. You have my permission, as long as he's submissive - do whatever it takes!" 

	Maybe Gerardo sensed it or maybe he didn't know it: I had fantasized about doing something like that... with my husband. Maybe my intuition was right or maybe I was completely wrong, but sometimes I thought that this was the next step for Daniel, a very necessary step. In fact, Mario had to become a priority for me. 

	I was carrying out my boss's orders. I was trying to get Mario used to anal pleasures. Of course, I couldn't just show up in front of him with my silicone cock. Mario wasn't ready for that and I was sure he would have run away. One step at a time. Something so abrupt would have meant our breakup and, with it, possibly him running his mouth in the office, even if it cost him his job. Mario was on the bed, on all fours. From behind, I sucked his cock to pay attention to his manhood at the same time. At the same time, I inserted a finger into his anus. 

	-Hey," Don Juan objected faintly. Apparently, he was very prejudiced about that kind of games, but my lips around his cock convinced him that it was worth it to endure me poking around his back entrance. This..." Mario tried to protest again. 

	I licked his cock up to his balls. Just like my husband and unlike Gerardo, I had them shaved. I continued licking upwards, all the way to the perineum. And then some more. Mario stopped protesting when my tongue made contact with his anus. I had never done that before, not with my husband, not with Gerardo either. But I knew the sensations, because Daniel did analingus on me. But doing it to a man... it was different. At that moment I understood. That act was as different for me, compared to my husband, as anal sex was for Daniel, compared to me. For me, when a man penetrated me from behind, it was just another form of sex, which often helped me achieve a more powerful orgasm. It was a type of sex in which I gave myself over, that's for sure, but it was sex. But for my husband, anal sex was a reminder of who was in charge in the relationship and that was something he liked. The pleasure he got was less physical and more psychological. But in contrast, analingus for my husband was just another part of sex, not unlike cunnilingus. Of course, it was also an act of submission, but that part was not as significant. However, licking a man's ass - Mario's - was being an experience that went far beyond sucking his cock. In fact, unlike how my husband viewed cunnilingus and analingus respectively, it had nothing to do with each other. {But what are you doing?} [That! But what are you doing, you slut?] {No, I'm not saying it because it's dirty. I'm saying it because it's an act of submission. That's not what you want with Mario!} I was licking his back door just to initiate him into anal play, I'm doing what Gerardo told me to do! He told me, "Do whatever it takes!". And that's what I'm doing. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that Mario is not naturally submissive, that you are forcing him to be so with you, if he wants to have you. Have you not thought that he may be instructed by Gerardo to behave as submissive with you and thus also meet your dominant needs, using someone he totally controls and definitively displacing in that facet of your life the annoying character of your husband? That would be very like him. Gerardo, Lidia, Mario... different fronts, same goal." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Phew. To tell you the truth, I hadn't thought of that. But what you say has its logic: it would be totally in line with Gerardo's way of being. I don't think that's the case, though, but it makes sense what you say.Thanks!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, you say you don't have the energy for Mario, but it's not because he doesn't generate the necessary energy for you? Because Gerardo does generate those energies, doesn't he? Or haven't you thought about it? The energies are linked to the libido, so.... Mario doesn't turn you on sexually like Gerardo. Have you realized how complex you are, or has your CORNUDO made you that way? Really, what turns you on? It's the mind, isn't it? Mario doesn't have the dirty mind you wish he did. It's too simple, right? Or is it? Tell me: have you thought about it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, Mario is not comparable to either Gerardo or my husband. He has the best body of the three, of course. But I think I have become over time - and especially in this year and a half - a sapiosexual woman. In any case, Mario is a minor project of mine, a little hobby, an experiment without too much importance. It's fun to do when I have time and energy, but it's not a priority. The priorities for me are my daughter, my marriage, the path with Gerardo (professionally and sexually) and the rest of my family. I think I got it right with the order I put them in, although it's not easy to examine yourself. Mario comes after all this.  

	What excites me about Mario is, on the one hand, his body. But, on the other hand, and this is more important and in fact is the aim of the experiment, is to transform this typical macho Don Juan into a submissive man in front of women. I have done it with my husband, but it is not the same situation. With my husband it is a road we have walked together and it is not over yet. We have both walked that road without much knowledge, but with a certain willingness to go in that direction. However, Mario is someone who has, a priori, no interest in that. And hence the experiment, to see if it can be achieved. Although honestly, I don't think I'll get it. Neither am I that good at manipulating nor do I really have that much interest in this to give it more priority and my time and energy are limited. So, I'll enjoy the small advances while I can and if not that of your body. But it's not what I'm focused on, really." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Me, interfere? -asked Manolo in a tone of exaggerated innocence. How? Manolo gave a mischievous half-smile. He had not contacted Gema, at least not in a way that could be demonstrated. 

	-You know that," Gerardo replied, annoyed with his friend. Until then, he had even found it amusing that his friend wrote comments on his girl's blog. He had considered that he had everything perfectly under control and that those comments would not harm him. On the contrary, he had thought they would benefit him, because the blog fed back into the woman's perversion. Besides, the more questions she was asked, the more she would shed the layers that protected her privacy as she answered them. That would pave the way for her. But now he was no longer so sure that certain comments would benefit him. He was sure that his friend was writing things that did not benefit him, although, of course, he had no proof that it was him.  

	In any case, the fault had been his own, for having pointed out Gemma's blog to Manolo. He himself had introduced the Trojan horse into the citadel and, unlike the Trojans, he had done so knowing the danger; he had done it to show off to his friend and because he had been sure that his triumph was inevitable; it was only a matter of time, maybe a detour here, maybe another one there, a little extra challenge, another climb, another stage to conquer, more kilometers to enjoy on Gemma's long road to total domination. But time was running out and there was an obstacle she was unable to overcome. How was it possible that that woman was still by the side of that insecure little man who lacked energy? How could he explain that she could still love a supposed man who wore women's underwear, who let his virility be annulled and who let himself be fucked in the ass, in short, who let himself be emasculated? That was something that was incomprehensible to him; Daniel to him was the antithesis of what a man should be. He and Daniel were poles apart, so it was no wonder that Gemma was attracted to him, to his energy; what was strange to him was that at the same time she was clinging to the little man. Little man... it wasn't a question of physique or even intellectual capacities, but of the will to do something with it. He had succeeded, building a company from nothing. He had given Gema a chance to develop professionally. He had helped her discover her fantasies and was making them come true for her. Of course, those fantasies (not all of them) were also his. He had given her new breasts, to take away the complex she suffered from, partly because of her husband. He had made her feel like a desired model... thanks to him, his camera and the blog he had created in which he posted the images he wanted to share with her (to date, all of them without showing his face). He had shown her the luxury and pleasures of high society. He had prostituted her... thanks to him and for him... to make her weaker and stronger at the same time. He had initiated her into lesbianism (not only in the physical act, but also the emotional one), thanks to him. He had made her see beyond the body, beyond the merely physical... thanks to him, for himself, but also to broaden her horizons. He had taught her to appreciate, to listen carefully and to enjoy jazz music, instead of that pop crap she used to listen to before. It had trained his palate and taught him that tastes were neither good nor bad per se, but were something acquired and adaptable... tobacco, whiskey, semen... and other liquids. The latter he had not done because he had a particular affinity with that practice. In fact, he, who used to be scrupulous, did not particularly like it, but he had done it for her, as a tool to influence the plasticity of her mind, to influence her absolute submission and thus be able to mold her better to make her a better woman, a woman to his liking. And that little man, what had he done for her, so that she refused to leave him, in spite of everything? 

	-You know that," he warned his friend again. He rarely repeated himself, but this time he did. His friend's half-smile no longer seemed funny to him. In the beginning, Gemma had been a sort of implicit bet between his friend and him, in their eternal friendly game of highlighting each other. They rarely needed to utter it to detect the challenge posed by the other. In fact, that was how it had started: Faced with Manolo's skepticism, Gerardo had wanted to show his friend his ability to transform people. He, the great businessman as opposed to the modestly successful notary. But Gema had quickly become fundamental to him. Gerardo, at his age, saw in her the potential of his ideal woman, the partner he had always dreamed of and that his two failed marriages had not given him: intelligent, daring, sexy, imaginative, passionate, perverse, reliable, committed and loyal. And submissive. Potentially very submissive, to the point of devotion. And the little man, what had he given her, to make her cling to him like that, even though he was becoming less and less of a man? Was loyalty her obstacle? It must have been, for it could hardly be love and passion. "What had he given her?" she asked again. He had given her a daughter, but he could give her a son. In fact, he would, if she would let him. That and having transformed her into a better woman would be his legacy. 

	-I understand what you are trying to do," Manolo said, "You are not only looking for a substitute as a submissive, so that she can do without her husband. You know very well that she is not only with him for that reason. You have a plan within a plan," he said, paraphrasing one of Dune's best phrases. On the one hand, you hope to undermine his self-confidence, making him feel replaceable, even redundant. That will increase the tension between the two of you. And, on the other hand, you intend that, if Gemma realizes her fantasy of setting up a submissive threesome between Mario and her husband, she will end up loathing her husband, seeing him perform homosexual acts unworthy of a man. You think she will end up losing respect for him; you think this is the last push she needs. She'll stop seeing him as a man, she'll leave him and stay with you. -Manolo nodded appreciatively. But there's one thing I don't understand: Why with Mario? Why don't you look for someone more willing? Surely you wouldn't have much difficulty finding someone if you looked in certain forums. Why Mario? Why don't you look for someone predisposed? -he asked again. 

	Gerardo looked at him, but bit his tongue. In view of the fact that Manolo was communicating anonymously or with pseudonyms with her through his blog, he was not willing to give her clues that could jeopardize his plans. There were several reasons why Mario was the ideal candidate. One of them was that he could easily cut off her head whenever he wanted. 

	-These things don't interest me at all! -said Gerardo forcefully. It wasn't a lie, but it wasn't the whole truth either. The real part was that everything that had to do with homosexuality (male homosexuality, evidently), repelled him. He wasn't going to find her an effeminate man to do... that with him and her husband. 

	-Aren't you afraid that, if Gema gets it on with Mario and fulfills her fantasies, at least that part of her fantasies, she won't need you anymore? -Manolo asked Gerardo. It was a reasonable question, but Manolo had asked the question mainly to prod his friend. However, the usual friendly pique they usually had between them had long since ceased to be friendly, more or less since Gerardo had violated the ethical limits and since he had dragged him to violate them as well, despite trying to restrain himself. I think what you should do, as a good dominant, is to bugger Daniel yourself. That's what they both expect of you. And that's why you're going to fail. 

	Gerardo looked with hatred at what he considered his equal (or near-equal), his friend, his only friend. He found Manolo's suggestion entirely abominable and hearing him assure him that he would fail in what he considered the most important work of his life, his legacy, did not help to calm him down. Without saying anything to him, he threw the whiskey in his face and left his house with a resounding slam of the door that shook the foundations. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, Gema. Congratulations on your birthday, may I ask who you spent your special day with? I must admit, I hope you spent your time alone with your husband, your love." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you! With my husband and our daughter. It's been nothing special, just quiet family time, but that's okay. I don't need any more hustle and bustle." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	It was my birthday. At lunchtime, Gerardo and I had rushed home from the office. My boss had given me some shoes with extreme heels that had immediately reminded me of the ones the waitress had worn at the orgy in Switzerland. They were undoubtedly extremely sexy, but they were also just as uncomfortable to wear. Still, Gerardo had made me wear them at his place for him. 

	"You'll get used to them," she had tried to reassure me. "From now on, that's what you'll wear here at home. And you'll wear them on special occasions, too, but relax, that doesn't include day-to-day office wear." 

	"Special occasions?" he had asked her. "Like the party in Switzerland?" Immediately, I had felt a tingle as I remembered that episode in my life and imagined that perhaps it might soon be repeated. 

	Gerardo had fed that tingling in my parts with his hand, not allowing me to cum. I had had to think about unpleasant things like bills and the mortgage to avoid cumming without his permission. My boss had made me lie face up on the dining room table, completely naked except for my new heels, my stockings (no garter belt this time) and his choker. With my head bent over the edge of the table, he had fucked my throat, just the way he used to like it. 

	"She likes it, because she knows what's coming next," I would write shortly thereafter on my blog. "It's a test to determine if her new lover is a real man, dominant and virile," I would write, referring to the woman in the photograph. I had no intention of changing my bugler, but if I ever did, for good cause, I was sure that would be one of the tests I would inadvertently subject him to in order to see if he was the right man. "If he is, he will soon use her mouth as if it were another vagina. She will do it slowly and gently, carefully but with determination. And it will be precisely his determination that will make her overcome the inevitable awkwardness of the situation and open her mouth for him. It will also be a test of her temperance, intelligence and perseverance, because only a true man knows how to advance firmly but sensitively until he reaches his goal. It is precisely in this that many aspiring dominant men fail." 

	Gerardo, while penetrating my throat -since my boss said that Lidia did it better and that I should practice, I had improved my ability to lodge him without triggering the vomit reflex- had rubbed my clitoris. I had done it frantically, though intermittently to give myself time to recover and not cum. Still, I'd had to think about the damn mortgage that weighed on my back after the expensive construction of our house. That always kept me from cumming. At the same time, with the other hand, I had fondled my breasts, paying special attention to my nipples. 

	"Do you remember that fantasy of ours, of the art gallery displaying your best black and white photos?" he had asked me as he fucked my throat. 

	Evidently I remembered that fantasy, for it was a recurring one. Its infinite variations gave rise to infinite morbid scenarios. In some of them, the disgusting Tiburcio appeared -of course-. In another, the woman in black and her partner Klaus reappeared. That fantasy, which we often used to discover new fantasies based on it, had also given rise to the dog collar and leash. It had even given rise to the artistic, sensual, full-body tattoo photos that I had posted on my blog. It didn't have to be a tattoo, strictly speaking, it could also be a work of body painting, immortalized in a photo exposed to the public. Needless to say, that fantasy also hid the embryo of the transfer of my image rights that I had signed. 

	 "I think I'm going to make it happen shortly," my boss had advanced me. "I think I'm going to meet with an artist, a photographer, to help me choose the best images. I see them printed life-size. It's going to be awesome. I'd like to make that happen. I'd like to introduce you to your loved ones and mine, so they can see how beautiful you are." The way she had said it had sounded like she wasn't just referring to outer beauty. "I imagine us greeting guests, holding hands. You'll be wearing a collar and leash, too, to make it clear how precious you are. Something artistic. Maybe the metal necklace from Switzerland. We'll see. You will wear a white wedding dress, semi-transparent and your breasts will show through it. I'll leave the choice of dress to you; I know you won't let me down; besides, Lidia will help you. Our celebration could be like this; it could be the inauguration of the art gallery and your new life at the same time. Actually, both are the same thing, aren't they? Regarding the dress, what I would ask is that it have a cutout at the level of your belly, so that your pregnant state would show," her vision had explained to me, as she penetrated my throat, rubbed my clitoris and twisted my nipple. "But the latter, I don't know if I can wait that long. We may have to move things forward." 

	Why deny it at this point? The fantasy of getting pregnant by him was making me horny. It was, of course, just a fantasy. It was logical that it turned me on: after all, sex is about procreation. Also with Daniel, at the time, the thought of a baby had made me horny. I remember that when we were dating and making plans for the future, talking about them in the street during a walk, I had arrived home with my panties completely soaked (and I'm not exaggerating). And that had been even before having penetrative sex with Daniel (I think I have already written it, so I will comment again: Daniel, unlike other guys, had not rushed to have penetrative sex with me -which had surprised me, albeit pleasantly- but had taken it calmly, to first strengthen our love relationship and give more importance to the moment, when we would make love). This fantasy of getting pregnant by Gerardo was recurring, but the frequency of the recurrence was increasing. Gerardo brought up the subject more and more often, which disgusted me as well as excited me. {It disgusts you only because it makes you feel guilty about your arousal}. Also that sort of wedding ceremony -that never of abandoning my husband- was a fantasy we discussed from time to time. I didn't plan to separate from Daniel-not if I could help it-but I was excited by the symbolism of giving myself to Gerardo in some way. Obviously, it wouldn't be a wedding, per se. And now Gerardo had coupled that with the fantasy of the art gallery, where my submissive status would be exposed to the public. [You would also be exposed to Vicky and your parents. Think of them! My boss had intertwined the two imaginary stories in a masterful way, perhaps because from the beginning, even without realizing it, they both symbolized the same thing. Of course, they were nothing more than fantasies. But unlike other occasions, my boss, this time, had used the future tense in some verbs, instead of the conditional. 

	Gerardo had not continued his fantastic story, maybe because he had already finished telling it or because he got so excited telling it that he had cum. He had done so in my throat, filling my esophagus directly with his semen. Although I felt proud to be able to lodge it so deeply in my throat, at the same time I regretted not being able to taste it that way. His semen, objectively speaking, tasted bad, but it tasted delicious at the same time, because I had gotten used to it and because it was his taste and smell. That and because of the morbidity it gives me, precisely because it tastes like that. If it tasted like honey, it would make me less horny. 

	He had then invited me to stay, rather than return to the office to continue the workday. Clearly, his intention was for me to stay with him to sleep. But I had declined, despite my arousal and despite the fact that I badly needed a good orgasm as soon as possible. It was my birthday and I had plans to celebrate it with my family, my husband and my daughter Victoria. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"I know I'm repetitive, but does anyone know this, is it possible that after breast augmentation they have gained in a certain type of sensitivity? Before the surgery I had read that there was a risk that they would lose sensitivity, but not that it would increase. And I say a certain type, because what I find most strange is how my body reacts to when I squeeze, stretch and twist my nipples. It hurts. But it turns me on. I especially get that since the operation. Have any women had that happen to them, or is it more of a Master/submissive thing? Any Dom's who could comment on whether their submissive has suddenly undergone that kind of change (with or without surgery)? Maybe it's more psychological than physiological, but it coincides with the operation, almost as if the surgeon has manipulated my nerve endings, which I obviously know is impossible, but it feels that way all the same." 

	  

	Gerardo had forbidden me to wear my bra in the office that afternoon, when I refused to stay with him instead of going back to the office, or to go home with him after work instead of going back to my house. Perhaps he had hoped that my nipples, showing under my blouse, erect and eager for his special caresses, would ultimately make me change my mind. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel started caressing my body. My husband knew how to thrill me like no other man. His fingertips knew how to run over the delicate points of my body without barely brushing my skin. Nobody did it like him. Only Gerardo came close to him. After a quarter of an hour of caresses, he moved on to the coconut oil massage. I was completely naked on the bed, lying face down. Daniel had his birdie caged in Lidia's chastity device, hidden under a pair of panties of the same color. They were not mine, they were Daniel's. Some time ago, when we started this kind of games that we later abandoned, I had made him buy a few pairs. I liked them in feminine colors like pink or fuchsia, but for when more discretion was required, I also had some black panties. In any case, I preferred them in a delicate, lacy, sheer fabric. The lingerie fit her very well, ridiculously well. It made a beautiful and obscene contrast to her hairy body. The panties she was wearing that day were pink and very see-through, giving a glimpse of Lidia's stump. I didn't mind, as she was lying on her stomach with her eyes closed. 

	My husband massaged my body deliciously well with the coconut oil, leaving my skin warm, soft and glistening. The caged time and no orgasm made him submissive. True submission does not consist in obeying the master's orders, but in striving to give him pleasure, to anticipate his needs and to do it with true passion, whatever it took to please him. At least, that was how I understood it. Daniel had also known this for a long time, but he did not always put it into practice, because he was reluctant - in truth or in appearance, who could say for sure, really - to claim that he needed to be in a special state of mind. I, at first, did not understand it and took it as an excuse to cover up his laziness, but thanks to Gerardo I had understood it. It was not laziness on my husband's part, but rather my own, for not taking him to that state of mind, to that special place, which he required and desired. Lidia's trap and my experiences in Switzerland had been good for me to realize many things. And our near-breakup had shaken me and scared away my laziness towards him. 

	Daniel kissed and licked my feet, alternating caresses and massages with his hands with cuddles with his mouth. He had started doing that years ago and of his own accord. At first, I had found it disgusting, but I had let him do it, both for the unknown special pleasure it gave me and to break his fantasies. Daniel has always been very sensitive about his fantasies. In a way, I guess you could say that Daniel had encouraged me to do the foot-kissing thing. At the beginning, seeing him doing it to me, I would never have thought that I would end up kissing my goreador's feet, let alone someone like Gerardo. But in the end, it had happened this way and, once again, the origin was in my own husband. And now you are disgusted to see me doing it to Gerardo! Daniel had always been somewhat modest about his mouth. So, before I became a horny wife, he had avoided giving me cunnilingus, but, to tell the truth, I hadn't required it of him either. I hadn't been much different from him and had refused to suck him off. However, as I had become a hot wife, things had changed, some drastically and some gradually. Thus, I had not hesitated, ecstatic as I was in my first experience as an unfaithful wife, to pounce on the cock of my first horny man, Silvestre, and taste his cock, something I had not done before with my husband. Daniel, for his part, with the proper indications from me, had learned to eat my pussy, at first somewhat reluctantly, but less and less. And from there he had evolved on his own until one day he had kissed and licked my feet without my having asked him to do so and without my even having imagined it. Thinking back, it had been one of those times when he had felt especially small, as he used to say, or submissive, after I had returned from a date with one of my lovers.  

	He had explained to me that it was a bittersweet feeling, more sweet than sour, and where serenity, happiness and love predominated. I had not understood it at the time, although years later, with Gerardo, I would come to experience something similar. To what extent had Daniel induced me to experience this kind of thing with Gerardo? Was it my initial curiosity to experience submission and to know what my husband felt when he kissed my feet? Was my yearning for submission to Gerardo a product of wanting to feel the same way my husband felt when he behaved submissively with me? Was it analogous to him wanting to feel the same way I felt when I was with one of my lovers? Or was this apparent parallel the result of mere coincidence rather than causality?  

	Daniel continued with his kisses. Although in a sense he could be considered my teacher in this, I think I can say that the pupil had surpassed the teacher. Well, know that the fault is yours! 

	My husband moved up my calves and his lips found my hamstring. That was another of my weak points and Daniel knew it. That spot was only known to my husband, him and Lidia, but not Gerard. My husband applied a wet kiss and then blew, which caused a momentary cold sensation in that area and I shivered. Satisfied, Daniel repeated the operation on my other leg with even effect. A couple of minutes ago I had begun to masturbate myself. I liked to do it on my stomach. In that position I could exert more pressure on my clitoris with my hand. Daniel, with his blowing, caressing and snogging, was encouraging me to do it. 

	My husband continued to move up my legs, kissing them as he went. His hands formed the advance guard and reached my buttocks first. I immediately got goose bumps, anticipating what I knew was coming next. His hands continued to move down my coccyx towards my back, while his lips planted kisses on my buttocks. It was curious that I craved his kisses as much as I craved my boss's hard spanking. They were opposite sensations and meanings, but I wanted them both equally. Perhaps I even needed them both equally. Daniel's hand slipped between my legs and met over my sex with mine. He didn't try to push it away - that was what Gerard would have done - but caressed my fingers as I continued to masturbate. 

	My husband pulled back a little and opened my cheeks to watch with fascination as my fingers massaged my vulva. I usually preferred the dark, but I had purposely left a dim light in the bedroom, knowing that men are very visual. Daniel spread my cheeks a little further apart and his face sank between them. His lips touched my fingertips and my vulva. His nose bumped against my anus, but he didn't seem to mind. Daniel had changed with regard to his scruples as much as I had. {No, not as much as you}. I moaned. I knew what would happen next. It only happened when my husband was very aroused, and after several weeks without an orgasm, he obviously was. I moaned in anticipation. Almost slyly, my husband's tongue moved away from my sex and met my anus. In that position, my husband had easier access to that erogenous part of my body than to my sex. Daniel licked me and I moaned again. Daniel licked me again. No one had ever given me analingus before, only my husband. It was something he had learned to do on his own, without any encouragement from me. I did it to Mario in return, but, in a way, encouraged by Gerardo, although I'm not sure he intended that. I'd better not tell him that part. I'd better not tell Daniel or Gerardo, either of them. It was curious how my husband had also evolved over time. He had gone from being scrupulous with his tongue to licking me with devotion back there. And it had all started with my first experiences as a horny wife, which had made me open up to sexual pleasures and become more confident. I had guided my husband to give me more and more frequent and intense cunnilingus, I had even had him clean me of other men's semen, but he had walked the rest of the way on his own. Like kissing my feet, analingus had been his initiative. I knew he wanted more, and often in that situation it was not easy for me not to give in, but that was the only contact he was allowed with my little ass. 

	-Fuck me! 

	He could not tell whether he had begged or ordered her to do so. 

	-I'm sorry, I can't, honey. You know... 

	Of course I knew it. But in the moment of excitement I had forgotten. Lidia's trap! I took the key and was about to give it to him so that he could uncage himself, but I rectified. Although I didn't want to interrupt the stimulation of my clitoris, I didn't want him to free himself. That should be a task reserved for me. Or Lidia. I don't know. Maybe I should return one of the keys to her. Maybe she can help me. I have to open my mind more to certain things. It was the second time the memory of her mingled in my thoughts, while my husband caressed me. {Take the count again. This is the third time in this section}. After I had made an enemy of her because of her merciless spanking with the pimp paddle, I had written her - on my boss's orders - the thank you letter he had asked me to write for her some time ago. In writing it, in trying to be honest with her and, above all, with myself, I had discovered that I loved her much more than I hated her. Still, I feared that Gerardo was continuing to play cruel games with us, now encouraging love between us, then sowing hatred. No doubt my boss intended to unhinge me. 

	Back to my husband and his caresses, it was not wise to instill misconceptions in Daniel regarding the chastity device and what it meant. Much to my dismay, I stopped what I was doing and sat up. My husband looked gorgeous in his pink lingerie. Ridiculous but gorgeous. I pulled his panties down below his little balls. Even though the stock was pink, it was translucent enough to let you guess that his cock had swollen to the maximum his cage would allow. Daniel winced. 

	-Does it hurt, honey? 

	-No, no. It's the eggs. My cock pulls up on the cage and the cage pulls on the eggs. It feels like it's trying to rip the skin off my scrotum. 

	I caressed her little eggs. It was true that the skin was tight. The panties prevented the attempted erection from tugging at them, but now without it... Poor things! I bent down and kissed them tenderly, but that only made the situation worse for my husband. I didn't delay any longer and freed him from his bonds. That had been my plan for the night, for my birthday, from the beginning. The excitement my husband had provoked with his tongue on my little ass had only accelerated it. Freed, my husband's cock soon grew. However, it seemed smaller than other times. Was it true that they shrunk when they were in chastity? 

	-She looks smaller," I said, while caressing her little eggs with one hand. 

	Daniel shrugged, not knowing what to answer. 

	-Oh, but she's so cute. Small, but cute. What a cute little thing! -I provoked him. 

	I leaned over and sucked him briefly. It tasted good. I had taken care of that earlier that afternoon, when I had momentarily uncaged him so he could clean himself thoroughly. Since the last vaginal penetration, a couple of weeks ago, it hadn't been the first time I had uncaged him. I had done it on other occasions, but always in a supervised and hygienic manner, with some brief wiggling to verify that he was still getting it up. Anyway, after having sucked Gerardo's cock, I couldn't say that my husband's tasted bad. Silvestre's had been truly delicious. My husband's, not so much. But Gerardo's had a special taste that took some getting used to, no doubt the result of tobacco, whiskey and too much coffee and perhaps also age. And yet, I had become so accustomed to his taste that I craved it; the stronger the better. Was that part of my addiction to him? Like when he whipped me, which hurt, but I still wanted more? 

	I lay on my back and spread my legs. I did it partly because I knew that missionary was one of my husband's favorite positions and partly because I didn't want there to be any doubt about the little hole I had referred to when I had asked him to fuck me. [Aha! You asked him, you didn't order him! You need it too!] After so long without my husband's little cock, I had my weaknesses too. Daniel didn't hesitate and tried to take off his panties. 

	-No, no. You don't take them off. Leave them like this, under the little eggs, I like the way they look on you. 

	Daniel looked at me with disapproval - I didn't know if it was feigned or real - but he quickly positioned himself between my legs. Somewhat nervously, he thrust his penis into my wet, warm cave. 

	-Fuck me, love! Reclaim your wife! 

	Daniel didn't have to be asked twice and started pumping. He did it slowly, unhurriedly, as he used to like it and as I liked it when he did it to me. For more energetic exercises I had my lovers. With my husband, what I liked was for him to make love to me. 

	[Forgive me for interrupting your story, but that for more energetic exercises you have your lovers, it is not true. It was true, but now it is not true. Gerardo is not energetic and you have no other lovers]. 

	I have Mario.  

	[Yes, but you don't allow him. I still don't understand what plans you have with him]. I do have energetic lovers. Or have you already forgotten about Darko and his friend? 

	{Excuse me for butting in on your conversation, but are "the Gift" and his friend Darko and his friend just an extension of Gerardo?} 

	So what? 

	[Nothing. That it's too occasional. In that respect you have to admit that you've lost things]. 

	But I have gained in other aspects. And now to shut up, because I want to make love to my husband! Or have I lost in that too?  

	{We'll see}. 

	Daniel had an incredible stamina. He could go for hours without orgasm. This control may have been the result of his maniacal masturbation. He liked to reach the edge of climax, without cumming, to start again, after a few seconds of cooling down. He had to confess, sometimes it was even tiring.  

	I was feeling my husband inside me. I would be lying if I said I hadn't missed him. It may seem like a hotwife has enough with her lovers, but that's not quite the case. Even if sexually it's enough, the emotional connection that making love with the person you love gives is irreplaceable. My followers - my critics, not the unconditional wankers - had warned me about this, but I had ignored them and we had almost reached catastrophe. Now I understood it better. For me, having him in a cage had also been hard, although certainly not as hard as it was for him. But if it was true that vaginal sex was something special, it was also true that thanks to his imprisonment we had learned other ways of making love. They were ways that meant a lot, though more to him than to me. There was something special about spreading your legs and receiving your partner. Daniel felt many things when I made love to him with my harness. And for me, it was also a meaningful action, although, as I said, there is something special about spreading your legs and I had missed that. Now, at last, I had my husband between my legs and I felt again - sexually and emotionally speaking - his wife. Yin and yang. I had been yang with him for too long -yang, the giver. I needed to also be the one who receives, I needed to feel yin with him. {Ya, and feel his... yang... inside you}. 

	Daniel suddenly stopped for a couple of seconds. Then he started pumping hard. He was cumming! Are you cumming? Fuck? Already? My excitement level suddenly went up. 

	-Yes, come on. -Come on, my love! Come with me. 

	Daniel penetrated me several times with force and then fell on top of me. Fortunately, I had managed to cum at the same time with him. His orgasm had been unexpected. How long had we been doing it? {Just a couple of minutes! I warned you that sexually you would lose with him, compared to other possibilities}. A couple of minutes, maybe less. It was true that Daniel used to have a great stamina, but perhaps I should have added that it had mostly diminished very significantly since I had started cheating on him. Since then, he had a tendency to cum too quickly. Something had changed in him. Apparently, my husband couldn't get my antics out of his thoughts and would unintentionally overexcite himself until he lost control. But this time he had broken records. All that time caged up for such a brief explosion. I didn't blame him or hold it against him. In the end it's going to be true that you're my plan B when it comes to sex. {Not even that. Clearly, ahead of him are at least Lidia and Gerardo}. [Ah! In that order, now?] Even if I hadn't cum with him, his premature ejaculation wouldn't have mattered. What was important was that he had claimed me again and made me feel that I was still his wife and he was still my husband. However, it did annoy me that he had cum so quietly. But my husband was like that. Quiet. Discreet. My lovers used to moan or even vociferate at the moment of orgasm and I liked that. It made me feel special and it turned me on to hear them. But Daniel was reserved. But maybe that was also why I had fallen in love with him, because he was unpretentious and knew how to listen. 

	-I'm sorry, honey," my husband apologized. 

	-Don't be silly! It's all right. -I comforted him, stroking his hair. 

	I was tempted to order her to give me a second orgasm with her tongue, but I discouraged telling her. After orgasm, his libido would plummet and that was always difficult for him. So it was even easier for him to clean me of another man's semen, while aroused, than it was for him to clean me of his own. Perhaps, however, it was what my husband needed to hear, that I would force him to perpetrate such an act, but I felt sorry for him and was afraid of overdoing it, especially after his poor display of sexual performance. And that may have been my biggest problem, that I empathized too much and was afraid of hurting people, especially my husband. That was my limitation and that may be why I would never become a good domina. I might never become what my husband needed in that respect. Again, I was tempted to order him around, but again I was afraid of pushing him too far. "Another time," I resolved. That time, on my birthday, was our time to reconnect emotionally, rather than to demand certain sexual acts from him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"One of your photos says that many times you are not a Submissive. As you have often said, this is not for life. Have you thought about, when all this is over, becoming a Domina for pleasure or for money? Given your background and experience, I think you would make a very good Domina. What do you think? And don't give me the effort laziness, like you do with Daniel. If you're read by dommaduro60 I'd like his opinion, too." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Never say of this water I shall not drink, but I don't think I would become a domina for money. I still have the classic illusion of succeeding professionally in the traditional way. Domina for money is not the same as prostitute, of course, but I don't see it as a goal. Not that I see it as a bad thing to receive money in exchange for sex. I think women are free to decide. But it's not what I want, even though you could argue that, in a way, at least in part, that's what I'm doing now. But there is a difference between now and a goal for the future. It's also not that I particularly enjoy dominating men in general. I enjoy it with my husband, because of the special connection I have with him and because it enhances that asymmetry between hotwife and cuckold, which we both get off on. But just in case, I won't say I'll never drink from those waters." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say you want to enhance Daniel's feminine side, but I think he's already pretty well developed. In general, he seems very unmanly. He has never in his life managed to satisfy a woman and the only one he has managed to get to be by his side has to look for other men to be able to have what her husband should give her. And he is not only sexually, but also in life, not being able to defend his wife from being mistreated and put in unnecessary danger by an old degenerate." 

	  

	To that comment, my response was a moving image of a girl in the street, obscenely sucking her finger, and finally taking it out of her mouth and combing it with that same finger. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What happened, love? Did you think of anything? Where was your mind? -I asked, nevertheless. 

	-I don't know," my husband lied. 

	Of course I knew where his mind had wandered to get overexcited. How could I not know? Had he thought of Lidia? Of the video in the forest in Switzerland? Had he thought of me, kissing Lidia in the living room of our house, before going out with her that night as her official partner? Or had he remembered some old lover, like Silvestre? 

	-Tell me, love," I begged. It's all right. You can tell me. 

	[You do, but what about your readers? Because then you punish everything. You take a long time to tell it, but you tell it. Don't you understand that despite the anonymity, he's ashamed of it?] If he was already embarrassed, that didn't make it any easier for him. So maybe he should change his strategy. 

	-Tell me, honey. I need to know. And our readers need to know, too. It will help them understand us. 

	-Okay," Daniel agreed reluctantly, after several seconds of silence.  

	Strangely, having told him it was for my blog had encouraged rather than discouraged him. My feminine intuition, totally unfounded, had been right. But the silence continued and Daniel added nothing more. I waited. I had learned that from Gerardo: the technique of active listening through awkward silences. It was about forcing, through silence, the other to loosen his tongue. The seconds passed and I bit my lips so as not to be the one to break it. 

	-Okay," my husband repeated. I was... I was thinking about you and Gerardo in his bed. In this very position. I've never seen you in bed," he finally added, embarrassed and in a low, almost imperceptible voice. 

	That revelation had left me in a state of shock. I would never have imagined it. Daniel had seen me with Gerardo many times, but never in the bedroom, only in the living room. And I had never seen me with him in the missionary position. Gerardo, in every way, liked it better when I rode him. He liked watching the tits he'd bought for himself - because more than for me, he'd bought them for himself - bounce and bounce and he liked twisting my nipples, making me scream with pleasure and pain at the same time. Of course, we had also done it in the missionary position, but there was more imagination than anything else on Daniel's part, because, indeed, I had never actually witnessed it. That was something I had to process, but this was not the time. It was perhaps an opportunity that I needed to think about carefully. 

	-I bet you can do it again," I encouraged him after several minutes of reflection and relaxation. For my birthday, can you do it again? Will you give me that? 

	Daniel was still mounted on top of me, with his cock in my vagina. He used to go into an uncontrollable sluggishness after orgasm. As I thought about his words and recovered from the initial shock, I continued to stroke his back and hair. 

	-Come on, make the most of it, we'll see how long it will be until next time. 

	But Daniel remained numb. 

	-If that's all you appreciate making love to me, it's going to be a long time until the next one," I warned him, "I promise you that. Others would be willing and ready for the second round. -[Others would, but not Gerardo, who is also a one-shooter]. {Don't be mean! Come on! You're going to get a special prize, if you make it. And if you don't, I'm telling you that too, you'll regret it," I threatened him. 

	His cock was still semi-erect. I began to wiggle my hips under him. For my female pride I will get my husband to cum again with me! [What's going to be the special prize?] No idea. {Well, if he's so excited to see us in bed with Gerardo...} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Chubby: 

	"Forgive me for not showing myself, but I am very embarrassed. I've been following you and Flor for a while now. Every night I jerk off thinking about having a girlfriend or wife like you. I'm a guy with few relationships, with a civil servant job, chubby, the typical guy they pick on at school. I'm not physically graceful at all, what steps should I take to get a girlfriend like that, do I advertise myself on the web? I don't know, I'm desperate. I jerk off thinking about it, I've even been having insomnia for a while..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hmm, that's tough advice you're asking for, but let me see if I can help you: 

	First of all, I don't think you should think of "such a girlfriend". Moreover, maybe you shouldn't think of a girlfriend at all. Start by thinking about a person (a woman, obviously). And then, whatever happens, happens. If you connect, maybe she will become someone who will accompany you in this life, a friend, maybe a girlfriend. But if you're desperately looking for it, if you're looking for it with that end in mind, you're going to have a harder time finding her. It's like when you're looking for something and you can't find it and you just stop looking for it and you find it right under your nose. Women don't usually like it when it's too obvious that a man is in hunting mode. We prefer it to look like he's not. Often, a man's attractiveness to us is inversely proportional to his eagerness to find us. 

	Secondly, don't think of someone "like that". When you find someone, you will both evolve, maybe this way or maybe that way. But don't pursue it as a goal. This is just a way to keep the passion and mystery, the spice, after many years together. A priori, I wouldn't start there. Maybe I wouldn't even end there. It is a stage of life -of our life-, but it is neither the best nor the worst. It should not be a goal. First there is the dish you want to prepare and then the condiments, not the other way around. 

	Don't trust everything you read out there either. Even me, don't trust me either. I have already said on several occasions that I am an agent of the vile but glorious North Korea. Don't you believe it? And why would you believe otherwise? Read me, fantasize about me or, better yet, a woman like me, but leave it in the world of fantasy. Believe whatever it takes you less time to believe than to find out, as long as it doesn't harm you. Even from this advice, believe everything and believe nothing. Fantasize, but, above all, have your own judgment. Only you count, not what some crazy woman on the Internet tells you, who might as well be a wiry Asian hitting the keys, next to dozens of other wiry people, with the sole purpose of leading those who dare to read these blogs astray. You first, then the rest. Don't let anyone give you advice, even more so if you don't know the person. Read, have fun and think for yourself what is right for you. 

	Finally: the probability of success is directly proportional to the number of opportunities. Take every opportunity to network, enjoy and learn something new. Take EVERY opportunity, both in the physical world and in the virtual world. It's okay to meet women online, why not? Do it, but don't limit yourself to it. Internet, certain networks, allow you to go more to the point: you can say beforehand what you are looking for (a girlfriend, such a girlfriend), but do not limit yourself to it and, as I said above, do not always look for something specific in mind. Just move, enjoy and keep your senses open. 

	Lastly (the above was the penultimate thing, even though I said the opposite): Beware of snakes on the Internet, especially when you are looking for someone to dominate you. The motives may not always be sincere. 

	I don't know if I've helped you, but I sincerely hope I have, at least a little bit." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Chubby here. Flor Sumisa is stupid, she doesn't give me a satisfactory solution. Tell me you, who I think you are smarter, what should I do to find a woman like you. I trust in your wisdom and good work. Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"For starters, don't call women fools. To continue, don't flatter me. And to finish, don't usurp other people's posts and impersonate someone or something you're not. If you want to be taken seriously, make an account and ask questions from the account." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello again. I'm the chubby civil servant. What qualities should I indicate about a woman to make her look like you? Thank you for answering." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Above all, that he knows how to stomp his feet." 

	  

	This individual, to call him something, was starting to get on my nerves. I had replied at first with good will, but he himself or someone pretending to be him was being too much of a tease. That was what was happening to me for empathizing too much with people and taking things seriously. My reply was accompanied by a picture of a dominatrix in heels, stepping on and crushing a man's cock, carefully stretched across a hole in a board. 

	  

	Anonymous-Regordete: 

	"Ooooh, thanks for getting back to me! The problem is that I'm a sucker, here I am working, even if they have given the time, I keep working because I don't know how to say no. I already tried social networks, Facebook, even the paid ones. I already tried social networks, Facebook, even the paid ones, but it's just to see me in photo or live.... I want someone to be by my side, I don't care that I don't have sex, I understand, I'm not graceful, but I would shower her with gifts and affection, whatever I want, even sleep in separate rooms, but I need someone by my side." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Your problem is not your physical appearance, that as ugly as you are, the way you express yourself is even worse." 

	  

	***  

	  

	-Okay, I'll tell you something, let's see if that will get you in the mood," my wife said. 

	I was still on top of her, with my cock inside her. But she had deflated. I had deflated. And even as I moved my hips, even as I felt the wet heat of her pussy, she didn't seem to want to get up again, for now. Why can't I be like Silvestre? Or even like that asshole Luis Alberto. Or that Darko guy or his friend. He was so much smarter than them, but he failed at the basics. Sometimes I felt that intelligence was a curse, rather than a gift. And the old man... the old man was very smart, but he didn't seem to put so much useless thinking into his head. 

	-But since you don't seem to work any other way, go downstairs and clean up your own cum. This afternoon, by the way, I was at my boss's house. 

	I had imagined it. But what did she want to tell me with that at that moment? Did she want to tell me that she had cum in her pussy and that I would swallow her cum too, not only mine? At my reluctance, Gema gently pushed me down by my shoulders. 

	-Can you taste it? -asked my wife, when my tongue entered her vagina. It is the taste that fills me and floods me. It is the taste that obsesses me, the one that scares me but makes me want to go further. It is not sweet, it is bitter, my love. It is the taste of darkness, where the unspeakable secrets and the most shameful desires hide. Some of those longings I will share with you and you will live them through me... if you dare... but not all of them, my love. There are things you are better off not knowing about your princess. Those things are best left entirely in the hands of another man. Will you be able to do that? 

	I pulled my mouth away from her sex to answer her, but Gemma pushed my head down and wouldn't let me. 

	-Do you want me to continue telling you what I did? -No, don't answer, surely you want to. Keep licking. I know I have your support," he went ahead, not really knowing if he would have it for what he had done this time, "Thank you for being that way. I love you. 

	 Again I tried to raise my head to answer her, but again Gema prevented me. This time, she let her hand rest on my head. 

	-The truth is that I need to share this with you. You see, Gerardo has asked me a question and... 

	Expectant and fearful, I swallowed saliva. In doing so, I swallowed other things as well. My nut went up and down. What would the demon have proposed this time? What would my wife have committed herself to this time? 

	-You see... do you remember what I told you about that girl who volunteered to do a demonstration at the party? You know, in Switzerland. 

	Yes, of course. Evidently I remembered that story. How could I not remember it, if in a way, although in small committee, Gerardo had reproduced it in his house in front of me, whipping her with his belt, instead of with a whip? 

	-My boss asked me something about it that puzzled me. More than the question itself, I was puzzled by the way or, rather, the timing. You were in the guest room and Gerardo spoke quietly, so I guess you didn't hear him. 

	She could barely move her head between her legs, but I shook her slowly nonetheless. 

	-We had just done...had sex. I had my head resting on his chest. You know he likes me to ride him. And Lidia was... she was lying next to him. Gerardo had her lovingly wrapped one arm around him. He was looking into my eyes. 

	I looked up, without taking my mouth off her sex and our gazes met. We looked at each other in silence for a few seconds. I didn't know if she was scrutinizing my reaction to hearing her name the girl or if she wanted me to understand that Lidia's gaze was meaningful to her. Maybe she just wanted to see if I was turned on by her story. 

	-Gerardo had just cum inside me and was stroking the back of my neck, as you know I like it. He does it very well, but not as well as you. It was a strange feeling, because to the sweet sensation of his caresses was added the pain of the clamps on my nipples. Yes, my love, he made me ride him, with the chain with clamps on my breasts. Do you think he is a sadist? He made me ask, beg, Lidia to put the clamps on me. What's more, he made me order her to do it, because I was supposed to be his boss that night, having won the contest. The bastard, that bug that you like, tightened the screws more than Gerardo usually does. She hurt your wife! I moaned when he clamped one nipple and moaned again when he clamped the other. Maybe you heard me. Did you hear me? 

	I nodded. I had heard her howl from the next room. And something like that I had imagined had happened. I was familiar with her howling at the old man's house. At my house, however, she had never howled like that. I would never hurt her. 

	My boss said he loves to see how I half-open my mouth to moan. 

	Gema paused in her story and half-opened her mouth to give me a silent but no less provocative demonstration. I stirred, my dick, it seemed, was starting to grow again. I wanted to fight it, because I knew it wasn't right for me to be turned on by it, yes with her, but not with him. Yes with Lidia. Yes with Gema. But not with him. My hand threatened to travel to my crotch, but Gema stopped me: 

	-No, no. Don't touch yourself. I want to check the effect of my story, not your straws. But you haven't answered me: Did you hear me or not? 

	-Yes, I could hear that," I admitted in a gruff voice. 

	-That little slut of yours," my wife continued, when "that little slut" was much more his than mine, nodded. She laughed and said she did indeed look sexy with her mouth ajar. Do you know what she did next? Think about it! 

	I shook my head, although I could imagine it. 

	-He squeezed one of the clamps even tighter. You heard me howl a third time, didn't you? -asked my wife. She seemed to accuse me of not having intervened at that moment to help her. Of course you heard me," she answered herself. It had been a rhetorical question. 

	He had also heard her plead with him or order him, depending on how it looked, to tighten it up. 

	 -And do you know why you didn't hear me a fourth time? -Again, Gemma answered herself: "Because when he squeezed the other clamp, he drowned my scream in a kiss of his own. She stuck her tongue in my mouth, preventing me from screaming. All this, while I was riding on my boss, with his cock in your little wife's pussy. Can you imagine, love? Can you imagine what I suffer for you? 

	For me? He wasn't doing it for me. I didn't want her to do it for me. I was doing it for her. {And also for you and you know it}. 

	-And all so I can tell you these stories later. And all so you can get hard and make love to me as I deserve, on my birthday. 

	I did not know what to answer. I was enraptured by his account, imagining the scene my eyes had not seen and my ears had only partially heard. But what he had just said had been a low blow. It had been a humiliation. And that had turned me on even more. Why am I like this? Why do I like to suffer like this? Why can't I be normal... or dominant, which seems easier? 

	-I go back to the moment when Gerardo asked me what I wanted to tell you, love. Don't despair. I know I'm beating around the bush, but I won't bore you anymore; I'm about to tell you what's really interesting. That was just so you would understand the situation. As I was telling you, my boss had just cum inside me, inside your wife's pussy. And I was lying on top of him, with Lidia next to him, looking into my eyes. Gerardo hadn't taken off my clamps yet, and Lidia, the bastard, hadn't either. She had left them on. His cock was still inside me, although it had stopped pulsing and his cum was starting to seep out. 

	-Oh," I exclaimed. Immediately, I plunged my face into her sex again, to stifle my exclamation. 

	-I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hurt you," said my wife. In her tone of voice her mischievousness was not evident, but it was in the context. Do you want to leave it alone? Would you rather I tell you about it some other time? 

	I shook my head. 

	-Okay, but I don't want you to get overexcited. Stop moving your pelvis, I see you're going to cum without making love to me. Maybe I should put the chastity device on you, while I tell you about it. 

	Maybe you should. 

	-Okay, I'll continue. I'm really sorry; it's just that sometimes I get lost in my stories. But it's, as far as I can see, the way you like them. 

	I sighed. 

	-And then my boss asked me if next time I would be willing to take that girl's place. You know, to do a demonstration. 

	Gema paused to emphasize her words. That meant there would be a second time, a second party in Switzerland. Or was it the third? I still wasn't entirely clear about what they had done on their first trip to the Alpine country. I had a feeling that there were still things he hadn't told me. She might never even tell me. I broke up with her. If I had not gone back to her, she would never tell me. Whether she told me or not was of no real importance. It was nothing more than a symbolism. If I wasn't with her, I would miss a lot of things. And those erotic stories were the least of it. 

	-You know," she said again, "I'd be naked, no stockings or anything, just high heels. And I'd be suspended by my arms in the middle of the room. I could barely stand on my feet, despite the heels. The witch in black would apply oil all over my body and massage me, not erotically, but like a baker to dough to make bread. She would do this before the avid eyes of the spectators, men and women, expectant of what would come next. First my boss, Gerardo, would demonstrate his skills. He would do it with a riding crop or similar implement. Maybe a thin cane. I don't know, whatever he could think of. You know he's wicked and very imaginative.  

	Again, Gema paused. Certainly, that was how I saw him, evil and imaginative. But to her, he was not evil. He was a god - her god - kind. 

	-I'm sure he'd have to rehearse it at home first," he warned me. I don't think he'd do it with the belt; that's too crude. Maybe he'll buy something special. What would you use? -he asked. 

	I... I didn't know what to answer. Fortunately, I had my mouth on her sex and I didn't have to or couldn't answer her. What would I use? I didn't know. What would I use on her? Or with me, if I were her, if I were in her place? {What would you want them to use on you, if you were suspended from the ceiling, next to her, side by side?} I wouldn't use anything blunt, certainly. Nothing like a trowel. I would use something thin, something that would produce a sharp pain and leave fine marks on the skin. {A thin stick, perhaps?} I was no longer sure if we had coincidentally agreed on the idea or if Gema had managed to instill that idea in me. Gerardo was the devil of deeds, but Gema was a demon of words. 

	Gema didn't let me think anymore. Her next revelation came as a slap in the face, when I still hadn't recovered from the previous one. 

	-Today is my birthday," she reminded me, "and Gerardo gave me some very, very high heels. What do you think it means? 

	How was he to know, when he still didn't know what he had responded to her proposal to be the object of demonstration at the next party in Switzerland? 

	-Then Klaus would whip me with his whip," Gemma continued, without letting me think. You have to have mastery to use the whip, but Klaus has it. I don't like him," said my wife. She bit her lower lip, as she used to do, in that sexy way, sometimes so intentionally sexy, sometimes unconsciously. Would you allow that German, who I don't like at all, to whip your wife with the whip to show his guests his exquisite handling of it? Would you allow her to scream at every blow he gave me?  

	Again, Gemma paused, though it was too brief to absorb her words. What did she always have with letting herself be abused and humiliated by men she didn't like at all? {Men and women. Now there is also that woman in black}. And of Gerard, whom she liked, she admitted that he smelled bad and that turned her on. Why did they put such aberrations on her? 

	-Then the black witch would finish me. She might kiss me, too, to drown out my screams. She might touch me down there, where you are licking me now, to ease my pain. Would you let me volunteer for that demonstration... if you could be present? 

	To be present? Me? In Switzerland? At a party like this? I had been stunned by this impossible possibility. How, if Gerardo...? 

	-Next vacation we'll go together, wherever we go," my wife said emphatically. But we'll also do what he tells us to do, whatever it is. 

	And then Gema said something that puzzled me even more: 

	-Maybe they wanted to record that session, to make a promotional video of those parties. 

	-How? 

	I raised my head, scandalized, but Gema took it upon herself to plunge my face back into her sex. 

	-Lidia was looking at me," she said quickly, as if in a hurry to change the subject. And she said she would do it willingly, if that was what Gerardo wanted. But do you know what puzzled me most about her question? -asked my wife, as if that had any relevance, after everything she had told me. It wasn't so much the question itself, as the timing of the question," she quickly answered herself. Gerardo doesn't make a habit of talking after he's cum. He takes after you, come to think of it. You know that once he ejaculates, he usually loses interest in sex for a long time and all he wants to do is rest. He always goes into a tremendous slumber. That's why it puzzled me that he asked me at that moment. 

	-And what did you answer him? -I finally managed to ask him. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXXXX - Friend and nemesis 

	  

	"The greatest sexual penetration is that of the mind."- Anonymous 

	  

	  

	Once again, we had to park on the street. Lidia had gone ahead of me and her car was next to Gerardo's, in his garage. There was little point in my being in possession of the garage remote control; there was simply no room for me. I wondered if Lidia also had another remote control or if Gerardo came to open the garage for her. Actually, I never knew if Lidia would join us for our session with Gerardo. My boss was not in the habit of letting me know and I knew better than to ask questions that were not mine to decide anyway. So it was always a surprise whether we ran into her or not. Most of the time Lidia wasn't invited, but the times she was, the session promised to be especially interesting. However, I didn't know whether to be happy or scared. Fortunately it wasn't too difficult to park on Gerardo's street and my husband soon found a spot. Although we were driving in my car (the company car Gerardo had given me as a result of my promotion and for taking care of Mr. Ripoll), I preferred my husband to drive, because with the heels Gerardo demanded I wear, it was not easy to do so. When I arrived at his house, I would take them off for the new super high heels he had given me, but that didn't mean I didn't have to arrive well dressed. We decided not to knock on the door so as not to interrupt the unequal couple formed by my boss and my friend and nemesis. So, we used the remote control again and entered through the garage. {Don't you want to disturb? Just confess it! What you want is to spy to see what they do when they are alone} Silence! It's my story and I tell it my way. 

	Daniel and I walked up the stairs to the entrance hall, trying not to make noise SO AS NOT TO DISTURB. It wasn't easy to keep my heels on, but I didn't dare take them off either. My husband and I peeked through the door that connected the foyer with the living room. Lidia was dressed in her usual lingerie set, although her bra and panties were already missing (i.e., she was only wearing stockings and garter belt). Her underwear was strangely lying on the floor in the middle of the living room. That was unusual, because Gerardo was a lover of extreme tidiness. Always, when I undressed, I had to leave the clothes neatly folded in their place. But with Lidia, his pretty girl, he always made exceptions. Although, after writing her the thank-you letter - a kind of love letter - that my boss had demanded of me, I had come to value the positive things about Lidia more than the negative ones, I could not help thinking that I gave her preferential treatment that, however, in any case, I did not deserve, and neither did she. 

	  

	But I had to admit that Gerardo knew how to handle us. Two women together is not an easy thing to manage. Muslims - those who can afford to have more than one wife - know this well. In the case of Muslims, no one knows what goes on in the intimacy of the home; they are very jealous of their privacy. In our case, however... I have to admit that I would never have dared to do what I had done with another woman, if Gerard had not forced me to do it. And, even so, if he were not there, if he were no longer there, in spite of what I felt for the young woman, I don't think I would have dared to continue doing it. I would never have imagined that something like this would happen, but Gerardo had known how to tie us to his imagination. Last New Year's Eve, my boss had chained us to each other, linking our collars together at the disco. And he was still chaining us to each other, sometimes physically and sometimes emotionally, through his imagination. The letter I had had to write to Lidia was one more example. I had been sincere in it, although I had obviously focused on the good things. Still, I preferred to think that, if it weren't that I was forced to do it, I probably wouldn't do it. But forced, what choice did I have? There were things about my sexuality that were easier for me to accept that way. Another way he had of chaining us to each other was his cock. We both liked his cock, or more than his cock, we liked how he knew how to use it in conjunction with his mind and personality. 

	Gerardo's right hand rested on the back of Lidia's neck and accompanied or directed her upward and downward movements. In his other hand he held a glass with a liquid that could only be whiskey. Lidia was kneeling between his legs, her back to us. Although Gerardo was sitting in his armchair, facing the door, he did not initially see us, as his eyes were closed.  

	I had mixed feelings when I saw Lidia with Gerardo. On the one hand, I found it exciting to see her enjoying herself. The angle of vision was much better than when I was with him. I began to understand my husband a little. But on the other hand, I felt as if someone else was taking my rightful place. I guess, unlike my husband, I didn't know how to manage my jealousy so well, or it just predominated. Of course, Gerardo had the right to sleep with her. But acknowledging that didn't necessarily make it any easier. There was also that I got along with her (when I didn't get along badly). She was so similar and so different from me. But most of all, she seemed like a real person to me. Lydia could have a shockingly changeable personality, similar to Doctor Jekyll, who had two extreme personalities. Innocent and a viper at the same time. But everything she did she did with enthusiasm. All in all, she seemed a bit crazy at many times. But, even if her personality changed, what always prevailed was that she just was. She didn't pretend to be, she just was. She was intelligent, even if it didn't seem so at first glance, because she was not an intellectual, like my husband or Gerardo. I mean that behind that madness, if you knew how to look, there was an intelligent girl, but you had to know how to look well. Although in our games she was submissive to Gerardo, like me, I was convinced that she had her own interests and that she was more than a pawn or a submissive to him. And yet, in spite of getting along very well with her, there were also times when I would have liked to strangle her. It happened when my jealousy got the better of me and when I had the impression that Gerardo was paying too much attention to her. I had this duality of feelings with her. I would love her and I would kill her. But mostly it happened when she got too close to my husband. While I admit I found it fascinating to watch her play with Daniel, the jealousy was understandably stronger than when she was with Gerardo. Daniel is mine! But maybe I should learn to share toys. That was something I had not been taught in kindergarten. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Have you written the thank you note to your friend Lidia for those chopsticks? Have you changed from Geraldo's advice? But allow me some personal advice out of the love I have for you: You must learn to master those emotions of yours. Negotiations and emotions don't marry well." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I haven't written him that note yet. Gerardo hasn't insisted again and neither have I of my own accord. But sometimes Gerardo launches trial balloons to see how I react. Sometimes, months later he returns to the subject. Other times he just dismisses it and doesn't come back to it. As for my emotions, especially the ones that Lidia provokes in me when she flirts with my husband, I have them under control. I'm all cool." 

	  

	My answer was accompanied by a picture of a woman from behind, in a beautiful red dress. The woman hides behind her backside the James Bond type pistol she holds in her hand, index finger on the trigger, ready to fire. Evidently, at this point in the narrative both the question and the answer were out of date. However, although I had improved, jealousy was something I still had trouble controlling. I sensed that I needed to lean on Lidia, rather than go against her, in order not to lose my husband, but it was not being easy for me to concretize that step. (As for the chopsticks that the question mentions, I have not commented on that episode in this book, but it boils down to a kind of clamp that he put with them on my nipples, at Gerardo's instruction)." 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Why didn't you write the thank you note to your friend Lidia for those chopsticks? You must overcome your emotions to write the right note. It must be sincere and affectionate. You still disobey Geraldo by not writing.Bad girl!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Don't worry, I will calmly and quietly make a list of things before I write the final text." 

	  

	In this case, my answer was accompanied by an image from Kill Bill, with the protagonist unsheathing a Hattori Hanzo catana. 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"The picture Geraldo sent you is a reminder to thank Lidia. You must obey and be sincere. You must ask her forgiveness, for not having thought of giving her a gift." 

	  

	In this case, the follower had written to me via chat. He was referring to a photo that Gerardo had sent me, asking me to comment on it. He had posted it, writing, "What do you want me to tell him? That I like it? That I should buy it? That I would wear it for him?" It was a black and white photo of a small but well-rounded breast. A special clamp pinched at one end the nipple, while holding a little bell at the other end. It looked painful and noisy. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I looked at the photo again with more detail. The truth is that it could be a Lidia's breast. I'm not sure and I'm not saying it is, but it could be. The whitish skin, the size and shape fit. It's funny: I've seen her boobs quite a few times, touched them, had them in my mouth, and yet I wouldn't know how to recognize them in a picture. Do you think he bought that from her and took a picture of it? Do you think he's doing it to play on my competitive spirit and put pressure on me?" 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema. Your blog is exciting, as always. A few days ago you posted a picture of a girl riding a cock, while another girl was licking the cock and pussy. Do you think Daniel fantasizes about a threesome with you, Lidia and him? Would it be okay if Daniel and Lidia had oral sex with each other, as long as they don't have vaginal or penetrative sex with each other? I think you said you're the only woman Daniel has ever had sex with, how much importance do you attach to that fact?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Of course Daniel fantasizes about a threesome with two women - what man doesn't? Just because my husband is a cuckold and submissive doesn't mean he doesn't have typical male fantasies. It's just that, in addition to those, he's open to other possibilities and knows how to overcome what many would consider an undermining of his manhood. 

	No, it wouldn't be okay for Daniel and Lidia to have oral sex. But other things I do aren't quite right either. So, despite my reluctance, I know I can't put him in a cage and isolate him completely. I can't and I shouldn't. It will have to be enough for me that his little bird is caged. I am aware that this is a four-way game and that I am submissive. I have power over my husband, but, in this game, there is another person who makes decisions, because that is what we wanted. So, I have to accept that it's not all in my hands. But that doesn't mean that I'm looking forward to Daniel having any kind of sex with another woman. 

	It is true that Daniel has only had sex with me. Before me he has had other girlfriends and flings, but he never had vaginal sex with any of them. And in a way, it makes me happy that I was, am, and still am the only one. I am aware that this is more typical of men, who prefer to marry a virgin and not have her meet others, but that's the way it is. (Until those men realize their mistake and discover that it would have been better to have married a slut, more experienced and perhaps also more open to experience new things in sex). I may be somewhat possessive of my husband; it's possible. But I also think that this asymmetry between me and him, between the hotwife and the cuckold, is something that adds morbidity to the relationship and maintains the purity of the concept. After all, we are not swingers, nor do we want to be. And, finally, we have to keep in mind that we are not only a hotwife-cuckold marriage, but, in addition, he is the submissive and I am the domina (better or worse -I know I have my shortcomings-). And a submissive does not have the luxury of sleeping with beautiful women. It is also part of the domination and humiliation. It's not only that I want it that way, but Daniel also agrees with it. 

	That said, he has his fantasies, of course. And if it comes to it, if I were to allow him... But at the same time he wishes that he would have precisely the opportunity to do it and that I would not allow him to do it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In the background the record player was playing one of Gerardo's favorite jazz artists. The record was Monk's Dream by pianist Thelonious Monk. The song Just a Gigolo was playing. That song was the second song on the B side of the record. I knew it well, because Gerardo always asked me to play him certain records and sometimes even specific songs. By making mistakes and taking the corresponding punishment for it, I had come to memorize his favorite records. It wasn't easy to hit on a particular song on a vinyl record the first time. It doesn't work as easily as on a CD, but practice makes perfect. Gerardo not only made me play the music for him, but he especially appreciated me listening to it with him, and by that I mean not only listening to it, but listening to it carefully, trying to decipher it and savor it. When we would meet at his house, it wasn't all sex. Often, I would just curl up on her lap and we would listen to the music, while sharing a cigar or a whiskey. That part of our activity was probably the most boring for my husband to watch, but, although the main course was almost always in the bedroom - which was still off-limits to my husband - it was rare that something more lascivious didn't happen in the living room, so those boring parts for Daniel were compensated by more interesting ones. In any case, through listening to his music, I had come to appreciate it. For me, jazz had been a great unknown and a great discovery thanks to Gerardo. Thelonious Monk was a somewhat special artist. I could only describe his music as somewhat chaotic and unpredictable, but what stood out most was that he seemed to play clumsily. Of course, this is the opinion of an amateur who really doesn't have much of a clue. Surely Gerardo would describe it differently. Evidently, good old Thelonious was anything but clumsy. His peculiar playing was his trademark. The second song on side B... But how long ago had Lidia arrived? If they had started on side A, he estimated it would be around half an hour. But it was also possible that she had arrived earlier or that Gerardo had told her to play that song directly. {Now she knows how to play specific songs too?} 

	The sound of the piano was only disturbed by Lidia's greedy noises as she cyclically raised and lowered her head. Otherwise, silence and serenity prevailed. Even though I had been (presumably) more times in that room and in that same position than she had, I felt like an intruder whose presence threatened to shatter that picture. Gerardo still continued with his eyes closed, placidly enjoying the presence of the usurper and her mouth. I held my breath so as not to make any noise and took the opportunity to catch any other detail that might have escaped me. My boss's pants were down to his ankles. That was not usual either. Gerardo either used to be naked or allowed access to his parts through his fly, but having his pants down to his ankles was something I could not have imagined in him. Lidia was kneeling between his legs, her spine arched. Lidia's slender figure, coupled with her whitish skin, made her vertebrae and part of her ribs perfectly marked. She had a nice figure, but she was anything but voluptuous. Her natural breasts were rather small - certainly much smaller than mine after the operation - but they were firm and attractive and accentuated her youthfulness, giving her a false air of innocence. Her little ass was equally small but tight and shapely. I looked closely. On her white buttocks there were red marks. I knew those marks very well. They had been produced by a belt. No, not just any belt, but my boss's belt. That must have hurt; I knew from experience. What crime had the slut committed to deserve such a punishment? Perhaps she had played the wrong song? {I wish! It would have been well deserved}. Despite my momentary joy at someone else's wrongdoing, a sadness came over me that lasted longer than this. {You're not thinking those marks should be on your ass instead of hers, are you} [Gee, I'm afraid so. Inexplicably, she's jealous}. 

	Gerardo finally opened his eyes and saw me. Despite our stealth, he was not surprised. {Of course! He knows you are punctual, especially when it comes to going on a date with him.} However, he didn't say anything. He closed his eyes again and continued to enjoy Lidia's mouth. Even though she was turning her back to us, I could see that she was putting her all into it. And when I say thoroughly, I mean it literally. Gerardo's cock wasn't very big, but despite that, I was having a hard time engulfing it fully. It seemed as if my dildo training at home hadn't helped. Actually, it had, but in comparison to Lidia's prowess it was insufficient. It was impossible to compete with Linda Lovelace. Gerardo had taught me that. He had compared me to her (to Lidia, not to the real deep throat) and had told me clearly that she did it better and that more was expected of me. More and better. And I had instructed Lidia that she would take over my training, although, to date, that had not yet happened. Perhaps she simply wasn't willing to risk having me match her. {Why settle for matching her?} In return, I had practiced at home. Daniel had recorded me and sent the videos to Gerardo...until he had stopped. 

	My boss ignored us for several minutes and continued to enjoy the fellatio. Finally, he opened his eyes again. I was still watching the scene, half fascinated, half jealous, but undoubtedly excited. Daniel, next to me, hadn't taken his eyes off them either. Gerardo left the back of Lidia's neck and touched her man. Instantly, without hesitation or thought, she stood up, turned and came with graceful steps towards us. Her makeup had smeared and her face glistened with drool and probably my boss's presemen. With a somewhat triumphant smile, she advanced toward my husband and me. Daniel's mouth fell open as he admired her slender body. It was the first time I had ever seen her completely naked (at least that I knew of), without a bra or panties. As for what had happened at Gerardo's house between my husband and Lidia, I knew it had been so, because I had been present; I was certain about what I had seen of her and what I had not. But as to what had happened in our house during my absence in Switzerland, I could only rely on the veracity of his account, as well as what he had told me (or rather what he had not told me) of his impromptu visit to his house on the night of our breakup. My husband's eyes roamed up and down and up and down Lidia's body. Her natural breasts couldn't compete with my enhanced ones, or could they? They were like two succulent peaches. Yes, they could very well be the ones in that picture. I knew that well, because I had tasted them. Her sex was completely shaved, just as my husband preferred. Her preteen girl pubis fit well with the image of innocence Lidia projected, at least until she changed her smile to a naughty giggle. Lidia changed easily from one state to another. Although, in reality, change was not the right term. She didn't change, she was simply that refreshingly disconcerting. With no other detail to fixate on in her pubis, my husband's gaze had been riveted on her vaginal lips and the juicy slit they formed, a ripe peach slit - I had tasted that too, at Gerard's direction. The question was whether my husband had tasted it too. 

	Lidia advanced toward us. Daniel and I stood still in the doorway of the living room. Lidia would come to greet me, as she used to do. She would come to kiss me on the mouth, with one of her deep kisses. This time, however, it didn't happen that way. Without a word, Lidia pulled down my husband's pants, panties included. She then looked with fascination at the stock she herself had put on my husband and touched it with a finger to play with it with an amused look on her face. Yes, are you happy? I promised I'd leave yours on. I'm reliable. And you? As jealousy began to boil up in me again, the effect on my husband was to make his blood rush to his head. {Evidently he can't get it down to his little boxed-in birdie}. Daniel's face turned red as a tomato. While he was amused by the chastity device game - the game kept his mind entertained and provided an answer to his fantasies - he was also ashamed of it. More than a few people think that a man in a cage is not a real man. Suddenly, Lidia grabbed my husband's head and kissed him on the mouth, giving him a wet, lascivious kiss, in which their saliva mixed with Gerardo's presemen. I clenched my fists and tried to control my murderous impulses. How brazen of her! But how dare you? With my gaze, I looked to Gerardo for help, but my boss only watched in amusement, shaking his head slightly in a sign of something that could mean either disapproval or fascination. Be that as it may, my boss did not intervene and I had to accept my nemesis kissing my beloved husband right under my nose. I knew it would eventually happen, but that didn't make it funny to see it happen, let alone so unexpectedly. It was a four-way game we were playing and my husband deserved a more active role, but not necessarily so. While I had perpetrated numerous infidelities (always consensual), I still found it hard - against all wisdom - to accept a simple kiss from my husband with another woman. Maybe it was out of fear and insecurity, or maybe it was simply jealousy or rivalry. Why shouldn't I have a gun at hand, or at least a catana! I immediately regretted all the nice things I had written to the young viper. 

	Lidia finally detached herself from my husband and gave me a brief, triumphant smile. She bent down to pull up my husband's panties and turned to go back to Gerardo, continuing - as if nothing had happened - her task between his legs. 

	-Good afternoon, Gema," my boss greeted me. Put on the Cheek to Cheek record and dance for me, will you? And prepare me a cigar too. The big ones, there are three of us. -There were four of us, but my husband didn't count for him. 

	Gerardo's words brought me out of my state of shock in which I had been left having to watch how Lidia had kissed my caged husband and how she had then snuggled back between my boss's legs to enjoy his manhood. I went into the living room and prepared to change discs to give my boss a striptease, but I remembered my husband. Daniel was still standing in the doorway, petrified and blushing. He didn't dare look at me. He didn't dare look at anything. I knew Gerardo liked everything in its place and that he would be angry if my husband stood there in the doorway. I stepped back and took my husband by the hand to guide him to his usual spot, in a corner, from where he could observe everything (at least when he wasn't blindfolded). Daniel followed me at a penguin's pace: his pants around his ankles prevented him from walking normally. I looked for the required record and replaced the one Lidia had put on. The warm voice of Louis Armstrong began to play. The first song was the one that gave the record its name. Next, I took a cigar out of a small box and prepared it for her. I lit it and took a few puffs to light it up. An ominous bluish smoke began to cloud the room, as Ella Fitzgerald's voice added to Louis'. I walked over to my boss and handed him the cigar. Gerard had let go of Lydia's head and was now holding the cigar in one hand and his drink in the other. Even without his guidance, Lidia's head was still bobbing up and down, swallowing his cock deep. 

	I stood in front of Gerardo, inevitably turning my back to my husband, and began to wiggle to the soft rhythm of the music as I undressed. I was ready to give him a sensual and lascivious show, beyond a mere striptease. My boss liked me to masturbate on the furniture. He loved it when, for example, I rubbed my sex against the corner of the table, like a desperate bitch in heat. It partly annoyed me to contribute in that way to the pleasure Lidia was giving him, but it also comforted me that he was thinking of me and not of her. I assumed that Gerardo would want me like Lidia, without panties or bra, only with heels, stockings and garter belt, because he liked symmetries, so those garments disappeared from my body. In a fit of savagery, I dropped bra and panties on the floor, on top of Lidia's lingerie, instead of placing them in a corner, as I usually did. Dropping my clothes on top of Lidia's, I discovered in a corner of the room the super high heels Gerardo had given me for my birthday. Boldly, I boldly took Gerardo's cigar and popped it in my mouth. With as much eroticism as I was capable of - the music and the smoke contributed - I took off my shoes and put on my new ones. My boss had warned me, when he gave them to me, that he wanted to see me always wearing them at his house. Those heels made my legs look long, longer than Lidia's, and helped position my ass and boobs. However, they were also uncomfortable and it wasn't easy to walk in them, let alone dance. But they were worth it, if it made her happy. I thought I was acting, until - rubbing my vulva with the table leg - I realized that I was truly horny. The sheen I had left on the table leg was proof of that. 

	I stood up and turned around to show him my ass. From between my buttocks protruded a slutty tail, as if it were an extension of my body. I had put it on at home, before going out. I'd recently had it at home, because Gerardo was getting the idea that I should wear it more and more often. He used to let me know when he wanted me to wear it, but more and more he did it unexpectedly. That meant that I had to carry it in a bag, for example, when I went shopping, so that I would be prepared in case he wanted me to wear it. Obviously, that also created incompatibilities with my clothing, which, with the good weather, was becoming more and more problematic. So far, Gerardo had not strictly demanded that I put it on every time I asked him to, and he had been understanding in impossible situations, trusting my judgment, but little by little he was becoming more rigorous. 

	I leaned forward, bending over without bending my knees, to show her my nice ass with his tail hanging in the middle. Both ass and tail were something Lidia could not compete with. My gaze met with my husband's. Daniel didn't gesticulate so as not to interrupt my show. Gerardo wanted him to behave as discreetly as possible and my husband respected his wishes. It was either that or stop being able to accompany me, especially after the near-assault my husband had perpetrated. I had barely managed to convince Gerardo to continue to tolerate my husband's presence. In any case, Daniel was a born observer and always tried to influence the scene as little as possible, at least until he had finished or had grown tired of watching. Gerardo, however, could not see my face from that position, so I took the opportunity to blow my husband a kiss in the air with my lips. I was horny for Gerardo - not so much for his bones as because of the scene I had set up - but that didn't mean I didn't love my husband. Besides, I was glad that I wasn't blindfolded and could fully enjoy what was going on, even if it also meant seeing Lidia naked. It was another thing if he would let himself be kissed by her, but at that moment it wasn't time to focus on that. Both Daniel and Gerardo were going to have a good show, better than what Lidia could offer, although, inevitably, Gerardo would end up enjoying it much more than my husband. My gaze went down to Daniel's crotch, adorned by his pink panties, behind which was hidden the chastity device - the clamp - of the same color. And further down, at ankle level, lay his pants. I couldn't help but let out a little giggle, but I half hid it with my hand. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In the final paragraph of your last story you finally talk about decision and rupture, painful but necessary. It is the first time you openly talk about the decision of having to choose between Gerardo and your husband. From the previous paragraph it is clear that the choice is very much in Gerardo's direction. Have you already decided when you will take the step? Will it be after you spend the vacations with Gerardo? Have you already told Daniel or are you going to let him find out through the blog?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It would be a spoiler if I told it here and now, wouldn't it?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I must say I'm shocked and a little surprised. Do you really want to make Daniel a complete submissive coward? Wouldn't you lose all your sexual desires and passions to Daniel as your man?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Cowardly? Does everything he does seem cowardly to you? Only a brave man could do that. 

	To lose my sexual desire for him as a man? Is it that men only have penises? Is it that their tongues and butts are not part of their bodies?" 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"The way you behave and continue to treat Daniel is not that of a loving wife. You don't care what anyone thinks so I am wasting my time, but Daniel deserves better than you. You are using his love for you to play your game with a disgusting old man with wealth. I have hated Gerardo from the start and you and he are both lucky your husband is Daniel and not most men who wouldn't allow it and would physically harm both of you. You have twisted ideas of what humiliation and domination in the cuckold lifestyle." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Would you think otherwise if I told you that in reality Gerardo is a charming young prince, a rich but extremely generous man, active in many social activities -both with his money but also his personal time and effort- to support the most needed in our community, and a relentless rescuer of stray cats? Or would you prefer he were young and poor, but with an enormous cock? 

	Why is it so important to you that he is an old and wealthy man? How would the essence of my story change if he weren't, if I would still be his submissive but I would just fuck him for sex because of his great cock? 

	I do care about comments, but I found yours somewhat discriminating. But sure, one can discriminate without problems perverted, wealthy old men. They don't deserve any better. They are just disgusting." 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema, you really didn't give me an answer. I communicated with Daniel in the past. He was hurting and he never liked Gerardo at all but loved you. Life is not only money and sex. You say Daniel needs to advance. This is not an advancement issue on his part. You and Gerardo deserve each other, and Daniel needs a real wife. You can say what you want but the facts are that you have become an immoral, selfish, heartless, user and this has gone way beyond cuckolding Daniel. You think you are in control. Actually, right now I think Gerardo is in control." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And what's bad about that? My husband wanted to be controlled, dominated, humiliated... Well, a sub doesn't get to choose who dominates him or how. If he got to choose, he would be the dom and not the sub. 

	That's not selfish. That's giving what he really asked for. I admit though that there is room for improvement, but not in the sense of having less sex with Gerardo or having a different kind of sex with him. There is room for improvement to integrate, dominate and humiliate Daniel more actively. 

	Yes, I know, Gerardo isn't his ideal dom. But again, he doesn't get to choose if he really wants to be a sub. And he wants it. He just doesn't fully admit it." 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema, I do want to tell you that your responses to my statements were very kind and not judgmental. As far as Daniel and your cuckold marriage goes, I can see now how I was only seeing one side of the story. As long as you both are happy, it will work. I do believe that your respect for Daniel as a real man, has now changed. Am I right that you see Gerardo as a man and Daniel as now just your cuckold?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why do you think that a cuckold is not a real man? Maybe that's what all (well, most men) should be: cuckolds. Many are already, but they don't embrace it. I think the world would be so much a better place if they did. A real man embraces his desires, fights his fear and offers freedom and support to his wife. Don't you agree that in that sense a cuckold is so much more a real man than the typical macho man?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, Gemma. Try to ignore the haters. They just want you to feel bad. You are on a fascinating journey. Thanks for sharing." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you! I actually get a kick out of them. It's fascinating to watch people invest their time in a blog like this, just to tell you how little they like your lifestyle." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I moved my slutty tail out of the way, pulling it up and resting it on my lower back. I didn't quite know which fly had bitten me, but I was behaving more lewdly than usual. I ran my hand between my legs and parted my vaginal lips with my index and middle fingers, showing him my wet cave. Why was I acting like that? What did I want to tell Gerardo? I didn't know; I was acting on instinct, getting carried away by my inexplicable horniness. I sat up and turned to face him. I put my fingers in my mouth and slowly sucked them. Lidia was working her bottom, but I was the one - at least at that moment - in her mind. She was a pawn, I was the artist.  

	Gerardo was looking at me with wide eyes. He seemed more than satisfied with what he was seeing and that made me feel good. I walked over to him and pulled Lidia a little roughly away from between his legs. Next, I reached down and removed one shoe and then the other. I wasted no time in getting rid of her pants, just like my husband, they were around her ankles. That was not right; it was ridiculous. I could understand Lidia's impetus and even Gerardo's ecstasy. His mouth was certainly very skillful. But things had to be done right, even if they took time. A man couldn't go around with his pants around his ankles. Once things were as they should be, I dipped my head between his legs and kissed his balls.  

	Lidia did not take long to make room next to me, between my boss's legs. Cheek to cheek, with our tongues and our mouths we began to give pleasure to Gerardo's phallus. We did it like two sisters sharing everything. Suddenly, as if his cock had brought peace, the rivalry between us had disappeared. If I engulfed it in my mouth, she went down to kiss his balls. If she licked his glans, I licked it too, making our tongues blend and act as a single organ designed to give pleasure to the boss. Our bodily fluids - our saliva and her presemen - intermingled, creating a unique cocktail of intoxicating eroticism. At that moment, as if by magic, I had forgotten his offense for kissing my husband and his self-centeredness for having taken care of Gerardo before my arrival. Accidentally, as I licked his cock, Lidia's tongue slipped into my mouth, just as mine was slipping into hers. There was confusion as to where Gerardo's cock ended and our mouths began. His phallus and our mouths were one and the same, intermingling with their parts. 

	Maybe to avoid cumming, Gerardo offered Lidia the cigar, momentarily pulling it away from her sex. Lidia puffed on it several times, while I continued to suck her off. The young slut touched my mamola and pulled my face towards her, making me, for a moment, put my boss's cock aside. She brought her lips close to mine, though not quite touching them, and exhaled the smoke into my mouth. I inhaled it, taking into my lungs what a few seconds ago had been in his. I exhaled into her face and kissed her, getting the kiss that had been mine and not my husband's. Next, I took the cigar from her hand and took a few puffs while I let her take care of Gerardo. I looked up at our boss and saw that he was smiling with satisfaction. I handed the cigar back to her and shared the other cigar - the one between her legs - with her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hi. You've been less Guadiana and more active lately. However, as another blogger has said, in your stories you have been stuck in a loop. Do you mean your relationship is too? That is to say that it is neither going forward nor backward. Personally I think your relationship with Gerardo adds little to you at the moment, except for your social status. As another blogger has told you, I think you should focus more on Daniel's Submission. It would bring you more than you think. Please meditate on it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, neither forward nor backward is relative. If it were a soap opera, you'd be right. But in real life things can (and should) slow down. I'm in no hurry to get to the end and I think I'm already experiencing a lot of things. I need time to adjust. 

	Regarding Daniel, you are right. I should invest more energy to make him more submissive. I know he wants it. But as I have said on other occasions, I don't feel right now that I have the right energy to be the dominatrix he needs. Nevertheless, you are right. Maybe my competitiveness with regard to Lydia will give me that boost of energy I need." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"With the approval of my mistress and domina, I am writing to you. It has come to our attention that after all the years you have been doing this you have not yet definitively subdued Daniel. Always based on what you write, Daniel is crying out to you to submit him and to control from start to finish his sex life. As you rightly said, only you move forward and Daniel jerks off like a bonobo. The day you enjoy and focus on Daniel's submission, you will see some very positive changes in him. That's how it's happened to me. Greetings." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're as right as rain. That's my big flaw. Sometimes I doubt if I have the makings of a domina, if I'm capable of giving Daniel what he needs. Because you're right; I'm failing him. And right now, with my submission to Gerardo, it's not exactly easier for me to be a domina. It may not help that Daniel sees me as submissive to Gerardo either. Maybe it would help if Gerardo was more dominant with him. I know I'm very slow at this, even with many shortcomings, but I have plans..." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The cigar smoke always got to me and I was already a little dizzy. We were passing the cigar to each other in a way that reminded me of teenagers sharing a joint.  

	Gerardo interrupted us again, perhaps again to avoid cumming. His was a one-shot thing and apparently he still had plans for us that night. 

	-Lidia, please pick up your underwear, yours and Gema's, that you have left lying on the floor, and put it back in its place, neatly folded. We are not barbarians, are we? 

	Lidia obeyed and got up, although I could see in her eyes that she was not very happy. Meanwhile, I kept sucking her, glad to have her cock all to myself and willing to take advantage of the time to show her that my mouth knew how to do things that Lidia didn't, even if she didn't have such a deep throat. 

	-And put the mask on Daniel. I think he's seen enough for today. 

	Even though I was busy, the mischievous smile Lidia put on did not escape me. I couldn't see her, but I imagined her walking slowly towards my husband, letting him enjoy the sight of her immaculate body. I had the better ass and the better tits, but she had the youth and the novelty. There were things I couldn't compete with. {But why the hell do you always think you have to compete with her?} I admit it was strange, but just as soon I felt she was my soul mate, I saw her as my nemesis. 

	My husband made a noise - a sort of "Oh!" - and that made me suddenly turn around. I turned just in time to see Lidia's hand inside my husband's panties. Next, she whispered something in his ear. I could only see, but not hear. However, Daniel would later confess to me what he had told her: 

	"I'm going to fuck your wife!" 

	I turned to Gerardo, pleading with my gaze for him to do something, to stop him, but my boss said nothing. Once again, as before, he just shook his head with an expression that oscillated between disbelief, disapproval and fascination. 

	-I think Lidia deserves to be punished, don't you think? 

	My heart skipped a beat when I heard those words. Obviously he deserved it! And even more so if he had played with my husband without my boss's explicit order. I shook my head vigorously. 

	-Yes, leaving clothes lying around is not acceptable. You left them lying around too, but she was the first. It's true that both you and she did it to give me a good show and I thank you for it. But the truth is that I liked Gema's more. 

	Lidia narrowed her eyes. It was clear that Gerardo's words had not pleased her. 

	-But Gema also deserves to be disciplined. She's been very enthusiastic, but she forgot to give me the key to that thing her husband is wearing. Just because there are three of us today doesn't mean I have to change my habits. Besides, she still hasn't brought me her collar and leash. I know he didn't because he wanted to get between my legs so badly, but that's no excuse. She must know by now that I like to see her like the little dog she is," my boss said. 

	That, although justified, was unjust. But applying discipline was not a matter of justice, not even of justification. Gerardo had the right to educate us as he wished. In fact, that is what we expected of him, or at least I did. 

	-However, today I am in a very good mood and you have both contributed significantly to that. So, I'm going to propose something and you choose. We can forget about this punishment thing and do more pleasurable tasks. Or, if you prefer, I will choose the punishments and you will apply them to each other. So, what's it to be? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You're right, he's a rich old lecher. Precisely money is one of the reasons your husband puts up with everything. Gerardo allows him to live very well as a kept man. You could also say he's your pimp, but that title is too big for your husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am the golden goose. I shit money. It's the only thing I'm good for." 

	  

	With a photo of a woman showing her naked ass, holding her buttocks with her hands. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Our heads turned in unison and we looked at each other at the same time. Angel or demon? Friend or nemesis? It was a chance to put her in her place, because of my husband. But I also felt like rolling around in bed with her. 

	-I vote for the second option," Lidia replied, not taking her eyes off me. She pressed her lips firmly together. 

	What had I done to him? Had he gotten angry because Gerardo had liked my striptease better? Was he that competitive? And I thought I was the one who was exaggerating. 

	-The second option, then," I answered, mostly so as not to appear to be the soft one, the fool. 

	Gerardo gave a resounding clap. 

	-Sic fiat! -he exclaimed. Well, let's start with... Lidia! Gema, please bring the tweezers. I know you prefer to wear them yourself, but this time she's going to be the one to experience them. 

	I got up and went to get the nipple clamps. It was a chain that had at each end a clamp whose pressure was adjustable by a little screw. Gerardo liked to play with my nipples and pull on the clamp while he fucked me, making me scream with pain and pleasure. I grabbed the clamps and took a step to walk back to Gerardo with them, but then I remembered how he wanted me to take things to him. I held the chain with my mouth and crawled towards him. 

	-Perfect. But you put them on. 

	I got up and went to Lidia. I turned the screws to loosen them. It was graduated for me and Lidia wasn't used to that. I put a clamp on each nipple and made sure they didn't fall off. I then tightened the thread a little to increase the pressure slightly. Lidia made a pained face and I stopped immediately. 

	-Very good. Now it's your turn. Get on all fours again, which is how I want to see you for the rest of the night, and put your tail out of the way. Yes, like that. Stick your ass out. That's perfect. Lidia, I think you know where my belt is. Let's say four with the belt. But if she moves, the blow is repeated," Gerardo instructed her. Oh, by the way: if it's a punishment, I expect you to do your best. Otherwise, what's the point? This, my dear, is especially for you, Gema, who always holds back. So much empathy will get you into trouble someday. You can leave mercy for later. But if I ask you to discipline it, you do it willingly, with the same willingness that I like you to do everything else I ask you to do and that you usually do so well. Ready? Go ahead! 

	Lidia unloaded on my precious ass a hard blow with her belt and made me scream. Gerardo was right. It had already happened to me with the pimp game. I was like that, I couldn't help it: I was always afraid of hurting someone else, I always held back. Lidia, however, had no problem with that. The second blow was even harder and made me involuntarily jump. 

	-Is it repeating itself? -she asked eagerly. 

	Had it been a question or a request? 

	-It repeats itself," Gerardo confirmed. 

	Lidia struck again with the same force, but this time I controlled myself. Bitch! You want to take my husband and my lover away from me and, on top of me being good to you, you repay me like this! The pain made angry thoughts invade my head. I clung to them to ignore the pain. The third blow - actually the fourth - was no less strong, but I endured. I understood that the pain was necessary for the path I had chosen, but I didn't want it. I hated it in the moment, especially when it came without any preliminaries to prepare the body and no sexual stimulation to intermingle the sensations. The fifth made me scream again. I thought of my husband who, blinded, could only hear and that was surely worse than seeing what was happening. But he knew I didn't want him to intervene under any circumstances. He had done it once before - some would say he had proved himself to be a man - and the result had almost been a complete and final disaster. What I did and what he let me do was what I had chosen and, even if he didn't like that for me, the decision was mine to make. He was no less of a man for being caged and not intervening. Quite the contrary, he was very brave for not doing so. [Yes, but if I had given you a good spanking at home at the time for the way you were behaving, I would have gotten you back on track and saved you and will save you a lot of trouble. There is still time]. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi, Gema. You mentioned that you don't like it when Daniel occupies the dominant role. Can you tell us a little bit about how Daniel behaves then? Why don't you like it? If, on the other hand, Daniel really accepted the dominant role, would you allow yourself to submit to Daniel? By the way, your English is really good." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"When Daniel is in a submissive mood, he is very sweet and romantic. I love it when he's like that, not because he's submissive, but because he's actually happier and gives off a positive aura. But when I don't get him in that mode, when I get off track and allow him to rebel, he becomes moody and self-centered. Plus, he seems unhappy. There is a middle ground, of course. He's not bipolar, but that middle ground seems to be getting narrower and narrower. 

	So, the dominant role does not suit him at all. It's probably partly my fault too, because with him I don't see myself as submissive. It's not that I need to be dominant with him. It is simply that as a submissive, with him, I am not worth it. And he, as a dominant, is not happy, at least not with me. We work well when we are in that in-between range and even better when I am the dominant and he is the submissive. We are both happier that way. So, it's not that I wouldn't accept him being dominant with me. It's just that it doesn't work well. It may be because of him, it may be because of me or more likely it's because of both of us. 

	But to dominate is not simply to say that you will do it. Just as being submissive is not simply saying you will submit. Both attitudes require a process. The submissive must have the predisposition, but the dominant -that's how I see it- is the one who has to put the energy behind it, to behave as such and win the submissive's submission. Submission achieved without the slightest effort is not real submission; it does not work. And that energy - as I have said many times before - is what I feel I lack. Maybe I should start to stop doing some things and focus. For example, I should consider quitting Mario, which is not going anywhere. If I lack the energy to subdue my husband like he needs, how am I going to have it with Mario? However, it is an experiment that appeals to me: to submit a man who a priori is the prototype of the Iberian male, a real Don Juan. But it's not just for me: although Daniel is not exactly passionate about me playing with Mario like this, he does like me to have another man besides Gerardo. 

	The master also steals a lot of my time. It is not difficult, but it is laborious. It is based on continuous evaluation and they ask for a lot of little papers (if only I could get an "A" with other kinds of papers...). But I still have one semester left and it's important that I finish it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Very good! -exclaimed my boss excitedly. You have left a nice drawing on her ass. I congratulate you for your mastery. And now, take the key to that thing and put the collar and leash on him in exchange. That's it, like this. You can kiss her if you want. 

	Lidia bent down again and got down on all fours as I did, in front of me. With one hand she gently pushed my hair away from my face and kissed me. Our mouths merged and saliva flowed between us, twinning us again. It was strange to kiss her, to feel her kiss me so lovingly, when she had just so mercilessly mistreated my ass. Even though I had not yet fully forgiven her for the unnecessary energy she had put behind her blows, I thanked her for her kiss. Lidia ended the kiss abruptly, leaving me wanting more, and got up. Gerardo took the necklace with the key from Lidia's hand and hung it around her neck. 

	-And now, take Daniel to the guest room and handcuff him to the bed. Meanwhile, Gema will accompany me to the bathroom. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"I like your sharpness in some of your answers - is this also a quality Daniel loves about you?" 

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (with the image of a kiss): 

	"I guess so." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Who has advanced more in their sexuality, Daniel or you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Me. And that maybe a problem. It's time for Daniel to move on, too." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia went to my husband's corner and took his hand, helping him to sit up, but not before pulling down his panties. Apparently, she enjoyed watching him with his chastity device. My nemesis and soul mate led my blind husband out of the living room and helped him up the stairs. Daniel, with his pants and panties around his ankles, walked like a duck or, worse, a penguin. Lidia smiled mockingly, visibly amused by the grotesque scenario. Gerardo looked at her and shook his head slightly, but let her do it. 

	When Lidia and Daniel finished going up to the bedroom floor, Gerardo pulled the leash and made me follow him to the bathroom. I didn't like Lidia being alone with my husband, especially not in the bedroom, but there was nothing I could do to stop him. Like a faithful little dog, I followed my boss. Ever since that photo shoot in the woods, where my husband had accompanied us, Gerardo had gotten into the habit of me holding her to pee and then wagging her to shake off the last drops. And to suck him afterwards, to finish cleaning him up. Obviously, in the office we couldn't do it, but at home it had become one of my chores. Even though I tried to make it natural, I found it humiliating, but I supposed that was the whole point of the exercise. I liked touching his cock for sex, but not his penis for him to relieve himself. Gerard always asked me to do everything with enthusiasm (real, not fake), but that was something I was still struggling with. Not that I was particularly disgusted by it. Not anymore. I just didn't think it was right to do it. But of all the things we were doing, what was right? Daniel, of course, was still very, very disgusted by it. I was grateful that Lidia had taken him to the bedroom, before he saw - or rather heard - me crawl after Gerard into the bathroom. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. Are you worried that if Daniel knew about your "dark fantasies" he would change his opinion of you? Do you think Daniel would love you any less? That certainly wouldn't be the case. Obviously, your husband loves you no matter what - don't you fully trust Daniel in this case?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't think he stopped loving me, but everyone, even married couples, are entitled to some privacy. I don't think people normally tell everything, even the most intimate and darkest thought to their partner, do they? There are fantasies that are best left there. Or that, if they are shared with someone, that other person, that confidant, doesn't necessarily have to be your partner. Who has never told a friend something that they would rather never tell their partner? It has nothing to do with the degree of trust. Besides that, I like to keep my husband's mind entertained and let him imagine whatever he wants and speculate about what I haven't told him and Gerardo has." 

	He had told Nuria, in confidence. I had told her everything, begging her not to tell Daniel. Or wishing deep down that I would, so that Daniel would punch the table and get me out of this addiction. She was the only one who could understand me. Surely she had done some very bad things with her submissives. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I followed Gerardo on all fours into the bedroom. My stockings had torn from crawling on the floor like that, but Gerardo didn't care. He was always giving me new stockings and I was never short of them. It was a waste, but stockings and garter belt were his weakness. 

	Lidia was already on the bed waiting. She was sitting up, with her back against the headboard and her legs spread wide, gently masturbating. It seemed that Lidia always had the right to bend the rules and she seemed to enjoy doing it. I was forbidden to masturbate like that, without my boss's permission. It was clear that Lidia and I were not of the same condition. We were alike in many ways and shared pleasures and sometimes also pain at Gerardo's house, but in significantly different ways. For Lidia, it seemed that this was just a momentary diversion, something different, something naughty. It was not her way of life. Her way of life was precisely that of mischief. For me, it was a long road I had chosen. I didn't intend for it to be forever like this, but it was something I wanted to experience quietly and patiently, until, let's say, I got to the bottom of it, if there was a bottom. [For Lidia it might be just a session, but for me the important thing was that it was something continuous, one more step along the way. 

	Seeing her, Gerard began to get a new erection. Normally he didn't get hard so easily, just from seeing a naked body, and it required direct stimulation, but seeing Lidia waiting for him, with the clamps on her nipples, his cock started to get hard. Gerard lay down next to Lidia and kissed her. With one hand he began to flush, stimulating the nipples on her nipples. Lidia continued to masturbate with one hand. Her vaginal lips seemed to be red hot. I crawled to the other side of the bed and lay down beside her, leaving her in the middle. I moved her hand away from her sex and replaced it with my own. I knew exactly how she liked it. Lydia shuddered. As my hand continued to rub her parts, I kissed up her arm and moved up her arm to her neck and from there to her face. Gerard pulled hers away a little and the three of us kissed. 

	-Gemma, make him come," ordered my boss. Do it with your mouth. 

	Gerardo put his hand on the back of my neck and guided my head towards Lidia's sex. I positioned myself between her legs to savor her sweet melon slit. I had my scruples about it. I am not a lesbian. I'm not bisexual. I shouldn't do that. If I did it, it was only because Gerardo made me do it. It's not my decision, it's his. I was only doing my duty. His nectar came in contact with my lips. Gerardo's hand was still pressing my head down, helping me with the task. It was still something I couldn't manage to do with any real enthusiasm, at least not in the way my boss was asking. I still needed his hand to do it, with few exceptions, which is what exceptions are for. That was another thing I was failing my boss at. But I was learning. 

	-I'm going to adjust this chain. I think Gema left it too loose. And knowing you, you then loosened it even more, while Gema and I were in the bathroom. 

	A chuckle was Lidia's reply. The giggle was soon interrupted by an "Ouch!" 

	-It's okay. Scream. I want you to moan and I want you to scream. I want the neighbors to hear you. And I want Gema's husband to know that you are moaning thanks to his wife's skillful and obedient tongue.  

	The last sentence was spoken out loud. I had no doubt that Daniel, from the adjacent guest room with the door open, had heard it. 

	-Make him come, Gema. I want him to cum in your mouth," she ordered, without lowering her voice. 

	I still wasn't clear if Gerardo was doing it because he felt an obligation - because I had asked and even negotiated it - to incorporate my husband more, or if he was doing it because he really liked to humiliate him. Usually, though always respectful outside of the game, Gerardo would mostly ignore it, but sometimes he would have those kinds of details. Likewise, I was also unclear whether he blindfolded him because he really didn't want my husband to watch his two females or if it was part of the game Gerardo had devised for him. In any case, as cruel as it might sound, my husband was turned on by the humiliation. The question was whether this should be more direct or whether it was even more humiliating to ignore him and leave him in a corner. As is often the case with these kinds of questions, it wasn't so easy to find out; I couldn't ask him directly. "Do you want me to punish you?" This is an example - what kind of question would that be from a master to a submissive? Of course the submissive wants to be punished. If there's never any punishment, it's boring. But it's not like he really wants to suffer either. What if the submissive answers in the affirmative - would it be better punishment to deny it or apply it? There are questions that cannot be elucidated by a direct question. In a way, this reminded me of a problem that a professor had once proposed to the class. There is a prisoner condemned to death. Before him are two doors: one leads to freedom and the other to death. Each door is guarded by a guardian: one always lies and the other always tells the truth. Obviously, the prisoner does not know which door is the door to freedom, nor does he know which guardian always tells the truth and which guardian always lies. How can he manage to save himself by asking a single question? It seems a complex problem, but it has a logical solution. My husband's mind, on the other hand, was not so easy to understand, even for him. 

	Gerardo flushed and tortured Lidia's nipples, while I ate her pussy. His hand was no longer on top of my head, but it was no longer necessary. Lidia screamed and moaned, just as Gerardo had asked her to. I had no doubt that her pain was real - I knew Gerardo firsthand, literally - and under my mouth I had proof that her pleasure was too. Lidia was always real. 

	-Ah! Ah! Ah! Uh! AHHHH! 

	It didn't take long for Lidia to cum. Gerardo was not holding my head, but Lidia had been holding my head for the last few moments. She had grabbed me with both hands, as if she feared that at the last moment I was going to pull away. Gerard removed the clamps just at her climax, at her main orgasm. Blood suddenly flowed to her nipples, colliding with her nerve endings. I knew the sensation from my own experience and could well imagine how Lidia felt, with the painful stimulation of her nipples and the pleasurable stimulation of her sex. It was a combination that ensured strong sensations. 

	When he finished cumming, I sat up and moved toward her mouth. I needed to kiss her. Her kisses were what I loved most about her. We kissed several times, lowering the intensity as the echoes of her orgasm dissipated. My pelvis, however, sought contact with her leg; I was slyly trying to brush my sex against her. She had already cum; I had not yet.  

	 Gerardo scolded me affectionately for it. 

	-Is my little dog in heat? -He asked rhetorically, "Let her rest for a moment, we'll continue now. 

	I felt the compelling urge to rub my clitoris and cum, but I restrained myself. However, I didn't have enough self-discipline to keep my feet from twitching nervously. 

	-Ready for the second round? -asked Gerardo, when he considered that Lidia had already recovered. 

	-Yes, Daddy," replied the young girl. 

	Daddy? It was the first time she called him that. For me, it was always Gerardo or boss. But papi? What kind of paraphilias did Lidia have? But who was I to judge her? 

	-Good. It's Gema's turn. Get between her legs. And put the clamps on her. 

	Lidia took the chain and put the clamps on me. She then turned the screws and tightened them. 

	-OYY! NO, no, no, no," I exclaimed. I can't take it! 

	Lidia smiled mischievously at me. The bitch had been unable to do anything less and had squeezed them tightly. 

	-Come on, Mommy. Do it for Daddy. I'm sure you can handle it. I promise I'll make it up to you down there. 

	Mommy? Daddy? What was this little girl about? What kind of bug was she? 

	Lidia began to lick my clitoris and the pain in my nipples began to partially disappear. Still, it hurt. She had gone too far, no doubt. 

	-Will you put up with it for daddy? -she asked mischievously, "I know you will. 

	My hips protested, rising at the sudden interruption of the stimulation on my clitoris. Normally, with my husband, I required him to be gentle, caressing the surrounding areas first, before getting to the point (literally to the point), but this time I was horny enough. 

	-Shut up and eat my pussy! -I heard him tell me in a language unusually foul for me. 

	Fortunately, Lidia said nothing more and went to work. That kind of obscenity was not typical of me. What was happening to me? Mommy, daddy, bitch, cunt... What aberration was my boss turning me into? 

	Gerardo positioned himself behind Lidia and penetrated her. While she was giving me cunnilingus, he was fucking her from behind. {Wow, just when I was having fun, you got finicky again with your expressions, how about we go back to "while she was eating your pussy" and "he was fucking her"}? Gerardo took the leash and held it, tugging on it from time to time, reminding me that she was his little dog. Lidia, in turn, had grabbed the chain with one hand and pulled on it in rhythm with Gerardo's onslaught from behind. 

	Lidia's tongue was expert, certainly more so than mine, but Gerardo ended up cumming sooner, emitting several grunts. No wonder he was cumming after all the attention he had received throughout the evening. 

	As soon as Gerardo finished ejaculating in her, Lidia moved away and lay on her back on the bed next to me. I hadn't cum yet and I needed it badly. At that moment, I was willing to do anything for an orgasm. Gerardo used to go numb as soon as he came. Fortunately, on that occasion, he had enough energy to free me of my clamps first. As I removed them, I felt a sharp pain as the blood rushed back to my nipples and I screamed. 

	-Don't touch yourself! -my boss warned me, as my hands tried to go down to my parts to masturbate. 

	As if he didn't trust me, Gerardo grabbed my wrists and put my arms above my head. But he let go of me right away to lie down wearily between me and Lidia. The girl had stopped eating me the moment Gerardo had cum in her, as if she didn't really care about me. It was disconcerting and frustrating. My hips protested and tried to seek stimulation by rubbing my sex with the air. Obviously, it was in vain. I looked like a poor little animal in heat, but I couldn't help it. 

	-Fuck me, please! -Why was I getting hornier the older I got? Why did I find it hard to recognize myself, but in spite of that I kept going full throttle? 

	But to no avail. Gerardo was already drowsy. Although he was holding my leash with both hands. 

	I sat up to look at Lidia, on the other side of my boss's thick body. My gaze begged her to finish the job. To my delight, Lidia got up, walked around the bed and came towards me. But instead of touching me, she just blew me a kiss in the air with a mischievous smile and disappeared from the bedroom with one hand between her legs. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It was a special connection, something perhaps unique to hotwife marriages." I agree with you in principle, but I think you should qualify that your relationship is one of "hotwife femdom". There are simply "hotwife-cuckold" normal and heterosexual couples, don't you think? I don't mean to upset you, just to clarify." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Totally agree. I think, in fact, I have already said it a few times, but it is not superfluous to clarify it: hotwife-cuckold and femdom-submissive relationships overlap, but they are not the same. There are hotwives who are not dominant at all and cuckolds who are not submissive at all. Likewise, there are femdom-submissive couples in which she does not have sex with other men. These are two worlds that in some cases overlap, as both dynamics fit well together, but not in all cases. In our case, Daniel is cuckolded and submissive and I am hotwife and try to be dominant with him. I have to, because he is much happier when he feels submissive. When I don't perform that role, he tends to try to occupy it and brings out a side of himself that I don't like about him at all and that he doesn't like about himself either." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I heard noise in the guest room. Lidia, according to what my husband would tell me later, had approached his bed. Daniel had his blindfold on and couldn't see. He also had his hands cuffed to the headboard. Lidia climbed onto the bed and sat on his face, without a word. My husband would tell me later that he had thought it was me. Ha! And I believe it! After lying with Gerardo, Lidia was going to give my husband his well-deserved nutritious food.  

	I had and still have the conviction that this type of act is important for the couple. The essence of the goreator running through both the woman's body and, above all, the man's body helps to lower tensions and put the cuckold in his place. The testosterone from the horn dog inhibits the cuckold's testosterone production and makes him more docile. Of course, it is not a scientific truth, but it is something that, for one reason or another, more or less prosaic, works. Sharing fluids helps to bond and share experiences. My husband, of course, had no interest in Gerard's or any other man's semen. Or at least that's what he says. Sometimes seeing him with his pink stock I have my doubts. But coming from me, having first passed through my body, it was no longer Gerard's (or any other man's) semen, but an experience we would share as husband and wife. Of course, on this occasion, it was not coming from me but from Lidia. 

	But who was Daniel trying to fool? Did he really think Lidia was me? Even if I couldn't see her, couldn't I feel her? FEEL her, in capital letters. Or at least, hadn't he noticed the little hairs that adorned my pubis and contrasted with Lidia's bald head? Let's give her the benefit of the doubt, though. She deserved it. 

	So I, according to my husband, although in reality Lidia, sat on top of Daniel's face. My husband began - out of pure instinct - to lick my sex. And as he did so, Gerardo's nectar slid down my vagina onto my husband's chin and mouth. Daniel, as he used to do with me, applied as he was, licked and licked, both to get the pussy nice and clean, and to try to provide an orgasm. Lidia had just cum, but either because of my husband's mastery or because the situation of stealing my husband was a great turn-on for her, it didn't take her long to cum again. I could hear her moaning perfectly from Gerardo's bedroom. She was still overexcited and that probably saved Lidia from having me get up and go down her throat with the first thing I could get my hands on. That and I knew that, if Gerardo allowed it, it was because I had his approval. And also because deep down I knew that it was something that would happen sooner or later and that maybe it was good, even if it hurt. 

	-But why? -I whispered to Gerardo, feebly. A tear was threatening to come out of my tear duct. 

	Gerardo was still numb after his orgasm, but he hadn't let go of my leash. He was still gripping it tightly. 

	-He negotiated it and deserved it," he replied. 

	His answer, however, left me unsatisfied. Was that really it? Had he used me as a commodity - my husband was part of me - or did he have a hidden agenda? 

	Lidia returned to the master bedroom and turned off the light. Blindly, she positioned herself between my legs and caressed my body, bristling my skin. Slowly she worked her way to my clitoris. He didn't really need to go that slow and as the woman he was, I was sure he knew that. She could more than read my arousal and knew what I needed at any given moment. Despite this, she took her time. Finally, her lips came to rest on my clitoris and she began to suck as only a woman knows how. Soon after, she inserted one finger and then two into my vagina and searched my pelvic floor for the G-spot. Combining with her lips and tongue the stimulation of my outer erogenous zone and with her fingers the inner one, she soon managed to bring me to orgasm. 

	It was an orgasm I thought I had thoroughly deserved. And it was an orgasm I needed. The waves of pleasure erased-at least for a moment-my animosity towards her. She had crossed the line that night and that would have its consequences, but that would be another time. 

	Gerardo, meanwhile, had woken up and was stroking my head, while Lidia applied herself downstairs.  

	I came and fell down. In my case, it wasn't because of the drowsiness after the orgasm, but because of the stress due to the amount of contradictory emotions I had experienced. Gerardo slid to one side of the bed and pulled me to him, holding me in his arms. Lidia got on the other side, so that I was between the two of us, with my head resting on my boss's chest and Lidia pressing her tits against my back. I thought about my husband, what that night would mean for both of us, but sleep took over. I'll go see him later. There would be time to talk later. I curled up on Gerardo's chest, hugging him with one arm. Instinctively or by chance, my hand found the key to the chastity device and the little chain on my boss's chest. I clung to it and fell asleep. 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXXI - From Hate to LOVE 

	  

	"Sex involves the body. Magnificent sex involves the mind." - Anonymous 

	  

	  

	I often reflected on what I was doing, on the path I had taken. I didn't recognize myself in the mirror, when I thought about what I looked like just five years ago. {But that's not necessarily a bad thing. Only change is constant}. And when he said mirror, I mean that both figuratively and literally: Gerardo had started large-format printing some of my photos. He had the posters in the attic, set up as if for an exhibition, the exhibition he had said (jokingly to excite me or finally seriously?) he would prepare for me. With him I felt more naked than naked. I feel exposed. And that turns me on, even if it shouldn't. Not content with that, I had also placed a full-length mirror. Flanked by photographs on either side and with the mirror in the center in front of me, he made me masturbate slowly. "The image we give before society has nothing to do with what we really are," florsumisa had written, commenting on a series of images of a mature woman. She looked elegantly dressed, but the mirror reflected her true image and showed her naked and addicted to submission, in various BDMS positions. Gerardo made me do it naked, except for my super high heels and with my panties pulled down to my knees which, in that position, gave a much greater sense of nakedness, exposure and vulnerability than being completely nude. And he knows it. As I masturbated for him, watching myself in the mirror, the leash hanging from my collar swung back and forth like a mesmerizing pendulum. In the back, the plug-tail swung similarly, but I had grown accustomed to it; it was not uncommon for me to have to wear it to the office. To contrast my nakedness, Gerard made me masturbate with gloves, which I wore up to my elbows. Although he already had countless photos of me in that situation, he kept taking pictures of me with his camera. He would do it during the lunch break, when we would escape from work to his house. But he also did it on weekends. Daniel was allowed to go up to the attic and watch me in silence. Of course, I knew nothing about the exhibition my boss was preparing, nor did I know that, if it came to it, I could not refuse to be exposed. 

	I was aware that I was increasingly caught up in the economic, professional and even emotional ties of my boss. But as a hotwife, I have never been able to completely let go of my emotions; for me they are an essential part of the experience. I think it's not about leaving them aside and reducing everything to sex, but rather keeping them in check and ensuring that certain limits, those of true love and loyalty, are not overstepped. That's the theory, then the practice... I was aware that with Gerardo there was more than just sex and its corresponding emotions that linked me to him. Our economic dependence, my professional development with the experience in the company, managing a team and learning English, as well as the master's degree I was doing.... never before, except with my husband, had I had such a multidimensional relationship with another man. Gerardo, in that sense, surpassed the experience I had had with Silvestre, with whom I had come to love, not to say fall in love. Gerardo had even modified my body to his liking and whim. That was something that sometimes frightened me and was something I couldn't help but notice when I masturbated for him in front of the mirror. But the darkness of the path in front of me and the self-discovery of his expert hand was something that strongly seduced me. I had learned many things with him and because of him. 

	I had even learned to get a taste for wine, thanks to him. Gerardo used to favor whiskey, but adapting to the strong taste of the Scottish drink had made me begin to accept and appreciate the taste of the Latin drink par excellence. Daniel had always insisted that I try to appreciate the taste of wine, to accompany his meals so he wouldn't have to drink it by himself. But for me it had always been too acidic and alcoholic. At most, I tolerated Pedro Jimenez, thanks to its sweetness. Daniel had insisted, but it was thanks to Gerardo - albeit indirectly - that I had begun to get a taste for wine. You see, Daniel? In the end you benefit from all this. And then, when I was alone at home, sometimes I liked to undress and have a glass of wine -and if possible, aged... like Gerardo; maturity is something to be appreciated. Since I started my career as a hotwife, I sometimes got incredibly horny, even when I was alone. That didn't happen to me before I became a hot wife. But with Gerardo, my horniness had increased. Maybe it was because he often denied me orgasm and that made me constantly horny. Or maybe it was because of all the dirty things he made me do that I knew it wasn't right for - a decent woman - to do. I'm my boss's whore. If Labor Inspection knew that... But I love it. The more obscene and depraved, the more it turned me on. I'm alone and naked, but thanks to the implants, even at this moment Gerardo is present. 

	But that was the path I had chosen, the one I wanted to take. It was a path that would lead me to my inner self, to a dark region that I could not discover by my husband's hand. And time is running out; I will not be able to do this forever. But with my husband I traveled other roads, some just as dark but different. Most of the time, however, the road with Daniel was clear and sunny. In fact, had it not been for the warmth of his sunshine.... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"I think it's a beautiful image. She is visibly enjoying what he makes her feel, totally devoted and open to him. She doesn't care about the age difference or the physical differences. Or maybe she has a special mind and it is precisely those differences that make her enjoy differently than usual. 

	It's a pity not to see more such different couples on the street. Everything would be much more natural. But perhaps, if it were habitual, it would cease to be special. 

	There are couples like that, of course, but the reaction of others is always the same: they think that such a man has only been able to get such a girl thanks to money. Okay, maybe I'm not the best example to prove the opposite. But what's my fault that the economic ingredient is part of my philia, even if it's not the main thing?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon. After these last few posts, do you mean that Gerardo follows your blog and, perhaps, strikes up some conversation? That's right, isn't it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I didn't say that, actually. Nor did I disprove it. I leave it up in the air for you to speculate. Don't get mad about it, Daniel doesn't get mad about it either. 

	What I have said exactly is that sometimes Gerardo and I communicate through sequences of images outside this blog (by WhatsApp) and that I sometimes reblog those images in sequence. Most of the time what I post, are just images that I have liked from some website, but if you think there is some kind of thread between several images, then it is probably a conversation that I have had with Gerardo by WhatsApp and that I am reblogging. 

	From there to Gerardo following this blog or sometimes even asking me to post certain images (mine or scenes he likes), that is pure speculation that I neither affirm nor deny." 

	  

	At this point in the narrative, the truth is obvious. But if I reflect that question and my answer here, it is to remind myself that my husband, at that point in time, was still uncertain on that point, even though he obviously had his suspicions. (Who knows? Perhaps it was you, Daniel, who asked me that anonymous question. But what difference does it make now, right?) 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"Gerardo sent me this photo, asking me if I like the jewel. I didn't know what to tell him. He doesn't usually ask my opinion beforehand about the things he gives me. He didn't ask me for any of the necklaces I have or for the plug-tail or... I think he is playing with my mind, testing me to see how I react. I see that accessory and it makes me feel very... exposed. It's kind of extreme, isn't it?" 

	  

	What was the image? Let's say it was an ornament for the magic button. 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"Next, he sent me this other sequence of images, asking me what I thought of them. It puzzles me, because he doesn't usually do that, at least not like that. It's not the first time he has sent me some images, but he doesn't usually ask my opinion regarding possible gifts. He simply sends them to me and I comment or reply with another image. But he doesn't usually invite my explicit and direct opinion on the images he sends me. And yet, both on this and the previous occasion he has done so. It puzzles me. 

	Some of those images, both the ones he sent to me and the ones I sent to him, I have posted here on my blog. Sometimes I put them in a row in the queue, trying to get the sequence right, either to fit our photo exchange or to better convey the message. Other times I simply paste them together in no specific order. 

	The previous image I did not know what to answer. I didn't say anything. Fortunately in these it has been easier." 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"Another image for which Gerardo has unusually asked me for comment. What do you want me to tell him? That I like it? That I should buy it? That I would wear it for him?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. In the BDSM world, what have you yet to try?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I still have a lot of things to try; I'm still a novice. I don't know if I'll dare to try them all someday, but by my master's hand I'm advancing a little every day. As you can imagine, I'm missing the most extreme ones, some I'm even embarrassed to say here." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Yes, what would I be if it weren't for the warmth of my husband's sunshine? To begin with, I would certainly not dare to let Gerardo hold my hand. Although, in reality, it hadn't been like that; rather, it had been me who had taken his hand and asked him to guide me. But for all intents and purposes it didn't matter: without my husband, I wouldn't have dared to do it. In a way, Daniel had encouraged me to do it. I hadn't done it directly - let alone with him - but he had encouraged me to explore. And I am exploring. Just that. And there was still so much left... So much that a shiver would run down my naked spine, were it not for the warmth the wine instills in me. Warmth and courage. I will keep exploring, even if it scares me. I am not alone. And with me, Daniel would explore too, even if he hadn't sought out or chosen Gerardo for it. 

	Nuria had urged me to let Daniel explore his own fantasies along with me. It was important that he not feel left behind, she had warned me. She had reminded me, in a nonchalant way, of what had happened between the two of us in my time with Luis Alberto, when he had felt left out. He had advised me that, if I was not able to give him what he needed, not to rule out Lidia giving it to him, or to let him go to a domina. With regard to the latter possibility, she had warned me, however, that many of the guild she knew were real hags. I had nodded, although I wasn't sure if I would be able to follow her advice. I had arranged to meet her and, to my surprise, I had also met Silvestre. He and Nuria were still together, after Daniel had cheated on me with her and my executor in a threesome. Silvestre had changed; Nuria had changed him. There was little left of that assertive lover who had captivated me; Nuria had turned him into a submissive. He didn't look unhappy about it - quite the contrary - but it had been a shock for me to see him like that and, at the same time, to remember how he used to be. I wasn't sure if I would still be able to see my husband the same way if he was this submissive. Nuria had done an excellent job with Silvestre, but she was a born dominatrix. Or that's what she set out to become -and she succeeded-, after being psychologically abused by her ex-husband. When I saw my examiner like that, I couldn't forget the threesome he and she had had with my husband. It had not been a threesome in the style of the ones that my examiner had set up for my benefit, in conjunction with his friend and roommate Luis Alberto. I didn't know if Nuria would have had a threesome again with Silvestre and someone else, but I knew that, if she had, it wouldn't have been like Silvestre and Luis Alberto's sandwiches, with me with mortadella. Maybe that's what Daniel needs. Surely that's what he needs. But what if it goes further, what if I no longer see him as a man? 

	  

	***  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good evening Gemma, do you believe in controlling your submissive husband's ejaculation? That is, for example, that he only ejaculates once a month - have you tried it?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is not permanently caged. That would not be feasible, neither for hygiene nor for health. He needs to wash and he needs to empty his prostate. Besides, I like to play with his little chick. So once in a while, very once in a while, he is entitled to an orgasm. But no one said it has to be satisfying, did they? Did I say there are things he does better the longer he's been in chastity? Yes, I think I've said that. But it's just... fuck!" 

	  

	This last expression was accompanied by a moving picture. Only the facial expressions of Stoya - one of my husband's favorite porn actresses - were visible, but it was obvious that she was enjoying a cunnilingus. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From what I have read, the use of the trap has certain phases. It is true that after a few weeks the caged person becomes more attentive, in love, or whatever you want to call it, but after a while (they say months), discouragement, emotional imbalance and apathy set in, becoming counterproductive. The lack of your husband's claim to you can cause the same thing. Good luck to you and good luck to you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He is not permanently caged. I take him out for a walk from time to time and, if he's been good, he gets his prize. And even when he's caged he usually gets a reward too, even if his penis doesn't participate. His skin is now much more sensitive than before to caresses and he shudders more easily." 

	  

	dgl1982: 

	"Hey there, how's it going, how's the master's going? After having sex with your husband, did you lock him in the chastity device again?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The master's degree fortunately gives me a break now. phew! 

	Yes, my husband is back in the chastity device after having sex with me. The plan is for him to be in continuous chastity, albeit with brief walks outdoors to occasionally have an orgasm or even sex with me, depending on how he's been behaving." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Today I finally read your first logical reflection since you started on the subject of Lidia and your husband. I think Daniel did indeed send you a desperate signal, in the only way you could understand it, through your jealousy. The timing of it is also significant, with you away, living with another man. I think somehow he notices that you are getting further away from him every day, but simple sexual restraint will not be enough. If you don't want to lose him, you'll need something more affectionate." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, but I must go in crescendo, not all at once." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi. Did I understand you correctly? Have you felt that you would betray Gerardo or Lidia if you released Daniel from the chastity device? Excuse my harsh words. I don't want to offend you, but this is an absolutely stupid thought and also very harmful to your husband. When you have sex with Daniel in private, only you and him should matter and not what Gerard or anyone else may think. You give other people too much space in your consideration of Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are right when you comment that it is absurd, but I can't help but feel that way. Our sexuality is a game between four and although the rules are not fixed and are not written, I think it is necessary to respect the spirit of the game. Otherwise, what's the point of playing?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say your husband does only one thing well but you have also said that Gerardo does a great many things well. In your own words, Daniel doesn't hold up to comparison. That you no longer have vaginal sex with Daniel is very significant. As a woman I tell you there is no greater thing than feeling the man you love inside your vagina, while you are cuddling as one. If you don't need such intimate contact every day with the man you say you love, you don't really love him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I still enjoy vaginal sex with Daniel. It's just that it's more restricted and he has to work harder to earn it. But as with many things, scarcity increases appreciation and value. On both our parts." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From what we see Daniel, he is going to be in chastity for a long time. Could you tell us about his sensations (what goes through his head), his discomfort, real details of what his day to day life is like in the cage? Thank you very much." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The chastity device has a profound psychological effect. First of all, it prevents him from selfishly using something he has been using since adolescence or even earlier. It deprives him of being able to pleasure himself and this causes his focus to shift, first from person to person and then to erogenous zone. 

	However, it also has the risk of diminishing sexual desire and that is not the goal. Therefore, to keep his desire alive, I uncage him from time to time to play with his chick, but without letting him reach orgasm. At first it is purely pleasurable, even without orgasm, but after a week it becomes frustrating. The desire coupled with the frustration makes him much more attentive to my needs, as he knows that only then will he get the reward he craves. It is a positive frustration, because unlike other frustrations in life - perhaps we should use a different word - it does not sour his temper, quite the opposite. Daniel is much softer, affectionate and also docile and I assure you that he enjoys this state as much as I do. 

	My husband also feels sheltered when he wears the trap. This happens when he has been caged for at least a week. He feels as if he has my protective hand around him, around his whole body and mind, not just his parts. It's a sense of belonging. When we were married, the ring created a similar feeling, although with the clamp that feeling is renewed and stronger. I own him and protect him; he belongs to me. He likes that feeling and I like him to feel that way. In this case, however, I suspect that the feeling is not quite like that, for in it I sense that the fact that the stock originally belongs to Lidia is mixed in. 

	As time passes without sensations in his glans and without orgasm, he appreciates more the stimulation in other erogenous zones. Similar to a woman, who often understands our body as one big erogenous zone, Daniel begins to appreciate caresses in a different way. I then love to caress his skin, blow on it and check the sensations it gives him that without the clamp would hardly manifest themselves. It also increases the pleasure - and I would say even the desire - of anal stimulation. Although we have not yet found the key to pleasurably stimulating his prostate, the anus appreciates penetration more than ever. 

	In a way, you could say that the chastity device, after a week or a week and a half, begins to bring out its feminine side. This is not to the detriment of his masculinity. He is no less of a man for better understanding his feminine side. It is not by chance that men share the X chromosome with women; it is one half of them and they should not be ashamed of it. Somehow, when he's in that mode, when we make love (with the stock on, evidently not counting his penis), I feel something that vaguely reminds me of when I do it with Lidia. And I insist, it doesn't make him less of a man, it doesn't diminish him, it increases him. 

	There is also the sense of shame and humiliation she feels. It happens especially at Gerardo's house and even more so if Lidia is present. There he feels ashamed for not being "a complete man" (I am putting it in quotation marks, because these are his own words). In my opinion, he is wrong, because as I said before, he is not less for it, but more. But I understand that he feels ashamed before Gerardo, who disposes of my body at his whim. And also before Lidia, for whom, much to my regret, he has very masculine desires. I wouldn't want to take that shame away from him entirely, because I think it's very sexy and stimulating, but I would like him to feel more comfortable in those situations and to embrace more his status as a cuckold in chastity, as he tends to do the rest of the time. 

	On the negative side, at the beginning the clamp caused some small wounds due to friction. It is easy to solve it with a little cream or Vaseline, until the skin gets used to the rubbing. Now it doesn't happen anymore. 

	The greatest discomfort is when he starts to get an erection. It often happens in the early morning, during sleep, but also when we play (although when we have anal sex it doesn't happen, quite the opposite: his erection tends to go down). The discomfort is not because his pullet is constricted and cannot grow, but because, when he tries to stand up, the ring that holds the clamp behind his little eggs pulls them. This causes the skin of the scrotum to stretch and that hurts. The panties help in that case, by keeping the clamp in place pointing downward and preventing her chick from trying to point upward. 

	He also suffers from occasional pain in his balls. As I said, I'm not interested in taking away his sensations. On the contrary, I want to keep him aroused, without orgasm and with libido at high levels. Every now and then I release him to give him a little wiggle, but without allowing him to cum. It takes him longer and longer to get sore balls because of that, but nonetheless, it happens if he hasn't been quite right and hasn't deserved to orgasm. Usually every two weeks she has an orgasm, but as I was saying, she must have deserved it. Sometimes his orgasms are frustrated. You know, I stimulate him to the point of no return and then deprive him of stimulation. Daniel cums, but it's not as pleasurable and it's less satisfying. That's okay, because it drains his prostate and his little eggs, but it keeps his libido higher than if he had had a full orgasm. Other times, we have vaginal sex. How often depends on how he's been behaving and how much I feel like it. Restricting vaginal sex is not a punishment, although it might seem otherwise. Knowing that you have to earn it and that it is something scarce, makes you increase its value and appreciate it that much more. Gold does not derive its value from its beauty, but from its scarcity. Daniel usually cums early, that is, too early, compared to what he used to get used to, and before he gets me to cum. But that's no problem, because that's what he has his tongue for. He has a hard time licking me down there once he's cum and his libido is low again, but he does it nonetheless, because he knows he has to be good." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"No wonder your husband loves the stock and pink panties. I think he's finally bringing out his true effeminate nature. No wonder he loves wearing the trap either. It's a good alibi. Being so unmanly, it gives him the perfect excuse to not have to try so hard to exert himself as the man he is not. His little cock looks really small and if it's also as unhelpful as you count, no wonder you're so eager to have a real penis between your legs." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think you've missed the point. He is not effeminate for wearing the stock nor for wearing fine pink lingerie. On the contrary, he is more manly for accepting to explore his feminine side, the one that is present in all men, but which the cowardly and insecure oppress. 

	Following your logic, all you have to say is that I'm butch for putting my husband in the stocks and doing other things with him and for sleeping with another woman. Oh no, you wouldn't say that, you think that's sexy! You just don't accept that men explore and expand their sexuality. With women you don't have a problem, only with men! 

	Could it be that you actually read this, because it is your secret desire, only you are not brave enough to live it and you repress it? For the record, I'm fine with you repressing it. You can have fantasies and never act on them. But what I'm not okay with is you belittling others." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo played with us, with Lidia and me, to antagonize and fraternize us. He made our feelings change continuously. As soon as he connected our necklaces by means of a short chain - the one he had already used on New Year's Eve - so that our faces would be very close to each other all night long and we would act like Siamese twins, or he would handcuff our hands to each other and make us whip each other, either with a riding crop, a pimp paddle or a belt. Then, he would spur us to hit each other harder without any mercy. Then, he would order me again to go out partying with Lidia, like a couple in love. No doubt Gerardo was amused by this, by our bewilderment, especially mine. My boss enjoyed it when I hated Lidia and cursed her in my heart for the unnecessary harshness of her punishments, when I delegated my discipline to her. And he was amused when I tried to treat her with the same attitude, when it was my turn to discipline her. In spite of my efforts, I still found it difficult to discipline her without regard. In general, I am always afraid of hurting someone and, despite hating Lidia at times, I held back. I felt I was failing Gerardo in that regard. But my boss especially enjoyed it when minutes later I would melt with the young apprentice slut's kisses, when I would greedily seek her mouth, caress her fine skin and desperately rub my body against hers. It was the contrast that turned him on, the manipulation he exerted on us and the results he got. 

	 And that manipulation, especially the one he exercised with me, went beyond what our hands did with our respective bodies, gently, passionately or painfully. Gerardo also knew how to bring out the competitive spirit in us. He liked to make us compete and present the winner with some kind of privilege and the loser with some kind of punishment. The punishment was not always physical; sometimes it was worse than that. Sometimes the loser was excluded from sex with him and had to just watch. Other times, even, she was not allowed to watch and had to limit herself to his ears in order to participate in some way, even if it was as a passive observer. Sometimes she would get the privilege of dominating the other for the rest of the session. Other times Gerardo would present the winner with one of his most prized possessions: his flattery. 

	Lidia, however, seemed to enjoy additional privileges, which she had not necessarily earned in our sessions. Apparently, she had obtained Gerardo's authorization to play with my husband. I didn't know what the compensation for that privilege was, but Lidia seemed to be fascinated by being able to play with Daniel, especially when it involved ridiculing his manhood and laughing at his locked-up birdie. Or handcuffing him and sitting on his face on the bed, to feed him the mixture of her and Gerard's essence. And my husband, despite the humiliation (or perhaps precisely because of it), would gladly acquiesce to her perverse games. He hated Lidia when she did it. I hated her more than when she unloaded Gerardo's girth on my buttocks with all her strength. 

	My relationship with Lidia was complicated. It was bipolar and oscillated at times between love and hate, depending on what Gerardo ordered us to do. I knew that these radical changes, going from love to hate and from hate back to love, with no in-between, feeling both extremes as authentically as I could and as he expected of me, were somehow tearing me apart inside. I knew that this was what my boss intended and that he was doing it so that he could then rebuild me again, to his liking, but I was unable to stop playing along. I was truly trapped. 

	But the deed Lidia had perpetrated had tipped the scales to the side of hatred as never before. I was probably being unfair to her. Wasn't she nothing more than an extension of my boss? Hadn't I asked Gerardo to get more involved and dominate my husband? Why question it, if he had decided to do it indirectly, through another woman? Why not simply rejoice in the fact that my husband had enjoyed something different, a different pussy? Why not congratulate myself for having shared an experience with him and that he experienced the same flavors as I did? I was used to being shared, but not to sharing, that was one of the reasons for my discomfort. The other was that Lidia, in that respect, didn't seem to be acting as an extension of Gerardo, or at least she didn't seem to be just that. Lidia had her own agenda, her own paraphilias. She enjoyed the submission sessions with Gerardo as much as I did, but she also seemed genuinely interested in getting to know the female domination side of things and was determined to experience it at my poor husband's expense. Somehow, she had convinced Gerardo to let her do it. Perhaps that was one of the attractions for her of the sessions with Gerardo: the possibility of experiencing something in a totally opposite direction. She didn't know if that was the case, but she was sure it was compatible with his recklessly adventurous and refreshingly wild character.  

	In one of the sessions with Gerardo in which he had made us compete against each other, he had put one of the keys to my husband's chastity device as a prize. Although I had both keys, Daniel was still wearing Lidia's clamp, as that was what I had committed to with her. Despite my efforts to win, Lidia had been the victor and had thus regained one of the keys. In addition to the key, she had won the prize of fucking alone with my boss. I hated it when he played with her and lost and condemned me to watch - I didn't mind teaming up with her to give Gerardo pleasure, as long as we did it together, but what I didn't like was her leaving me out and playing only with her; nor was it any consolation that other times I did the same with her. I hated her at those times, even if she only followed her orders, because when she looked at me, she would give me a slight smile, saying "I beat you". In this case, she had done it doubly. Maybe consciously or unconsciously, after my talk with Nuria, I had let her win. I didn't know if I had done the right thing, but I sensed that I couldn't monopolize both keys and that it might be beneficial to all of us if Lidia had one. [Beneficial for everyone? The bad thing is that it is for Gerardo. You know what I mean]. 

	But it didn't stop there. We had arranged to meet at her house, the four of us together. I was already surprised that my boss had informed me of Lidia's presence, as he never did. Daniel and I had gone - my husband was delighted, and I had been a bit worried. And, in the end, I had stayed with my boss at his house, while Lidia had gone out partying with my husband (and with the key to her trap hanging demonstratively in her cleavage). Gerardo had taken me up to the attic and made me masturbate for him in front of the mirror and among the collection of posters of mine, which was gradually increasing, for the next public exhibition in an art gallery (so said my boss and that was still unknown to Daniel). Although I had tried not to let it show, I couldn't stop thinking about my husband and Lidia. Would he cheat on me with her? In a way, he was already doing it. But would I consummate the act, if I hadn't already? I had Nuria's advice in mind, but I preferred not to think about my husband's more than likely-certainly inevitable-infidelity. It hurt me so much that I preferred not to know. Neither on the way back nor afterwards did I dare to ask my husband about what he had done with the young woman. In that sense, Daniel and I were diametrically opposed: he always wanted to know about my affairs. 

	  

	***  

	hotestblogest: 

	"What advice would you give to someone just starting out?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It depends on what state you're in - are you a man or a woman, has there already been a first meeting or are you still talking about it? It's hard to advise without knowing more." 

	  

	hotestblogest: 

	"We had a little encounter, but he only masturbated us. I'm a man." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. Forgive me for writing to you because I see a woman who knows what she wants. And I would like to consult you: I have been happily married for many years. I am about your type. Since puberty, my mind has been perverse and dirty. I have had only one relationship in my life: my wife. I tried; to lead her into my perversion. It was in vain. So I turned her off. Recently, I met a woman just as perverse as me. We connected. I have always been loyal and faithful. But I'm very attracted to her. What do I do? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I can't tell you what to do. Only you can know. I would tell you ideally to talk it over (again) with your wife, but I know that can sometimes be very difficult. But if you keep it from her, you know she's likely to find out sooner or later and things will end badly. I can't really advise you. I can only tell you that no one can blame you for trying to meet certain needs outside of marriage if your wife refuses or is unable to meet them." 

	  

	My heart ached as I wrote it. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gemma, does Daniel want sex with Lidia? Has he confessed it to you, even if it's in full pre-orgasmic libido? Have you asked him in those moments?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He has never explicitly admitted it, but I am no fool (nor is he a fool either). I'm convinced that, at least in part, he would like it, but I also know - and he has told me - that he would be thrilled if I were his only woman (he entered our courtship a virgin)." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Trying to take my thoughts away from Lidia and my husband, I had begged Gerardo to spank me. I needed to feel the pain in my ass to suppress the pain in my soul. Sometimes what a person needs to unload all the emotions and start with a blank sheet, calm and serene after the storm is a good spanking, not sensual but hard, until they cry. And Gerardo had taken me in his embrace and had affectionately caressed the back of my neck. Next, he had spanked me like the bad girl - or bad wife - that I was. My friend on Tumblr, florsumisa, had written, "Yes, it's true that sometimes it makes me cry in pain. But that helps me release my tensions, my anxieties and atone for my guilt. After that, I remain completely calm while He comforts me in His arms". And I understood her perfectly. 

	But, although Gerardo had whipped me gently and mercilessly until I cried (I had found it very easy - too easy - to cry), that had not been enough. He had comforted me after the spanking, but, in an impulsive act, I had broken free from his embrace and knelt before him on the floor. I had turned around, turned my back to him, leaned forward, rested my face on the floor and spread my buttocks with my hands.  

	"Don't you like my little ass? Why don't YOU take it? Please... I'll do anything you want," she had desperately begged him. 

	It was a pity that Gerardo didn't like anal sex, but at least he had gifted it to me with Darko. The young and ruthless Croatian had turned my ass red, as he penetrated me from behind. My buttocks had stung (and then my anus too), because Gerard had spanked me before, but the mixture of sensations, experiencing a cock in my little ass again, had been sublime. But I would so much like to feel HIM in my asshole. We had only done it once from behind. It had been on my initiative and to make up to him because I had promised him that we would have unprotected sex and because I had delayed taking the pill. That had been more than a year ago and since then our relationship had evolved a lot, although not in that aspect, in that he took me from behind, as a good goreador should do. I was sure that a year later I would feel it differently and that it would have a different meaning for me. [Do you intend for me to give you from behind so that I end up giving it to Daniel?] "Maybe I could do something to convince him or, better yet, to seduce him. Is it bad for a girl to beg for anal sex?", I would later write in my blog. 

	But Gerardo, once again, had refused to do so. Why, why? Why? She was desperate. I wasn't desperate because of the lack of anal sex - I wasn't that much of a bitch. I was desperate because it was tearing me apart, because I felt something was missing. I had too much of Lidia with my husband and something was missing in my relationship with Gerardo and my husband. Either that or I was the one missing in my relationship with Daniel. I was back to the same point I had been a couple of months ago, the point at which Daniel, quite justifiably, had abandoned me. 

	"Take me to the park," I had whispered, hoping he wouldn't hear me or pay me any attention. 

	But Gerardo had heard me perfectly. He had taken my leash and, naked as I was, he had led me to the park, to the same park as a few months ago, where Daniel had turned away from me in disgust. This time, fortunately, there would be no dog to sniff me. In exchange, Gerardo would complete, among the bushes, one of his greatest desires for my submission.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think you haven't told your husband anything, not out of modesty or because you feel it's too intimate, but simply because there's nothing to tell. I think you lead separate lives. You live de facto with your lover and your husband. It's just an alibi in the eyes of society, to hide the fact that you are with an unattractive old man. I even wonder if your husband has ever really been present at your encounters with your boss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife (with photo of a young girl giving an old man a blowjob): 

	"Old and wealthy, don't forget the latter." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Daniel, what if what your wife tells you were a lie? What if it were the others who are right? Think hard when I leave you alone for this weekend." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo, no doubt, had detected that my up and down relationship with Lidia was at a huge low as a result of those events. That was probably why he had asked me to go out again with the traitorous slut as his lesbian partner. On this occasion he said no more, but it was clear to me what that would entail. Gerardo would want me to feel again in some part of my heart - or was it my soul - a kind of love for her. My boss would want me to get me to auto-suggest myself again and really believe it, even if it was just for one night. And Lydia would, no doubt, report back to him thoroughly on whether I had succeeded. I knew that, if I pretended, I wouldn't get to the heart of that crazy creature and she would notice. He had already succeeded the previous time, but this time the barrier seemed higher, for he was starting from a pothole, or rather a huge sinkhole. Why did Gerardo insist so much on this kind of exercise? What did he gain from it? Or was that more her game than his? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi. I know this is probably a touchy subject to talk about on this blog, but has your daughter ever run into Gerardo or Lidia? In general, how do you navigate this around your daughter - doesn't she wonder if you stay up late often? I would think it must be difficult at times to keep your family life separate. I have no doubt that your daughter is the most important person to you and Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, he has never met them, fortunately. Gerardo has never been to our house, only Lidia and that has only been on a couple of occasions. Our daughter is older now and on quite a few occasions stays out to sleep with her boyfriend and sometimes spends the weekend with him, so while it's not easy, it's not hard to dodge his surveillance either. She doesn't know anything about our lifestyle." 

	  

	Nor should he know, for God's sake! 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gemma. What you were saying in one of your answers has disappointed me and I tell you why: I think you are completely deceiving yourself, because you are not frank with your daughter. I understand that you are not with the rest of your family environment, but your daughter who lives with you... If someday she would discover your life... Imagine the situation in reverse. Or are you afraid of the saying "like father, like son"? And if you wouldn't put up with it, why do you do it? Or if you do, why not be frank. And please don't give me stereotypes." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you think I should tell her everything, including the degrading things I do for my boss? Do you think she would understand? Or do you think perhaps that, even though she is of age, she is our daughter and we should continue to protect her?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia showed up at our house mid-morning on Saturday. Unlike the previous time when we had gone out at night, we were going to spend the afternoon together. It hadn't been a surprise, but it had been a problem. Our daughter, Victoria, had just gotten up and came down the stairs to the bedroom floor just as the door had just closed behind Lidia and was greeting her in the hall. In my years as a hot wife, this was the first time it had happened that my daughter had met a flirt. I didn't like to mix family and that part of our life and even less in this case, which was a female flirt. But I had no choice. Gerardo had given precise and indisputable instructions. It was either risk that small and insignificant encounter or risk that he would end up finding out in another way, surely much more graphic - my boss now had that power over me. A few simple words from him with the date and time had been enough for me to transgress one of my insurmountable limits. He had instructed me well enough in advance that I could eat my brains for days. I had been very nervous, but, strangely, I had never considered suggesting the slightest alteration to his plan that might have prevented the awkward situation. At least I had had time to come up with a credible explanation. He had prayed that it would not be necessary to lie. I had gambled with the probability that our daughter would get up a little later - she used to get up late by herself and not infrequently her breakfast coincided with the snack of others - and that she would not coincide with Lidia, but the goddess Tique had not been on my side on that occasion. 

	-Hello! And you are...? -asked Lidia, as she saw our daughter coming down the stairs. My lesbian lover had disengaged from my embrace and turned to our surprised daughter. It had been nothing, a simple hug, not much more than when two friends greet each other with two kisses. 

	-It's Vicky, our daughter," I said before she answered, as if I could limit the contact between them and shield her from my other life. 

	Vicky had stopped three-quarters of the way up the stairs. Lidia took a few steps to approach her, intending to greet her, maybe even give her two kisses. 

	-(Yes, I know it doesn't add up, but there were a lot of things in my life that didn't add up). She came to pick me up," I quickly explained to my daughter, before Lidia could say anything else. -Above all, be natural, Gema. Act naturally. She's just a friend from work. {Of course she is... from your other job}. With Lidia, anything was possible and that's why I felt especially uncomfortable with the situation. 

	I had not lied to our daughter. Maybe I hadn't told her the whole truth or had stretched it to suit our needs, but, in a sense, it was true that Lidia was a co-worker. Well, I didn't really know if the term work was accurate with her, nor did I care to know, honestly. It was not unlikely that she received some kind of financial help from Gerardo. I couldn't judge her on that, obviously. Nor did I believe that Lidia was a common prostitute. I was convinced that what she did, she did for pleasure. Another thing was that she also perceived some little help, something in the style of a sugar girl, as in the past I liked to see myself. And now, he is no longer my "daddy", he is my boss and I am his submissive or, even worse, his pet, his bitch, his cat-dog, his... I didn't care, I didn't question it and I didn't want to find out. 

	Vicky came down a few steps. I had told her in advance that we were going to have a snack with our colleagues at work to fraternize. It would be a team building event, as they were teaching me in the MBA program I was doing, taking advantage of the good weather. It was perfectly plausible, or was it? Besides, it's not entirely a lie: it's a team building event. 

	Lidia finished moving towards her and finally greeted her with two kisses, giving her a hug similar to the one she had given me earlier. Well, at least this way it will look like Lidia was just like that she greets everyone the same way. My lover stood half a second too long looking at her, his face not too many inches from our daughter's. Our daughter. I thought of Daniel. Out of the corner of my eye I saw that my husband had moved closer and was watching in distress from the corner. Our daughter, Victoria, was petite: standing on a step, she was equal in height to Lidia, though of course Lidia - my lover - was wearing heels. She was my lover, my partner in suffering and pleasure, the person my husband was cheating on me with... but by age, she could have been a friend of our daughter. Anyone who saw them would think that, instead of suspecting what Lidia really was for us. That or her sister. [Yeah, right: Grandpa's missing!] 

	-You have a beautiful daughter," exclaimed Lidia. No doubt she's gone out to..." Lidia paused unnecessarily. She turned around and saw my husband, "To the mother! -she concluded with a chuckle. Sorry! The father's not bad either. -She winked at my husband and continued laughing. But he certainly looks like his mother. I hope you're a hard worker like her. You know, like father, like son," he added unnecessarily, pronouncing the word "hardworking" in a peculiar way. 

	Vicky laughed with her to humor her, unaware of what Lidia had actually said. I tried to avoid biting my lower lip to betray my nervousness. Our daughter finished coming downstairs and headed to the kitchen for breakfast, late as usual. She, like her father, was not one for many words. And on this occasion I appreciated that. I breathed easier as I watched my daughter walk away. 

	-I'll be late," I warned my daughter and husband, the latter unnecessarily. I've left some food in the fridge. And for dinner you can call the Chinese if you want. I've left you food checks in the top drawer.  

	Gourmet checks were a payment in kind that I received from the company, along with my salary, one per day. They were an additional economic compensation and the good thing was that they were tax free, up to the maximum amount established by law. Between the trips to Barcelona to deal with Mr. Ripoll and the occasional trip to Gerardo's house at lunchtime, I did not consume all of them at work and those that were left over we took advantage of them to order food at home. A mother was first and foremost a mother and she could not stop being one, even if she was much more than that, much more than her daughter could ever imagine. And more than she would ever know. Vicky was of age and didn't need - in theory - me to worry about everything. Yes, I had even left the cooking done for my husband and her, even though now that Daniel was still unemployed, he was taking on a lot more housework than before. Maybe I felt somehow guilty and had pangs of conscience. And I had left the food checks ready for them so they could order sushi at the Chinese place (yes, at the Chinese place - no mistake, but don't ask me about the quality either, as I don't like raw fish...). 

	-Oh, but if you want to, you can come too! -exclaimed the young and unconscious Lidia. Surely the boss has nothing against it. You know, it's all about fraternizing and what better than to do it as a family. 

	My heart raced as I heard those brazen words come out of Lidia's mouth. That was why I didn't want her to come to our house. Lidia liked to mess things up all the time, like she was an agent of chaos. She wasn't evil, but she loved to turn things upside down, only to then help turn them upside down again...so she'd have a chance to turn them upside down again. For a moment I regretted not having opposed Gerardo's plans. Would it have been so difficult for me to suggest that, instead of meeting at my house, we should meet, for example, in the parking lot of a shopping mall?  

	-Where are you going? -my daughter asked. 

	No, don't go that way! Don't be interested in that! 

	-To Chinchón," Lidia answered, "Do you know it? I've been told it's very beautiful. And today is a spectacular day. I think this event is going to be great. 

	Chinchon? I had just learned of our destination. I had never been there. I had heard that the small town, located southeast of Madrid, was very pretty and I had seen some reports on Telemadrid. It was a touristy place. -Are you in? -Lidia insisted, as unnecessarily as inappropriately. 

	And if he says yes, what will you do? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon. I am a psychologist and tell you that you are a very impressionable person. Because of your empathy with people you have let yourself be dragged into a world that, perhaps, you would never have wished for. Just be warned that I deal with convicts who, like you, trusted people like Gerardo. Be very careful in those poisoned gifts as they may deep down have a rotten surprise. I only ask you not to trust even your wiggling feet. Analyze every situation and take perspective. Be careful what you sign." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your advice. I see myself in hell, or at least in purgatory, but certainly not in jail. You mean about signing the sale of my soul to the devil?" 

	  

	In the typical tone with which I dismissed well-meaning advice, my response was accompanied by a scene of a consensual rape (something that does not exist in reality; only in porn) in a prison or dungeon. The follower had somehow sensed this, even though I hadn't blogged about the contract of unlimited assignment of my image. Unfortunately, his warning came too late. [Not that you would have listened to him, had you been on time!] 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The more I read you, the more I feel sorry for the degree of degradation to which you have brought Daniel: useless socially, useless as a husband and useless as a man. Have you not left him even the slightest glimmer of dignity? He can't sink any lower. Correction: yes he can, there is still one last thing left." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with a picture of a woman in heels stomping on her husband's testicles): 

	"Yes? Do you already know where the castrations are performed? Tell, tell." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When I told you that there was still one last thing to degrade Daniel even further, I didn't mean castration. I meant that your daughter will definitely find out what you have turned her father into and then she will despise and disown him. That's what he lacks: to be, in addition to everything else, also a useless father. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ah, okay. Then you still have two things left, not just one. I wonder if anyone can think of any more." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Vicky hesitated. I prayed she would say no. Anyway, where would she go with the office geezers, as my co-workers would surely seem to her, at this unreal team-building event? On the other hand, Lidia was little older than our daughter and if she liked me, there was a risk she might join in. This time I couldn't help nervously biting my lower lip. 

	-No, I'm sorry," my daughter finally replied, much to my relief. It was one of the greatest joys she had ever given me in her life. I have to study. And then I'm meeting Juan. 

	I took a deep breath. I hadn't realized I'd been holding my breath. Of course! How silly! How could he spontaneously sign up for a corporate event, just because some crazy seductive stranger suggested it? He had better things to do. {Yes, like meeting Juan for a fuck date}. Juan was her boyfriend. They don't fuck, they make love. If they do. [Yeah. If she's anything like her mother...] I'm sorry, what do you mean by that? Her mother - that is, me - at that age had been a saint. The voice of my conscience should know that better than anyone! [I don't doubt it. Just as I don't doubt that at that age you were already well deflowered and fucked like a rabbit]. With my boyfriend! {That's right: with her boyfriend}. STOP! Can we stop bringing my daughter into the story now? She really doesn't play a role here! I've only mentioned her so as not to be untruthful and omit things that may help the reader understand me better as a person, including my role as a mother, beyond that of a hot wife. {That and to let you know how messy Lidia is}. 

	Vicky continued to prepare breakfast, absorbed in her thoughts. If Lidia had been serious about it-only the devil would know to what ends-she had failed. 

	-Well, shall we go then? - I asked impatiently. I didn't want to risk Vicky changing her mind, for some reason. 

	-Of course, but we have time," said Lidia, "I'm curious to see your house. Will you show it to me? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Reflections: 

	"I wonder if Lidia wasn't so hot, if she would be less possessive of my husband. Am I jealous because I'm afraid? It's stupid: she's much younger and my husband and she couldn't have any life project together. 

	The funny thing is that, with respect to me, Daniel seems to feel just the opposite. I think that if Gerardo were younger and better looking, Daniel would feel better. It's strange, because it seems to be the other way around for me. 

	Maybe it's because if Lidia were unattractive, I could interpret it as a humiliation for my husband, a part of his submissiveness towards me. But on the other hand, my husband doesn't like it when I behave submissively towards an older man. 

	Asymmetries - what would life be without them?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I sighed. None of that was planned. Lidia was supposed to come, pick me up and we would leave immediately. I had prepared myself so as not to waste time. I had put on a short summer dress, blue with white polka dots. Gerardo knew it, as he had given it to me for a photo shoot, and had told me to wear it. To match the dress, I wore blue sandals with an esparto heel. The heel was not very high, as I sensed that we would be walking a lot and I didn't want to be uncomfortable. Lidia, on the other hand, had opted for high heels with red shoes. She was wearing a white crochet dress. 

	I didn't need to tell her to follow me: Lidia already had one foot on the stairs. My husband and I followed behind her. I couldn't help noticing that Daniel was staring at her ass as Lidia climbed up. I would have slapped him, but we weren't alone. Lidia scanned the rooms and soon found the master bedroom. I pretended I was showing the house to a co-worker and was explaining the layout of the house out loud. However, as soon as I entered the bedroom, Lidia grabbed me by the hips and pulled me towards her. The door was still open.  

	-Don't get angry," he whispered, "It's just a game. 

	Her face came close to mine and her mouth half-opened. My lips did the same of their own accord, even though I hated her. Actually, I had had enough time to make up my mind -or auto-suggest- that I really loved her. That was how Gerardo wanted it. 

	-Like everything," Lidia purred. Her lips came close to mine, but pulled away at the last moment. Before we go, there are some arrangements to be made. 

	Lidia opened her purse and rummaged through it. She took out a necklace and showed it to me. It wasn't a necklace, it was the necklace. It was the same necklace she had put on me the first time we went out together at Gerardo's suggestion. She had another one just like it and was already wearing it. It had the trisquel symbol on it. To the uninitiated, it would simply appear to be a Celtic symbol, but to anyone who knew certain sexual proclivities, they would recognize it as something more. Good thing Vicky is innocent. The necklaces were usually at Gerardo's house. If she had them now, it was because she had stopped by his house at some point. What would they have talked about? What would they have planned? Lidia was more than just a submissive. Lidia slipped her hands behind my neck to put it on. What if our daughter came up at that moment? {That's the least of it. Tell Daniel to act as lookout}. [Don't worry, I'm sure he's already on alert and watching. Watching? Watching what? He's keeping an eye on us! And... wait a minute! What do you mean "that's the least of it"? What do you mean? {Nothing. Only that I wonder how you're going to explain to our daughter that you're wearing the same necklace}. I was still pondering that question, when Lidia finished putting on the necklace and took me by the hand, leading me into the bathroom.  

	-Do you have a sponge, love? -she asked. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The horns thing is a mess - who wears the horns, the horner or the cuckold? Where does that expression come from?" 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I don't know where the expression comes from either, but I do believe that it is the cuckold who bears the brunt of the horns. It is the cuckold that we deny what he most desires in order to give it to our lover. It is the cuckold who suffers our bad moods, our bad days at work or our daily frustrations, while to our lover we always give our best face and the best of ourselves. It is the cuckold who stays at home alone, while we enjoy sex, an elegant dinner or a trip with our lover. Of course, the cuckold's life is not easy and you have to be very strong to live it with dignity. In my case, it is not so much so, because my husband is not yet aware of what a cuckold he is, but I hope he will be soon. 

	  

	gemmajaibesoindeparler: 

	Both wear horns, the Corneador is the halter, the bull, the sexual tireless, the one who gives everything until he dies, exhausted in pursuit of giving pleasure to the hotwife. 

	El Cornudo... I like this version of the Web: in the ancient Nordic countries, the governors of the Viking peoples could, because of their status as rulers, select the women with whom they wished to be intimate. When this happened, the door of the house where the governor was with the chosen woman was adorned with elk horns, as a sign of his presence. If the woman was married, her husband would happily show the adornment to his neighbors, proud of the governor's visit to his humble abode. And thus arose the popular expressions of "They cuckolded you" or "You're a cuckold", only today, it generates anything but a desire to boast. Curious, isn't it...? 

	So they are both horned, but of different animal: Bull Horned and Elk Horned. 

	Et je reviens au Français : Bisous à vous deux, belles femmes, @gemaesposacaliente et @florsumisa." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia rummaged through her purse again and pulled out a temporary tattoo (a sticker), the same one she had put on me the previous time. Had she bought them in bulk? 

	After the so-called sightseeing tour of our house, we went downstairs. Vicky was still eating breakfast at the dining room table, watching a music video on her cell phone. I took advantage of the fact that she was focused on the screen to quickly say goodbye with a "Bye, honey!" and speed toward the door. The dress I was wearing had a generous opening in the back and the tattoo with the two lesbian fairies was easily visible. She could still see me through the window, but, hopefully, she would still be focused on her cell phone. Anyway, I was sitting with my back to the window and my daughter was not one for big goodbyes. I hesitated whether to run to the pedestrian door and wait outside in the street or whether to stay in a blind spot in the garden for the time being. If I waited outside in the street, I would be safe from our daughter's stares, but in return I would be exposed to those of the neighbors. After putting on the temporary tattoo, Lidia had snatched my underwear. Gerardo had not indicated anything about it, at least not that I knew of, but Lidia had been very convincing in removing both my bra and panties, under the watchful eye of my husband. My nipples showed impudently on my dress and I felt naked. Lidia hadn't kissed me yet, but my nipples had stiffened at the warmth of her sensual exhalation on my neck. I wondered to what extent my excitement was due to the autosuggestion of being Lidia's partner and to what extent it was genuine. I am not a lesbian! To what extent had autosuggestion, submission and real, unsuspected and unconfessable desires mixed together, forming a real cocoa in my head? Was Gerardo upsetting me? And yet, I knew that all this was nothing more than a preparation for the real test he had asked me for his birthday party. He hadn't told me, but I knew why he was asking me for this exercise in mental plasticization. In the end, the solution to my dilemma was to run to the pedestrian gate, but to stay in the garden, with the gate at my back, to hide one of the symbols of my lust and with my hand on my neck to cover the other. Daniel and Lidia did not take long to follow me, although it seemed too long to me.  

	I realized my mistake, too late to make amends. In my eagerness to keep my daughter from seeing the signs of her mother's lust, I had left Lidia and my husband and Lidia and my daughter at home alone. 

	-And how did she take it when you didn't stay with her for lunch? -I asked my husband. 

	Daniel shrugged his shoulders and replied with "Fine." {Sure, why would he think it was wrong? She has the house to herself now. For her and Juan}. [No, no, she has to study]. 

	To my surprise (possibly my husband's as well), Lidia had insisted that Daniel join us. My husband, of course, had signed up. I was happy for my husband, because his eyes would feast on the spectacle that was undoubtedly awaiting him, but that had not been in the script. Had it been Lidia's initiative or was it something Gerardo had wanted to surprise me with? However, I doubted that it would be solely for my husband's benefit. Whether it was Lidia's idea or Gerardo's, there would be some hidden consideration. I didn't know which, but I was beginning to sense that it would be more difficult for me to get into the role of Lidia's love partner if my husband was present. It was one thing to fool around with her, but the degree of emotional immersion Gerardo was asking for was something else. Doing what Gerardo expected of me would require more mental plasticity on my part. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I agree with you: you have to get your act together and dedicate more time and effort to your husband, even if it is to the detriment of Gerardo. In my opinion, both of you are addicted to the emotions that this way of life gives you, but I think your husband is more so, because his paraphilia is more mental and he needs more doses all the time. If you don't give him what he needs, he will surely look for it soon in someone else, be it Lidia or someone else. I also think it's in your best interest for him to be more present, when you have sex with Gerardo." 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with photo of two clothed females scratching the torso of a man in chains and a chastity device): 

	"My relationship with Lidia has its ups and downs. Gerardo likes to move us from one pole to the other and she seems to enjoy those changes and amplifies it, if she can. However, I think I may sign her up for my team to dominate my husband together. I think it will be mostly fun, even if I have to bite my lip on more than one occasion and accept her going a step further than I would like. I think it will be good for my husband and also for me and I know Lidia will be thrilled with that.  

	It is not clear to me, however, how Gerardo sees it. I don't know if the possibility of Lidia and I teaming up is something he has planned and if he intends to use it to bring my husband and Lidia closer together so that I can ease my conscience, knowing that he is well taken care of, so that I can focus more on him. Or if it is simply something that has gotten out of hand and taken on a life of its own. As I've said on previous occasions, Lidia isn't exactly submissive, she's more of a free spirit who gets a kick out of all sorts of strange things for a girl her age. 

	As for my husband being more present at my meetings with Gerardo, he already is. Although sometimes Gerardo and I escape from work, when we meet in a, let's say, planned way, Daniel is always present. Anyway, as I explained in the previous answer, it's not bad for my husband that he doesn't see everything and that, in return, he puts his imagination to work. 

	The part I still miss is that Gerardo would have a more direct dominant interaction with my husband, but maybe I'm asking a lot more of my husband than I would like. Nobody is perfect, nothing is ideal. Gerardo has improved and having Lidia -either because he had planned it that way for my husband or because it just happened to work out that way- has been an interesting development. But I wish he would be more direct and not delegate - as he seems to do - to Lidia. But we're going on vacation together the three of us, so it would be a good opportunity to explore that avenue. There I drop it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We got into Lidia's MINI on the way to Chinchón. She was driving and I was in the passenger seat. My husband was in the back. He didn't look exactly unhappy. In fact, it had taken him less time than it took a lightning bolt to hit the ground to change his clothes. The only thing that had slowed him down was Lidia's curious hands, which had briefly inspected the restraint she herself had put on him some time before. Daniel was wearing underpants instead of panties, since he didn't always make himself wear them. Especially on weekends he usually did without. Apparently, that had disappointed the twenty-something creature, who had more than her fair share of age. 

	Before leaving the house, with me at her side, unable to restrain her, Lidia had also not hesitated to rummage through our dresser and inspect our underwear drawers. Lidia had quickly gone through my lingerie sets and smiled tenderly at me. Then she had explored my husband's closet, but hadn't found what was expected. She knew that Daniel had his own panties, but we didn't keep them in his closet as a precaution. What possible explanation could we give our daughter, if she was curious enough to explore our closets and found such garments in her father's closet? So we kept them in mine, even if they were not my size. Lidia had asked quietly and I had explained it to her and showed her where we kept them. 

	In my flight from home so that my daughter wouldn't see my tattoo, the little chain with the triskelet or notice that I wasn't wearing a bra, I had made the mistake of leaving them at home alone. Apparently, Lidia had gone back upstairs to the bedroom, rummaged through my closet until she found some fuchsia panties that she liked and offered them to my husband to wear, instead of his briefs. So, of the three of us in the car, my husband was the only one wearing panties. I found it much more exciting to wear panties and have to take them off in all sorts of situations than to go without them. Although I understand that many men get turned on knowing that their girl leaves the house without that negligible protection and easy access, both for them and for other men. Apparently, Lidia was turned on by that too. For me, however, more important is the imagination of my lover, who knows how to create at the right and perhaps least expected moment a situation of high eroticism. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Is she more of a slut for wearing slutty (fishnet) stockings or for taking off her panties on command? 

	Is she more depraved for blindfolding herself on command or for doing everything she says, without regard? 

	Am I more of a whore for seeing in him something more than a rich dirty old man, ready to make his most depraved fantasies come true, before he can no longer do so? Am I for not looking at him only with my eyes, for not judging him only by what is on his ID card?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We arrived in town and Lidia parked. We got out of the car and, without hesitation, I grabbed Lidia by the hand. Lidia responded by squeezing my hand affectionately. None of the three of us knew Chinchón, so we took a tour - this time a real tour, not like the one Lidia had imposed on me in my own home - to explore this emblematic town in the Community of Madrid, Lidia and I holding hands and my husband sometimes by my side, sometimes behind. As soon as he could, Daniel would lag behind, a few steps behind us, no doubt to enjoy that particular view that Gerardo often denied him, ordering her or me to put on his blindfold and preventing him from entering the bedroom. The previous time had been an exception and my husband had seen the fake maid naked for the first time. 

	The scene afterwards with her riding his face had hurt me. With regard to my family, I was very protective, and with regard to my husband in particular, I was possessive. And yet, I had to forgive her for that and everything else. Surprisingly, I found it less difficult than I expected. Lydia could be impetuous, but she could not be accused of pettiness. She was just that way and lived day to day with intensity. Above all, she liked the variety of emotions. In that sense, we were alike; I also liked to feel submissive at certain times and dominant at others. I liked men, but with her I had learned to appreciate women. Gerardo had us tied up, sometimes in a literal sense. But what I mean is that he played with our reactions. If she stood up, he forced me to bend over. If she pulled, he would drag me. And vice versa. Sometimes I hated her, sometimes I loved her. I was puzzled. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What hurts you more, what makes you more upset, that Lidia simply kisses your husband or that she fucks Gerardo? Please tell me about your feelings, not about who has or has not to do what and be honest. Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Without a doubt, that I kiss my husband. Kissing is something very intimate, in some ways even more than sex. Daniel, moreover, is mine. MINE. He has kissed more women in his life than I have kissed men (if we ignore the ones at the party in Switzerland), although he has never had sex with a woman other than me. Gerardo is not mine. I want to be his favorite bunny, but he's not mine. It's different. With Gerardo, watching her do things with him, while I am grounded to just watch, brings out my competitive side. I want to be better than her. I want to give her more and better pleasure than she does. With my husband, it's like he touches something inside me, something I shouldn't touch. It brings out in me my jealous side, but not my competitive side. Even though they look alike, they are not the same." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I preferred to go behind them. I preferred going behind them, more than going next to my wife and even more than going next to the young girl. I was enjoying the spectacle of seeing my wife as the lesbian partner of that very attractive girl. But something was starting to bother me. Something was irritating me.  

	Gema saw a motorcycle parked in front of a bar. It was a custom bike with handlebars. It was a nice bike. I liked the aesthetics, to a certain extent, but I didn't feel like riding a motorcycle at all, neither one with that kind of handlebars nor any other. As a teenager I had driven my brother's Vespino, without a license - but I didn't need one, since it was a fifty-cubic-centimeter scooter - without insurance and with a deplorable helmet. But that was when I was a teenager. Now I liked motorcycles just enough. But Gema was enthusiastic about the bike she had discovered. She had run to it like an excited teenager. Her father had a motorcycle, a chopera. He still had it, despite his age, although he no longer drove it. Supposedly, my wife had always been afraid of motorcycles. As a child, she had ridden it as a package, but always with a lot of fear. Maybe it was her father's riding, or maybe what she felt more than fear was a strange excitement that she had mistaken for fear. In view of how my wife had behaved with Luis Alberto and how she was behaving now with Gerardo, nothing surprised me or seemed impossible. Lidia encouraged her to ride. Gema let herself be easily persuaded by her and Lidia rode behind her like a package and hugged my wife. Naughtily, she touched her tits as she hugged and giggled. They both laughed. Automatically, though my thoughts were elsewhere, I took a picture of them with my cell phone and then another and another. It wasn't the first time I had photographed her riding a motorcycle. I had done it before with her father's motorcycle. They had been, of course, sexy photos but with her clothed (not like the photo my wife would reblog days later of a woman in the buff - and not biker leathers - on a racing bike). Next time we visit your parents, I'll take your naked pictures. I know how to take pictures too. The owner of the motorcycle left the bar in a huff - and in his leathers, but in real biker leathers - ready to put an end to the unauthorized revelry that was possibly putting his prized property at risk. But when he saw my wife and Lidia laughing, instead of getting angry with the transgressors, he started flirting with them. Lidia and Gema flirted with him. What would he think? Would he think they were two unlikely friends with the right to flirt? Because it was clear that mother and daughter would not behave like that and for sisters the age difference was too great, besides, sisters don't behave like that either.  

	For a moment, I imagined what it would be like if the two of them went out flirting together. Hunting for men. For another instant, I imagined being the husband of both of them. I was a Muslim with a small harem of women. But instead of jealously guarding my possession, I would enjoy watching them both pick up other men. Even with a harem, I would end up doing the same. Yes, I could imagine loving several women, as long as they loved each other. But even then, they would be the ones to rule over me. I found it harder and harder to imagine being the dominant one in the movie. And I have a big imagination. 

	After a good while of flirting, during which I relegated myself to a second or third place so as not to disturb, my wife and her lover dismounted from the bike and left. The biker bid them a cordial farewell, giving each of them two kisses and taking the opportunity to squeeze them against his bear body more than necessary. "A younger Gerardo, is that what would make my husband feel better?" my wife would later write "But I sense that not only him. I think many of my readers are also puzzled that Gerardo is not a muscular, handsome, young alpha male... Isn't it basically the same thing?" That's all I'm missing, that Gerardo is a biker too. 

	I followed them at some distance. I felt a slight disturbance in my countenance. Something was not right, even if everything seemed perfect. Am I worried about the affection and passion with which both Gema and Lidia acted towards each other? No! I am not jealous. Least of all can I be jealous of a woman. But Gema was not acting. Possibly, neither was Lidia acting. No! It can't be authentic. It couldn't be really, truly authentic. If she hates her! If she's jealous of her, for me... and for the old man! Was it possible that my wife was falling in love with another woman? Gema had proven to be infatuated with her lovers. She had fallen in love with Silvestre. That part had gone according to my plans. The tingle I felt seeing her like this, seeing that I could really lose her, made me feel alive. It made me feel like I loved her. Of course, with Silvestre everything had been under control. Under my control. Then she had hooked up with Luis Alberto, even though she detested him. That had been difficult, if not impossible, to understand. Or to accept. It had almost ended in disaster, for her. And now she was in love with Gerardo. That too was impossible to understand. And to accept. And it had also almost ended in disaster. For both of them. But with Lidia, with a woman? How could she feel that way? Because what I was seeing seemed very real. And knowing my wife, it was. She had auto-suggested that I loved her. Somehow she had succeeded, even though she was not a lesbian or bisexual, as far as I knew. My wife of Lidia's body and her spirit, but it was impossible for me to develop long-term romantic feelings for her. I knew that, and yet deep down inside something was bothering me about it. Maybe what I was really worried about was something else. Yes, that must have been it! There was no other logical explanation. She had developed those feelings for Lidia, because the old man had ordered her to. Or because she knows that's what he expects of her. What my eyes saw -those caresses-, what my ears heard -those giggles and those flatteries- were the demonstration of the plasticity of her mind. Gema had told me about her sensations, the first time she had gone out with Lidia as a lesbian lover, but it was not the same to hear her story as to see it happen. And at Gerardo's house, sex was sex. What was happening in Chinchón, in front of my eyes, was not sex. It was more significant than that. Worse still, it was the demonstration of how the old man knew how to shape it! How else could it be explained that he went so easily from hatred to love with Lidia? He deformed and reshaped her, he deformed her permanently! I felt admiration for the old man, followed by fear and hatred. How else to explain it, if it wasn't because HE wanted it? HE had ordered her to feel something for her. And she had tried with all her enthusiasm, until she finally succeeded. And that was not the only thing Gerardo had achieved. Her boss, as she liked to refer to him, had asked her to enjoy the strokes of his girth on her buttocks. And she enjoyed them, to such an extent that sometimes she even craved them. Despite hating them, when he unloaded them on her skin and made her cry out in genuine pain, disguised as moans of pleasure. "The girth hurts more than the hand," my wife had once written. "The pain is sharper. And, in any case, I prefer the warm touch of her body to the cold leather. But I accept it as part of my training. I don't like pain. I'm not a masochist, it doesn't excite me. But I know it will help me walk the path he has chosen to reach my destination." On another occasion, he had written, "I prefer hand spanking to a belt. Feeling his hand on my ass and his lap under my abdomen partly soothe the pain. But it is not for me to decide how he wants to educate me. Nor is it up to my husband to decide." He had prepared her for the pain with the spanking, which had started out as erotic and had gradually escalated. That had only been the education of her body, but Lidia's was proof that I had also molded her mind. That was what worried me. Now I understood. Frightened, I stood back, watching how naturally my wife acted with her female lover. She has also educated his mind, making him like acceptable whiskey and disgusting tobacco. Or that he loves serious music. She even likes his...yuck...urine. Or he'll end up liking it. The old man had transformed his body, his mind, his soul and even his heart. Again, I felt admiration, fear and hatred. If he had succeeded in making me feel something for that creature, because HE had wanted it that way, what wouldn't he also succeed in doing? My wife's attitude with Lidia was the proof of what I could do with her given enough time. And time was running out. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Most of the photos Gerardo takes are of me, but every now and then he also takes some of Lidia. Her body is so different from mine... Her skin is white and she is very thin. She has her curves, but being much younger than me and having never given birth, she hasn't accumulated unnecessary fat. I have a good figure, but I'm not in my twenties. And her tits... nice and smooth but quite a bit smaller than mine. Hers proclaim her false innocence, mine my true sluttiness. 

	Of course, unlike me, Gerardo never shows his face in the photos. Lidia makes sure of that, checking the photos she takes of us. I don't know if they are also alone, but I know that's what she does, when Gerardo shows us the photos immediately after a session, which he only does when Lidia is there. I know this for two reasons: First, as I said, because his face never appears in them. And second, because when Gerardo takes pictures only of me, he doesn't always show them to me immediately afterwards. Sometimes he shows them to me on the small screen of the camera, as with Lidia, but other times he tells me to be patient and that he will show them to me after he has selected and edited them. 

	Lidia and I are similar in some ways, but very different in others. The photo thing is one of our differences. Lidia behaves submissively with Gerardo, but she experiences it differently from me. For her it is nothing more than a one-off diversion, an opportunity to play at something different, something aberrant and therefore, for her (and for me), exciting. For me, however, it's a long road, not a mere set of sessions." 

	  

	With the photo of two brides with veils, dressed only in white lingerie. Are Lidia and I two brides of Gerardo, brides of the altar? No, we were not. For her it was just a game, are we Daniel's or could we become one? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had worried needlessly that my husband's presence might interfere with my mental effort to feel something for her and not just act as if I did. In spite of that little sign of concern I had seen on my husband's face -I had probably only imagined it-, I went on willing Lidia to feel the same for me. In the middle of Chinchón's beautiful square, I shamelessly pulled her to me and kissed her for the first time all day. She responded and we melted into a kiss. My heart was racing, was hers racing too? In the distance I heard the click of my husband's cell phone camera. Lidia's sweet perfume intoxicated me. I silently thanked Gerardo for allowing me to experience these kinds of emotions. Without him, none of this would have been possible; it would never have come out of me. {And you know that with Daniel this would not have been possible either. He organized Silvestre's thing - cheating on you, remember that - but he would never have been able to organize something like Lidia's}. I heard another click of my husband's cell phone, had he moved away or had he come closer? [You wouldn't have let Daniel. You would have suspected his true intentions, if he introduced you to a young woman like her. But you let Gerardo do everything!] 

	-Shall we eat? -Lidia whispered in my ear. She had her arms around me and seemed excited or even thrilled. 

	-To eat what? -I asked him mischievously. 

	Lidia pulled me tight against her. Then she let go of me and took my hand. We went to a restaurant in the same square. There, we sat at the table, me in front of Lidia. Daniel was going to sit next to me, but Lidia insisted that he sit next to her. The waiter brought us the menu cards and left. Although the cards were large and covered our faces, I knew my husband and his reactions well. Lidia would no doubt be touching his package. However, it didn't bother me. Why not? Lidia was a force of nature; it was useless to be angry with her; she had no real malice. Besides, I didn't feel angry with her at all, quite the contrary - at least for that day. Besides, she had come prepared. 

	-Would you excuse us for a moment? -I asked Lidia. 

	I was falling out of the script of being her partner madly in love with her; I knew it. And it really hurt to get out of it. Ask an actor to cry and then immediately laugh out loud! If he's bad, he'll do it, but he won't be convincing, either with his crying or his laughter. If he is very good, he will do it too, even if it takes him an almost superhuman effort to switch from one emotion to the other. See how I don't forget you, love? Daniel and I got up and moved a little away from the table. 

	-Give me your hand," I said to my husband. 

	Daniel obeyed. 

	-Put it on! -I ordered him. 

	I wanted to put on a loving voice, smiling and serious at the same time. It was impossible, just like the mess I had in my head! Changing modes is not easy. 

	Daniel went to the bathroom. I followed him with my eyes and returned to the table with Lidia. 

	Lidia took my hand and opened her mouth to tell me something. At that moment, the waiter appeared to ask us what we had decided to drink. My partner, however, did not let himself be interrupted by him, but stroked my hand and said: 

	-You know, I can help you with that. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema, You say Daniel is a one-shooter..... Well, let him learn to give you hard without cumming! For this, you as a domina, you should train him as the dog he is to do it. This is how I have educated my submissive and I can assure you that he doesn't cum and if he does, the physical and mental punishment hurts him so much that he doesn't feel like cumming. And when he does cum, it should be more for health than for pleasure. Let him do it in an uncomfortable and humiliating position and don't forget to ruin it for him. Kisses, beautiful." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You have to tell me the secret of that kind of training! It can't just be punishment alone that's the key to success, can it?" 

	  

	husband-in-chastity: 

	"Hello, Gema! I would like to ask you ..., how long or what periods of chastity do you usually apply to your husband? I know that, of course, it's at your whim, but usually how many days is he usually locked up? Do you allow him any ruined orgasms? If so, how often, more or less? Thanks so much for the answers." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"On average, I think we could say two weeks without orgasm, although it depends. On the odd occasion we've gone up to a month (he'd been regular). But he's not locked up permanently. When I feel like it, I release him to play with him or take a shower with him and then I put him back in. The latter is not easy, because you have to wait until he is completely limp again, so you have to reserve some time for that kind of play. 

	Some ruined orgasm he has taken, when it was necessary (his balls hurt a lot) to unload, but he had not deserved it. But when he deserves it, we also have vaginal sex and I allow him to cum inside me, in exchange for him then applying himself to the proper cleaning duties. 

	We also have another game that may be counterproductive in trying to increase his stamina: When I get bored, I start counting down. I start counting down from ten, without warning. I like to do it when he least expects it. If he doesn't cum by the time he reaches zero, he's out of orgasm. Come to think of it, I'd have to see how to combine this with the stamina training that a follower commented on in the previous question. I'd like to get her to cum exactly when I tell her to: not before and not after." 

	  

	gemmajaibesoindeparler:  

	"Bonsoir Gemma. La mise en cage de ton mari t'a donné des très bons résultats, mais, ne penses-tu qu'il devrait franchir un pas en étant si docile avec toi sans cage? To learn to forget that his will is of your will and not of yours? Because between you and me, he can't stay in cage all his life. N'est-ce pas?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why is it that he can't stay in cage all his life? I think it's going well and I don't see any reason at the moment to change the situation. Or, you are right that he must fully understand that his life is mine. Mais en plus, il faut qu'il oublie sa queue et apprenne à obtenir plus de joie d'autres parts de son corps." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel returned from the bathroom, walking a little strangely. Stranger than his gait was the way he sat down next to Lidia. We both laughed and Daniel blushed in embarrassment. 

	-Have you already decided what to drink? -he asked to change the subject. 

	-Yes," I answered, after winking at Lidia, "and since it took you so long to come back, we've already ordered. Lidia and I are going to share a suckling pig. For you I ordered a cold ajoblanco soup. And for the second course, you will share the salad with us. To drink we have ordered wine. For you we have ordered still water. It's your turn to drive later. 

	Lidia laughed and Daniel looked at us strangely, first at me and then at my girlfriend. 

	-But... ehhh... you don't like wine," my husband finally said. 

	-Right. But I think I'll like it today. -I looked at Lidia with passion. If I had managed to get myself into that state of mind where I considered Lidia my girlfriend and ally for a day, despite having my husband in front of me, how could I not manage to like wine too? 

	We finished eating and the waiter removed the plates and asked for desserts. Daniel made a move to ask what was there, but Lidia beat him to it. 

	-Bring us some scoops of chocolate ice cream and one strawberry, with two scoops to share. With lots of cream, please," he asked, winking at me. 

	-And for the gentleman? -asked the waiter. 

	-Nothing for him! -Lidia exclaimed, without holding back. 

	The waiter was somewhat surprised by the tone of his reply, but only said "very well" and left. Daniel made a "what the hell is going on?" face, but didn't dare say anything. Instead, he shifted uncomfortably in his seat. It had been an afterthought of mine, an improvisation, to minimize Lidia's influence. I was to take advantage of Lidia's energy to give my husband's domination a boost, not because he was misbehaving, but because I had to respond to his needs. If I don't do it, someone else will. Lidia or someone else. Or no one and my husband would suffer in silence. So, to counteract Lidia, Daniel was now wearing an anal plug. It was one of the ones Silvestre had given me back in the day. Although Daniel's little ass was used to being fucked by me, he didn't usually wear the anal plug. {But why hadn't we thought of it before? Chastity device, panties and plug. It's a perfect set}. Yes, I should have thought of that long before! But if because of Lidia I had done it now, good for me. 

	While the kitchen was preparing our desserts, Lidia and I went to the bathroom. 

	-You're a bad girl! -Lidia playfully accused me with laughter. 

	-Yes," I said. But I'm going to make it up to you, my love. 

	I went down with my nose grazing her neck, one breast, her navel and her pubis. Slowly. Sensual. Hot. It was being a good day, after all. I moved lower, until I was squatting and lifted her dress. Just as I had suspected, she wasn't wearing any panties. The slut! Lidia spread her legs wide in excitement, both for what I would make her feel next, and for what I was making her feel with my attitude towards her. Lidia knew it was just a game; she had said so herself. She knew that, of course, I didn't love her. I loved her that day, but I wouldn't love her the next day. At most, the next day we would be friends with benefits. But she liked those games of mental plasticity, too. The difference with me was that maybe Lidia was bisexual. I did it, because Gerardo wanted to - and I enjoyed it, but I would never have taken any initiative about it - but she did it, because she really liked women. Or so I think. Lidia moaned. She didn't care if she could be heard. The danger of someone discovering us - they wouldn't see us, since we were locked in the bathroom, but they could imagine it - accelerated my heartbeat and turned me on. Anyway, no one knows us here. 

	It didn't take long to get back to the table. Otherwise, the ice cream would have melted. In that short space of time, I had not been able to bring Lidia to climax, but that had been predictable. Despite that, I had made her enjoy it. The question now was where we were going to finish it off. Because, unlike the previous time when she had said goodbye to me without going any further, I knew that this time we would finish it off. 

	The ice cream had already started to melt. Apparently, more time had passed than we had thought. But we didn't mind. Together with the cream, the half-melted ice cream resulted in sharing it in a very... interesting way. And that seemed to amuse my husband as well, who on more than one occasion had to put his parts on, even though the chastity device was supposed to keep them permanently securely in place. 

	-Daniel, do you know what to do with this? -Lidia asked suddenly. She had placed her bare foot on my husband's lap. 

	I looked at her surprised but amused. My husband looked at her equally surprised but also a little scared. We had already done something like this in a public place. It had been in a shopping mall. We had sat in a rest area; Daniel had taken off my shoes and massaged my foot. The first time with my husband had been at The Styles Outlet Mall in San Sebastian de los Reyes. My first time, however, had been with Nuria's submissive Italian, in a coffee shop. That was about a couple of years ago. Some men and women had looked at us slyly with a little smile on their faces. What did they imagine was behind such an innocent gesture? If they had only known that under his pants my husband, like now, was wearing a chastity device! Back then we played only very briefly and intermittently with the clamp. But they had no way of knowing. And yet, Daniel and I had our blood rushing to our heads with embarrassment. Mmm. I don't remember what the anniversary of that first time was, but maybe we should go back and reminisce. But Lidia had beaten me to it, which didn't stop us from reminiscing, but had somehow taken over that experience. 

	Daniel didn't look at me; he didn't ask my permission. He took his foot and began to massage it, in full view of everyone, right there in the restaurant, under my nose, while Lidia finished her dessert. 

	{You should take the chair, you should sit next to her and you should put our foot in her lap, so she can massage it for me too. Doesn't she have two hands?} My little inner voice, the one that was often the naughty one of the two, was right. The problem was that, with few exceptions, I didn't dare unless I was pushed. I had done worse things -much worse-, especially with Gerardo. But I had done them because he had forced me to do them. It was hard for me to take that kind of initiative. I felt very ashamed when I was forced to take them, but I felt much more ashamed if it had to come from me. Blushing and a little jealous, I watched as my husband massaged Lidia's foot. 

	Lidia and I finished dessert. My husband was still massaging his foot. 

	-It's your dessert," Lidia said to my husband, without even trying to moderate the tone of her voice. With the spoon, she deposited what little was left of the ice cream on his instep. She made a gesture, pointing her mamola at his foot. 

	Daniel understood. More willing than I would have liked, he leaned over and kissed her foot. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I just read your story today. Your husband's choice of food seems to me to be a totally unnecessary humiliation. I think that, if you really loved your husband, as you say so many times, you would not humiliate him in that way and even less in front of other people. I think you have totally lost respect for Daniel, not only as a man, but as a person. A shame." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And so many times I've made her food at home and I've chosen what to make her? Why can't I choose it at the restaurant too?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It's not that you chose his food, it's that you skimped on it. What you chose is totally insufficient for a normal person. Maybe you did it because you no longer consider him a person. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"A little diet doesn't hurt at all, I assure you." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, Gemma. I thought you weren't going to answer me. There are no secrets but experience. Take a good look at your submissive: From what I've read, you give him too much vacation. You need to up the time between satisfaction and satisfaction. The countdown is a very good idea and I take it. Think that one ejaculation a month (ruined) and a weekly cleaning is enough, if the cage is of quality. I estimate that a full orgasm would be one every three to four months Can you do it? A big hug, partner." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sorry it took me so long to get back to you. I get quite a few messages and it takes me a while to find the time to answer them properly. Thanks for your advice. Little by little, I would say to me. I prefer to see an evolution, which is in crescendo, rather than all at once. I don't know if we'll get to a full orgasm (not ruined) every three or four months, as we have to see how it might affect us both emotionally, but overall I like your idea. Anything else you'd recommend?" 

	  

	husband-in-chastity: 

	"Hello, Gema. I have been wearing a chastity device for two months now, agreed with my partner. She doesn't like dates or periods; we usually have penetrative sex once a week and sometimes she replaces it with targeted masturbation with ruined orgasm. What worries me is that I can barely hold on. I barely make it to a minute, because I'm already cumming. And she has to masturbate to cum...and I don't see her worried. Do you think it's normal? Or deep down does she like it that way? Thanks." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, first of all, I think you men overestimate the importance of the penis and therefore penetrative sex. Sex is much broader than that. Masturbating after you've cum to climax her pleasure is part of sex. The important thing is that as a whole it is pleasurable for her. You don't have to worry so much about not being able to bring her to orgasm through penetration. In fact, if you want to enhance her experience, rather than trying to hold out longer, focus on foreplay and feel her whole body, not just her tits and genitals. Even if you cum prematurely, you can make it a very pleasurable experience for her. 

	Secondly, she may be unconsciously associating her climax with your premature ejaculation. An associative learning, let's say, that works very well with animals, but also works in humans: you cum and she starts the race to climax. Therefore, your premature ejaculation is the signal that her maximum pleasure is approaching. Your unconscious will associate it that way, if it happens frequently like that. So, when the time comes, she will even like it. She may not know why and she may not even realize it, but she will like it. 

	Thirdly, when the time comes, he may realize it. At first it will only be an inexplicable joy in her body, when you have cum prematurely. But then it will begin to be something she consciously seeks out. The sooner you cum, the sooner she will climax. Then she will be looking for you to cum sooner or at least not to increase your stamina. She may even begin to derive a certain sadistic pleasure from it, because of the humiliation it brings you. So don't be surprised if she doesn't want that to change. Try it! Try to hold out longer. You will see that at some point she will get bored and make some move to boycott your futile attempts to hold out longer in her vagina. 

	Fourth, that will make her feel powerful and she will like that. Her vagina wins you over, every time! You can do nothing but succumb. Add that to the power she already has over you, by having you caged. 

	And finally: If he hasn't already done so, he will end up thinking about cheating on you. He may not do it, he may not take the step, but at least he will think about it. He will fantasize about it and get excited. It is irremediable. When you have the husband in a cage and you feel the power you have, it's inevitable that your perception of him will change. It's not that you look down on him. It's not that you love him less. It's not that you don't desire him. It's simply that you realize that, as a woman, you are not meant for one man and that you are entitled to have other men. It is an instinct that is enhanced as the man takes on a less virile role. The pseudo alpha males will cry foul, but that's only because, in reality, they are insecure, incapable of facing the diversity of reality. It doesn't make you less of a man to be like that; it makes you different and, in many ways, even better. 

	By the way, you have a very interesting blog. Too bad it's in English, but I'm getting by." 

	  

	Oh yes, how I loved to snoop on my followers' blogs and how it annoyed me that many of them wrote to me anonymously! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel took the car.  

	-Take us down some road! You know," he had indicated.  

	Lidia and I were in the back. My husband, a great planner as he used to be, took out his cell phone and started Google Maps in satellite mode and looked for something that looked like a road. We did not know Chinchón and although the GPS for roads was not the most indicated (we could find a cattle track with a prohibition of passage), that was the best option. I wouldn't have thought of it, but my husband was like that, very fond of technology and planning.  

	After driving around a few times - the GPS helped, but not that much - she found a secluded spot under the shade of a tree. By the time we arrived, my pussy was soaking wet. Lidia hadn't stopped touching me down there. My short dress was ideal for that. Lidia lay on top of me, pressing her pubis against mine. After all, Daniel was going to be able to witness the spectacle he had so longed for. While the two of us enjoyed ourselves in the cramped back seats of his MINI, Daniel alternated his mission as lookout with his hobby as voyeur. Lidia knelt between the back and front seats and returned the favor I had done for her in the restaurant's bathrooms, bringing me to near ecstasy. 

	-I'm going to fuck your wife," he then said and climbed back on top of me. She looked at my husband for a few moments to gauge his reaction.  

	His hand, between his pubis and mine, and his fingers in my vagina made me cum, moaning loudly. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The image of chess can certainly evoke different interpretations for you, but it clearly evokes a single man: Gerard." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In chess there are pieces that can be exchanged for others. But there is only one irreplaceable piece. It is even an indestructible piece. Although the game ends with its surrender, it is the only piece that never dies. Are you so clear about which piece is which?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that the pawn and the King are equally helpless and it is not true. The King has freedom of movement, so it can seek protection behind other pieces such as the Queen or the knight. On the other hand, the pawn has no choice, it can only go forward, without any protection, left to its own devices. And if by this luck it should reach the endgame, which is almost impossible, it will usually become a Queen, in this case a Queen, given its tendencies, and you will lose it for the game." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, Daniel must go forward. And he can never turn back, unless he reaches the end of the board. But there are so many dangers along the way: the evil King of Black, his chaotic knight... Run, my love, run to the end. I will protect you as best I can - always onward!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	"Lidia is not always gentle with me. Nor am I with her. That's what Gerardo's game is all about," my wife had written the day in an entry on her blog. "But her kisses make up for the exaggerated enthusiasm with which she employs herself, when Gerardo puts my discipline in her hands," she had added in another enters, hours later. "But it's not always her turn to dominate. Gerardo assigns the shifts as he sees fit. Unfortunately, I tend to be too soft and, despite my desire for revenge, I don't end up being as hard on her as she is on me. Am I failing Gerardo by not being so?" my wife had wondered, shortly after in another entry. They were sequential entries on her blog, meant to set me up for his big day with her. Or maybe they were genuine reflections, intended solely to allow her to meditate on her relationship with the young woman. "Maybe that means I'm not yet ready for what Gerard wants from me. But maybe that's just my luck," Gemma had declared in another entry immediately following. Her luck? Why her luck, I had wondered. What was it that she was not yet ready for, according to him or according to her or according to both? 

	"Don't lose hope. Someday you will see me. Someday," he had declared in another entry. "Someday... if Gerardo allows it. You know that's up to him now, don't you?" Apparently, this was another sequence of related entries. Gema had kept me expectant the day before, reading her blog, waiting for the next entry, always too brief, always too ambiguous. "At least you've already seen this - can't you settle for that?" she had written. Based on the photo accompanying her comment, I deduced that she was referring to a lesbian kiss. "You know the whole package is going to be expensive and Gerardo negotiates too well, right? How much are you willing to pay? How much would you allow your wife to pay so you could see it?" Clearly, I wanted to see more than a lesbian kiss and more than a titty kiss. What man doesn't want that? But how much am I willing to pay for it? "What do you imagine it would cost me, if I negotiated with Gerardo to let you see me with Lidia?" my wife had insisted with the question. I wanted fervently to see her having full sex with Lidia, but I didn't want her to give anything else to that devil, because what more could I give her that I hadn't already given her? "What do you think I would have to offer Gerardo in return? What would you be willing to give in return?" 

	"This is what my husband would like to see," my wife had written in another entry. She had commented on the image of two cuties having sex, licking each other's sex, in the 69 position. "And if he did it, it would certainly be caged. But so far, he's only been able to hear us, and I'm afraid he won't change anything about it any time soon. But it's not serious; he has his imagination to see things his way." 

	And in the end, I had really managed to see it all. But what did you give him in return, Gema? What did you promise Gerardo in return? The question wouldn't leave my mind. I was sure that, if I had been able to witness it, finally, it had not been without the boss's prior approval. What have you promised him, if you only have one thing left to give him from you? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel drove like a cab driver again, with the two of us in the back, shaking hands and exchanging pleasantries and pleasantries. Close to home, Daniel stopped at a gas station and we changed our disposition. Lidia got behind the wheel and I took the co-driver's seat. Daniel sat in the back. This was how we had left home.  

	As Lidia drove, I mentally reviewed what had happened, asking myself, as was my habit, a series of questions to which I didn't really want to know the answer. I was happier living and accepting what the day had to offer than trying to figure out ulterior motives. In spite of this, and although it might seem contradictory, I was asking myself the questions; it was just that I was hardly pursuing the answers. 

	It had been one of the best days of my life. I had so much fun with Lidia. With Lidia and my husband. In good part it had been so, because I had really felt everything I had done: all the kisses with Lidia, all the games with my husband. But what I had felt for Lidia was above all the result of how Gerardo had been sculpting me. If he had had that ability to shape me and I had adapted to the chisel in his skillful hands, what would the future hold for me? 

	Daniel had also enjoyed himself. Playing with Lidia, even if it was always to humiliate him, appealed to him more than Gerardo's indifference. Who wouldn't dream of being in the hands of two beautiful dominas? Well, not all men dream of it, obviously, but surely there are many more than dare to confess it. However, it was one thing to dream it and another thing to live it. The games of domination and humiliation are not for everyone. Two beautiful women dominating a man? Yes! But with the little bird in a cage and even worse things awaiting him in the future? That's not something for everyone. It takes mental stamina and even mental plasticity to enjoy it. [Yes, there we had a point in common, Daniel and I. Would I have the same mastery with the chisel as Gerardo? And what was Lidia's intention? Did she just want to have fun or did she also aspire to shape my husband? And if she did it, if we did it together, what would be the final result: would it be a beautiful sculpture or a deformity? And, above all, how much of her and how much of me would end up in that work? 

	Daniel had finally been able to see us in full action. That had been one of his greatest wishes and it had finally come true and it had happened out of the blue, as it had not been planned for Daniel to join our excursion. At least I hadn't planned it that way. [At home, my boss was always much more jealous of his females. Had it been Lidia's initiative? Did she have Gerardo's permission? Or had she simply acted without his explicit permission, under the cover of the fact that I hadn't forbidden it either? Or was it perhaps part of a master plan of my boss? If that was the case, what was in it for him, allowing my husband to see us in action? Why hadn't he allowed it at home yet? It was possible that it might have been her initiative. Lidia didn't mind bending or even breaking the rules. She was a free spirit. Did she have any agenda other than pure fun? 

	There was also a somewhat unusual fact: my husband had taken several pictures of us while we were kissing and had even made a video in the car, while we were rubbing our bodies against each other. As far as I knew, Gerardo had never videotaped her. And the pictures he took of her, Lidia always checked to make sure her face didn't show. But with Daniel I hadn't taken the same precaution. Why had I denied it to Gerardo and allowed it to my husband? Did he not trust my boss, but he did trust us? Or had it been an oversight, the result of excitement? And again, could it be that it was all part of Gerardo's dark, hidden agenda? It was the kind of ploy my boss liked, but it was impossible for him to be in on everything. He's not omniscient, he's not all-powerful. Or is he? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gemma. If I understand you correctly, you often say that you want Daniel to feel what you have felt before. Now that you have strengthened your sexual bond with Lidia, if you are true to your words, you will also allow Daniel to intensify his sexual relationship with Lidia, perhaps by giving oral sex, to feel what you feel. Excuse my teasing, ha ha. Seriously, what are the concerns regarding this, are you afraid that Daniel will develop a deeper emotional connection with the other woman?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I don't have my husband's security in these matters and I'm more possessive than he is. And he may have a heart more prone to falling foolishly in love and may know how to manage those kinds of emotions worse than I do. It's only natural that I wouldn't take it lightly, don't you think?" 

	  

	play-to-share: 

	"Hi Gema. If Gerardo wanted to deepen his possession of you by asking Lidia to move forward with your husband, how far would you be willing to accept that happening?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As for delving into Lidia and my husband's relationship, I am willing to go deep to the end, to where it can't be done anymore. (I accompanied my answer with the scene of one woman stabbing another). 

	Seriously now: We all have to evolve. After all, this is what this game is all about. I can't want to go on this journey of self-exploration and impede my husband's and even Lidia and Gerardo's at the same time. If it were only about sex, it would be easier to use an app like Tinder. But neither me nor my husband are into casual sex. We like relationships and that implies that we like to experience some evolution within a relationship. 

	I learned the saying from Daniel and have used it in one of my books. I refer to the pigeon you release, "If she doesn't come back, she's never been yours, and if she comes back, she's yours forever." It's taken me a while to come to terms with it - I'm much more possessive and perhaps insecure than my husband - but I've finally accepted it. I'm not going to stonewall Lidia. Yes, I said Lidia, not my husband. I said it, because Daniel in this game is and will remain the submissive. He doesn't have that freedom, or at least not in that way. But Lidia does, if she wants it. I will not allow Daniel to play with her, but I will allow Lidia to play with him. That is, I allow my husband certain freedoms, but in my way. I will not prevent it, although I will try to modulate it. 

	In a way, I think that, in that way, with that attitude, I limit Gerardo's possession over me (they are not my words, they are yours). I mean, if Gerardo wants to increase his possession over me (again they are your words, not mine), making Lidia deepen her relationship with Daniel, it won't work that way: he won't manage to drive a wedge between us with that. It will be part of the game, of my game. 

	That said, I recognize that it is less difficult for me to accept it, if the order comes from Gerardo. While I have come to that conclusion, I am aware that I have done so because Gerardo has taken some control over the matter. If it were not for him, I would not have allowed certain advances of Lidia with respect to my husband. But if it weren't for Gerardo, I wouldn't have done other things that I ended up enjoying. And I also recognize that knowing that my husband will be able to have his own evolution, I will be able to give myself more to mine with a clearer conscience. But in any case, as I have said before, I plan to modulate it. I prefer to see Lidia as an ally, rather than a rival, although she doesn't always make it easy for me (neither Gerardo nor herself)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say Gerardo won't drive a wedge between you and Daniel, taking advantage of Lidia's relationship with your husband. But don't you think he already has? He's managed to get you to dispense with the most intimate and most communicative act between a wife and her husband: vaginal intercourse. I know you will tell me the same excuses that you have already repeated other times, but the fact is that it is no longer like before. Reflect on it, Gerard has slurped your brains and don't you realize all the wedges he has already subtly shoved between you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We still have vaginal sex, if you mean that by the most intimate act. Although I think bum-fucking (...) is just as intimate, if not more intimate. The only thing is that it's more controlled now. But if you compare the frequency with other couples - normal couples - I think maybe we're above average." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You're obviously quite possessive of your husband. I'm not saying that's a bad thing. Moreover, it's a sign of your love for Daniel. How does Daniel think about it? Is your husband flattered by your jealousy? Does he tease you in a playful way, sometimes?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, he makes fun of me! Can you believe it? But he also tells me that he likes it and that, if anything, he would worry if he wasn't. He tells me that he feels protected and protected that way and that he likes me defending him tooth and nail from the other lioness. He tells me that he feels protected and sheltered that way and that he likes that I defend him tooth and nail from the other lioness, although he confesses that he wouldn't mind a little nibble from the other one either. 

	We laugh a lot at these things. It's not as dramatic as it might seem. There is a serious, truthful background: I mean I have that; I am jealous and possessive, while my husband is the opposite. But it doesn't rise to the level of creating bad feelings between us. We know this is a game. One of the rules, one of the main rules, is that asymmetry, so it's logical and part of the game to act accordingly. And Daniel likes it... that is, as long as it is accompanied by a greater domination on my part towards him. That is, as long as I take advantage, bring out and play with that submissive side of him. He doesn't like it if my jealousy simply remains just that and is not accompanied by the medicine he needs." 

	  

	We laughed together, but, at the same time, I also sometimes cried alone. 

	  

	


Chapter XXXXXXII - The umpteenth time is the Charm 

	  

	"Only imagination makes the impossible possible. That and the will" - Gema V. Avril 

	  

	  

	I had seen that picture on the blog of one of my followers (I liked to gossip) and it had brought back the memory of one of the scenes with Silvestre and my husband. On that occasion Daniel had licked my clitoris while riding Silvestre, in the reverse cowgirl position. His face, his tongue, had been inches away from Silvestre's cock and balls. That scene had stayed that time and we hadn't repeated it, not that one or anything like it. Seeing how my husband is now, understanding him better, I think that if I or Silvestre had ordered him to do it, he would have done it again. {That and more}. That time, although I didn't realize it at the time, would mark a before and after in my husband's incipient submission. In fact, Daniel had done it again, but not with me, but with my friend Nuria and Silvestre. He had betrayed me, yes, but the fault had been mine. With Silvestre, all that would have been possible, if I had influenced him to go in that direction, but I had not. However, seeing how Silvestre had evolved subsequently, thinking about how I had seen him on my recent visit to Nuria, I was not sure that having taken that path had ended up being a good idea. Silvestre, assertive, almost dominant, as he had shown himself to me, was in reality a submissive. If Nuria had transformed him into that, it was because that was his true self. Knowing me as I know myself now (or at least as I think I'm beginning to know myself), Silvestre and I - that is, that relationship of hot wife and cuckold - would not have ended in a good port. It's clear that what I want from a cuckold is for him to be really dominant, among other things. But even with LuisA, whom, with good reason, my husband detested (as did I), that scene would have become possible, had I pushed in that direction. But what if Luis Alberto really is a submissive disguised as a dominant? Luis Alberto had allowed himself to be dominated by me, in a deception that had cost him the ownership of my little ass that previously - unforgivably - Silvestre had transferred to him. What was clear was that with Gerardo such a scene would never happen. My boss wasn't submissive material; he didn't even have a sliver of submissive. But neither did he have a shred of heteroflexibility. Is there nothing ideal?  

	Daniel may need me to push him in that direction. But I'm not ideal either. I don't know how to push to do those things. I wouldn't even know where to start. And Mario? Mario was almost completely forgotten. Gerardo, a few weeks ago, had insisted that I deepen my relationship with him and make him a submissive. And at my boss's insistence, I had tried, albeit without much enthusiasm. Since then, I had slept with him again, mostly so as not to break off the relationship and not to completely disobey my boss, who had not insisted on the subject again. It was true that I loved Mario's cock and it was also true that, when I thought about it, I liked to fantasize about caging it, just like my husband's. When I saw him in the office, I would fantasize about it. When I would see him in the office, I would imagine knowing him with his cock in a cage and the key dangling from my neck into my cleavage. I would laugh with my coworkers and Mario, the Don Juan of the office, would wonder if we were laughing at him. Even if I could imagine it, I could not visualize the way to get to that situation and, frankly, I was not interested enough to put all my eggs in the basket. I couldn't see myself with two submissives. Nuria, on the other hand, I did see her as one. She had done it that way with my husband and Silvestre and it was possible that she had also done it with Silvestre and her previous submissive, the young Italian student. But I saw myself differently. Maybe with Lidia there was a third possible way. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gema. You said you wanted to moderate sexual contact between Daniel and Lidia. That's understandable. I don't know if you or Lidia would be open to the idea, but don't you think a threesome between you, Daniel and Lidia could be a very loving experience, for you and Daniel? Daniel wouldn't be alone with Lidia, you would always be there and share her with your husband, don't you think it would make you and Daniel even stronger together? You will always be the woman in Daniel's heart. Forgive my interference, again." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if we'll ever get to have a threesome, but if it were to happen, it would be more like femdom style." 

	  

	With a picture of a woman, completely naked, sitting on a man's face and another woman, wearing panties, sitting on his pelvis. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Are you really going to waste the week that your daughter is not at home with the cuckold? I understand that immediately after returning from a trip you don't want to leave again, but you could take advantage of it to spend the week at Gerardo's house. It's a wonderful opportunity to enjoy life as a couple with Gerardo, without the hassle of your husband. Don't you feel like waking up every day in bed and in Gerardo's arms? Wouldn't it be wonderful if the first thing you saw every day was your owner's face?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I must take care of my cuckold." 

	  

	Wholehearted cuckolds do not abound in nature. Neither do true dominants, not the shoddy ones. But wholehearted cuckolds are a real rarity and must be nurtured. They are irreplaceable. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had returned from my monthly visit to Mr. Ripoll in Barcelona and what I really wanted was to stay at home with my husband. Living the experience of a prostitute with the client had been exciting at the beginning, despite the degradation or precisely because of it, but it had become an insipid routine. I didn't really feel like seeing him anymore, but I was forced to. Feeling obliged, contradictory as it may sound, was the only incentive left for my routine visits to Barcelona. Mr. Ripoll -or maybe I should just call him Dídac, because he didn't deserve the title of señor- kept wanting to shove things up my pussy, things other than his cock, objects, like the little bottles from the minibar. Of course, I wasn't going to let him do that. He also kept wanting to butt-fuck me, but I wasn't going to let him do that either. I liked anal sex under the right circumstances, and these were not the case with him. I liked it with a dominant horny guy, not a clown. 

	I felt the need to get under the shower, but I sensed that my husband would prefer me pristine, after being with Dídac. After lying with him the night before, I had showered, of course. And now I had just come from sucking him off with a condom from his office. There wasn't much for the water to clean, but it was more of a symbol than anything else. I felt exhausted and not at all energized, but I had to fulfill my duties as a wife, having fulfilled those of hotwife and submissive. Daniel was my anchor, but Gerardo was my guide. It was a strange time in my life when I needed both men. One was pushing me away, the other was holding me back. I needed both. Unfortunately, my two men didn't get along too well with each other. But then, I suppose, it would be utopia and not the harsh reality. 

	-You know what I've had in my mouth, don't you? -I asked my husband. I smiled mischievously, trying to keep my tiredness from showing. Then I kissed him again. As I kissed him, I pulled down his pants and then his panties as well. Einstein said that a man is only great when he kneels. I say to you, submissive, that you will be greater still, when you understand the truth of your essence. For that, your mistress will be the one to help you decipher your enigmas -I whispered in her ear. I had read it on one of my followers' blogs and had learned it by heart. I had no idea if Einstein had really said that, but I knew my husband admired the brilliant German physicist. I will help you decipher your riddles, just as Gerardo will help decipher mine," I continued whispering.  

	Next, I took the condoms out of my bag. That asshole Dídac had cum three times with me: twice the night before and once that morning, in his office. I left them dangling under my husband's nose, allowing him to check out my lust. Daniel moaned. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that your husband is your anchor, your refuge when you come home, after experiencing everything with another man. Is your husband just that for you? Doesn't he bring you anything else? That role is not what you would expect from a partner, from the love of your life. It's more like that of a sex-pawn." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I disagree with you. What greater role, what more authentic role for a couple, than to be considered the home, the refuge, an anchor? My home is Daniel. I go out hiking and have my adventures, but I always return and will return home, because that is my place." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I'm a whore," I said to provoke him. Prostitute," I corrected myself, so that there would be no doubt about what kind of prostitute I was referring to. The kind that gets paid. Our car, my salary... 

	My husband's expression tightened. I hope it's because you're getting excited, love. 

	-Gerardo is my pimp. And Dídac... I mean, Mr. Ripoll... is my client. -I studied his facial expression. It looked like a grimace of pain. Or of excitement. But Gerardo wants more. Clients like Mr. Ripoll are hard to find. -I paused to continue studying his expression. He wants me to work in... a club. You know what kind of club. -I pronounced the word as slowly as his single syllable would allow. He wants to give me that experience. He says it's essential for me. But don't worry: I'd be safe there; there are bullies," I explained. It wouldn't be like in a dark, frozen forest in a faraway country. -Daniel had been very angry about that, as much as he was secretly excited about it. How many times had he seen that video already? It would only be one night a month or every other month. Gerardo... knows someone. He's got a client who... Well, you know what we do: We make people pay as little tax as possible, and there are people in the world who need our services... creative services. Meet a club owner. You know what kind of club: a whorehouse," I said, to emphasize unnecessarily what I was about to do. They don't pay that well, of course," I commented, making a three hundred and sixty degree turn, taking in the whole house and, in the process, showing him my expensive work clothes. But we need any income to pay this mortgage. But it would be all in the black, obviously. I don't know how this works. Gerardo is going to introduce me to the owner of the club next week. Do you think he'll want to try me out first? Do you think I'll have the level to live up to what's expected of me? I think it's a truckers' club. They're people with a lot of experience with whores, very demanding. 

	I looked at him with doe eyes. Daniel's were popping his out of his socket. I made the three condoms in my hand swing like pendulums in front of his eyes. 

	-Of course, if you helped me, I wouldn't need to work as a prostitute," I said without changing my vulnerable fawn expression. All those greasy hands of greasy truck drivers... Wouldn't you rather help me? 

	-A-ayu... help you? -my husband stammered. Daniel had finally opened his mouth, but had forgotten to close it after asking me. 

	-Of course! Oh, you're a sunshine, I know you would! -Shit! I should have used the future tense instead of the conditional so as not to rob the message of its force! I bent down and knotted the three condoms to her chastity device. You could make some money as a prostitute too," I said matter-of-factly. If you waxed all over, with a wig, make-up, corset and stockings, you wouldn't be bad at all. -I spanked his ass. Daniel, for a man, had a nice, if hairy, ass. I've got it all figured out: we'll put up an ad. -Double merde! I used the conditional again. You'll meet the client in a hotel room. -Now, yes! -I'll keep watch. You'll do it so I don't have to practice, won't you? -I put on my helpless doe eyes again. I know you will, love! You're a sunshine. -Without giving him time to answer, I kissed him on the cheek and pulled away, leaving him speechless. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If I were you, I wouldn't encourage Daniel to get his pleasure from anal penetration too much. One of these days, when you have him neglected, he'll eventually decide to try a real penis and by the time he does, you'll have lost him forever. You won't be able to compete with that in any way. I know of some cases like that. If I were you, I'd think long and hard about whether it's in your best interest to stick with that game." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why do you confuse love with sex?" 

	  

	It's time to move up a level. I can't afford to have someone else do it for me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had gone for the plug. After lubing it up and after not too gently lubing my little asshole, I put it in. I protested as I felt the anal plug pushing its way through my sphincter. My wife was becoming more and more ruthless. Long gone was the sweetness of the woman I had fallen in love with. But that did not make me love her any less. Gema had chosen the largest of her small collection of three plugs. It was the one I had given her through Silvestre. Not only was it of considerable diameter, but it was also heavy. I felt full. It wasn't necessarily a bad feeling. But I doubted that my ass would admit the bulky foreign body for long, without trying to expel it. {But she eventually got used to it.} My little inner voice hadn't shown any signs of life for a long time. Why had it come back now? Why precisely at that moment? 

	Gema placed me in front of the TV and made me kneel on the calfskin. It was a skin I had given her. She had it in the bedroom and had taken it down, along with the plug. He had left me alone, in the living room, with my pants down and my condoms full of his Barcelona client's cum. Client. Alone with my thoughts. Is it true what the old man intends now? What hidden power did he have over her to be able to impose on her to do that? Or to convince her. It seems that we are like we were with that reckless Luis Alberto. I had not quite assimilated what it would mean if my wife were to work as a common prostitute in a brothel. It is dangerous! These people are not to be trusted. But it was quite possible that the old fox had it all figured out and had a way of pressuring them not to do anything stupid with Gema. If he knew their finances, he had them well in hand... But what did he get out of it? Surely he wouldn't do it for the money. Why did he want to humiliate her like that? He wants to humiliate me. He wants to tear me apart. He wants me to disown her, so he can keep her for himself. He almost succeeded once. Had Gema told him about her fears, when she was devoted to Luis Alberto? Where else did he get the idea? {What if it is a fantasy of his... of hers?} 

	-I love you, my LOVE. -Gemma took off my chastity device. You are one of a kind. I only hope I can live up to you," she said, but I barely heard her. My thoughts were elsewhere. You awakened something in me that has grown over time and now needs more. But you understand me, don't you? I would be lying if I said I only do it for you, but I am aware that I only do it because of and because of you. I hope you, in your own unique way, enjoy this as much as I do. I love you. 

	-I love you too," I answered, more out of automatism than because I really understood what she was saying. What was it like to do it myself instead of her? Me? Me as a prostitute? {Yes, as a "sissy" prostitute. If you love her, you'll offer to take her place. Surely you don't want her to have to go through that. Surely that's a sacrifice you'd gladly make}. I was flabbergasted. What...? Why had she proposed that to me? But it doesn't make any sense! If Gerardo wants to give her that experience, he'd want to give it to her. How could I take her place? It didn't make sense to me. Because I knew it wasn't about the money. Yes, it was because of Gema that we were able to pay the mortgage on our newly built house. It was because of my wife that we weren't getting foreclosed on. It was thanks to Gerardo. Shit! It was thanks to what she was doing as a plus. Whore. Whore. But we weren't so bad off that she had to work in a brothel. Nor that I had to prostitute myself to take her place. {You wouldn't be a gigolo. You're clear on that, aren't you?} So what was the point? Why me? Her, I understood. But me? 

	-Here! -my wife ordered. You know what you have to do. 

	Once again, on autopilot mode, I picked up her panties and sniffed them. With my other hand, I began to masturbate. Now that I was free, I could do it. I sniffed her dirty panties. She had used them on her client in Barcelona. They were not filled with his semen, but with my wife's vaginal fluids. Of her unbridled lust. The semen of that Dídac was right in front of me. The yellowish condoms and the equally yellowish cum they contained stood out against the brown lamb skin. Or was it calf? Sheep, perhaps? What did it matter? Sometimes my mind went in strange directions. Maybe at that moment I was doing it so I wouldn't have to think about the crux of the matter. Would I? I sniffed her panties again. 

	-I hope you like the woman I've become," said my wife, "because a good part of the blame for that lies with you. And I hope I can live up to what you need. -Gemma looked at me, but I didn't see her. In my mind I had too many images at once. Masturbate, love. Masturbate for me! -she encouraged me. 

	When I came from being with Gerardo (when I met him after the office) or with Mario (when I met him from Easter to Palm Sunday), she often made me sniff her panties, like at that moment, while she reminded me what a whore or submissive I had been. But he did it in the bedroom, not in the living room, in front of the TV. Gema sat on the couch and watched me. But my mind was not with her and Mr. Ripoll. My head was elsewhere. {In that hotel room. In your hotel room}. Of course, Gema wouldn't let me cum like that, except when she ruined my orgasm or counted to ten and made me shoot at the precise instant, neither before nor after. If she did it after, she wouldn't. He would cage me again and I would have to put up with the pain in my balls. If I did it before, I would be punished in some way. But with my hand I had good control. The hard part was to control myself when I penetrated her. Not long ago, she had been trying to coax my fantasies out of me, while I was masturbating. She thinks she is Gerardo and I am her. Of course that didn't work for her. Not with me. I can't tell her my most intimate fantasies. Not to her, my wife. It worked for Gerardo with her. But she was much more open than I was. And Gerardo took advantage of that. I wasn't afraid of my wife taking advantage. I had a different kind of fear. I didn't tell her the most intimate things, even if she asked me as if it were an interrogation. You must ask harder, leave me no choice, if you want me to tell you. But she was too quick to give up. It was worth it, without getting to the bottom of it. Thank goodness. {Unfortunately}. 

	-Hands behind your head! -my wife ordered. And turn around. 

	I obeyed. Although it was a humiliating position (and even more so with the thick plug in my ass), it was less humiliating than fearing to look up and have our gazes meet. It wouldn't take Gemma long to cage me again. She would do it as soon as my erection went down. 

	-Love, even if there are other men in my life, you will always be my ONLY TRUE man," I heard my wife say from behind me. In my heart, you will be the only one, even if sometimes, in a small part of it, there is room for other men too. But you understand that, you know that in that small part there is no TRUE LOVE.  

	Gema was strangely transcendental. What was that all about? I'll have to find out somehow. That wasn't her normal procedure. Neither, obviously, was telling me she was going to work in a brothel. {Say it correctly: That he would go to work in a brothel, unless you did it in his place}. 

	I heard my wife behind me. Then I felt her hand on my dick. Gema started jerking me off. 

	-I love touching your little cock," he whispered in my ear. His breath was warm. His hand was cold. I love to jerk you off. And normally I'd love to watch your little cock cum and splash, but I know better than to let you cum. Right, love? 

	I nodded. Gema was right. It was much better that I didn't cum. With my libido sky high, I was capable of descending into hell. Excited, I was capable of imagining anything. I might even be able to confess. But that would depend on her asking hard enough. But you never do. The problem with not cumming, if anything, would be the pain in my balls that would follow. But it was a pain I would gladly give her. The continuous excitement was transforming my brain. Maybe that's what also happens to her with Gerardo. Does the same thing happen to women? But then it doesn't hurt them at all.  

	-Shh! Don't come. If you do, you'll regret it," my wife warned me. I don't need your dick. Or at least I hardly need it. Just a little bit, once in a while, to play with it. The rest is taken care of. 

	Prostate health... Well, what could you do? I had my share of orgasms regularly. The best was when I allowed myself to cum inside her. That was the best and the worst. It was the best because... well, that was obvious. And it was the worst because... wow... because I couldn't help cumming too soon. To avoid it, I had to slow down very drastically. And that bored my wife. Understandably. So, I was just starting the countdown. The prostate? Something has to die. Anyway, after our brief breakup and reconciliation, we were making love - that is, vaginal sex - more frequently than before. Because of that, I felt more connected to her. But at the same time I felt like that wasn't, shouldn't, wasn't supposed to be right for me. {No, it isn't. That kind of sex is not right for you. Look, if you can barely hold it! Look, if you want to feel like her, you shouldn't have that kind of sex}. But vaginal sex, apparently, was necessary. The endorphins that both bodies release, it seems, are different. They are more intense and make you connect more. Of course, vaginal sex was always a reward, if I had been good. And I was trying. I didn't want to break up with Gema again. Mecano was not my style of music, but Gema's was. During our brief breakup I had listened to Me cuesta tanto olvidarte over and over again and each time I had cried to the song. 

	"Between the sky and the ground there is something 

	With a tendency to go bald 

	From so much remembering 

	And that something that is myself 

	It is a picture of bifrontism 

	That only gives a face 

	The face seen is an advertisement sign 

	The hidden side is the result of 

	From my great idea to throw you out 

	It's so hard for me to forget you" 

	I didn't want to go through that again. Gema and I were two sides of the same coin. Of course - and I admit it - that didn't stop me from thinking about Lidia from time to time, too. How could I not? Then I had listened to music that was more my type, but equally, I had felt Gemma and her loss all over the place. Klaus Meine of the Scorpions had sung We'll burn the sky: 

	Yesterday you were leavin' 

	Leavin' life and all your pain 

	Everything wants you back again 

	(...) 

	The force of life you have always been 

	I feel blue since you're gone 

	(...) 

	There's a way to stay with you again 

	It's more than you ever had 

	(...) 

	Our timeless love always grows 

	Because you are my other part 

	(...) 

	We'll burn the sky 

	When it's time for me to die 

	The lyrics are from a poem, written by Monika Danneman, Jimi Hendrix's last girlfriend. She had written it as a tribute to him after he died alone in his apartment. Gema had not died and so there was a way to be with her again, even easier than the one Monika indicated. I will raze the heavens, if necessary, and I will do it before I die. 

	Suddenly, I felt a sharp pain in my right nipple. I howled in protest. Gema had changed hands to jerk me off. Now she was doing it with her left hand, her clumsy hand. In return, she had pulled out a clamp from somewhere and put it on me. It hurt like hell. I let out a moan to let him know. I looked down. It was an ordinary clothespin. They weren't the sophisticated clothespins Gerard used on her. 

	-Hold on, love, hold on," she tried to encourage me. Here's the second one," she warned me. If I can hold on, so can you. Or don't you want to feel what I feel? 

	I was sure that the clothespins were tighter than Gerardo's specifically designed clothespins. It had to be that way. On the contrary, I couldn't imagine how my wife was able to endure that pain. 

	-Hold on," he said again. Do it for me. I know you can do it. Here," he said, taking my left hand, the clumsy one, and putting it on my cock. This will help you, but don't come! The other hand, keep it behind your head. 

	Not even with that pain could I cum! 

	Gema took her panties from my right hand and put them over my head, covering my nose with them. Suddenly, she walked away, leaving me like that, in front of the TV, with a clamp on each nipple, with her right hand behind her head and her left hand wanking me. 

	For a while, I heard nothing, only silence. Then I heard strange noises. A stinky smell soon penetrated through the panties and flooded my nostrils, mingling with the smell of her lust. Her other smell. Her natural smell. 

	-Turn around," my wife ordered. 

	I obeyed. Gema was sitting on the couch, watching "TV". That is, she was watching me. She had lit up a nasty cigar and was smoking it with gusto. My wife didn't normally smoke. She never had, until Gerardo came into our lives. Then she had taken an irrational liking to smoking... with him. She rarely smoked a cigar by herself. But now she was smoking in our house! It was clear that she wanted to convey a message to me. But what message? 

	-Come here," my wife ordered. On your knees. 

	I advanced toward her, trying not to step on the three full condoms in front of me with my knees. 

	-Are you being good? -He asked me, "Are you being good? Mmm? Or are you thinking about that bitch? 

	I didn't know what to answer. Everything he was doing, everything he was saying had me stumped. Maybe I just shrugged my shoulders a little.  

	Plas! 

	Maybe because I didn't answer or maybe because of my barely perceptible shrug of my shoulders I got the slap. Gema had just slapped me. It hadn't been hard. But it hadn't been soft either. What's going on here? Gema took a deep drag on her cigar and blew the smoke in my face. 

	-Lie down," he ordered, pointing to the couch. 

	She was very bossy, unusually bossy. I obeyed immediately. 

	Gema pulled my panties off my head. 

	-You've seen it done," he said, "Inhale it! I want to share it with you. 

	Just as she had done with Lidia, my wife took a deep drag on the cigar and then exhaled into my mouth. I tried to inhale the smoke, but choked. Then she lifted up her miniskirt, revealing first the garter of her stockings and then her pubic hair. It burned like fire. She had dyed herself red again down there, in preparation for her visit to her client. Gemma sat on top of me. With the stinky cigar in her mouth, she took my cock and rammed it into her wet pussy. My wife was wet, very wet. She started riding me, slowly at first, then faster and faster. All the while, I was still puffing on my cigar. I tried to control myself. I knew I shouldn't come yet. I shouldn't and I didn't want to. I preferred to prolong the pleasure, as long as I could. I didn't want to and it didn't suit me. Apart from the possible punishment for cumming too soon, there was the shame of doing it. Surely even that Dídac could outlast me. Unfortunately, that thought did not help to control my excitement. Besides, my wife's pussy was so warm and wet. 

	-Do you want to see my tits? -he asked me suddenly. He had spoken with his cigar in his mouth, which had given him a strange, unreal accent. -Do you want to? -she insisted, touching them with both hands over her blouse.  

	-Of course I wanted to see them! 

	-That's fine. But only if you admit you like them. Tell me you love them and I'll show them to you. I'll even let you touch them. 

	Evidently I liked her breasts. How could I not? The old man had done a good job on them. Although, more like the surgeon had done it. But I had never admitted it to him. I had always avoided answering him clearly and unequivocally. In any case, he had made them a bit too big and not quite natural in shape. They were somewhat gummy bear tits, though without exaggeration. They were certainly better than her natural breasts. Hers had been splendid, in her youth, but breastfeeding had affected them and they had deflated. Through her surgeon, she had had them inflated to her liking. I had no problem with my wife having had the boob job. In fact, I had indirectly tried to encourage her to have the surgery myself, although that had happened well before I met Gerardo. I had no problem with the result either. Quite the contrary. My problem was that she had heeded his command or proposal, when she had angrily ignored all my hints. 

	-I love them," I finally admitted, intoxicated by his attitude. 

	-Oh, yeah? Since when? -he asked coldly. He had stopped moving. 

	Instinctively, my pelvis protested and I tried to move under it. 

	-Hey, hey! -my wife warned me, "Since when? 

	-Why aren't you always like that? 

	-You're talkative today, after all. Why aren't you always like that? 

	I was sure it had been a rhetorical question, so I didn't answer. 

	-Tell me that you like the breasts Gerardo gave me. Say it in those words," my wife insisted on that painful subject for me. She moved her hips, although she only did it a little. 

	-I like the breasts Gerardo gave you. -She had finally succumbed to his spell. 

	Gema took a puff on her cigar and exhaled in satisfaction. Next, she moved on top of me again. She started slow and began to increase the pace little by little. At the same time, she unbuttoned her blouse and opened her suit jacket. Underneath, her two breasts appeared, lifted, though that was no longer necessary, by a half-cup bra. Did she go like that, to that Dídac's office? 

	-Do you want to touch them? -he asked unnecessarily. 

	Her nipples were erect. It was true what she commented on her blog over and over again: Since the operation, her nipples looked bigger. However, I didn't think the surgeon had anything to do with it. It is because since the operation she is permanently horny. As for her increased sensitivity and her preference to be pinched, I couldn't say. Was it really physiological or was it purely psychological? Her nipples were pointing at me like missiles, about to destroy me. That was because Gemma had been leaning over me. Had she been riding me with her back straight, her nipples would have been pointing towards the ceiling. Gummy bear tits. 

	-Yes!" I exclaimed. 

	-They are Gerardo's property. You know that, don't you? -She objected, "In the end, he paid me for them in full. You didn't contribute anything. Why should I let you touch them now? What's in it for me? 

	Gema was being cruel. But deep down she was right. Fortunately, I knew she didn't mean it, or did she? She was just saying it to provoke me, wasn't she? I winced. 

	-Oh, poor thing, does this hurt? -asked my wife. Without warning, she removed the clamps from my nipples. I had mistaken my grimace of psychological pain for physical pain. 

	-Ah!" I groaned. Thanks to what she had described over and over again, I knew what was happening. With the clamps, my nipples had been drained of blood. Now, when I removed the clamps, the blood was coming back all at once, hitting against the pain receptors. Uhh!" I moaned again. But how could she like this? It must be true that the surgeon did something to her nipples. With the sudden pain, my arousal level had suddenly dropped a notch or two. Thank goodness. I was on the verge of cumming. 

	-You should ask Gerardo for permission to touch my tits," my wife said. She looked at me. Gema, seeing that I had not been able to resist her gaze, quickly added: "Don't worry. Even if I am his bunny, I will always be yours and you will always be mine. 

	-I know," I assured him. Deep down, I knew. Although there were times when I doubted it. And there were more and more of those moments. She was more and more devoted to him. And even if it wasn't love she felt for him, it was just as painful. Later on, I can't help but berate myself that I should protect her better. I should not allow him to do certain things with her. {But she wants him to do them to her. If he doesn't do it, someone else will. You know that. And that someone else, may be worse}. 

	Gema took my hands and put them on top of her breasts. My hands are small and I could barely reach them (okay, that was an exaggeration). They were round, warm and firm. With these breasts you could seduce almost any man and you're with him. 

	-My mind may be focused on other things sometimes," said Gema, "but you know that happens more than once in a lifetime. It happens in every couple. Children, work... There are times for everything and you know that this is the time of my professional career," she said. 

	I remembered what he had told me about working in a brothel. For a moment, it was not clear to me what career path he was referring to. He was serious, it was clear what he meant, but for a moment I hesitated. 

	-And yet my mind worships no man, no person more than you," my wife tried to assure me. Your mind is unique, love, and I admire you, though I don't always understand you. But I love you. 

	What was my wife getting at? Her words were comforting, but she was strangely transcendental. I said nothing and continued listening. 

	-My soul at this moment wants to go into the darkness. It pulls me to a place, to which I am afraid to go, even though I want to go. Perhaps I am afraid, precisely because I want to. It's now or never to experience it. You understand, don't you?  

	Undoubtedly, it had been another rhetorical question. Nonetheless, mesmerized by his demeanor, I nodded. 

	-Perhaps Gerardo is not the right horn player in many respects. He should forbid you to touch my breasts, but he does not. He should have forbidden me to let you touch my breasts, but he has not. But he is the right one and he is the chosen one, my love.  

	I wasn't sure there could be a worse goreador than Gerardo. If I was fair, I had to acknowledge that he was excellent in several respects. But I'm not going to be fair. But he was the worst, because there could be no one more diabolical and dangerous than him. 

	-But you are my anchor for my soul to return from the abyss, more experienced than ever, perhaps a little sullied, but in the end, where it counts, pristine, thanks to you. 

	But I cannot remain pristine. Don't you understand? I can't tell you, because what would you think of me? But you should see for yourself. I need to evolve too. I can no longer be just your anchor. 

	-My body desires many things," my wife continued. She was still moving on top of me, albeit slowly. Gerardo gives me many experiences, both directly and indirectly, but there are things, and you know it, that only you give me. Making LOVE with you is something UNIQUE, because only with you heart, mind, soul and body come together. Having sex with you is just as unique, because only you provide me with the right context.  

	It was true. We were making LOVE at that moment. But Gema was still weird like that, with her transcendental talk. Maybe I need to hear it from her lips for real and not just see it written on her blog. But why is she telling me all this now, when shortly before she told me that Gerardo is really going to prostitute her and that she wants me to replace her in that? 

	-A cunnilingus is not a cunnilingus. Apart from the skill, there is the context and only you, my faithful husband, my LOVE, my cuckold, are able to provide that context. It only makes sense for you to clean me, having been with another man. No other person, regardless of his skill, can give me that pleasure that comes from your heart, captures my mind, captivates my soul and enraptures my body. With you everything is different, even that. 

	Much to my dismay, although the break was actually good for me so I wouldn't cum prematurely, Gema got up and my dick came out of her warm pussy. Next, she advanced on the couch above me and sat on top of my face. She continued to smoke, while I ate her pussy. 

	Suddenly, Gema stood up and turned away from me. Her miniskirt did not slide down. As she walked away, I watched her buttocks, which peeked out from under her little jacket. The ass was all hers, nothing artificial, nothing Gerardo. However, it wasn't mine either, at least not her anus. Gema bent down and picked up the three condoms of that Dídac, which were still on the wool carpet. In doing so, her asshole was completely exposed. An ugly red line ran across her left buttock. Did that Didac do that to her? Again, I felt that I was not protecting her as I should, as was expected of a husband. I tried to pull myself together. That had been Gerardo. He must have done it the day before his trip. And I hadn't even noticed it until now. I felt guilty. And he had sent her like that, to see that client? What would Dídac think when he saw her like that? What message did he want to send her? What message did he want to send me? Gema returned with condoms in hand and sat on top of me again. She put her cigar in her mouth and with her free hand she inserted my cock back into her pussy. She then deposited the condoms on top of my chest, closed her eyes and started moaning, while moving her hips and smoking. Thanks to the fact that she had gotten off earlier, I had been able to calm down and calm my excitement. But now, her movements threatened to make me explode. Despite her mark on her ass, despite the fact that she hated the irrational smoking, Gema looked so beautiful like this, with her eyes closed, her breasts exposed but adorned by the blouse and the little jacket and the cigar in her mouth. 

	Without opening her eyes, Gema fumbled with her hands on my chest until she located one of the three condoms and untied it. 

	-Would you rather Gerardo took me to a sadomaso club in Madrid instead of taking me to a common truckers' whorehouse? 

	What was that all about now? Gema had me completely baffled. Besides, it was the first time she had used that word, sadomaso. She had already had a hard time accepting the acronym BDSM, until finally, occasionally, she had used it in her blog. He even preferred not to speak of Dom, preferring instead the euphemism boss. And now he had pronounced sadomaso? But what's going on? 

	-Wouldn't it be the same... or worse? -he asked. 

	Was that another rhetorical question? Why was I being asked so many questions? What was expected of me? Of course it wasn't the same, it was... worse and better and... And what do I know! 

	-Look, this is what a reader suggested to me. -Gemma opened her eyes and looked at me. Then she poured the contents of the condom, that is, Dídac's disgusting cum on my hairy chest. She began to massage me with that peculiar lotion. As if it were a real lotion and not another man's semen, Gema continued with her words: "I would take you to that BDSM whorehouse on the leash. But that leash, instead of being attached to a collar, would be attached to your cage. You would go with the Wily outside, down the street, until we entered that dark den of doom. 

	I wasn't sure if what the reader had suggested was that fantasy or that I should massage myself with Dídac's cum. Or both. I wasn't sure of anything anymore. 

	-I would ask you for a cold beer, master," my wife continued. But it would be served in a dog bowl. And you'd drink it, with your little butt in the air, while I'd talk to the rest of the guests. Or maybe I should say customers, because you and I are there to do a job. -She looked me in the eye to observe my reaction. Satisfied, she continued with her follower's suggestion, her own fantasy or plan. They propose that I put you in a cage, until Gerardo arrives. Do you think he would like that? I don't know," she said. She shook her head thoughtfully, hesitating, "I'd rather you drank the beer from the bowl, nice and low, with your cute little ass up high. But I'd have to wax you first. Next time I'll wax you, see how you look, and I'll take a picture of you," she promised. But imagine if the beer wasn't cold, love, but warm!  

	He grimaced in mock disgust. I grimaced for real. Hot beer is disgusting. But I had understood her. She hadn't been referring to the quintessential Germanic beverage. 

	-Everyone praises you for being such a good submissive and congratulates you for having such a good domina, love," my wife continued.  

	He opened another condom and poured its contents on my belly, not much less hairy than my chest. I was going to have a hard time cleaning myself up later. {Maybe you'll have to end up waxing yourself}. 

	-How do you feel? -he asked. 

	He wasn't sure if he was referring to his imaginary story - to his plan, perhaps, because he didn't know what to say anymore - or if he was referring to the moment. In either case, the answer was the same. 

	-Ashamed," I replied, "and partly proud of it. 

	-And what happens next? -she persisted with her questions. 

	I swallowed saliva. 

	-Late in the party," I began to answer, "when everyone knows that I am your submissive husband, Gerardo comes. It's a surprise for me. I didn't know that. I thought it would be just you and me at that party, apart from the rest of the guests, of course. 

	-But they are not mere guests, my love. They are customers," my wife corrected me. Some of them have paid for it. That's why my boss is coming. But go on, I'm liking it. -To reward me, she moved her hips. 

	Don't move too much, please! Those movements were dangerous and even more so when I was getting excited with her imagination. With ours. This story is being worked out by both of us. 

	-Then you throw yourself into Gerardo's arms," I continued our story. If Gerardo was there, if he had to be there, it was clear what his reaction would be. But it was easier for me to imagine the same scene with a Silvestre. But it's not my decision. You throw yourself into his arms and greet him with a passionate kiss. Then you drop to your knees and kiss his feet. 

	-Yes," my wife interrupted me, "I get carried away with passion for a moment, but then I realize that's not the right way to greet him. Well spotted! But I blush because of my absent-mindedness and... embarrassment and... also because my heart has been racing at the sight of him. How does that make you feel, love? Moments ago, everyone was congratulating you for being such a good doggy and having such a good domina, and now your domina is kissing another man's feet. 

	-I feel..." I shook my head. I tried to picture the scene. Everyone was watching us. My wife and her partner so... uneven. And me, I'm the last one. I was already the last, but Gerardo's arrival has degraded me one step further. My domina, my goddess is someone else's slave. I feel totally humiliated, completely defeated, absolutely surrendered, no choice. Gerardo bends down and caresses your cheek affectionately. Then he tells you to get up. -I sigh. {Now's your chance! Tell him now!} I sighed again. Then you turn to me, grab my leash and lock me in a cage for the rest of the event," I mumbled. But before you lock me up, you take off my collar and put it on yourself. -I was talking fast, as if I was in a hurry to finish the story. {But why don't you tell him? I can't! You turn to Gerardo and before my incredulous and humiliated look, you hand him the leash. Then everyone knows that Daniel is not a mere submissive, but that he really is the ultimate monkey, not to say dog. His wife, his excellent domina, bows the knee to the real Master and thereby degrades her submissive, cuckolded and beaten husband.  

	-Is that how you imagine it? -asked my wife in disgust. She hadn't liked the ending. No, I don't believe you. I don't imagine it that way. There are no cages! -You can't get away to just watch. You can't! -she exclaimed vehemently. I'm going to tell you what's going to happen. 

	But is it really going to happen? Is he really planning something? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Have you thought about what you will do, when the story with Gerardo is over? Your life will be empty and you will have to desperately look for a real man to fill it. Your husband is like an old piece of furniture that you suddenly realize you still have at home, even though you haven't noticed him for a long time, and at that moment you remember the affection you had for him. But now it is a nuisance and if you stumble upon it, it only provokes contempt or indifference. The best thing to do is to do your best every day, to keep Gerardo happy." 

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (with the photo of a naked, chained and bruised woman, lying in a haystack, among the garbage, covering her pussy with her hand, from which semen emanates in abundance): 

	"Oh, God, you're so right! What will become of me when this is all over? I try to please Gerardo as much as I can, I really do try! I don't want this to end, I don't want Gerardo to get tired of me. He still has so much to teach me, but he's so demanding! Oh, God, I don't know if I can! Sometimes I don't think I can do it anymore. I'm so sorry I don't measure up to what he asks of me, but I can't do everything. Or can I? He makes so many demands on me. And on top of that, that antique piece of furniture always seems to be in the way. 

	But I am fond of it and it is hard for me to let go of it. It's a reminder of my innocence, my lost innocence. But it's so comfortable, so cozy... Maybe it's obsolete, but I can modernize it. A few touches here, a few touches there, a little r-color paint... Maybe I can even get Gerardo to like it, or at least not to be offended by it. Maybe I can do it. I can try harder! Oh yes, I'm willing to do absolutely anything he asks me to do. Everything but get rid of that piece of furniture. But I can transform it. We can put it in a corner where it won't get in the way. Maybe, together, if he thinks I'm worthy of it, I can even make it useful. In the storage room I think it still has room." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had a feeling that Daniel was going to tell me something, that he was almost there, but in the end it had slipped out again. My husband was a slippery eel when it came to discovering his intimacies. From the beginning, I had tried to disorient him and had succeeded. Still, at the last moment, he had slipped away. I was annoyed with him. It had taken a lot of work and imagination to set the scene and rehearse it. The story could not be like that, as my husband had told it at the end. He could not remain a mere observer. I was angry, because I could tell he had something else in mind, but in the end he had not dared to tell me. If you don't tell me, who are you going to tell your dirty little secrets to? [To no one]. {Or Lidia, obviously}. 

	-All right," I said to my husband, "Gerardo enters the joint, but he doesn't go alone. With his middle finger he has hooked the ring of a necklace. The necklace is made of polished metal. It's mine from the Swiss party. The necklace is accompanied by an interesting two-legged accessory, two legs sheathed in very high heels. They are my heels, the ones Gerardo gave me, but now Lidia is wearing them. She is completely naked, half a step behind Gerardo. The collar is tight and although she is not short and the heels lift her up, it's hard for her to go behind Gerardo like that. You know how tall my boss is. Gerardo pulls her behind him, pulling the ring up. She has a hard time keeping her balance like that, even more so when her hands are cuffed behind her back. Her whitish skin is perfect and immaculate. Because of her posture, her natural little breasts are prominent and inviting to be nibbled on like... a ripe peach. She and my boss are a mismatched pair, even more mismatched than he and I are. -I paused to think. Here was something I hadn't rehearsed, but it was an opportunity for a dig at my husband. I plucked up my courage and said, "Lidia walks somewhat reluctantly behind him and, for once, that doesn't seem like theatrics. Why, if she doesn't want to, does she follow him? -I stopped again. It's not a good idea for me to tell her. [You should have told her from the beginning]. {For what? So she would have divorced him?} [But it's better to give her a hint now than to have it all fall out in front of her at once]. Lidia is a free spirit, who does what she wants. But, apparently, my boss has finally found a way to really bend her over. She's his real slave now. She no longer has a choice. How did Gerardo do it? -I shook my head. That's part of another story. He may have lent her money and now she's a slave to the interest payments. Or maybe he's blackmailing her with something, maybe a picture of her. I don't know and it doesn't matter now," I said in a casual tone, trying to play it down. 

	Daniel was listening to me attentively. His eyes had widened and his pupils dilated at the mention of Lidia. She was not part of my initial story, but I had had to improvise and now I would have to keep making it up as I went along. 

	-Gerardo comes to us. Seeing him, I kiss him, just as you described. On his breath I sense that he has been smoking recently. He probably smoked a cigar in the street, before entering the joint, with Lidia naked, next to him, in full view of passers-by. It's not a busy street and it's cold, but Gerardo doesn't seem to care anymore. He knows she can't object, not anymore. 

	Daniel was excited. It was clear that the story was stimulating him. It had done so before and now, with Lidia's introduction, it was doing so even more. 

	-Then she hooks my necklace with her other hand. I don't have to take off your necklace for that, because I always wear mine. And he makes me kiss Lidia. She is not a lesbian. She doesn't really like women. If she responds to my kiss it's because she knows that's what Gerardo expects of her. She has no choice. The taste of her mouth, once sweet, gives me away that she has also smoked. Gerardo must have forced her to take a few puffs of his cigar, even though she doesn't like it. Since the old man somehow acquired this power over her, the young woman has to do things that are not to her liking. She is trapped and can only go forward. 

	I leaned over my husband and bit him, making him partake of the taste of tobacco in my mouth. Daniel responded to my kiss, even though I knew it disgusted him. 

	-Gerardo takes a strap out of his pocket. It's metal, strong, almost indestructible. Gerardo passes the chain through the ring of my necklace. Mine is made of leather, unlike Lidia's. I am his bitch, his pet, but Lidia is forever his slave. Then he hooks the carabiner on the ring of Lidia's metal collar. The two of us are bound together. If she pulls in one direction, she pulls me with her and vice versa. Immediately, I realize my mistake in greeting my boss. I had been carried away by passion. I bend down and pull Lidia with me. And I start kissing her feet. Lidia has no choice but to do the same. After all, Gerardo has trained me well as a little bitch. People look at me and get excited by what they see. I'm a real obedient dog: I stick out my tongue, when I'm asked to. I lick, when that is expected of me. And I rub my parts with furniture, feet and corners, when I need to. I mean, I need it constantly, because Gerardo has me in a state of permanent excitement. I know it's hard for you to understand, but I also know you understand that it's not physical. Before anyone else, you should understand that. There is something in his story that captivates me, except that his is not just a story: in the end he ends up staging, in reality, what seems to him. 

	Miraculously, my husband nodded, albeit barely perceptibly. Will I be able to finish this story for him and get him to nod? It's not about Gerard or me here, it's about him. 

	-Unlike me, she doesn't wear a tail. As she bends over, people can see that Gerardo has branded her ass. He has branded it with the riding crop, so that everyone knows of the power he has over her. Thick, painful red lines run from side to side across her buttocks. And she has also marked it with her particular brand, a "G" on one buttock. It's not a tattoo that can be removed with a laser; it's branded with fire. The burn scar won't come off in his lifetime. Thus, not only will everyone know of the power he has over her, but also that she is his property. 

	I paused to meditate briefly. My improvised story was proving to be more interesting than expected, even better than the original. Lidia's figure was giving me the opportunity to make a projection. My husband, sooner or later, would understand the meaning. If not now, when he is horny, he will when his excitement subsides. 

	-Actually, that's not the only permanent mark he has left on her," I added. What I was about to say was stretching it too far, but it was just a fantastic story, wasn't it? Or was there more to it? Was there a hidden, unspeakable truth to it? Maybe there was more than one. Lidia's slim body can no longer hide the truth. Her belly begins to bulge. The beaked shape reveals unmistakably that it is a child. It is the heir Gerardo is so eagerly awaiting. He doesn't really care about her. He cares that she has good genetics and that she gives him a healthy, intelligent male, capable of continuing his legacy, the empire he has built from nothing and the misdeeds he has done with clients, suppliers, employees and women. What he expects of her is to do whatever he asks of her, even to go ahead of his needs, even if it makes him ashamed or disgusted. Or maybe I should say that especially if it embarrasses and disgusts her, like having that baby of his. She will be the mother of his child and that will mark her for life, much more than the red welts from the riding crop or the scar from the branding iron. 

	Daniel moaned, but continued in a state of excitement. Good! This time I'm going to push you to the limit. 

	-In exchange, my fluffy slutty tail would hide any superficial marks I might have and my fatty, that is, curves, of a mature woman and my wide hips of a woman who has already given birth once, would still hide a possible state of pregnancy. But Lidia has nowhere to hide. Soon her breasts will grow and give milk. Milk for her baby and milk to rent to her for lucrative games with interested perverted clients. He may even rent it to her before she gives birth, as soon as her tummy becomes more noticeable and attracts the attention of men... and women... with that sinful philia. She may not do it, so as not to put her future heir at risk, but she will probably end up doing it if she finds an alternative. 

	I unbuttoned my blouse completely and showed my husband my navel and my belly. Next, I took the third condom - the last one left - untied it and poured its contents over my belly. Then, I took my husband's hands, who was mesmerized and his face was unhinged, and placed them on my belly. With my hands on his, I moved them and made him massage my belly with Mr. Ripoll's cum. [Yuck! Even I would tell you that, if it was Gerardo's, it would have a pass. But that macho clown...!] I just don't have anything better at hand. 

	-Gerardo walks towards you, with his forced slave and his faithful little dog behind. When he pulls the leash, our necks are forced closer to each other and our faces come hopelessly together. We find it hard to crawl like this, behind him, but we do it nonetheless. One, because he has her in his power, and the other, because she is faithful to him. That he makes me walk on all fours among the people, I think that's fair, don't you? People reach out their hands and caress us... not only on the head. Gerardo stops and turns around. He has heard his little dog whimper like a sad puppy. Even Gerardo has a little heart. After all, that little dog could also have a puppy of her own in her womb and it is known that the happiness of mothers is important for the health of the unborn child and later also for the baby born. Even Lidia has an unhappy expression. Gerardo shakes his head and sighs. Finally, he gives up. He bends down and unhooks the carabiner from Lidia's collar. Next, he slips the metal leash through your collar and hooks it back onto her collar. With you in the middle, the three of us crawl after him. 

	I wanted to share everything with my husband. The semen of my client, Mr. Ripoll, was being just a symbol of that. His semen on my belly was also a symbol, although a very different one. It symbolized the possibility of getting pregnant, though obviously not by him! Gerardo had already started to tease me in that direction. I wanted a child - this was clear - and I wanted it to be mine. But I couldn't rule out the possibility that it might also be Lidia's. Or both. Or that it belonged to both of us. I, of course, had not accepted. I hadn't done it yet. But Gerardo knew how to plant the seeds of an idea in my head and he knew how to make them germinate. Or maybe what he knew was how to make pre-existing germs grow. My biological clock had started counting down. I was not that far from menopause and there was something inside me that still didn't give up on motherhood. It was often difficult to distinguish which desires were originally mine and which ones my boss had managed to instill in me. But as I said before, I wanted to share everything with my husband and that's where there was a problem: there were things I couldn't share, not with Gerardo. He was the goreador we had, the Master I had chosen, the best I had been able to find. He was almost perfect, but as my husband likes to say, almost a goal is not a goal. But there are things that can be solved in other ways. I continued with my story, trying to find a solution to this dilemma and trying to verify if what I assumed about my husband was true. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If you accidentally got pregnant with Gerardo because of a medication failure, would you have the baby or would you abort? Would you make the decision alone, without telling anyone? Would you make it together with Gerardo, without telling your husband? Or would you decide together with your husband, without telling Gerardo? Would you make it between the three of you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I would talk it over especially with my husband and also with Gerardo, but the decision would be mine alone, because at the end of the day it is my body. What I can't tell you is what I would decide. I have not thought about it and I prefer not to think about it. It would not be a trivial decision. Not only would it be about bringing someone else's child into our life, but above all, it would be about a life, albeit an unborn one." 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"I was going to write about what this photo evokes in me, what it means to me, how it expresses a part of what I feel, but I'm going to leave it without further comment, waiting for maybe some reader will dare to interpret it and share his interpretation with me and the rest of the readers. I'm curious to know if it evokes the same in other people and if anyone gets it right in interpreting what it means to me." 

	  

	It was a black and white photo. The setting was an old house, ramshackle, with dingy walls and a dirty floor. It was an old house that, if not uninhabited, was close to being uninhabited. There was a large double door. One of the leaves was open and the other closed. Through the open leaf a woman could be seen from behind. She was in a sort of corridor or hallway, for in front of her the frame of another door was visible. Whether that door was open or closed was not visible. The woman, completely naked except for her heels, was holding something in both hands at eye level. She was studying it carefully. If you looked closely, you could intuit that what she was holding was a large piece of a broken mirror, because it seemed that you could guess the face of the woman and what was behind her. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning, Gema. I see you transcendental, as if reviewing everything that has happened to you in these almost two years with Gerardo. Do you depend so much on him that you feel dizzy? And what if he threw you off the cliff? Just focus on getting your master's degree, the rest will take care of itself. You live in Madrid, the Mecca of business in Madrid. Surely, with your experience, your attitude, your savoir faire and that great body and attitude, nothing will get in your way... Right? Come on, you can do it... Or not?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your kind words. I would be lying if I told you that everything is rosy and that sometimes I don't get doubts or dizzy with vertigo. But I think I am learning a lot of things, about myself, about business, about dealing with people. And I think I know how to do a job interview much better now than I did before, in case I need to in the future." 

	  

	Trying to take the gravity out of the matter, in my insolent tone, I had added a moving picture to my answer. It showed an office and a bearded man watching a young woman with attention and satisfaction. She was pulling up her skirt and exposing her ass. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I was not understanding what my wife was up to. It was all being very strange, like a meaningless dream in which everything is mixed up. Fortunately, her blog allowed me to ask her without having to show my face. With a bit of luck, it could even happen that someone would ask her the same questions I had in mind. In return, I don't know if he will answer honestly or say something to sting me. Or to please Gerardo. But I don't know either, if I ask him live. I don't know what to believe anymore. I decided to wait and keep listening, to see what Gema had in mind. Even if her words made me uneasy, I felt comfortable this way, much more so than if I had to take the initiative. I looked down at my hands. They were smeared with that Dídac's semen. At first, I had doubted that the condoms really contained semen. Gema liked to upset me and it was plausible that she had filled them with milk. But it's real dick milk. The smell is unmistakable. I looked at her tummy. It was just as smeared with that man's cum as my hands were. It had been exciting to massage her like that and rub her skin with the cum, until it penetrated deep into her dermis. It hadn't been that exciting. It would have been more so with a good gore man, a real one. Not a client and not someone like old Gerardo either. I looked at her tummy again with suspicion. Was there something she wanted to tell me subliminally or was she just playing with me? She's on the pill. No... there can't be anything else. 

	-Gerardo walks the three of us among the guests. He wants to show that he has three totally obedient dogs. I know it's hard for you to be like that with him, but I also know you're not going to make a fuss," my wife commented. In your mind there is a woman dominating you, maybe me... or Lidia... -Gema paused to look at me sternly-. Or Nuria.  

	Her stern expression had become more serious. Was she never going to forgive me for my slip with her friend? {Her friend and her lover} Wasn't what I had done justified? I could have fucked Lidia, but I had not. That must have some value. {You might as well have tried. You don't know if I would have left you. Most likely she would have let you play with her to make fun of you at the last moment}. Gema didn't know that I hadn't fucked her, nor that I hadn't tried. She didn't want to know. She hadn't asked me. And I wasn't going to tell her either. She'd better think she didn't have me so sure. After all, isn't that what she does with me? {Yes, but because it turns you on. But not her}. I wasn't going to tell her I hadn't even tried either. I'd played with her, that's for sure. She had kissed me. And I had touched her tits. I had even kissed them. But I hadn't penetrated her. 

	-But you have to understand that it doesn't work that way. Not with the path I have chosen. Lidia is not your choice either," she said.  

	He carefully watched my reaction. But I, like in a poker game, tried not to change my countenance. Let's see where you're going with all this. What cards do you have, what's the play? 

	-Your choice, your only choice is our goreador, my master, whom I have chosen. Because," Gem pressed my hands against her belly, "you must know that he owns me. I am his property," she assured me, "for better and for worse. 

	But wasn't that Lidia, at least in your story? What was true in her imaginary story? And Lidia, was Lidia really the young woman I knew or was she a reflection of my wife, a sort of avatar in her fantastic story? You are her property... What do you mean by that? Why did you utter those words with such gravity? I already know that you belong to her. You've told me that before. Is there something else you want to tell me? What's changed? My poker expression fractured and I looked at her in bewilderment. 

	-And you must be his property too," he said. 

	Me, Gerardo's property? I'm not interested in the old man and neither am I interested in him. 

	-Isn't it more interesting to be the property of someone you detest? 

	Gemma looked at me piercingly, trying to get to the bottom of my thoughts, but was only met with a confused fog. 

	-Doesn't it excite you more to be the property of someone you don't like? -insisted my wife, tapping my breast with her index finger, poking me, as if she could get to the bottom of it. 

	A grimace of pain came over my face. I groaned. I knew she was turned on by these obscene contrasts. Gerard's age, his bad breath... My pain was purely psychic. Her inquisitive finger, poking at my chest, had barely discomforted me. I had ached for what she implied by it. I thought of Lidia, the beautiful Lidia. I thought of the ugly dominatrix Gema had once taken me to, as punishment for my infidelity with Nuria and Silvestre. I thought of the handsome Silvestre. And I thought of Gerardo. The pain was searing. 

	-You're like me," my wife asserted. It excites you as much or more than it does me," she ventured, "except you don't dare admit it. You're brave for some things, I'll give you that, but you're a coward, a very coward for others. His finger continued to poke painfully. If he kept it up, his words would pierce my thick skin and tough bones and his finger would dig into my heart. Anyway, you're in the same boat as me and it's Gerardo who controls it. If we capsize, we capsize together. You don't have a choice, just like I don't have a choice. This boat has no rudder. I've given it to Gerardo. 

	What do you mean, no rudder? But what have you given her, really? What had my wife done this time? She had promised her ass to Luis Alberto and taciturnly, much more taciturn than me, she had kept the promise at all costs. {She promised it to Silvestre, not to Luis Alberto}. Yes, but he passed it on to that fool. And she was able to break the deal at that moment. {Silvestre, Luis Alberto... Nuria... you were guilty of all that}. I groaned again in pain. What is your promise this time? What have you promised the old man? I looked at her belly again with suspicion. Gema withdrew her finger and, in return, caressed my face. 

	-Shh, love. Don't be afraid. I've got you. I won't let you drown. Trust me," my wife tried to reassure me. 

	-How does the story continue? -I dared to ask, when I regained my composure. 

	Gemma smiled, relieved, perhaps with joy, perhaps in anticipation of a perverse and sadistic pleasure. 

	-Gerardo walks us among the people, the three of us. The guests, who are more like clients, since they have all paid, touch and caress us how and where they want. You too. I feel men's and women's hands groping my breasts. I feel fingers in my vagina. I feel tugs on my cock, stimulating my anus. Sometimes we also get a slap on the ass, sometimes a slap on the head. We are there to give them satisfaction and you are there for that too. Gema paused to catch her breath. Maybe she would get up the courage. Then she continued, "They touch you too. Men and women. Handsome and ugly. Young and old. Does their condition matter, when the only thing that matters is that you must obey and give them pleasure and fulfill all their desires? They don't touch your dick, because it's caged. -I let out a giggle, more to humiliate my husband, because I knew that deep down it turned him on, than because I thought it was really ridiculous. Don't worry, honey. Despite my giggles, I know well that being a real man has nothing to do with whether the chick is caged or not," I assured him, feigning amusement. It wasn't hard for me to pretend, "I love you," I reminded him. Your cock is caged, but you feel fingers probing your little ass. Unlike me, you don't have a tail to protect you.  

	Gema leaned over me and kissed me. Maybe she did it to turn me on. Maybe because she had become even more aroused by that part of the story. That part or what would come next. 

	-It's getting hot. Hands grab me and force me to satisfy a wet pussy with my tongue," my wife continued. I'd rather not look up and see who it belongs to. Imagine if it was someone from the office," she said. Then she added, "Or someone we know! Gerardo whips us from behind, demanding more impetus. He laughs, because he knows we have no choice and that he, as our owner, will earn good money with this party. But he is generous and will share some of it with us. He will not want to miss the opportunity to remind us that we have been paid for it. 

	My wife was really perverse. Money, payment for services, permeated all her fantasies. She had already been turned on by the striptease Luis Alberto had arranged for her for a bachelor party. Was the origin of her fantasy there, in the damned Luis Alberto? {No, Daniel. It was your fault. Wasn't it you who, together with Silvestre, organized the erotic dance in a brothel, which you euphemistically called "erotic discotheque"? Didn't you have the idea of the poker game at Silvestre's house, with the favors he had to perform in exchange for a few tips?} I knew it. I knew it was not about the money itself, not about the amount, but about the act of payment and collection. And the commitment to do something contracted. But maybe I was wrong. Gerardo had raised the bar. They were no longer tips. Money is as addictive as strong emotions. And now there is a real economic dependency. 

	-Someone makes a gesture, pointing to his crotch. Lidia and I do not hesitate and approach. You, obliged, follow us, dragged by our lust and absolute surrender. I reach the fly first. I open it. I always open my pants with anticipation, even with Gerardo, even with Mr. Ripoll, as if it were the first time and I didn't know yet what I'm going to find. Actually, that's the beauty of the penis, you never know exactly what state you're going to find it in, don't you think? Sometimes it's soft, sometimes it's fully erect, sometimes it's somewhere in between. Sometimes it's fatter, sometimes it's longer. The glans may be swollen, sometimes smaller. Nor is the taste always the same. It is like a surprise gift for a curious girl who opens it impatiently. Between the two of us, Lidia and I begin to suck it. It's what is expected of us. Not doing it with enthusiasm would be putting Gerardo in a bad light and we don't want that, do we? -Gema looked at me for the umpteenth time. We want him to be proud of us. He wants total surrender. Neither Lidia nor I looked up. We don't need to know the owner of that cock. We may prefer not to know. But it's irrelevant, really. Between the two of us, we lick, suck and pamper that cock, from the glans to the base and even the balls. We share that good fortune of being able to satisfy the owner of that cock, who has paid good money for it and we kiss, to share the flavors. It is possible that he will cum. In that case, we will share his gift. -Gemma caught her breath and took a run. Tell me, love, what would you prefer, to see it or to feel it? -She looked at me. 

	Gema knew well that, even with Gerardo, I would have liked to see her and Lidia together sharing a cock like that, as she had described, both of them sucking it, then kissing each other. But what would I prefer, to see it or to feel it? 

	-Don't answer; I know..." said my wife in a strange tone. 

	 I blushed as I realized his involvement - to see it or to feel it? 

	-Relax, love: It's not a choice you have, honey. See it or feel it? You're not there to watch. You're there to feel and make me feel," my wife warned me. The man is not satisfied with two mouths and two tongues, he wants three. Or he may not be happy with two woman's mouths. He hasn't paid for that, at least not just for that. He has also paid for you. He grabs you by the collar and pulls you to him. You resist like a stubborn mule, but end up yielding like the pack animal you are. You are not a wild colt, free to run around the countryside. You are a slave and your mission is to obey and give pleasure, even when you don't like it. -Gemma looked at me for the umpteenth time squared and watched my face as red as a tomato. Don't worry about Gerardo for not showing enthusiasm. For him it has even more value when you have reticence. He likes it when I blush, as long as I end up blushing, though. He'll be sympathetic to you and train you. 

	But I don't want that! My scream had been produced only in my inner world. No words had come out of my mouth. Perhaps I dared not open it lest I swallow that imaginary cock. Maybe I didn't open my mouth to keep my wife from thinking I wanted to. If it were you, if it were Lidia.... 

	 -You make your way between Lidia and me. So far, we had served you as a shield against that cock, but now it's your turn to show your skills," Gema continued mercilessly. Don't worry; it won't be difficult for you. You've already shown me with the dildo that you know how to do it," she assured me. But a cock of warm flesh, full of flavors is something else, it's better. But you already know that," she reproached me, "I've been with Nuria," she said in passing, as if she didn't want to. It was a small footnote in her story, a note that could go unnoticed, that was not obligatory to read, but that she did not allow me to ignore. There was also Silvestre. He told me you did very well -he congratulated or praised me. Maybe he just reminded me. Don't worry -he said again-. I understand you... and so did Lidia. Between the two of us we helped you suck that rich cock. There's barely room for three heads, but we try. We kiss, we lick, we suck. Where does the cock start and where does Lidia's mouth end? Where does the cock end and where does my tongue start? 

	I was mesmerized by the scene Gema was drawing in my mind. Was she really willing to do that with me and Lidia? I could imagine doing it with them. Yes, it was a cock, a man's cock, but it was two pretty women. It was a very sensual image, more because of sharing it with them than the fact that it was a cock. Most of all that we were kissing turned me on, even that we were sharing tastes. Just as I had been turned on by the mental image of her kissing Lidia while sharing a cock, so was this other image of the three of us with this stranger. Kissing always had something special for me - it's not gay! There are two beautiful women involved! 

	-But there's no room for the three of us," my wife repeated. We get in each other's way and our heads collide. There's only room for two. Who would you rather continue to do it with, Lidia or me? -Gemma looked at me for the umpteenth time, this time for the umpteenth time at the cube. 

	Do not answer! Don't answer it. It's a trick question. 

	-With you, love," I replied despite my self-warning. There was no cheating. It was the truth. With you. Always! -The latter had perhaps been a white lie. Almost always would have been truer. But the "almost" always ends up screwing everything up. {The "almost" almost always screws everything up}. 

	-But it's not in your hands, love. It's not even in mine," she reminded me. It's Gerardo who decides. Or at least he'll try to," Gema agreed. If he wants you to do it with Lidia, you'll do it with her. If he wants you to do it with me...  

	I understood that Gerardo was trying to separate us through Lidia. I understood that my wife had understood it too. And I understood that we had both understood that Lidia was part of the game. Dealing with Lidia... Gerardo had introduced her into our lives for a reason. And it had been for more than just perverting my wife and bringing out her lesbian side. Actually, he hadn't brought out her lesbian side. He had done worse than that: he had transformed her so that she would do that for him and enjoy it. There was no lesbian side to Gemma, not an innate one. Gerard had transformed her. {But wasn't it you, again, the origin of that? Wasn't it you who, through Silvestre, got her to do that exotic dance in the brothel -let's call things by their name-, with that young blonde with the operated breasts? Was it my inner voice who had asked me that or was it Gema? 

	-With you, love," I repeated unnecessarily and sterile. 

	Gema continued with her story. 

	-It's not in your hands," she reminded me, ignoring that I wanted to do it with her. And, on this occasion, it's not even in her hands. The client has paid and it is the client who decides," he sentenced her. And with that, he sentenced me. The owner of the cock pushes me away. He also takes Lidia away. He stays only with you. -My wife's voice sounded hoarse. Maybe she was hoarse from telling the long story. Maybe she was hoarse from being excited, especially with that last part and what was to come. The client pulls on the ring of your collar and leaves you no choice. He pulls on you and you have to suck him off on your own. You have no excuse now, Daniel! 

	I no longer have an excuse. {Finally!} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	javierfire: 

	"Evidently you are already aware of this. Once this is achieved, he will leave you, because he does not want a partner, but to achieve his goals. Once they are achieved, the toy is no longer useful, you have to find new ones. You strike me as an amazing woman who, even knowing this, is willing to play that game, believing she controls all the variables. I hope I didn't bother you with my comments." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I'm aware of that. And in fact, I was expecting such a question or comment at any time, so when I came across this photo weeks ago, I saved it in my draft for the occasion." 

	  

	The photo showed a woman lying on the floor, leaning with her back against the wall, holding on to a handrail with one hand. The woman has her head cocked to one side and is looking directly at the camera. Her expression says, "See, he used me and discarded me. I knew he would. And I don't care." She wears her dress hiked up to her waist, so that her hairy, freshly worn pussy is visible. The only thing that keeps her pussy from being noticed are her pretty heeled sandals, black like her dress, black like the darkness of her soul and her desires, black like her panties. The panties, she has them around her ankles. In the foreground of the image you can see the body of a man in a suit, buttoning his pants. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I know this won't be forever and I don't intend for it to be forever either. I just want to live in the moment. If in the future Gerardo gets tired of me and leaves me, well, I will have lived unique moments and I think I will have taken advantage of the time. I think it's not easy to find a person to trust. Personally, I am wary of BDSM contacts and I think that with Gerardo I am very well. As I have said so many times, it is something I want to explore about myself. I'm in the middle of my life (hopefully!) and I think it's time. What I do, I don't do it for him, I do it for me, although I do it because of him.  

	And then there is that professionally I am learning many things, I am building a resume to be able to aspire to other positions than the ones I used to, I am going to have a master's degree, I have improved my English.... 

	It will leave me stranded (maybe), but I will be able to say it will have been worth it. 

	Besides, I think there is still a long way to go and I think I know how to keep his interest in this current toy of his. For example, I am sure that Lidia, despite being younger and more attractive, is not able to satisfy as I am is dominant side that Gerardo has." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel's expression confirmed that he had hit the nail on the head. He had finally managed to verbalize it. I had said it all - Daniel hadn't dared - but together we had said it. Now I knew what my husband needed. He didn't need Lidia, that wasn't it. I breathed a sigh of relief. Actually, it was something I had known since his infidelity with Lidia and Silvestre. But I had refused to admit it, because of the pain it still caused me. Only occasionally had I gone to that extreme, like the few times we had played double G, with me playing Gerardo and him playing Gema. But now my husband couldn't deny it. And neither could I. I couldn't deny that Daniel would never have that with Gerardo. Gerardo would never leash her to take him to a client. And I would never share anything like that with him. That's where my story failed. That's where my gore failed. [Ah! You finally admit it! And what are you going to do now?]. There was only one thing I could do: go on. 

	-You know you're doing great," I congratulated my husband. 

	Daniel replied with a "mmm". With my finger in his mouth, I couldn't answer anything else. 

	-But very good, love. Keep sucking. Make me proud of you. 

	Daniel obeyed. And in doing so, he also tasted the remains of Mr. Ripoll's semen on my finger. I, in turn, fortunately hadn't had to taste him yet; I always sucked him off with a condom. At most, I had tasted his presemen at the beginning. It hadn't been part of the plan for Daniel to taste his cum, but it had come up that way. I hope we don't get anything from that clown. He had no intention of tasting Mr. Ripoll. But I knew that was really out of my hands now. If Gerardo at some point decided he had to do it to keep our client happy or to get more dough out of him in return, I knew I would have to do it. My life, at least most of it, was no longer in my hands. And neither was my husband's, as I had warned Daniel. If I went down, he would go down too. The photos Gerardo could publish of me would affect Daniel, too. [Even our daughter, unconscious! How could you sign that? Have you lost your mind?] My inner voice was right. [Of course I am!] I had been wrong. Gerardo, besides, I would never use that to fulfill my husband's fantasies. {Unless you can make him believe that if he "forces" you to fulfill that fantasy, you will loathe Daniel and leave him}. 

	-Look up. Look into his eyes. Remember what Silvestre taught me. Remember the commandments of a good blowjob. 

	I wasn't sure if those had been my lover's commandments or if he had just been my husband's prophet. Although Daniel had done it for my own good, it was still hard for me to accept - and forgive - that Silvestre had been a set-up. What I had felt had been genuine, both my passion for Silvestre and my bad conscience about it with respect to my husband. Especially my bad conscience. All that pain when it was just a set-up. Damn you, Daniel! 

	Daniel obeyed. Although visibly embarrassed, he looked me in the eye and continued to suck my finger. 

	-Now you finally see the owner of that cock. You have avoided looking at his face, maybe because it is easier for you to forget that he is a man, even though you have his phallus in your throat. But Daniel, take a good look, he is a man. You're surprised by what you see, because you didn't expect that nice cock to belong to such an owner. It's someone you know. Yes, take a good look at him. You haven't forgotten him. This client hasn't paid with money; you can be sure of that. This customer has given something else in return, or rather, he has bargained for it. Because who you have in front of you is Tiburcio, Gerardo's partner," I revealed to my husband. Maybe he did it to spite him. Or maybe he did it because he thought Tiburcio could be an alternative to Gerardo, someone who could provide him, directly or indirectly, with what he needed. Or maybe it's just because the grotesque turns me on. Gerardo is old, but Tiburcio is a little younger than him and he looks like a toad.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"It didn't take long for Daniel to cum. Funny, isn't it? 

	Unfortunately the living room was left with a good stench afterwards. I don't think I'll do it again, at least not in our house. Neither of us smoke. Daniel has never done it. And for me it's only funny in a certain context. The tuff took a while to go away, but the memory will linger with my husband, as will the result of what I wanted to check out." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had cum, early, before Gemma had cum. It had happened to me again. And it had happened to me at the worst moment, at that moment of her story. With my libido already on the floor, after the orgasm, I could do nothing but remember that I had come because she had gotten excited and moved her hips in a frenzy. I had been able to control myself, but it had been her movement that had triggered my climax. I swear! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Some things are beyond repair. Old furniture is usually rotten inside, it's not worth any effort to keep it. It is a useless waste of time, energy and space. What's the point of having a ruined antique in a forgotten corner in a storage room, if you're not even going to look at it to see how ugly it is. It's much more practical to throw it in the trash and forget about it and spend the time enjoying the newly purchased furniture, much more useful, practical and pleasant." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"They're always good for putting a flower pot on top, without having to worry if the water spills and ruins the furniture. Or for when you feel you need to de-stress, bringing out your sadistic side. Trust me, an old piece of furniture is just the thing for those occasions. It's already held a lot and you know it can still hold a lot more." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo doesn't like having that old piece of furniture always in the way either. Every time he sees it, it reminds him that it was with you a long time before him and that maybe one day it was useful. And that annoys him, even though now he knows you don't want it anymore. Please Gerardo and with his help get rid of the old furniture soon. Gerard will be much happier and if he is happy, you will be happy. Everything else matters nothing." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I can make Gerardo happy in many ways, without having to take my furniture to a clean point. And I think maybe he might like to slowly strip what's inside the furniture, preserving it to replace its contents with his own stuff. I think that's something he might like." 

	  

	For some time I knew or sensed that there were people around me commenting on my blog. I knew or sensed that Gerardo did it, also my husband, probably Manolo and maybe even Lidia. What I didn't know was who the comments were from, at least I didn't know for sure, even though I had a pretty sure intuition about certain comments. No, that last comment had not been made by anyone around me; it had been made by some follower I didn't know. Or so I thought. But my answer had been addressed to my entourage: to my husband, so that he would know that I would never leave him aside, and to Gerardo, so as not to give him too much hope in this regard and to suggest to him, when he revisited my blog, what he had to do with regard to my husband. But my suggestion, of course, was useless with him: Gerardo would never try to shape my husband as he had done with me. But hope is the last thing to be lost. {And you'll always have Tiburcio as a bullet in the chamber.} Daniel had managed to turn me into a hot wife by stubbornness. Now I would try to satisfy his fantasies with my will. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Everyone knows then that Daniel is not a mere submissive, but is really the last monkey. His wife, his excellent domina, bows the knee to the real master and thereby degrades her submissive, cuckolded and beaten husband: one more step towards the bottom of the ladder." This you describe is not very different from what is happening now at Gerardo's house, only there only Lidia sees it. It's only a matter of time before it happens in front of more people and you will enjoy it without a doubt and Gerardo will enjoy it even more, proud of what he has achieved with you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I can see how this would make Gerard swell with pride. (He still) doesn't get too much pleasure out of my husband's domination and humiliation, but I think he would like this scenario." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXXXXIII – The gift 

	  

	"I don't like being told what to do. Except when I'm naked." - Anonymous (message to Gerardo, from my English translation internship). 

	  

	  

	My excursion with Lidia was behind me. That had been more than a month ago. However, I felt it had had a profound impact on me. Now that Gerardo had revealed his plan for me for his birthday party, I understood the purpose of it much better. The followers of my blog had been surprised at the time that I had titled the account of my story with Lidia (that excursion with her and my husband to Chinchón) as The Birthday Party, when apparently it had had nothing to do with any birthday. But yes, it had had a lot to do with it. That experience had been one more step to provide my mind with greater plasticity, to adapt myself to the mold Gerardo had prepared for me. And maybe it wasn't a coincidence that my husband got the unexpected reward of seeing his dream of seeing me in action with the young woman and the young woman with me come true. Was it a kind of positive reinforcement, like with Pavlov's dog experiments? Daniel was getting the prize of realizing one of his dreams in exchange for letting his wife move into submission with his boss. 

	{I do not think this is an adequate comparison. In Pavlov's experiments, the stimulus and reward go much closer together in time}.  

	[I know, but Daniel is not a dog.]  

	{Not yet}.  

	[For puppy, Gema, who is much better trained!]  

	{Right. He's ahead of our husband, but give him time...}  

	[I don't think Gerardo is interested in a puppy. He's not into males.]  

	{He might not, but she might}.  

	[Her? Lidia or Gema?]  

	{The truth is, you got me. I don't know}.  

	[But I do. Gema doesn't want a puppy. At least not as a husband. She wouldn't mind turning Mario into a puppy. But she wants Daniel as a husband].  

	{Hmm. I don't see that as necessarily excluding}.  

	[You may be right. But a puppy-husband is much more complicated to obtain than a puppy-lover. The tradeoffs are critical].  

	{Do you think that's why he's going so slow with Daniel?}  

	[Yes. No doubt that's one of the reasons. I got to see for a moment a part of her most hidden fantasies. You know she hides them even from us and from herself. Or at least she tries to. And I can tell you that it's not for lack of fantasy, not for lack of willpower either].  

	{So why is it, is it out of fear, fear of transforming in the process your anchor into something else and drifting away?}  

	Well, that's enough whispering! I hear you perfectly. I remind you that you are in my head. It is useless for you to try to talk to each other in a low voice. So, leave me alone, I was telling a story that I think is much more interesting than your lucubrations about my intentions and my reasons. Besides, Gerardo may not like that, but he may end up finding a person who would like to have Daniel as a puppy, a male person, of course! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Was Manolo invited to Geraldo's birthday party this year, did you fuck him this year? Geraldo pays you, does he pay Lydia too?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo's birthday hasn't been yet; it's in early July. I don't know what his plans are. Last year I went as his partner, so I guess, if he celebrates this year like last year, I'll go too and I'll go as his partner, just like last time. 

	Gerardo pays me indirectly: He has provided me with a job and a promotion with a corresponding pay raise. It is true that I am very well paid thanks to him. But it is also true that I do my job very well, or at least I try to. From experience I would not have deserved the position, but from effort I certainly do deserve it, and I am not referring to the sexual issue. I have no illusions: I know very well why I have this position and that does not bother me, it even excites me. But I want to prove, nevertheless, that I really deserve it. Or at least I want to learn as much as I can and enrich my resume.  

	I don't know if Gerardo also pays Lidia or not; nowadays sugar girls are very fashionable. But the truth is that I don't know and I prefer not to know. It's not for nothing, it's just that I think that in any case that would be a private matter for her. No one should care if she receives financial support or not -I know what I'm talking about-. Lidia is unpredictable, so even if I tried to guess -which I don't want to- I wouldn't know what to say. I certainly don't get the feeling at all that she's only in it for the money. As I said before, it could be that Gerardo is rewarding him in some financial way. But it is also quite possible that this is not the case and that she is doing all this because she likes this sexual adventure. With her, anything is possible, really. It would be an unusual philia or combination of philias, but why not? She's a psychology student, and from what I understand, all psychologists are a little off their rocker. I'm sure with what she's learning, she'll know how to treat her future patients much better, ha ha ha ha ha ha." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I prepared at home for Gerardo's birthday party. I couldn't help but hide my nervousness and Daniel worried about me. My boss had told me almost a month ago what he expected of me. My husband had known just two weeks ago. I had needed some time to think it over quietly, without interference from anyone, even my husband. Gerardo had given me a huge challenge and I didn't know if I was ready for it. Maybe the time had come to stand up and say no to him. Everything had its limits, or at least it had to have them. On the other hand, it would hardly be a challenge, if it were easy for me and did not cause me great discomfort. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Some time ago you asked for ideas to give Gerardo for his birthday. The truth is that it is difficult, because you have very few things left to give him, both from your body and from your life. But I can think of a beautiful one that you and your husband can share with Gerardo: Give Gerardo a son! Plus, that would allow you to permanently humiliate your husband by making him raise the child of the man he hates. It would also be a way to have Gerardo always in your life, even if he was physically gone." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Nice idea, playing with human beings as if they were merchandise." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What does your husband say about you presenting yourself as Gerardo's partner to his family? Does it turn him on too, or does it bother him? And you, do you feel like Gerardo's partner, when you are alone with him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's one of the things that both annoys and excites Daniel the most. That's where you hit the key point. The thought of me as Gerardo's partner, even if only for a set period of time, drives him crazy, both in the positive and negative sense. He already experienced this not only during Gerardo's birthday party last year, but especially during my vacation trip with him in the summer of last year. 

	And yes, on those occasions (birthday party) or during those periods (vacation trip) I am Gerardo's partner and I feel that way. I have been with him for more than a year and a half now and our relationship is more than professional or sexual. In a way, Gerardo is my other man, although I mostly feel him as my partner on those kinds of occasions. On a day-to-day basis it doesn't happen like that; although he is still my other man, on a day-to-day basis I don't feel him as my partner. I guess I feel that way mostly in the less sexual and less dominance-related situations. For example, in Switzerland I felt like his partner mostly when we went out to dinner or for a walk around town. At the BDSM party, however, I didn't feel him as my partner."  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I suppose, like last year, Gerardo's birthday party will be attended by all his family and you will act as his partner. Will you be wearing your wedding ring? If a family member sees it, might they think you have married Gerardo? If they ask you, what will you tell them - will you tell them you are happily married to another man who is not Gerardo or will you lie to them and let them think it is Gerardo?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, her whole family will attend, predictably, like last year. I'm going to wear my wedding ring; it wouldn't be right to give it up. Taking advantage of the conversation I had with my boss regarding what he wanted me to do at the party, we talked about the ring. I think I convinced Gerardo that telling the truth -if they asked- would only be to his advantage. After all, one of the things he wants is to show off as a woman, or in other words, to show off how macho he is. So, it is not going to diminish him, but quite the opposite, that it is known that he has gotten a good female, even though she is married to another man. So, if they ask if I'm married, I'll say yes. And if they ask if I am getting divorced, I will say no, I am happily married, but Gerardo is an amazing man and he gives me something that my husband cannot. 

	This also fits in line with what Gerardo wants from me, which is basically that whatever I do (especially what he asks me to do), I do it with real enthusiasm. So, if I am what I am, I will be enthusiastic about it without hiding it. It seems at least that my arguments have convinced him. 

	I also intend to wear the hotwife anklet, although it is not entirely clear whether Gerardo will finally authorize it. Not that there is any risk of anyone knowing its meaning, as it is a simple little chain that need not have any special significance and only we adepts know what it really means." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Nice words. I must admit that you are very good at them. But what is important to know is whether the facts confirm or disprove those words. It would be interesting to know from Daniel's mouth if he perceives in your actions what your words say. Do you know what would be a proof of your supposed love for your husband? Taking him to Gerardo's birthday party and proudly introducing him as your husband to all of Gerardo's family and friends. I'm very much afraid you won't even consider it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, we haven't thought about it. Do you really think that would be a test of love? Wouldn't it be more like cruelty? No, Gerardo has other plans for me and he doesn't want my husband to be able to interfere." 

	  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo had left the dress to my choice. By now, I knew what he liked. It was going to be my second birthday party with him and I knew what he intended. I had been looking at dresses months before the party, before he told me what he wanted me to make special for him. I knew that, to some extent, the choice of dress would be a test, a test of how well I knew him and how well I knew how to adapt to his tastes. For the occasion I was going to wear red, a shimmering red. Between my hair dye and the dress, I would pay homage to his last name: Roig. Gerardo wanted to show off as a female in front of his family; that was clear to him. He wanted to give them a slap in the face and show them how lucky he was in spite of the misfortunes he had lived through. I didn't even know why I was inviting them to the party, if I felt these resentments towards them. It wasn't just for me, to show off, I knew that. The party was a sort of tradition attended by his relatives - his brother, sister-in-law and nephew - who lived in Barcelona. Presumably his best friend, Manolo, and his daughter-in-law - the wife of his deceased son - would also come with his family. Gerardo had nothing against her and her family; on the contrary, he would shower her with attention as if she were his daughter. His animosity was with his brother and the harpy of his wife. Something big had happened in the past between them. I think she was jealous because Gerardo was doing much better financially than them and she was picking on her husband. 

	Daniel watched silently as I dressed for my boss. His face went cyclically through phases of amazement, seeing me this sexy, and sadness that I had committed to Gerardo's proposal. 

	-You look beautiful. Impressive," my husband praised me. He doesn't deserve you. You know that, don't you? 

	I turned to him. On his face fought excitement and fascination with rejection. I took his face in my hands, bent down and kissed him. 

	-Of course I know. Only you deserve me. You know that, don't you? -I purposely used his exact words. Only you. 

	-I know, love. I just... I don't understand why you want to do it. You don't have to. Not that. 

	I sighed inwardly. I didn't really understand it either. I just knew that I wanted to. That I had to. 

	-It's a journey. If I don't make the journey now, I never will. But you are always with me. Someday the journey will end and we'll laugh together, remembering what we've been through. Won't we, love? 

	-Hmm. Yeah, that's right, I guess. But you still have so far to go. Are you sure you want to live through all that? 

	-Sure. But one thing I assure you: you still have a long way to go. I am not forgetting you. And like me, I hope you'll be willing to do everything I tell you to do, even if you don't like it, even if it costs you. Will you do it? 

	Daniel shrugged his shoulders and muttered something unintelligible. 

	-Will you do it? -I repeated. 

	-For you? Of course. Anything," he said, blushing. 

	-Anything? Don't say it so confidently... Gerardo and Lidia are having a very bad influence on me and I'm full of perverse ideas for which you may not be up to. 

	{I told you} [You told me? You haven't given me any details! Are you not going to tell me anything about what you got to see in her dark fantasies?] {No. That would be betraying her. You're going to have to wait and see for yourself}. [You're evil and wicked!] 

	-Anything! -said Daniel emphatically. 

	-That's the way I like it. That's good. Just give me time. I love you. 

	I sat up and went to the bathroom to put on my makeup and paint my face. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Daniel, what do you feel tonight, when your wife is with another man, living with him as his wife, behaving before her family and friends as his real partner? What feelings does it cause you to know that she, in this instant, really feels like Gerardo's wife and is happy by his side? Are you afraid that this feeling will be stronger and stronger? Are you afraid that it will not be limited to these days and will last in time?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I doubt that Gerardo would want his real partner to behave the way he has made me behave." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema came out of the bathroom and posed for me. 

	-What do you think of your wife? -he asked. She turned around so I could get a good look at her.  

	The shimmering dress was long and had an asymmetrical cut. At the bottom it had a slit that let her left leg show up very high, depending on how she walked or sat. She knew she would think to take advantage of it consciously, to make her boss's brother drool. The brother had done nothing to her-very unlike Gerard-but Gemma had not hesitated to call him a pansy. And his wife, that is, Gerardo's sister-in-law, she had called her a harpy. He intended to make her angry. That Gerardo got along badly with his family was one thing. In many families there are problems. That my wife was on Gerardo's side was also understandable. But that she oozed contempt for people she barely knew and that she did it with the same intensity as he did, that was not rational. 

	I pushed those thoughts aside. There was nothing I could do about it. As much as Gemma assured me that she loved me, I knew that the feelings that bound her to the old man were more than those for a traveling companion, even a guide. I shook my head and focused again on the dress. The best part was the top. The top was attached on one side to the skirt. But on the other side it left the top of her hips and a generous portion of her ribs bare, thanks to diagonal slits. Fuck. It even exposed a small strip of her lower right breast. Right. That's Gerardo's chest. On the opposite side, the dress left her left shoulder bare. In return, it covered her right shoulder. Gema had never been one for asymmetries. But since she had started being a hot wife, she had opted for them in her dress. It's quite a statement. Even though Gerard liked underwear, she would obligatorily go without. That's what he had told me. She couldn't wear panties because of how the dress exposed her hips. That's what he had argued. She couldn't wear a bra either. It was always ugly if it showed under the dress, but in this case it would also be visible. So she had argued. Besides, it was better for her breasts to show, since Gerardo had bought them for a reason. So she had argued. I rather felt that she had exclaimed it. Shit. I should have listened to the foreros. I should have insisted on paying for her boob job myself, or at least part of it. {Of course. Then she'd be wearing a bra on one breast and nothing on the other. Like in Game of Thrones, in what city of Essos is it customary for women to wear a bare breast?} 

	-In-cre-í-ble," I said, emphasizing each syllable. I really thought so. Gerardo definitely didn't deserve her. Judging by my poor sexual performance, I didn't deserve her either. But at least I loved her. She wasn't property to me, not even a trophy, a hill to conquer or a mountain to crown. That was not why I had married her. 

	-Will you help me with the choker? 

	I nodded. I stood up, took Gerardo's necklace and stood behind my wife. My hands trembled, but Gema didn't notice. I had the feeling that this small gesture was being a kind of handover ceremony. Some of her followers had suggested a handover ceremony. I had never helped her with the necklace, but I was doing it now. I reached up and pulled her hair aside so I could fasten it for her. Gemma had thought aloud about whether or not to wear it. She had even asked my opinion on the matter. Frankly, I hadn't known what to tell her. But finally Gema had decided that wearing that particular choker was the right thing to do. "What is the risk of any of your relatives recognizing the true meaning of the trisquel symbol?" she had asked me. To the uninitiated it looked like a Celtic symbol. And to the initiate who recognized it... well... . I wasn't sure if Gemma preferred someone to notice it or not. However, I wasn't able to fasten the choker. My trembling hands rested on her hips. Being an atheist, I prayed that the contact of my fingers with her skin would electrify her and make her hold her breath. In the end, we both held it. 

	-Would you rather be him? -Gema broke the silence, in a low voice. 

	I said nothing for a few seconds. 

	-You know I don't," I finally answered. For a moment... maybe. Who wouldn't? But no, I don't want that role. I don't want to be your boss. I'd rather be your... cuckold. I have known it since the first day I knew that you had fallen in love with Silvestre and that you loved me in spite of it. I felt very small then. Small, but protected by you. That was when I was most aware of our love. No, I don't want to be him, as tempting as it may be at first sight. Actually, I know I get the best part of you. I love you. -My answer had been sincere. 

	-So, do you understand why I want to do it? 

	-Yes. Although I don't understand why precisely with that old man. You deserve more. But I support you. Make me proud of my wife! -What else could she do? Consciously or unconsciously, she had paraphrased her boss with those words. 

	Gema turned to me and kissed me. Our mouths merged in a passionate kiss. She would have to repaint her pout-a small sacrifice on her part-but that would be no problem. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello Daniel. This question is for you: I am a cuckold like you. That is, it is my condition; just as others are homosexuals, bisexuals, etc., I am cuckolded and I think you are just like me. I rarely get to penetrate my wife -and it's never to the end, since she leaves that to her lovers-. What turns you on more, being able to do it or her telling you in detail how she humiliates you with others and telling you how badly you fuck? Describe to me, please, what really turns you on. Thank you." 

	  

	Daniel the cuckold: 

	"I think you're right when you say that being a consenting cuckold is a sexual condition like others, including the ones you mention. It's funny, because these days you demand respect for homosexuals and are being overly picky about any mildly derogatory comments. But the same is not true of other less recognized sexual conditions such as cuckoldry. (Wow, I think I've made up a new word. Do you think the RAE will admit it? In light of the fact that it accepted cederron years ago, maybe it has options). 

	I suppose that everyone will be excited by different details. Surely, as in everything that is subjective, there are as many variations as there are people. It happens, I think, especially in sexuality, which is very complex. 

	What I like the most is imagination. And within this concept, imagining her with other men, unbridled, embracing her sexuality and making the most of it. In this sense, I am especially turned on by her telling me about her adventures. Sometimes it turns me on more to hear (or read) her account than to have witnessed it. Reading it really turns me on. That doesn't take away from the fact that I like to watch. But I know that when Gema tells me something or writes it, she always leaves something out. So I go round and round, trying to imagine what she hasn't told me. Maybe now you understand why it doesn't bother me, even if it drives me crazy, that she has her secrets. And also why I don't insist on always being present. Or why I don't protest when they don't let me see and I have to limit myself to listening, either when they blindfold me or condemn me to the guest room. Imagination almost always trumps reality. It is important to feed that insatiable beast. Especially mine. 

	Why do I like to imagine her, to listen to her story, to hear her, to see her? Why do I like it even more than acting in the first person? It's a bit complex. I don't know if I know it. I don't know if I know how to express it clearly. But I'll try to convey the concept: I like to be an observer and an actor at the same time. I like to watch what my wife does, because that way, on the one hand, I respond to my voyeurism. When I was young I liked to look out the window at night, to see if I could see the silhouette of the neighbor through the curtain or the slits in the blind. I guess I'm programmed that way. Or if not, I guess that experience just programmed me. On the other hand, when I don't observe with my senses, but rely on her account or when I remember what she has told me and visualize it with my inner eye, I put myself in the first person, in my wife's shoes. In that way, she can be an observer and an actor at the same time. I am a passive and active subject at the same time. My wife, on the other hand, only lives her facet as an actress, as an active subject. 

	But I insist: if I were only present at all the events, I could only satisfy my voyeur side. It would be little more than watching a porn movie. That's not what I want. It's the other part, the hidden part, the part that makes me have to imagine it, that really fills him up. I guess that's also why I like masturbating so much. Or at least, I think that's one of the main causes. Because when I do it, I don't so much use the videos and pictures I have of her, but mostly I imagine what she has done or, better yet, what she will get to do. 

	All this doesn't mean that I don't like being a leading actor. What it means is that it is not enough. I don't enjoy sex as much as other people do if it's not accompanied by the right mental stimulation. Where others are satisfied with just getting it in and getting it out, for me the situation is important.  

	As I said before, when I tell myself an adventure (or when I remember and visualize a scene again in my mind), I am the observer and the actor at the same time. That duality, that possibility of being both at the same time, is what I like the most. It's hard to explain how I experience that, how I watch her while at the same time feeling that I am her, while at the same time not feeling that I am gay. But that's the way it is. In that situation, when I imagine her and put myself in her place, I stop being a passive subject and become active (in my imagination), am I an actor or an actress? This is where the answer gets complicated, as I have just anticipated, because everything is blurred, not so much by my inability to make a better analysis, but by the limitation of any language to capture all the nuances of subjective reality. Actor or actress... only lets us choose between two options, but what goes on inside anyone's mind is not limited in the same way. 

	I imagine being an actor and an actress at the same time. Does that make me, in a way, a woman, while still being a man? It has nothing to do with homosexuality, bisexuality, transgenderism or anything like that. At least that's what I believe. It is again a duality that exists only in our limited language, the one that tries to condition our mind to choose between pure white and pure black, ignoring that there are dimensions of colors. No, I can't imagine being a man in that situation. That would be homosexual for me and I am not of that condition. I can imagine being a woman, but not a man turned into a woman.  

	I don't know if I have managed to express myself well. Probably not, but I wouldn't know how to do it better either. I'll try another way: it turns me on imagining her in those situations and I live it in the first person (as well as in the third person). But as a man, I wouldn't like to be that first person. Not at all. I wouldn't want to be a man in that situation. If I were a woman, I would like to be in that situation. But I don't want to be a woman either. I'm happy being a man. 

	But back to your initial question: I like dominant and submissive situations. Both she and I have both sides developed. Probably everybody has them. Now, my submissive part (in sexual aspects) is more developed than hers. I know it doesn't look like it, but I think it is. I, for example, am happy being submissive. But she needs to be submissive to a lover. And at the same time, she would not accept to be anything other than dominant with me.  

	That said, I'm not particularly turned on by being told how badly I fuck. Those kinds of put-downs or humiliations have their moment, in play mode. But I don't take them particularly seriously, nor do they particularly turn me on. Rather, in certain situations, such as when we make love, it has the opposite effect. I insist, in play mode I find them amusing. But I neither believe them nor take them seriously, nor do they particularly turn me on. They are perhaps a necessary accessory, but at the right time. In return, I do get off on being humiliated. I like being forced to wear panties. I like to be tied up. I like him to cage me. And I like that he forces me to clean the semen of his lovers. It seems to me that I show her my love and devotion. Maybe it doesn't particularly excite me to hear her say that I fuck badly. But that's okay, because I know that's not my main mission. I've already solved that in another way: by providing her with a whole range of possibilities, including being well fucked by someone else. It takes the pressure off me to know that she's well taken care of and that she doesn't need me for that. After all, all of that is possible because of me. It deludes me to believe that she thinks that the beastly sex she experiences with her lovers somehow comes from me. Other men are more limited and are not able to provide that. 

	We hope we have answered your question. Surely there would be many more things to add. In any case, sorry for the delay in answering you, which has been because we have been a while disconnected from the blog to connect with each other. And because the subject you have touched on is most interesting, but also most complex, both to approach and to write about." 

	  

	I had checked his blog to see if he had posted my answer to that question. In doing so, I had seen that he had also posted a significant new photograph. It didn't say whose it was, fortunately - that was as far as we could go! But it was me and my wife. For once, she appeared clothed in a photo. I, in turn, appeared naked. I was naked and completely shaved. In the end, my wife had made good on her threat, hint, or proposal in her recent story to wax me. Did she really intend to take me to a party like the one she had described? Or worse, a private client to a hotel room? And I had let her wax me. I had let her do it, because I had done it together with Lidia. In the shower, both of them together, between the razor, the foam and the depilatory cream, they had freed me from my hair, from the neck down. They had both laughed at me while doing it, but they had also comforted me, as if I were just another friend. Then they had put the chastity device on me again. Gema had let Lidia do the honors. Next, she had let me watch them, while the two of them made love in our marriage bed. However, I had not been allowed to participate. But I couldn't complain. Another thing was the photo. That I could complain about, and I had to. Why had my wife published it? How had she dared to do it without my authorization? Lidia had taken the photo before she left. She had taken it with my wife's cell phone camera. Why had Gema published that picture of me? I didn't like her posting pictures of herself, but I had to accept it. Stories were one thing, but photos were another. But a photo of me? Why? Gema had posted it shortly after she left for her boss's birthday party. She had probably timed its publication for that moment. But why had she done it? {What if it was Gerardo's orders?} Impossible! Unless it's to humiliate me and tear me apart. {What if it's to find you a client? Didn't Gema indicate in her story that Gerardo would do it?} I shook my head vehemently. Impossible! I tell you it's impossible! Gema shouldn't have done it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Manolo, Gerardo's friend, was the last to arrive. He greeted me with two affectionate but modest kisses. If only the others knew that we had shared much more than that. It had been a long time since then, but from the way Manolo looked at me, I knew he hadn't forgotten. On the contrary, I could swear he was burning with desire for me. Unlike Gerardo, Manolo was still very fit and attractive, despite his age. {Or is it thanks to her?} But I had only slept with him at Gerardo's direction. I didn't know it at the time, but it had not only been a test from my boss, but I had also done it to get something very precious from his friend. I had been the payment for that object. And then, at the signing of my last contract at notoria's house, I had had sex with him as payment for his notary services. Yes, Manolo was more attractive than Gerardo, about the same age and possibly of similar wealth. At least by the standards to which I was accustomed, I wouldn't have minded if he had half or twice as much. However, I had never thought of him as an alternative to Gerardo, even though he had also spanked me and behaved in a domineering manner towards me. But I had done it at the direction of my boss. No, it was neither the money nor the physical attractiveness. What attracted me to Gerardo was something else and Manolo didn't have that. Maybe no one else did. In any case, I was glad Manolo had joined us at the table. I felt I had a backup, an accomplice in him, in the face of the murderous stares of my boss's sister-in-law. Nothing he said seemed to please her. In a very subtle but effective way, she was trying to denigrate me, very unlike her husband, who was very quiet and who watched me out of the corner of his eye, whenever he felt he could risk a glance. His wife had already caught him on more than one occasion and apparently she had not been amused. Gerardo, on the other hand, had noticed and was having fun with it all. 

	Gerardo's daughter-in-law was very different. It was obvious that she was a very good person and that she held her father-in-law in high esteem. It was no wonder: after becoming a widow, he had taken her in like a daughter and had helped her to get ahead, both financially and emotionally. And surely he was still doing so. Her husband couldn't help watching me with desire either, and I felt bad about it. I had no desire to meddle in their marriage. But unlike Gerardo's sister-in-law, her daughter-in-law did not get angry at the occasional glances her husband gave me. Perhaps she didn't notice. Quite the contrary, she seemed grateful that I was brightening her father-in-law's life. I didn't know what she might be imagining about me and our relationship, but whatever it was, it didn't seem wrong to her. Besides her husband, Gerardo's daughter-in-law had also brought her two sons. They were not Gerardo's grandchildren, but were the fruit of her second marriage, her current husband's, but Gerardo treated them as if they were his own flesh and blood nonetheless. 

	Besides these nine there were two others at the table, eleven in all. The other two were the nonagenarian father and the young nephew of my boss. Actually, I didn't know how old they were. The father looked to be in his nineties and was in a wheelchair, but maybe he was younger. {younger or less old?} [Old either way!] He barely intervened in conversations, but I had a strange feeling that he was playing dumb more than anything else. I was sure he feigned more deafness than he really had, simply to listen only to what interested him. It must not be easy to coexist with the harpy and the pantophile, even if this one was her son. He had no doubt that they had agreed to take care of him in Barcelona in exchange for his inheritance and that they would be eager to receive it as soon as possible. But the old man did not seem to be willing to do them that favor so soon. Despite his wrinkled skin and his watery eye, which he periodically wiped with a handkerchief, there still seemed to be enough life in him - enough even to wink his non-watery eye at me! 

	Gerardo's nephew was in his twenties. He was an only child, the spoiled son of mom and dad, despite having had him very late, almost by accident, at the last moment. Or maybe it was the opposite and they had searched fruitlessly for him for years, until finally their prayers for offspring were answered. The nephew - Alan was his name - was living with his parents in Barcelona and was finishing a Masters in Business Administration. There we had something in common and although he had a bit of a cocky air about him, at least we had subject matter to talk about. Alan had also been at Gerardo's last birthday party, but he had changed a lot physically. I remembered him as being more shy and shy. In a year he had undergone a radical change with a gym and possibly a personal trainer, and that had also changed him psychologically. There was nothing left of that shyness. The way he looked at me and the way my eyes stopped on my choker attested to that. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think you know us well enough by now to be able to guess which one (or ones) of these guys is the one for my husband - I'm interested in hearing your opinion!" 

	  

	That was my comment to an outline of the types of cuckold fantasies. A pictogram graphically showed the different scenes. According to the diagram, there are the following types of cuckolds:  

	(1) The voyeuristic cuckold (present and observing) 

	(2) The waiting cuckold (not present, but waiting at home). 

	(3) The threesome (with the wife between the cuckold and the cuckold) 

	(4) The cuckold threesome (like the voyeuristic cuckold, but with the wife with two men at the same time, instead of one),  

	(5) The female escort (like the cuckold waiting at home, but with the woman earning money while enjoying herself). 

	(6) The sissy cuckold (like the one in the threesome, but with the cross-dressing husband). 

	(7) The orgy (the woman with several men at the same time, including the husband). 

	(8) The bisexual cuckold (with the cuckold giving the lover a blowjob beforehand). 

	(9) The cuckold orgy (like the orgy, but with the cuckold only looking on) 

	(10) Dogging (with the wife having sex with strangers in public places but in seclusion and the husband watching). 

	(11) The orgy with the waiting cuckold (like the cuckold orgy, but with the husband waiting at home). 

	(12) The submissive cuckold (with the submissive cuckold to his wife) 

	(13) The cuckolded vacation (with the wife on vacation with her lover, while the cuckolded husband waits at home). 

	(14) The cuckold in chastity 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think deep down you like being caged, don't you, why else are you so good when you are and so regular when you're not?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Surprisingly, Gerardo has a lot of stamina to cum. Not that he could withstand a frantic ride - he wouldn't have the strength for it or the sexual stamina - but others (...), I'm sure, would cum much faster, being thus entertained by two females at the same time." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If some people almost cum like that already, how can they dream of satisfying two women?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I cannot allow that, should it come to that, Daniel would let me look bad in front of Lidia. He must learn to cum when I command him to, not before or after." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But honestly, I don't know if I'm in control of the timing to begin with. Can I really when, how and where with respect to Lidia and my husband, if she so desired and if Gerardo would allow it?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had left several posts glued to her blog, scheduled for her absence. I had seen the first few posts, exactly one hour apart. It was clear that something new would be posted every hour. My wife intended to keep me entertained, while she did that for her boss. She had commented again about my sexual prowess. Even the old man was better than I. Did she want to justify not letting me participate, while she and Lidia had sex in my marriage bed? But my wife was right: I was going to be entertained during her absence, but not as she thought.  

	The cuckold types? I felt identified with several of them. All the guys had something that caught my attention, some more, some less, some much more, some much less. Curiously, there was one guy I didn't identify with at all: the orgy guy. Witnessing it, that was something I could imagine (and that I had not done yet). But participating in an orgy with her, that didn't appeal to me at all. Rather than that I would rather wait at home, as I would do now, while she would have sex. Nor was the pictogram complete: where was the cuckold of the woman with a female lover? The threesome? Yes, put it at the top of the list then. But which of the options in the pictogram appealed to me the most? Actually, none of them corresponded to my innermost fantasy. Perhaps a combination of them, this one here, along with this one? 

	My wife's last post had puzzled me - was it opening the door for me to have sex with Lidia? {No, no! That's not my favorite scenario!} In any case, she was right, doubly so: I'd be entertaining and she couldn't control it. If she did that, I could do other things. I finished preening, ready to go to Lidia's house. And this, what kind of cuckold is he, huh? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The party ended and it was time to go to bed. Manolo said goodbye and the daughter-in-law and her family also left. His brother and sister-in-law, as well as his father and nephew, would be staying over at his house, just like last time. I wished them all a good night, although I knew that was not what Gerardo wanted for them, at least not for the next hour and maybe more. 

	-Nice dress," Gerardo complimented me, once we retired to the bedroom. 

	-Do you like it? 

	-I love the way your cheeks and nipples show. Did you see how my brother devoured you? -asked my boss. His eyes sparkled. You were right! 

	I blushed. It was funny that at this point something so simple still made me blush. 

	-Are you willing to do it? 

	-I blushed even more. 

	The living room was common territory and Daniel had assumed that what went on in Gerard's bedroom was private, at least to his sense of sight. My husband had learned to make do with what he saw in the living room, which was no small thing. However, I could only fantasize about the more intimate scene of being held in Gerardo's loving embrace after intercourse, of sleeping with him and waking up next to him. I am fortunate to have such a generous husband with such a twisted mind to allow me that. Knowing I was so uniquely fortunate made me very happy. As Gerard pulled me up the stairs and guided me into his dark bedroom, my husband stayed behind. Daniel was forbidden to enter the bedroom at Gerardo's house. Instead, he moved into the guest bedroom, from which he could hear us perfectly well. It was the same room where his brother and sister-in-law would sleep that night. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update to my blog: Hotwife Privileges series: 

	
		Masturbate thinking about another man, while telling your husband your fantasies. 

		Know what different men, some of your husband's friends or co-workers, taste like. 

		Enjoying a wine, while your half-naked husband prepares the meal, trying not to lose focus when he hears about your upcoming plans with another man. 

		In any corner, while the husband watches. 

		Accompanying your husband to a boring business dinner to flirt with his boss or coworkers. 

		To be able to masturbate and fantasize about all kinds of men, without having to hide it from your husband. 

		Fool around with other men and confuse them, until they don't know how to react (or until they do). 

		To always be able to wear sexy clothes and always feel sexy and desired. 

		Being able to lose your panties anywhere, anytime. 

		Being able to accidentally show if you are wearing stockings or panties, without your husband being shocked. Bonus if you do it in front of his friends or co-workers. 



	  

	*** 

	  

	-AYYYY! OWYYY! OWWWWW! -I groaned and exclaimed. 

	Gerardo made me vocalize my pleasure and pain at full volume, just like when my husband was listening from the next room, except this time it wasn't my husband hearing us, but his brother and sister-in-law. Surely his nephew was also hearing us from the room across the hall. Gerardo was pulling and twisting my nipples while I rode on top of him.  

	Previously, he had made me masturbate with the different things and corners of his house, without using my hands. Obviously, the corners of the wall were excluded, otherwise he would have had to repaint the walls frequently. My boss had picked up this habit and forced me to do it in the living room. That night he had not done it in the living room, for obvious reasons, but he had made me do it in the bedroom, as soon as I undressed, including the corners of his closet, the leg of the bedside table and the two corners of the footboard of his bed. It was humiliating to have to pleasure me like that and it was frustrating not to be able to do it with my hands. Next, he had made me masturbate with his shoe. I had had to rub my pussy with his instep. He had warned me that he wanted his shoe nice and shiny and had instructed me to use my lower lips first and then my upper lips to do so. And while using my lower lips, he had squeezed my nipples and pulled them upward, thus achieving the desired polishing rhythm - and especially the desired loudness. He wanted his relatives to hear me, to know what a champion he was, and he didn't mind that in return they also knew what a slut I was. 

	-Are you willing to do it? -he asked again, thinking I was already sufficiently aroused. 

	Excited enough? It hadn't been necessary for me to rub myself against either his furniture or his shoe. Although it had been a while since I had written about it again, Gerardo still used the remote-controlled vibrator with me from time to time, the one he could operate via Internet from his cell phone, through the bluetooth connection of mine. "And yes, at its maximum intensity it has a similar effect to this one," I would later write in my blog, commenting on a short video in which the girl shrank from the vibration in her pussy. "It's not an overreaction. I know from experience," I would add. "Gerardo has one of those remote-controlled vibrators and he uses it on me whenever he feels like it, sometimes at the office, sometimes at a restaurant and sometimes even at my house." Gerardo had had me insert it before we sat down at the dinner table and had been modifying the intensity more or less inadvertently from his cell phone. 

	-Are you willing? -she repeated. With one hand he squeezed my nipple and with the other he pulled the butt plug, which he had made me insert in my asshole. Fortunately, he had already done that in the bedroom and not before dinner. 

	-Yes, anything for you," I assured him, "I WILL DO IT! -I exclaimed. Gerardo had squeezed my nipples, both of them, hard. Even though I hated the pain, I cum right then and there. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update to my blog: "Corneador Privileges" series: 

	
		To be able to touch his slut wherever and whenever he wants. 

		To be able to take off your panties where he wants and when he wants. And for whatever purpose he wants. 

		To be able to check at any time if your slut is wearing stockings or pantyhose. 

		Do not hesitate to show what is yours. 



	  

	*** 

	  

	The alarm clock went off at four in the morning. I was fully asleep, but Gerardo shook me by the shoulder and woke me up. 

	  

	-Second round," he said and turned on the light. 

	I blinked at the abrupt illumination that battered my retina. Gerardo made a gesture with his index finger. Even though I still hadn't fully cleared my head, I understood and went down to the pylon. His cock tasted like a mixture of the semen he had deposited hours before in my vagina and my own fluids. I cleaned it with my tongue and kept licking, until I got an erection. It wasn't the first time I had tasted a mixture of vaginal fluids and his sperm. In fact, I had even tasted a mixture of my boss's cum and his young slut. 

	-Bring the collar and the leash. And the chain with the clips too. 

	I got up unbalanced, still asleep, from the bed and rummaged in the closet. I came back with the gadgets in my mouth. Normally I would have crawled, but in the narrow bedroom dominated by the bed there was no room for that. Gerard put the collar on me and hooked up the leash. Next, he played with my nipples until they were hard, before putting the clamps on. 

	-I think they're still asleep," he said disappointedly, "I think they're going to need a little help today. Go downstairs and get some ice cubes. 

	-So? -I replied, stunned. Naked. With the dog collar and leash. 

	-No. Not like that," my boss admitted, thankfully. Put on your heels. 

	Incredulous at what he was asking of me and even more so that I was obeying him without complaint, I got out of bed again and put on my heels. I opened the bedroom door, trying not to make any noise, and sneaked down the stairs. What if someone saw me like this? What if I ran into his brother in the kitchen? Maybe he hadn't managed to fall asleep and had gone downstairs for a glass of milk. Or worse, I might run into his sister-in-law. {Or his nephew.} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update to my blog: "Cuckold Privileges" series: 

	
		NEVER doubt, no matter what your wife says, where she says it and when she says it. 

		Prepare your wife for her date with the goreador, with a lot of love and pampering, so that she is as perfect and relaxed as possible for him.  

		Listen as she prepares her what she is going to allow the corneador to do with her. 

		To be able to feel (with a plastic cock in her ass) what she feels, so as to understand her better. 

		To be able to enjoy one of the best inventions of mankind (the chastity device). 

		Being able to check if your wife has made herself beautiful for another man. 



	  

	*** 

	  

	It had been the first night at Gerardo's house without my husband for a long time. Evidently, that plan had not excited my husband, but he had understood. There was no place for him with Gerardo's family. I wore the wedding ring, but no one had asked about it, fortunately. Maybe they already knew everything. Or maybe they didn't care. Maybe they preferred to show their indifference. {Their indifference? I don't think they were indifferent to your shouting last night and in the early hours of the morning}. 

	The time had come to do what Gerardo had asked me to do, what I had been preparing meticulously for. His games of love and hate towards Lidia had not been casual. He had been molding me and I had shown him that my mind had the necessary plasticity - the one he was looking for in me - to make me believe - auto-suggest - that I fervently wanted to do something, even if that something a priori repulsed me. I was doing it a priori and probably would do it a posteriori, but I had already entered the almost hypnotic mode that allowed me to believe and desire what I was about to do. Actually, I had already entered that mode the night before and Gerard had checked it, as I rode him to our simultaneous orgasm. As I was racing towards climax, Gerardo had made me tell him - when he wasn't torturing my nipples so deliciously, making me scream - how I was going to do it and what I was going to feel. 

	Daniel didn't like the idea at all, but that was my decision, not his. I respected his opinion, but just because he was my husband, he wasn't going to tell me who I was going to sleep with and who I wasn't going to sleep with. We didn't have that kind of marriage. Not anymore. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update to my blog: "Requirements of a Good Husband" series: 

	
		Nice ass, small cock and moldable mind. 

		Having a good ass. An ass is good for many things. 

		Have good language skills and be eager to use them. 

		A good husband is not scrupulous with his wife and knows how to passionately tear off her panties to eat her ass. 

		To worship you unconditionally (analingus). 

		To know with which goreador your wife has been with, without having to ask her. 



	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo had left me in shock with his suggestion. I had told him that I would think about it and he had replied that it was okay if I didn't want to do it, that he understood and that I could always ask Lidia. Lidia! Once again, he had played on our rivalry. I loved Lidia. She was young, beautiful, funny, spontaneous... and perverse. I also hated her. She was competitive, too seductive, ruthless and... perverse. But Gerardo's girl was me. I'm the best, not her. She wasn't even really submissive. For her, it was all just a game. For me it was a path of self-discovery. No, that was not for Lidia to do, it was for me to do. 

	-Make me proud of my wife," my husband's voice echoed in my mind.  

	I knew Daniel would have preferred that I had refused. But I also knew I had his support. 

	I finished dressing and went to the bathroom to paint my lips bright red. The color would stand out with my white lingerie: white stockings, white garter belt, white bra and white panties. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"When I blow my lover, I look him in the eyes. When I blow my husband, I look him in the eyes. But the meaning is different. To my lover, I tell him with my eyes that I am a slave to his cock and that I am his slut, if he wants me to be. To my husband, my gaze reminds him of what a slut I have become and that I am another man's slut." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	He was in bed, lying on his back. Daylight was streaming in through the window. I wanted to do it with that man. It was wrong, but maybe that's why I wanted it. It was incestuous, though that was silly: we were not consanguineous. I undressed him slowly, tenderly, trying to show the same devotion I felt for Gerard. Alan barely moved and let himself be done. He said nothing. His eyes looked at me greedily. I let him look at me and enjoy the view. The age difference between us was great, but that was unimportant. What was important was the person, not the age. Not even physique was important. I had learned that from Gerardo. There were other things to value. 

	My heart was pounding. I looked at Alan; he was still lying on the bed, barely moving. For a moment I doubted whether I was ready to do it. It wasn't easy. But I knew I could do it. I had to do it. Gerard would be proud of me. And so would my husband. [Are you sure about that?] The white outfit I was wearing made me feel almost virginal and suddenly I looked like a girl, young like Lidia or even younger than her. Only I'm not really that young or virginal. [I called Gerardo. My boss immediately came into the bedroom. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo has me well imprisoned: 

	There is the master's degree I am doing, which is not a cheap one, and I am only half way through it. 

	I depend on the generous salary I have in the company, which is more important now than ever, as my husband is unemployed. Even if Daniel were to set up his business project, we would need a cushion until it finally gets off the ground and makes a livable profit. 

	I have the opportunity for professional development that you have given me, allowing me to prove my true worth as a department head. I know very well how I got there, but I want to prove to myself that there are reasons other than those to deserve such a position." 

	  

	Why was my wife writing that? Why was she repeating over and over again the obvious? Was she trying to justify herself, claiming that she had no choice, that she was obliged? That we are obliged. It was painful to read, knowing what she was about to do. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are a very intelligent person, Gema. However, don't you think that your intelligence can lead you to your own emotional destruction? And also, answer me by rephrasing the question: What if your Master intends to lead you to a total emotional dependence? What would we call your new blog, maybe gemaesclavadegerardo? Thank you for answering. Afternoon. My respects to your CORNUDO." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I do not deny that in all this there are not dangers and that precisely one of the dangers is not wanting more and more. But life is full of dangers and often it is these that make it exciting. I think I can control it. I don't see myself as emotionally dependent on Gerardo. For that, among other things, I have my husband, who is the one who ensures my emotional stability. But I do see that in that more and more I could become dependent on Gerardo for my sexual desire or excitement." 

	  

	It was clear that my wife, my hot wife, with all the freedom I had intended for her, was that man's slave. It was clear that she was tied to him and not just financially or professionally. The links in her chain were emotional as well. Her necklace and stainless steel chain were more than that. They were a symbol of a deep truth. And I had not been able to break it. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"His way of guiding me down this dark path, down which I want to go. Alone I cannot and would not dare to walk that path. My husband serves me as a safety net and anchor, but not as a guide. And other men I have known, have lacked the maturity, the serenity, the knowledge of how to influence people, the dirty imagination, the decisive yet understanding character.... 

	The photos and videos he has taken of me, that if one day he wanted to use them against me... He won't do it. I have that confidence in him, apart from the fact that he would get himself into much more trouble than he would cause me. But, nevertheless, I know that it is one more point where he has me, even if it is more of a hypothesis than a reality. 

	Is it any wonder that with all this he is my priority? Is it strange that I talk less about my husband and more about him? But don't confuse priority with love. Those are two different things. Daniel understands very well - because we have talked about it - that I am focused on these aspects of my life, both professional and sexual, and he supports me in that. This situation won't last forever. These things never do. But my love for him, for my husband, will last and last. The dove has flown away, but it will always end up perching on his shoulder." 

	  

	I pushed Lidia away and burst into tears. Anyway, I hadn't gone to her house to have sex with her, at least not penetrative sex. {At least not vaginal sex}. But I couldn't. I couldn't cheat on her, because that's what I felt I was doing at the time, even if I tried to convince myself again that it was all part of game mode. The least of it was that my wife didn't know. She would eventually find out anyway and even that would be the least of it. Lidia took me in her arms. Understanding, she comforted me. Did she know what my wife was about to do? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo picked Alan up and helped him walk with small steps to the bathroom. He had slipped Alan's arm over his shoulder and I had done the same on the other side. Gerard tested the water temperature once more and, with extreme care, helped his father into the tub. He then left the bathroom and left us alone. The door, however, remained open, just in case. 

	I took a sponge and began to bathe my boss's father, as if he were a child. It was something I had rehearsed before with Gerardo. I had bathed him and washed his hair and the hidden folds of his skin. I had done it until I got his approval. In that way, Gerardo had not only made sure that I was ready for such an important task, but he had also helped me to psych myself up. Alan's eyes still retained the glint of intelligence that also characterized my boss. No wonder Gerardo's brother decided to name his son after his father. Surely in his day he had been an impressive man. 

	I continued to take care of the tortured skin of my boss's father, soaping him tenderly. The rest of the family had gone to Madrid for a walk. It had not been difficult for Gerardo to convince them to leave his father in his care. After all, he was always taken care of by his brother and his brother's wife. Well, they didn't really take care of him themselves. They had an intern for that. But the thing is that Alan, the grandfather, lived with his son and wife in Barcelona, together with Alan the grandson, my boss's nephew. That was probably not an altruistic act. I wouldn't be surprised if in return they end up taking most of the grandfather's inheritance, whatever it is. 

	I had finished soaping him. Alan looked at me with a mixture of gratitude and lust. He wasn't very expressive and it wasn't easy to read, but the lust was written all over his face. Neither was my husband very expressive or easy to read. He was experienced at that. I'm sorry, Daniel, but I'm going to do it and I'm going to enjoy it. I want to do it. He has been - and in some ways still is - a magnificent man, although you wouldn't see it that way. The gratitude was perhaps only my imagination. I stood up and took off my white panties, exposing my sex and my pubic hair, freshly dyed red, matching the color of my hair. Matching the Roig family name. Alan stared at me. For once, his watery eye wasn't crying. He nodded appreciatively, though he barely managed to move his head. I slipped off my shoes and climbed into the tub with him, without removing my stockings, garter belt or bra. Fruit of chance or of the mischief that still inhabited the old man, his foot found my naked sex and pressed against it. I didn't know what to say to him in that situation and Alan Grandpa wasn't much of a conversationalist either. Maybe he was in his day, but now he hardly spoke at all. I felt how, despite the weakness of his legs, he pressed against my vulva. The wheelchair was not because he was a paraplegic, but because he was very weak, Gerardo had assured me. I visualized what my boss had asked me to do and, above all, how he wanted me to do it. It was not simply that I should do it with his father, that, at his age, taking into account his limitations, I should give him the best fuck of his life, but that, first and foremost, I should want to do it. I closed my eyes and focused on the person Alan was. Who he is and who he has been. Age didn't matter. The genetics were there. The genetics... Gerardo had told me incredible stories about him, about how he had raised a fortune from nothing, being a mere son of a Galician emigrant to Catalonia, a half Charnego. He had also told me the story of his strange first name, not at all common for a Galician. His mother - Gerardo's grandmother - despite her humble origins, had been a relatively cultured person and had always liked to read. One of her favorite authors had been Edgar Allan Poe. I focused on those stories and began to press my sex against my boss's father's foot. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Most of the time we make love in the bedroom, but a few times we have also made love in the living room, on his couch. So, Daniel has been able to see Gerardo's cock going in and out of my pussy, making me moan with pleasure. Except... but I'll tell about that below. 

	When we do it in the living room, in front of my husband, my pleasure is double. It's physical, on the one hand, and on the other hand, psychological, because it turns me on when my husband sees what a slut I am. 

	However, I'm sad that Daniel can't see how Gerardo penetrates my anus. My boss is simply not into anal sex. The last time I had anal sex was in Switzerland, with two strangers Gerardo gave me. I like it when they take me from behind. I feel dirty and depraved and it awakens in me my most submissive desires. That discomfort that is inherent in sex from behind is delicious, if handled well and the clitoris is stimulated at the same time. In Switzerland, however, it may have been a bit excessive, even more so when my little ass was untrained. But for some reason I was mentally better prepared than ever and felt especially submissive. 

	Except... yes, what I was advancing above... now goes: Since Gerardo put the slut tail on me, my husband can no longer see my boss's cock going in and out of my pussy. The tail is inserted in my ass with a plug, it's thick and covers everything. I think Gerardo likes how, as it goes up and down, the soft hairs caress his balls. Maybe that's why we do it more often lately in the living room, on his couch, much to my husband's luck (except when he's blindfolded). Or maybe the reason is that Gerard knows that, with the tail, Daniel can't see my impaled pussy. In return, Daniel can see the marks of his hands on my ass, when he previously whips me, or that of his girth, when before fucking he disciplines me with it. My husband knows that I don't like pain and he knows that, in spite of that, I endure it, because the reward is worth it. 

	My husband also knows that I don't pretend. When I scream it is because the blow with the belt has hurt me and when I moan it is because I feel enormous pleasure. 

	My husband's chick also knows how to give me pleasure. I have never had any complaints about that and it should not be a shame for him that as a lover he has not been the best, because that does not mean that I do not enjoy with him. However, Daniel cannot give me that combination of pleasure in my pussy and pain in my buttocks. For that reason, I need Gerardo." 

	  

	I read to Lidia what my wife had published in her blog. Maybe I shouldn't have, but I needed to feel understood and she understood me. Lidia was not surprised. Obviously, what my wife had described, she knew. She had seen it, even better than I had. But neither was she surprised, at least not overly surprised, by my wife's blog. Maybe she already knew it. Or maybe she didn't. I preferred not to ask. That wasn't relevant at the time. Lidia gave me a kiss on the cheek and caressed my chest. I had slept with her, in her apartment, in her bed. But I hadn't made love to her, at least not with my ridiculous little cock. But I had given her pleasure with my tongue. Lidia said nothing. She just looked at me sweetly. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I called Gerardo. Alan's son soon appeared at the door. It was time to get his father out of the tub and into bed. The important moment had arrived, something Alan would never forget for the rest of his life. Gerard helped lift his father out of the tub and quickly wrapped him in a bathrobe, not stopping to tuck his arms through the sleeves, lest he might get cold. She could tell he loved him. Still, she had not taken care of him, but had left him in her brother's care. I grabbed a towel and quickly dried myself as best I could. My gaze met my boss'. Gerardo looked at me with approval, which filled me with satisfaction. Are you proud of me? 

	Gerard deposited his father on the bed and left the room, leaving the door open and leaving me alone with Alan again. I had been able to dry my skin, but my underwear was still wet. But it didn't matter; that was part of the eroticism. I grabbed a bottle of oil and climbed onto the bed. I carefully rubbed the bathrobe against her body to dry it as best I could. Next, I opened the bathrobe and began to smear him with the oil. I carefully ran it over his body, just as I had rehearsed with Gerard. It was strange. The strange thing was that it didn't seem strange to me. It seemed so natural. I unclasped my bra and let Alan look at my breasts. His hands rose shakily and I reached up so he could touch them. His bony fingers encompassed the tits his son had bought me and gently felt me up. {You mean he bought HIM, he bought his daddy, because at the end of this whole movie it turns out they are for him}. I stepped forward a little more and let him touch me at his leisure. I looked down and discovered to my satisfaction that his cock was getting hard. Maybe it was because of the excitement I was giving him, or maybe it was due to the little blue pill Gerardo had given him earlier that was beginning to show its effect. I leaned over him, took his big ears between my fingers and caressed them. Then I kissed him, first on his forehead, then on one cheek, then on the other and finally... He tastes better than his son. 

	-I'll be right back," I whispered in her ear. 

	I quickly realized that he might not have heard me, so I repeated it out loud. I left the room. Gerardo was waiting for me sitting on the stairs. My boss looked at me serious and excited. This was turning out to be the biggest challenge I had done for him so far. Yes, it was even more than my adventure in Switzerland. Switzerland had, after all, been nothing more than a vacation adventure (or rather, a series of adventures). It is also more than getting together with Lidia. She was a woman, but she was young and attractive. Doing it with her father... no, worse, desiring her father... Desiring to serve him as I serve him, with passion and longing... Believing myself to be Lidia's partner had been child's play compared to that. And yet, I was doing it. And I'm looking forward to it. Against all logic, my heart was pounding. Even if it didn't feel like it anymore, Alan had good genetics. Gerardo put the doggie collar on me and hooked the leash on. 

	I went back to Alan. I showed him the leash and put the end in his hand. 

	-I am yours," I said aloud. 

	Instinctively, Alan put his hands on my head and pushed me with all his might (that is, with very little force) into his parts. I opened my mouth and took his cock in it. I began to give him a blowjob as best I knew how. In a moment, I realized that I had closed my eyes, but I soon opened them and looked at my boss's father. His cock began to grow in my mouth and even if it didn't get all the way hard, it would be enough. He has good genes. I sensed that my story was coming to an end. Had all the training my boss had given me been for this? Did he really not want me for himself, but to take care of his father, the few years he had left to live? Could it be that he didn't want a son, but a brother? But maybe I was wrong, and I still had a long way to go. As Churchill had said: "This is not the end; it is not even the beginning of the end. It may be, rather, the end of the beginning."  

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"I hope you don't mind that this is a longer text. Excuse my Spanish. It is not my native language. Please, Flor, I know you want to get pregnant, but you shouldn't get frustrated after only two months of trying. That's not long. Sounds a little... are you mad at Javier? If I can speak from my own experience with my wife, it took us about 11 months, almost a year, before we got pregnant with our first child. As far as I know, that's the case for many couples when they try for their first child. 

	What really concerns me is that, from your last blog post, you were able to give the impression that it is more important to Javier than it is to you, what this means to your Master and your relationship with him. That your Master simply accepts that you receive Javier's baby, this should be self-evident, not a privilege he grants to you and Javier. And the limitation of penetrating you vaginally, that too is something your Master should of course accept. That you see this as a generosity from him and a diminution of your Master's rights, that sounds really troubling to Javier. You are already giving a lot to your Master, more than he should expect. Didn't you yourself say that your Master has no influence on things related to your marriage? I thought this pregnancy refers to your marriage. Please excuse me for getting excited about this. 

	May I ask if you and Javier consulted a doctor, if he can get you pregnant? I know it's a very sensitive subject for a man to talk about. Maybe Javier won't express it openly, but I'm sure your husband feels bad that he won't get you pregnant, so far. Possibly, Javier thinks he is letting you down? You should consider this a little more, rather than what your Master might think about it. 

	Your Master said that the two of you would have talked about all this the next time you see each other. I imagine your Master will try to convince you that he should try to get you pregnant. I can only hope and pray for Javier and the love you have for him. You would disagree with this, if your Master was really trying to convince you. There are many ways to have Javier's baby. Javier deserves to be your biological child. 

	Again, Flor, sorry for getting emotional. My intention was not to make you feel bad. I know, it is very difficult for you. I only wish you and Javier the best. 

	Greetings, tarcotron." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Thank you very much for your words. I really appreciate it, because they always make me think again and rethink things that come to me impulsively. I think you are right and I need to be more patient.  

	This morning I was angry and frustrated and I vented by writing the post you mention. I know Javier also feels bad that I'm not pregnant yet, more than me even. I know I shouldn't blame him. It's probably my fault, because of all the contraceptives I've taken during these two and a half years of relationship with my Master. We haven't been to see a doctor yet because, as you rightly say, we haven't been trying long enough to ask for professional help.  

	As I said, my Master is understanding and generous and I know he will accept my decision that Javier is the biological father of my baby. As you rightly say, this is a couple's matter and he should not influence that, according to our pact. However, he plays his trump cards and puts indirect pressure on me, in a way. It is something that is going to affect him very directly as well and somehow he wants to have the situation under control.  

	I am very grateful for your concern, but rest assured that my first child will be my husband's. That is still clear to me." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Flower, my wish is that your husband gets you pregnant and you have a child together, which will be a symbol of your love and something that unites you, beyond what your heart makes you feel at every moment. 

	However, if it turns out -and it is still too early, too early for that- that Javier has fertility problems, I think -in my very personal opinion- that you should not opt for fertility treatment: Your son would have a high probability of inheriting that from your husband and I think you would be doing him a disservice. I think that in that situation -and I insist, this is just a personal reflection of mine and I don't intend to be a lecturer- you should try it with your Master. I have no idea how you could do it so that Javier would accept it -and you probably won't even be in that situation-, but in my opinion it would be the right thing to do. After all, having another man's child is not much different from adopting one or going to a sperm bank. 

	But I insist, I wish you don't get to that situation and that Javier gets you pregnant soon." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I sat up and sat on him. His cock wasn't quite hard, but it would do. Carefully, I had slipped it into my pussy and descended on it. Slowly, unhurriedly so that he could enjoy himself to the fullest, I began to ride him. Alan still had the leash in his hand and took the opportunity to tug on it enthusiastically from time to time. I leaned over him and helped his other hand reach my breast. It occurred to me to tell him that his son had bought them for me, but that probably and he knew that. Alan managed to squeeze my nipple between his fingers and played with it. 

	-You can squeeze if you want," I assured him. I'm yours. -He knew this, too, I'm sure. 

	Alan squeezed with surprising force. A familiar current ran through my body. {See, this is the conditioning of Pavlov's dog. Or maybe I should say Gerardo's little dog. Gerardo has made you associate pleasure with the painful stimulation of our nipples. But what am I going to tell you that you don't already know? Ow! Uhh!} 

	-You're going to make me come if you keep this up," I confessed to Alan. I saw in him not the decrepit man he was, but the magnificent man he had been. His body was in decline, but his genetic code was still the same as the one he was born with. 

	My boss's father took my words with enthusiasm and, although he barely managed to move his hips, he tried to pump under me. 

	-Are you going to cum? Come inside me! -I encouraged him, "Come with me! I want both of us to cum at the same time. 

	It was true: I wanted us to cum together. For some reason, it seemed important to me that this was the case. Female orgasm has nothing to do with ovulation, at least not in the human species, although it does in other species. But somehow simultaneous orgasm was analogous to the fertilization of the egg by the sperm. Alan increased the pace at which he tugged on my leash. I tried to match my arousal to his to synchronize our orgasms. Alan tensed up and cum first. We had done it without a condom and his cum, tired, maybe even limp, but maybe still alive, flooded me. I felt his warm cum crashing into my uterus. Naturally, I didn't feel it physically. But in foreplay with Gerardo, my boss had conditioned me to feel it in my mind. I had bowed to his wishes and had allowed my boss to mold that part of my mind. I had come to long for that moment when his father would cum inside me, unimpeded. It never ceased to amaze - and frighten me - the plasticity of my mind, but it was a beautiful thing that I was enjoying very much. A few seconds later, with the help of my hand, I cum too. My uterus twitched spasmodically, perhaps trying to facilitate the entry of his semen into any woman's sancta sanctorum. I collapsed on top of him, but being careful not to put pressure on his weakened body, resting my weight on my knees and forearms. Alan patted my arms with his hands. He was satisfied and I... I was happy. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	rozkolorabluo: 

	"You are never enough for me, I always want more, what can I say, I have a sweet tooth!!!! 

	To hell with the rules and conventions that keep telling you that a woman can't express all her desires. That a woman has to be demure? I'm not. Obedient? I'm not submissive. Shouldn't she show her interest (at least not too much) in sex? HAHA!!!!! And having said that, I am writing these lines and if you feel annoyed... I am very sorry, but... you put up with it!!! !!!! 

	Because every time I imagine your naked body in front of mine, my pulse races and I want to caress your package, feel it and take out that treasure you have between your legs, to lick it and put it in my mouth. Knowing that your cock gets hard almost immediately makes me smile with satisfaction. 

	I'm undressing you, sometimes slowly and sometimes in a hurry, how I love to see you like this, you standing with your defiant penis and me sitting down, enjoying what I'm looking at! And now it's my turn and I undress... (and if you could see me now... you know... as I write these lines I feel how I'm getting wet). 

	And although I love to eat your pussy, I also like to order you to "eat my pussy" and that you do it without delay and take your time. Besides, you know me, I enjoy so much imagining our image reflected in a mirror... it's like watching porn made just for us. 

	You already know all this, but it's about time you got to know more about me. 

	I'm not a little flower of the forest, sometimes I can be a refreshing breeze and sometimes a hurricane. Do you think I'm not burning with desire to subdue you? To embrace you from behind and start whispering words that make you lose your senses? To gently bite your neck? To grab your buttocks? And pull them to me! I want to possess you... I want to do it... and above all, I want you to abandon yourself to me, to lose control and give it to me... ...... 

	I want to teach you and at the same time learn...Call me perverse, call me whatever you want, maybe I'll let you do it...or maybe I won't...it depends......." 

	  

	The author was, along with her husband, a follower of my blog. She had bought my book and even left a review on Amazon, with a picture of the book on her lap (Thank you!). She was a hot wife and her husband a cuckold and as with any couple, her version was particular and unique. Her husband had thanked me for saving their marriage because of my blog, for enabling them to understand certain things about themselves. But how had I been able to help them understand themselves, if I didn't understand myself? And if my marriage, again, is about to explode.  

	Daniel had once disowned me, but we had reconciled. This time, I had warned him ahead of time what I was going to do and, although disgusted, he had accepted. However, I had not told him the whole truth. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Are you leaving? -asked Gerardo. 

	-Yes, I must. I have something important to do with Daniel. 

	Gerardo usually didn't want to know about such things, but on this occasion he put on a little smile and let me go. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Message from Gerardo (English practice, for me to translate): 

	"Be who you are and say how you feel, 

	because those who are bothered by it don't matter, 

	And those who care, it doesn't bother them." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I came home embarrassed and excited about what I had done. I had passed Gerardo's test, but now I had to face the test of looking my husband in the eyes. And the possible consequences. That was the hardest part [Don't distract attention, the real test is on Daniel and you know it! My husband opened the door as soon as he saw me arrive with the car and hugged me. 

	-Did you do it? -he asked me in a low voice. 

	-What do you think? -I answered, trying to put on a smile. 

	Daniel kissed my forehead and pressed me against his chest. It felt good to be back home. It felt good to feel the strong muscles of my husband's arms and his protective embrace. My husband pressed my head against his chest and I could hear his heart beating steadily, though perhaps a little faster than usual. Boom, boom, boom...one beat after another, steady, relentless, predictable. Home. 

	-Do you want me to tell you? -I asked. 

	Daniel made an unconvinced face. I couldn't blame him because he wasn't thrilled to hear that story. Nevertheless, he would hear it from my mouth. I would hear it and I would listen to it. Experiences had to be shared; that was essential. If I could do it, he could hear it. If I had been able to get off on it, he would... [Oh, really? And when are you going to tell him... the other thing? Or are you going to keep it to yourself until you can't keep it to yourself anymore?] I took my husband by the hand and pulled him upstairs to the bedroom floor. 

	-Get undressed! -I ordered her, lying on the bed. 

	Daniel obeyed without hesitation. 

	-Not the panties. Not yet. I like the way they fit. I like them better now than before, without so much hair. 

	I climbed over the bed towards him, up to the headboard. Why can't men wear panties? Lingerie doesn't look bad on them. At least my husband didn't look bad. I ran my index finger over his pink panties, stroking over them his cock, or rather the chastity device that contained it. The worst thing about the device was that it didn't make it so easy to see the degree of arousal. I pulled down my husband's panties, but without taking them off. I only pulled down the front and pulled his cock and balls out. Pink definitely looked good on my husband. Lidia had got the color right. I ran my index finger over the stock, as if I were actually stroking my husband's sex. Daniel obviously felt nothing. I continued the stroke of my finger down to his unprotected little balls. Daniel shuddered. 

	-Do they hurt? -I asked. 

	My husband had been caged for three weeks, about the time since he had decided to accept Gerardo's challenge. Or so I thought. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Now you talk about making love with Gerardo, while with your husband you talk about having (or not having) penetrative sex. Until recently you talked about having sex with Gerardo and that you made love with your husband. It is curious how the unconscious manifests itself." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yeah, it's funny, where's the edit button, when you need it...?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I nodded. 

	-A little," I confirmed. Actually, my little balls hurt a lot. But I couldn't tell my wife that. She would be surprised and wonder why they hurt so much. 

	The problem was not the three weeks in prison that, theoretically, I had been in. Gema had wanted to keep me aroused as much as possible, to allow her obscenity with Gerardo. That is, with her father. More than allowing, tolerating. The reason for my sore balls was that my imprisonment had not been continuous, but that Gema had released me from time to time to excite me and play with my little cock, only to cage me again, without allowing me to cum. I wasn't sure that a truly sadistic side wasn't awakening in my wife and that she was doing it not only to keep me aroused, but also to cause me pain. "The clamp overrides your sensations too much and that's not good either," she had told me. Of course, I was frustrated at being brought to the brink of orgasm, without permission to cum, only to be caged next again. "What are you complaining about?", Gemma had asked me coldly. "It's what you used to do, when you were compulsively pounding away at it like a baboon." And it was true that I liked to masturbate. If I had the chance, I did it to excess. I admit it. I used to do exactly that: bring myself to the brink of orgasm, stop until my excitement subsided and start all over again. Gema had always thought it was wrong for me to do that. She considered it disrespectful to her, my wife, and bad for life as a couple. And she was right. The clamp had improved a lot of things in that sense. We both knew it. And we had Lidia to thank for it. To her and probably also to Gerardo, who surely in one way or another was behind it all. We had played the chastity device game before, albeit inconsistently. Now, although Gemma had one of the two keys, the clamp was Lidia's and somehow that conditioned us to be more consistent and reduce my orgasms. My orgasms and my compulsive masturbation. But the real reason for my sore güevitos (more than güevitos they were güevones, because they were swollen) was that I had spent the night with Lidia. She had taken off my chastity device and played with me. Fortunately, she hadn't let me cum, although I had almost lost control and it had happened accidentally. I say fortunately, because I considered that cumming with her would have been cheating on my wife. Of course, she would consider it infidelity to have played with her (and she with me), even if I had not cum and even if there had been no penetrative sex. For that, I deserved that pain in the ass. It was my penance. 

	-You can cum inside if you want, but you know what you have to do next," my wife warned me. 

	I made a happy face after the first half of the sentence and a sour face after the second half. When I was hot I could do anything (and I was very hot at the time, despite the disgust I felt at the thought of what my wife had done). But when I was cold I still had a hard time. 

	-Don't make that face. You're supposed to like it," she lectured me. Or do you think I behave like that with Gerardo? You should improve that, put more enthusiasm. Copy me. 

	I couldn't help a grimace of disgust at the thought that she had enthusiastically slept with a truly old man. Cadaverous. 

	-Yes, ma'am," I answered laconically. 

	Gema had the key to the trap in her hand, but stopped. 

	-That doesn't work for me. You can do better than that. Do you want me to tell you how it was with his father? 

	I hesitated. I really didn't want to know. If it was a porn movie, I'd never watch it. Yuck! But it was my wife. I ended up nodding. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your disturbing and also a bit ruthless proposal, considering Flor getting pregnant, makes me wonder if Daniel is the biological father of your daughter Victoria. Is he? Forgive my frankness." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, yes it is. I have never been unfaithful to him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't you think that in the path that you and Daniel have started, you run a high risk of no longer considering your husband a real man, of losing respect for him as a person and as a husband? If you get used to seeing him humiliated and relegated to a secondary role by the man who currently meets all your needs, doesn't it make him more and more insignificant to you, that you need him less and less in your life? I'm not saying that you love him less, simply that he ceases to be an essential part of you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What is a REAL man to you?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I understand that Daniel is disgusted that you fuck Gerardo's nephew, not because of the fact itself, but because you do it for Gerardo. Until Gerardo came into your life, you did this for Daniel and today you do it for The Other. It must be very painful for Daniel. That's why I don't believe what you say about your husband supporting you in this. He has no choice but to put up with it, but it is impossible for him to support you. Also, the phrase "make me proud of my wife" doesn't make sense in this context. Proud to fuck a child?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Nephew? Did you get the impression at the beginning of the story that it would be the nephew I would have to fuck? Gee, I'm sorry I created that impression with my limited literary arts. 

	You're right, in this case Daniel had no choice but to accept it. But it's not up to him to decide who I sleep with. He gave me that freedom and now I'm not willing to give it back to him. So, if you think my husband felt humiliated because he knew I was only doing it for Gerardo, imagine how he really felt, now that you know it wasn't the nephew, but the father. 

	That humiliation has actually been a welcome humbling. Sometimes my husband's rebellious side comes out. That side doesn't suit him at all and doesn't make him happy, but I guess testosterone makes him behave that way sometimes. The chosen path is one of submission: mine to Gerardo and his to me. It's something we've talked about and agreed to do, so his occasional rebellions are misplaced. Knowing what he was going to do has served to remind him of his position and his commitment and it has been for the best. It's my decision who I sleep with and it's my decision if I want someone else to make that decision for me. 

	It may seem cruel to you, but it's not. The more submissive my husband is, the better he feels, even if sometimes it's hard for him to fully assume that role. Giving in to his rebelliousness would be counterproductive. We both know that, deep down, what he wants is for me not to give in, but to bring him into line. And when it comes to bringing him into line, some things are harder for me than others. Bringing out my dominant side, for example, costs me more. Acting submissive and obeying one of my boss's orders, behaving like a real whore, strangely enough, costs me less." 

	  

	"That freedom he gave me and now I'm not willing to give it back to him." Just like Gerardo. I had given that freedom of mine to him and he was now unwilling to give it back to me. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello. Can you please explain why you seem to have so much hesitation getting intimate with Alan?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Err... because he is old, like really old! (It was Gerardo's father, not his nephew. They have the same name)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When you fucked the decrepit old man, what day of the week was it, Saturday or Sunday?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why are you asking me that, who are you?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Regarding today's story, Daniel has serious reasons to be worried. Perhaps the instant you relate is the first time he has realized that you are no longer his, that he is no longer the one who inspires your life, that it is someone else who has slipped into your mind and soul (and even into your heart) to turn it around and make you a new, different woman, capable of many things, but also of doing without him, of living without him. If Daniel doesn't react, Gerardo will finally succeed in taking you away from him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That I would hypothetically be able to live without him does not mean that I would want to. Who loves more: the person who cannot live without the other or the person who, being able to choose, chooses him?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Is it hot or is it me? It's you...it's your menopause." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I still have quite a few years left in me for that. I'm still fertile." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Do you want me to tell you how I felt, or would you rather I focus on what we did? 

	Daniel waited a couple of seconds before answering. 

	-Tell me what you felt," he finally said. 

	I frowned. 

	-I beg your pardon? 

	Daniel cleared his throat and looked down. 

	-Please tell me what you felt. 

	-Better, but not enough. I think I've taught you better than that, haven't I? 

	Daniel nodded, still looking down at the floor. It was clear that he was embarrassed to acknowledge certain desires of his. I wasn't forcing him to do anything, just not to be embarrassed about it. Unconsciously, I placed one hand on top of the other, on top of my belly. 

	-Please tell me what you felt. I want to make love to you and cum while you tell me. And I want to..." My husband sighed... "I want to clean you afterwards.  

	-See? That wasn't so hard, was it? And now, tell me again, but this time, looking me in the eyes. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In your publication yesterday you tell that when asked if you would do it, you answer Gerardo that you would do anything for him. "I WILL!" you went so far as to exclaim. If Gerardo asks you to leave your husband, will he do it too? Daniel is more 'whatever' than anything else." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'd do anything for you. Anything!" Really ANYTHING? It's more of an expression, don't you think? ANYTHING is never anything. Leave my husband? Why would Gerard want that? I think he already gets what he wants. He gets the good without any of the bad. Still, if he'll try... You know what a shot across the bow is? Well, that." 

	  

	[But what a shot in the back that the old man has put through your "culeta"!] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I released my husband from the chastity device, but kept his panties on, with the front part below his little eggs. 

	-All right. Undress me," I ordered. 

	Daniel began to slowly remove my clothes. His cock, now freed from its prison, quickly swelled and pointed to the ceiling. Daniel continued to undress me piece by piece. With each garment he removed, he went to the corner, folded it and placed it on the chair. The last item was my panties. My husband tugged them down, but stopped for a moment before taking them off completely. The remains of Gerardo's father's cum were on them. 

	-I know. For an old man, he's got a powerful cumshot, doesn't he? It flooded my pussy. It must have been a long time since he'd cum. -Suddenly, I realized it hadn't been such a good idea. What if he really got me pregnant? How old had Papuchi, Julio Iglesias' father, impregnated his mistress? How are you doing? Are you going to flood me too? Are you going to claim your wife? -I asked him, while caressing his dick. 

	-I love you," Daniel replied. 

	His words were a pang in my heart, worse than if he had told me he hated me. Oh God! What have I done? What have I done to him? 

	-I know, and I know you. Come inside me! Make me yours again," I said in a hoarse voice. 

	Daniel interpreted my hoarseness as a sign of arousal and removed my panties; he threw them on the floor, instead of placing them on the chair. He then pounced on me, pushing me backwards onto the bed. His lips sought mine and found them. I spread my legs, offering myself to him. His cock took a while to find the hole, almost as if he had lost practice, but finally he got it and slid inside me. Papuchi's cum served as a lubricant. 

	-Do you feel how easy it goes in? Do you feel how lubricated I am? I'm horny. It's not just Alan's semen. You know I'm always horny, when I come back in your arms with someone else's semen. Fuck me! Make love to me! 

	My husband's breathing quickened. 

	-You will always be the last. But the last is the best, the most important, right? 

	However, Daniel's semen could not compete with that of old Alan. It would only compete fictionally, not in reality. 

	-Yes. 

	I began to tell him what I had done with Alan, how I had bathed him, how I had gotten into the bathtub with him in the lingerie.... 

	-I don't know how Gerardo did it, but at the time, I really wanted to do it with his father," I confessed to my husband. However, I left out the fact that my boss had even made me want to get pregnant with his father. Gerardo... has expanded my mind, he has taught me to enjoy things I could never have imagined. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I totally disagree with the advice you gave Flor. Getting pregnant by her Master would be the worst thing she could do. It would be the greatest betrayal of all possible to Javier. How can you advise Flor to do this? It would destroy Javier if he found this out! And such things will come to the surface. If Javier can't get Flor pregnant, they should go to the sperm bank. An unknown "third party" would be much better. Your Master should have absolutely nothing to do with this!!!, in my opinion." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I understand that my opinion on the matter has caused controversy. I don't think it was a simple decision that I could make without deep meditation. And I am sure that, in any case, it is a hypothetical scenario, which will probably not come true. The impact on Javier would not be easy, of course. But a woman has the right to choose the father of her children; why would she choose a stranger, with a physique and a mind that she might not like (everything is inherited), when she could choose a donor she knows and admires? Javier would find it hard to accept it, and rightly so, since it would not be risk-free, but in this hypothetical scenario, if he were brave and analyzed it coldly, leaving behind his misguided virile pride, he would come to the conclusion that it would be the best decision for her." 

	  

	The mind is a wonderful thing and the chemistry that governs it is enigmatic. With the right chemistry, you can convince yourself of the impossible. How had Gerardo achieved that with me, with no drugs other than tobacco and alcohol? {Sex is a drug and strong sex is even more so}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-To enjoy and desire them," my husband said in a hoarse voice. 

	-Yes, to desire them," I admitted. I wanted it not only to satisfy Gerardo, but I really wanted to give pleasure to this man. I wanted to give it to him and I wanted him to give it to me. -I wanted him to give me a baby, but I can't tell you that. You understand me, don't you? 

	-Yes, love. I think so. 

	No, I don't think you understand me. [Impossible for me to understand you, I don't understand you either]. {Time is running out. Tick-tock, tick-tock. It's our right, as a woman}. 

	-You tell me that, when you feel very submissive, you feel small, very small and that makes you feel good. 

	-Yes, sometimes I feel so small, I would like to be inside your womb, like an embryo.  

	I tried to hide my shock at hearing that word. Daniel looked at me quizzically, but continued talking: 

	-I feel an enormous love for you. I always feel it, but in those moments it is stronger. -Daniel continued to move his hips, although with very small movements, as if he was trying not to get overexcited all at once. 

	-With Gerardo it is similar and different," I agreed. When I feel very submissive with him, especially after he has disciplined me, I feel welcomed in his comforting and reconciling embrace. It's a strong feeling at those times, but I don't feel love. I only feel that with you. But what fascinates me most is not that. It is how you have managed to guide my desire and transform it. How you have made me desire Lidia at times. And how he's made me really want her father. You know, at first, when he told me about it, I was terrified. I thought it was beyond me, that it was disgusting. But in the end, I got horny doing it. I wanted to do it. Not for him, but for me. I felt... incredibly dirty and free doing it. I think I'm becoming a no-holds-barred slut. Do you still want me like this? 

	Daniel wheezed. 

	-I love you. I always will. And not in spite of it. Nor thanks to it. I love you just the same. Though perhaps I admire and desire you more for it. 

	I had an incredible husband. Daniel was even able to forgive me, to carry on with me and help raise the child I might be carrying in my womb. 

	-My love! Fuck your wife. Make me come again! 

	-Did you cum with him? -asked Daniel, half in disbelief, between gasps. 

	-Oh, yes, I did. Yes, I did! We came almost at the same time. 

	Daniel gasped and slowed his movements even more, trying to control himself. If he didn't, he was going to last less than the old man. 

	-Gerardo put the collar and the leash on me. And I put the leash in his father's hand. Alan was pulling on it," I told him excitedly. It was as if instead of being Gerardo's birthday it was his father's. And I was his present! -I told my husband. I told him it was his," I added quietly, a little embarrassed after the fact, because I had said it not to Gerardo, which was normal, but to his father. I hadn't said it to the old man, but to the old man's old man. It was what turned me on, to feel that I was his, to be his gift, his whore, his unconditional slave. -And the mother of his son, Gerardo's brother. 

	Daniel stopped in his tracks. His body tensed. He held on for several seconds, motionless, until he suddenly began to moan and twitch loudly. 

	-Yes, come on, love! Come inside me! Fill me! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"With the multiple and constant physical humiliations Daniel receives from you and Gerardo, it is very strange that he always accepts everything willingly, without ever rebelling. Has Daniel ever refused to be tied up, blindfolded or handcuffed to the bed? Has he ever flat out refused to do anything you Gerardo ordered him to do and stood up to you? Has he ever stood you up and walked away, because something Gerardo does to you he didn't like at all? Can you tell something like that?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"At Gerardo's house he has always been well behaved and has accepted everything. You may see it as pure humiliation, but it's part of the game he wants to play. Maybe he doesn't want to play it exactly like that, but a submissive can't pretend to determine exactly how things have to develop; that's not his role. At home he does rebel from time to time. Not after the fact, because he didn't like the session with Gerardo, but in small everyday things where he still finds it difficult to behave submissively and more gently. Sometimes it's not clear to me if this is a genuine act of rebellion or if he does it to challenge me, secretly wanting me to pull him into line." 

	  

	florsumisa (with a photo of a naked girl, wearing a necklace, at night, in a park): 

	"Evening walk in the park." 

	 

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You too?" 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Yes girl, yes. There's a park near her house that at night is very uncrowded, practically deserted, and there she takes me out for a walk and to relieve my bladder, like a real pet." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And someone didn't believe my story..." 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gemma, the more I learn about you, I can assure you that Daniel is a happy cuckold. I love the way you are in total control of him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think so. Thanks!" 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Good morning, Gema. Please don't feel bad about any negative comments here. Rest assured that many people follow your blog with enthusiasm. And many are grateful that you are sharing your adventures with us." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your kind comment. I don't feel bad about what people may say here. When I decided to write a blog, I made it a point not to get pissed off about anything they might say. Here, it's the other me, the virtual me, and nothing said here can really hurt me. That's how I set out to see it, by separating the flesh-and-blood Gemma from the virtual Gemma, with a kind of firewall that, while connecting the two, protects the inner one." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel ran, roaring like a lion. The cum was long. He had plenty of cum built up, ready to ejaculate. However, it had only lasted a few minutes. I didn't hold it against him and I had liked it just the same, even though I hadn't been able to cum with him. After weeks of being caged, my husband was easily overexcited and in an oversight he would lose control and cum. This was especially true if I told him about my adventures. More than the details of the action, he was excited to know how I felt. He seemed to be living it through me. It turned me on to see how, because of my adventures, he barely held out and came early. Daniel had lasted less, much less than old Alan. 

	-I would like you to want to want what I want. I mean that ability I have now to think about something and desire it, even if at first I recoil from it. It's... an incredible feeling," I said to my husband, after a while of rest in which he was still lying on top of me, with his cock still in my vagina, still pulsing, though less and less frequently. 

	-I am not you," my husband reminded me. 

	-I know, love. But I'd still like to. Then you'd really know what it's like for me. But there were things that he - no matter how much he wore panties, no matter how much he stopped focusing on his glans, no matter how much he came to embrace his feminine side and enjoy anal sex - as a man, he could never get to experience. 

	-And I would like that too. But we are different. I don't think I could ever break free like you. I sincerely admire you for that. You are very big. 

	-Well, maybe I'll get to train you," I anticipated. I've learned things... 

	-Maybe... but I'm not you," he reminded me again. I could never live like that, with that freedom. I'm afraid I'll always be too ashamed.  

	-Well, that's not bad either," I replied, after a few seconds' thought. That's what I can work with. I think that shame is what really turns you on. Is it? Is that your key? Hmm? 

	-Mmm," replied Daniel. 

	-I thought so," I said. I thought so," I said. I avoided asking him, even if only half jokingly, how it would feel if my tummy started to grow. And now, be a good husband and give me a good orgasm, you haven't made me come yet and that old man has. You know how I want you to do it. And get me nice and clean. -You don't want me to get pregnant. I plucked up my courage, "You don't want me to get pregnant, do you? -I finally dared to say. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Could you tell us how, when you and Gerardo are alone together, you make fun of your cuckold of a husband? What humiliating and vexatious things do you say about him? How does Gerardo laugh at him and ridicule him for his lack of manhood?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Nothing like that. Gerardo prefers not to talk about him. He tolerates him, because he knows he is an intrinsic part of me, but he doesn't particularly like his presence (although, over time, he has gotten used to it and could never be said to dislike it either). If we talk about him it's because I bring it up, because I want Gerardo to do something about him (get him more involved, etc.). But we never make fun of him or anything similar. Nor do we, nor do I get the impression that Gerardo despises him. My husband (and his philia) is for Gerardo something that suits him very well and of which he takes advantage. It is something incomprehensible to him, unacceptable perhaps in his case, but nothing more." 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Reading your story yesterday, I felt very sorry for Daniel, when he says to you, "He doesn't deserve you. You know that, don't you?" There is so much bitterness and sadness behind this sentence. Then I imagined him all night or weekend alone, knowing everything you were doing for and to the other guy and my heart broke. Daniel doesn't deserve that, to feel like shit because of you. I do think you and Gerardo deserve each other. You're the one who doesn't deserve the husband you have." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Of that I have no doubt, that Daniel is worth far more than I deserve. My husband is a unique person." 

	  

	I know. I'm a horrible person, a junkie. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I reluctantly went down. That was always the hardest part, cleaning her after I had cum, doing it when my libido had plummeted. Strangely, her words about a hypothetical pregnancy spurred me on. It's impossible. It's impossible, she's on the pill. I didn't know whether alarmed or aroused, I reached down and stuck my tongue into her dirty pussy. Gema pushed my head with her hands to help me. I didn't need any physical help, but I did need mental help. That was something in which we were different. She did everything with passion, with lust, even if she was a little embarrassed afterwards, but in the moment she wanted it. She didn't need anyone to push her. I, however, felt that shame constantly. I would have worried if I didn't feel it. In fact, that was what was getting to me. I had a feeling that my rampaging wife was also turned on by me feeling that shame. Nevertheless, she did and should feel shame. She wouldn't want a husband who would unabashedly jump in and clean her of another man's semen. She would rather think I needed that little push from him. And it's actually good for me. I need her to feel that I'm doing it for her, not for me. And actually, part of it is. {Are you really into that kind of self-deception?} Yes, my little voice, I really do. Because, even if it was ninety percent self-deception, there was ten percent that wasn't. I'll settle for that. {Ah, now I get it! That's why it's so hard for you to take yourself forward and expand your horizons. It's because you want to keep that ten percent and you're afraid it might disappear altogether. I already knew that}. Amen. Let's not give away any more clues, we've already revealed too much. I cleaned my wife well, to prevent her from getting pregnant, as she had joked to stimulate me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good evening, Gema. I could recommend you something else, however, as no two Hotwives are alike, no two cuckolds are alike. For my part, I give my cuckold-submissive what he needs: lots of mental sex and little physical. I usually let him off every three to four weeks, depending on how he behaves. It usually doesn't coincide with the orgasm itself, those are usually quick, to keep him from recreating himself. However, when I release him, he knows that week he has free sex, but on one condition: he can't ejaculate... otherwise, punishment." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Interesting. Thanks for sharing your experiences." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you think Daniel has a limit, in terms of the humiliations he can endure, or do you think you're going to be able to humiliate him endlessly and continuously? And if Daniel were to reach that limit, what do you think would happen in your lives and in your relationship?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think he is still far from reaching his limit and fulfilling his innermost fantasies, the ones he hasn't even told me about. Maybe, if we reach the limit, we'll have to back off next, but we're not there yet. When she screams loudly, I'll know it will have really hurt her." 

	  

	And then it will be too late. 

	


Chapter XXXXXXIV – The Pharoah's Work 

	  

	"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 

	Behold my works, ye mighty, and despair!" - Percy Bysshe Shelley 

	  

	  

	It was a rainy and windy day. In spite of it and in spite of their clashes, two friends had met, once again. 

	-With your father? -asked Manolo incredulously. 

	-Does he miss you? 

	-I don't miss anything anymore. 

	-You don't believe it? -Gerardo insisted on the subject, "Do you want to see it? 

	-Did you take pictures of... that? -Despite the whiskey, Manolo was pale. 

	-Obviously," answered Gerardo, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Shall I show them to you? 

	-No!" exclaimed Manolo with a disgusted face. He shielded himself with his hand, as if the mere mention of those photos could somehow affect him. 

	The two friends had had their disagreements about the morality and ethics of Gerardo's actions. They still had, but they had decided to be loyal to their long history of friendship and not throw it away so easily. No woman deserved that and Gema was no exception. Their friendship should be above all else, even if they continued to disagree. Manolo and Gerardo had agreed that the former had to accept that the latter would continue to act that way and the latter, that is Gerardo, in return, had to tolerate the comments and attacks of the former. 

	-Did you have to pressure her to publish her photos? -Gerardo asked, after recovering from the shock. 

	-No," Gerardo replied, "It has not been necessary. Although, as she says, that's a sword of Damocles hanging over her head. She likes to feel the sword over her head. You can't even imagine how horny she gets when I mention it to her! -It was a good idea to take advantage of the moment to get her to sign the contract. It's legal, isn't it? -asked Gerardo. For a moment he had been overcome by fears. He had long-term plans regarding Gema's image rights contract. 

	-Yes, yes, don't worry," answered the notary. Perfectly legal. I already told you. -Manolo could not suppress a frown. He had not liked to take advantage of Gema's moment of weakness and, even though he had participated, he still did not approve of it. 

	I thought you'd want a son, not a half-brother. Don't you think that's... strange? 

	-Sick, you mean? -Gerard shrugged his shoulders. Why should he abide by the rules of Humanity? Then he recited a sonnet: 

	"I met a traveler from an ancient land. 

	who said: "two enormous, stony legs, without their trunk 

	stand in the desert. Next to them, in the sand, 

	half-sunken, lies a shattered face, whose frowns are 

	and grimace in the mouth, and disdain of cold dominion, 

	that their sculptor understood these passions well. 

	which still survive, engraved on these inert objects, 

	to the hands that carved them and to the heart that nourished them. 

	And on the pedestal are these words: 

	'My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 

	Behold my works, ye mighty ones, and despair!' 

	Nothing is left beside it. Around the decadence 

	of these colossal ruins, infinite and naked, infinite and naked 

	the lonely, flat sands stretch out in the distance"". 

	-Now you think you are Ramses II? -asked Manolo, half amused and half astonished. Sometimes he wondered if his friend had not completely lost the North. 

	-I do not intend to marry my daughter Nefertari," Gerard replied. He shook his head, saddened. His friend had not understood him, but he didn't want to give him any more clues. It was better that he didn't. Percy Bysshe Shelley's sonnet was not about the greatness of the great pharaoh, but about the ephemerality of all works, great or small. My son, my brother, what's the difference? -he muttered, gazing into the distant infinite, which seemed nearer and nearer to him. Life is life and only life endures. Life and memory," he added, "and sometimes not even that. 

	Manolo arched his eyebrows. He did not understand his friend. 

	-But why not your son? Why your father? -he insisted. 

	Gerardo shrugged his shoulders. 

	-He doesn't want a son of mine," she answered after a long silence. Under the circumstances, it was the shortest way. 

	Manolo's brow furrowed. Something was going on, but he couldn't quite catch it in his mind. It must be something very elusive or something unthinkable. 

	-What about the little vixen? -he asked, bringing his thoughts to something simpler and more tangible. 

	-Vicky or Lidia? -Gerardo asked mischievously. His eyes twinkled. "Like father, like son, he thought. He had put away his melancholy. 

	-Lidia! -Manolo exclaimed vehemently. The mere idea of involving that woman's young daughter made him nauseous. How could his friend joke about that? 

	-Ah! You didn't need to intervene. I keep that bullet in the chamber. 

	Gerardo, and therefore Manolo, knew that Daniel had gone to visit young Lidia, during the birthday party. They knew because Lidia had promptly informed Gerardo about it. It was a trump card that Gerardo had reserved to get Gema to do what he wanted and lie with her father. The contract for the transfer of her image -that is, the power to use her photos and videos to pressure her- was an atomic bomb: it was a strategic weapon that could be used only once and, if it was used, it would end in disaster. It was a deterrent weapon, but only as long as it was not used. Of course, one had to maintain the appearance - true or false - of being willing to use such a weapon. Lydia, however, was a much more tactical and surgical weapon. If Gema knew of her husband's betrayal, it was likely that, in a fit of jealousy and rage, she would do anything to take revenge. That was a cartridge that Gerardo still had at his disposal. 

	-But why your father? -insisted Manolo. He didn't quite understand why that was enough for Gerardo, just as he didn't understand the work his friend was building. He had not yet realized the true dimension of what Gerardo was up to. What if she doesn't get pregnant by him? The chances are minimal. You know that. 

	Gerardo smiled. Evidently the odds were slim. His elderly father's fertility was questionable. He could have done a semen analysis beforehand, but that would only have complicated and postponed things. Whatever God wanted to happen would happen. Gerard was not a believer. He had ceased to be one, after life's trials and tribulations and after acquiring a certain level of wisdom. Even so, he told himself that more and more often. Evidently, he was not going to leave it in God's hands. If anything, he would have to leave it in the devil's hands. "God doesn't play dice!", Einstein had exclaimed. Gerard did not know whether God existed or whether God, if he did, liked games of chance. However, he was sure that the devil did exist, in one form or another, and that he loved dice and roulette. Thanks to the low probability of actually getting pregnant, he had managed to convince Gema to take with him every day that active carbon ice cream that supposedly could absorb and neutralize the active ingredient of the contraceptive pill. It wasn't clear that that would actually work, just as it wasn't clear that her father's old sperm could find swim through the cervix, cross the uterus, find and reach the ovum... if there was one. It was a game of chance with slim odds. But he had managed to convince her thanks to that. And he had managed to excite her thanks to the fact that he had detected that her reproductive instinct was not yet fully satisfied. The vision of getting pregnant again terrified Gemma almost as much as it excited her. Almost... It wasn't Gema's fault. Gerard knew that the reproductive instinct is very strong. He knew it, because he himself felt it, although, in his case, it was not only about bequeathing his genes -or his father's, largely identical to his own-, but about leaving a legacy to someone significant. 

	-The water does not sculpt the rock by being harder than it is, but by insisting," commented Gerardo. 

	-Ah," exclaimed Manolo, thinking he had finally understood him, "you think you've opened the melon with that! 

	Gerardo nodded, although he mentally shook his head. Yes, Manolo had been right, but only partially. It wasn't just that, but so as not to worry his friend, he left it at that. His mind, however, was again lost in infinity. He always thought the moves with several levels of depth. Whether he would end up succeeding in this game of his was another matter. Neither Gem nor he had as much time as water and Gem, despite having turned out to be soft as plasticine for some things, could end up being too hard a rock. But if it was easy, it wouldn't be fun. She shook her head finally, but Manolo could no longer guess why she was doing it. "It's like a reed that bends; even the strongest wind might not be able to pull it out from where it is," he told the devil. But he was not Faust, and the devil did not answer him. Why should he, if in the end the devil always ends up winning, one way or another, just like the bank. If not three souls, it would be two, and if not one. At least one was already assured. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you think you are strong and intelligent enough to prevent Gerardo from manipulating you to the point that he intends to change your mind? All his games are aimed at altering your perception of reality, to change your order of values and that in a few years he will be your only reference and priority. Do you think you can resist that? In that kind of mental manipulation, your husband will not be able to help you, because he does not perceive it. Only you can feel it and try to defend yourself, if you want to of course." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's a good question. And I'm sorry that I don't have a clear answer for you. I honestly don't. What you say is absolutely true. Your ambition is to change my mind. Isn't that what all dominants want, shamelessly? Isn't that what all submissives hope for, secretly? 

	But it is true that, in Gerardo's case, that interest motivates him more than the sex itself. Again, I don't know what will happen; I guess there is only one way to find out. I don't know how far he wants to take me and I don't know how far I'm willing to go. What I do know is that I want to get to know myself better, even if it means taking some risks. Alone I would not dare to do it, but I have in my husband an anchor that gives me strength and holds me. It is true that Gerardo can alter my mind, but what I am sure I would fail of, if I tried, would be to change my heart." 

	  

	With a picture of a girl wearing a collar, in a posture and expression that imitates an obedient dog, sitting on her hindquarters and with her forequarters in the air and with her tongue out. Ah, and with a dildo in her pussy, attached to a kind of drinking trough. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say you don't know if Gerardo will be able to change your mind but you are willing to risk it. However, you say you are sure he won't change your heart. How can you be sure of that? Feelings change when your perception of reality changes. Rest assured, if Gerardo changes your mind, your feelings will change too. What used to mean a lot to you will no longer matter. The risk is the same for the mind as it is for the heart, but it may be worth it to you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I understand what you say. But I reaffirm my previous answer, because the heart is anchored, while the mind is free to float and the body free to enjoy." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that you would not dare to go alone where Gerardo wants to take you and that your husband is your anchor that holds you. But your husband is a mere spectator, sometimes not even that. He cannot counteract Gerardo's power, he is no longer a reference point for you. He has neither the strength nor the character to pull you out of the parallel reality Gerardo is creating for you. Once Gerardo has completely taken over your mind, your husband will be just a shadow in your life and no one can hold on to a shadow and not fall." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't quite understand why you consider both my husband and me so weak in character, just for daring to experiment with our sexuality." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Honestly, I think you are wrong. The more you advance in your relationship with Gerardo and the more conditioned you are by him, the more your feelings towards your husband and other people you love will change. There are no anchors in that: feelings change every day according to what we experience. Time will tell. It's something you'll see in a few years. The bad thing, or maybe the good thing, is that it will be hopeless then." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Man of little faith, why have you so little faith in us?" 

	  

	I wish you had been right, dear anonymous... because what happened was worse than that. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I have little faith because most people tend to think they are stronger and smarter than they really are and that causes them to misjudge danger and not protect themselves adequately. It happens in almost every walk of life." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Also some people think they are wiser than they really are. It happens in almost every walk of life." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The story could end here, with this chapter. This is a good turning point, perhaps an end point for a novel. It could be this or the end of the next chapter, to suit the consumer. But real life continued, and so must this book, until the real end. 

	 

	


Epilogue I - Delights 

	  

	"Any man can grab a woman by the hair, throw her on the bed and rip her clothes off. Of course he can tie her up, call her 'bitch' or 'whore' and have rough sex with her. But that's not dominating... it's rough sex, maybe violent sex. If she likes it, it can be fun, but that's not true dominance. True dominance is the ability to whisper softly in her ear, and then watch, while obediently removing her clothes. Methodically...one piece at a time. Watching as he kneels before you, offering you his entire being. Willingly, without hesitation or reservation. She will show you her most vulnerable self, without shame or dishonor. You will know that nothing makes her happier than making you happy..." - Alter Ego 

	  

	  

	The story, if it were a novel, could end there, with me pregnant by Gerardo's father. Or, if I had failed to get pregnant on that occasion, the reader could easily imagine that I would end up giving birth to my boss's son. In both cases, Gerardo would get away with it. And Daniel? Would he accept that his wife was carrying another man's child? Would he accept it, considering that his whole family knows he has had a vasectomy? And me? How had I allowed myself to participate in that madness, not so much because of my lover's old age, but because of the real possibility, albeit minimal, of getting pregnant? Could I really hide behind the fact that Gerardo was blackmailing me, threatening to publish my most compromising images, if I didn't obey?  

	Isn't that the reader's wish, that I get pregnant, with the game that a pregnant submissive gives? Isn't that what some of my followers wish, that Gerardo publishes photos of me in which you can see my face? 

	As a writer, I could end the story there and leave the ending to the reader's imagination. Just as my husband thrives on his imagination, isn't that what makes the reader dream, to imagine for himself all the scenarios that would be left open? 

	However, this is not a simple novel. It is a novelized biography, so I am compelled to continue telling the story to the end. The end - and this I advance here - could be a new beginning. Who knows, does anyone remember what I said in the prologue about my motivation for writing this story? So let's continue a bit more with the actual story. 

	  

	*** 

	Anonymous: 

	"Yes, I think his father is a medium and long term strategy of Gerardo. As are those states in which you wish to do and in fact do things you would rationally refuse to do. I believe those states will become more and more frequent and prolonged, until they may become a permanent state in you. Gerardo is taking advantage of your curiosity and your craving for new experiences to bring you little by little into that permanent state of consciousness, without you being aware of where you are going." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your reflection. It makes sense what you say." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are reaching levels of submission that will soon become slavery. It will get to a point where sex with your thing called Daniel will be meaningless, because it will be so boring that it won't tell you anything. You will feel no excitement. You will only see him as a faithful dog. Your master has conquered not only your mind, but he has conquered you in all areas of your life, socially, at work and economically. You are trapped, Gema, trapped until he tires of you. Because just so you know, there will come a time when he will leave you.And then? You're finished." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And then a new stage will begin. Maybe it will be a return to the roots or maybe something new. Because as long as life doesn't end - and love doesn't end - why would I be afraid of a stage of my sexual life ending, when the normal thing about these relationships is that they have a beginning and an end?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Be very careful about the process of degradation as a person that you are subjecting Daniel to, no matter how much it excites him to be humiliated or to live out his fantasies. Once a man loses his dignity, there is no way to get it back. You will lose respect for him as a person and you will never again be able to see Daniel as your husband or your life partner, but as a faithful puppy or a stuffed animal to play with. You will gain a pet and lose a husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I understand what you are saying and I think you are right to a certain extent, but only to a certain extent. Perception changes, but that doesn't take away from the fact that I love him and want him as a husband. Plush, by the way, he already is and always has been. That he also knows how to behave like a pet, there is nothing wrong with that. I'm looking for a plus, not a minus or a substitute." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Unemployed, premature ejaculator, impotent, cuckolded..... The truth is, your husband has it all. What a catch." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Impotent? Where did you get that from? By the way, you forgot to say that he snores, that when he exercises he sweats and that sometimes he even farts. add it to the list, please!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"To this day, does your husband elicit any sexual desire in you or do you feel nothing for him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I love her little ass. It turns me on so much." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Would you dare to show your BUDDY's little ass with her panties on and you pointing the harness at her...? You wouldn't dare. Ha, ha, ha, ha..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if it's aesthetically pleasing enough for the sensuality of this blog." 

	  

	Although now that he has a shaved head... maybe. Too bad the image release contract is with me and not him. It would be much more interesting if Gerardo could coerce my husband that way.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You told how you recently broke one of your boundaries, which was not to involve your daughter in your hotwife life. You broke it when you let Lidia meet her and invite her to come with you. Has Gerardo hinted to you about involving her in your story? Even if he hasn't yet, do you think he might be thinking about doing it and that's why he had Lidia show up at your house while she was there? If he were to pose it to you as an inescapable test of your submission, would you come to accept it? And if you did accept it, would Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Indeed, I think that has been one of the limits that we have crossed. Whether it was something intentional, planned by Gerardo or by Lidia (she does not always act according to his instructions, but pursues her own interests, although respecting Gerardo's instructions in the main), I do not know and I have preferred not to investigate to find out. I prefer to simply turn the page and forget that incident. 

	I don't quite understand your last questions. If he were to pose it to me as a test... pose what? My daughter is of age, she decides and there is nothing I could do or not do. I don't know if I understood you correctly, although I'd rather I hadn't. Or do you mean tell her the truth about our sexual games? In this case... I don't know... I suppose that at some given moment it would be convenient to give her some clue, although without telling all the details... or certain details." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	A new life-size poster had appeared in Gerardo's attic. It was a new photograph of me for the art gallery my boss was planning to open, with me as the star of the opening. I wasn't entirely sure if Gerardo was pulling my leg or if he was serious about it, but the initial fantasy had turned into a possibility and the possibility, according to him, had turned into a business opportunity. My boss's business instincts had told him that an art gallery could be a profitable business. Besides, considering that his company was in the business of helping certain people - or maybe I should say characters - pay as little tax as possible, an art gallery could really be a good fit. And I'll be the star of the opening, to attract unscrupulous perverts, the worst kind looking for the best tax advantages. {And new experiences}. 

	-What do you think? -Gerardo asked me, proudly. 

	In front of me was a black and white photograph. It showed me making love to her father. 

	-I don't know," I mumbled, not very convinced. It was not an episode of which I was particularly proud. I had done it, I had done it with pleasure, in spite of everything, but it was not something I necessarily wanted to remember, much less have immortalized. [Let alone expose it to strangers... and acquaintances]. I could explain to my daughter the concept of a hot wife. Daniel and I were not swingers, but open relationships were accepted enough and from one to the other was not such a big step. I could even tell her that I recommended it to any woman, including her. I could justify the erotic photos, in which I was seen in submissive positions. After all, 50 Shades of Grey had popularized the theme, even if both the novel and the movie were still vanilla. But how was I going to explain that to him, about me and a very old man? The photo, however, was not devoid of eroticism. The age contrast was grotesque, but the way Gerardo had taken the picture was not devoid of sensuality. [But not for an art gallery! If he wants his father's face to appear, fine, but let him at least cut yours out. Isn't it enough for him to see your breasts?] "Did you really do it with an old man, Mommy?" my daughter would ask me, looking disgusted. "I don't understand what you can get out of that," she would reproach me. 

	Gerardo smiled amused, seeing my embarrassed face. Far from being angry that I was embarrassed by that scene, he caressed my breasts from behind. My nipples were not as embarrassed as I was and soon became erect. My boss caressed them gently. Then his hand came down and rested on my belly. He held it, as if I were seven months pregnant. The truth was that both my breasts and my belly were normal...still. His hand continued downward, to my clitoris, where he lingered. Gerard knew how to touch my little magic button very well. Like Aladdin with the lamp, he knew how to manipulate it so that the genie would appear and grant him one... or more... wishes. He knew how to touch my clitoris with his fingers better than my husband, although Daniel knew how to do it better with his mouth. [Easy! Gerard never uses his mouth]. I turned my head and kissed him. Why does he always manage to make me horny? I should tear up that picture... {What mother can show her son the moment of his conception?} 

	-I think I'm going to delay the opening of the art gallery," my boss remarked, as he broke away from my lips. There's something we haven't thought through," he warned me, referring to the latest variants of the fantasy we had imagined and discussed. 

	I looked at him with a mixture of anticipation, excitement and relief. 

	-Your dress," said my boss, "We haven't thought this dress thing through," he said. It would be much more interesting and you would look much better in a proper dress... eight months from now. I see you with the collar and leash. But as for the dress, I have to think about it. I want something that emphasizes your tummy and breasts. -She put her hand back on my belly and the other on my boob. Then again, eight months may be too late. Seven may be optimal. I have to look into that," he admitted. I want you to be nice and chubby. But there are people who would pay very well to... play... with a pregnant woman, and one or two months is too short a time frame to make the best commercial use of it. I plan to make the most of this," he said, caressing my belly. I want you to remember it with all your heart. It's something that will scar you for life," he predicted. Let me think about it. I'll tell you when we'll open. Your photo exhibition is almost complete. There are only a couple of scenes left, aren't there, little dog? 

	Gerardo enigmatically pronounced the word, although I knew what he meant. The scene in the park had not slipped my mind. 

	-I like it," said Lidia. For once, she had been quiet for a long time. I envy you," she lied. She came closer, put her hand on my belly next to Gerardo's and looked me in the eyes. But I love being his aunt. I'm going to be a very good aunt. -He put his cheek next to mine and whispered in my ear with a scorching breath, "A special aunt. Do you know we'll be about the same age difference as you and Gerardo? But what's that compared to Alan's years on you, right? I'm going to teach him all the secrets, everything he needs to know. -Then Lidia kissed me ardently, leaving me dumbfounded with her words. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	dgl1982: 

	"Good morning, how are you, I'm curious to know what the photo you uploaded the other day evokes in you and about which you were asking us readers. Thanks." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"alberto-lerele captured it very well: it's a shabby, dirty room. That refers to the sordid world I'm entering with Gerardo. Also, the state of the room is scary, and that is an emotion that accompanies me on my journey. The fear of losing myself, the fear of the unknown is always there. It's not the dominant feeling, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't experience it. 

	I am alone, because, although Gerardo guides me and my husband gives me support, in the end it is a journey to my inner self in which no one can accompany me.  

	I am naked and that makes me feel vulnerable. But it also emphasizes that it is about finding my authentic self, or at least discovering a part of myself. I can only do that without any concealment, without adornment, without masks. Nevertheless, I wear heels. On the one hand, heels highlight my nakedness, thanks to the contrast. On the other hand, they make me feel sexy, even powerful. That balances the scales and counterbalances the weight of fear and loneliness. 

	I look at myself in the mirror. I look at myself and I admire myself, but I do not recognize myself and I am afraid of not recognizing myself. It is a broken mirror, which does not reflect the image well. There are no absolutes, no certainties. The mirror fragment is a part of the truth, a part that I am exploring, but it is not the whole truth. There is much more. Some fragments I have in safekeeping. Others I have yet to discover. 

	There are several doors. I have already passed through some of them. It is a big door, because that first step has been important. The door is double-leafed, but one of the leaves is closed and the other open. Does it symbolize the difficulty of the first step? Or is it already the second? Or maybe it is preventing or making it difficult to go back? Or maybe it is a hindrance to my husband following me? I don't know. 

	I am in a room, which acts as an antechamber to the next room. I pass through the doors, because it is my decision and I am aware of it. But what awaits me behind the next door? 

	The optic is my husband's. He watches me from a distance, sees how I have passed through one door and is aware that I am about to pass through the next. If I move on to the next room, will he follow me, always one room behind me? Or will he lose sight of me?  

	But I don't look back, I look at myself in the mirror. And yet my husband is still watching me, just a room behind me." 

	  

	alberto-lerele: 

	"Good morning, Gema. It's been a while since I've written, but since you've asked three questions lately, I'd like to answer them. In order from most recent to oldest:  

	In the GIF that reminds you of the Swiss party, where one has anal sex and another one eats her pussy, you said that the only anal sex you had was with Darko and his friend.... So; you must be the one doing the licking.  

	The image that reminds you of something that happened with Silvestre... you are reminiscing about the club he took you and Daniel to. You promised him something blindly that night. Silvestre made you believe you were going to participate in a wet T-shirt contest.... In the end he fucked you, you sitting on top of him and showing Daniel your pussy... and Silvestre ordered him to help you cum by eating it out.  

	Finally, and most interestingly, the one of the woman looking in the mirror in that dingy, ramshackle room, naked.... It evokes how you see yourself in the world you are delving into with Gerardo.... It's kind of dirty, and you feel naked. That must be where it's going, more or less, I think. kiss!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hi Alberto. I missed you since I stopped the game of detecting misuse of underwear and garter belt. I'm glad you haven't abandoned me. 

	Wow, you hit the nail on the head on everything! You certainly have a hawk's eye, an elephant's memory and I think you can empathize very well too. I couldn't have given a better explanation myself. perfect! A big kiss." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What if your husband can't follow you, will he continue to walk through doors and you'll leave him behind? I suspect the answer is yes." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia's words had made me turbulent. Lidia took my hand and pulled me down the stairs. Was that what was in store for my baby, perversion and more perversion? What was in store for him, being a boy? And what would Lidia and Gerardo have planned for him, in the case of being a woman, as daughter Vicky? Pregnancy... honestly... it was something that had struck a chord with me. Somehow Gerardo had gotten me to do it. I was following florsumisa's blog closely, mainly because of that topic. Would she finally get pregnant by her husband or by her Master? What would Javier, her husband, do when he found out that the child was someone else's? {And what will her master do, if he fails to impregnate her and the baby is Javier's? Think about it. You and Daniel already have Vicky, what does Gerardo have?} And how would her master expose her during her pregnancy to the most perverse sexual practices? Was it true that there were men who were turned on by chubby girls and were even willing to pay for the experience with a fat girl? Flor lived a story with some parallels to mine, so much so that some clueless followers confused us, but we were not the same person. It was even possible that florsumisa wasn't real or that she was a man. Who could say for sure, on the Internet? {Ya. He's a wiry North Korean, just like you, aiming to corrupt the West}. Not that they need me for that. Or her. She was really the only one who understood me, real or not. But faced with the possibility that she wasn't real and faced with the line of separation I had drawn between the virtual Gemma and the real Gemma, I had not yet contacted her in person. [Line of separation that you have broken on more than one occasion with a particular follower. But I congratulate you on that. You made Daniel happy]. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I like that he does that with me, even if it hurts. I feel like a helpless child in his hands.  

	A helpless child... life is simplified... responsibilities are reduced... burdens disappear... worries vanish... I forget the past and especially the future... there is only the present... and the present is in her hands... there is only that sweet pain... that infinite kindness with which she whips me and with which she reminds me that she protects me from everything bad.  

	I do not think, I do not decide, I am neither guilty nor innocent, I only exist, I only live in the moment. 

	It's just a moment. A moment in my life And then reality returns." 

	  

	Flor was referring to the image of a spanking. They could have been my own words, but they were not. However, our feelings were identical. In my case, I needed her heavy hand because of how I was behaving with my husband. "I need a good spanking," captioned a cute picture I had sent to my boss. In the pin-up aesthetic drawing was a woman in panties, stockings and heels lying on the bed, looking sad, telling that to someone on the phone. I really needed it, to atone for my sins. "This time I'm going to send it to her untranslated from English," I had commented on my blog. "Call me reckless if you want - probably rightly so - but there are times when I don't control myself and this is perhaps one of them." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Would my master go to this extreme of harshness with me? I honestly don't know, but perhaps I would be willing to suffer it for him." 

	  

	Flor had written that, commenting on a series of moving images. They showed a scene from a movie with the woman lying on the floor, half-naked on a mattress, in the middle of a huge living room, devoid of any furniture and with a thug viciously whipping her with a belt. It was a brutal scene, devoid of any hint of sensuality. My husband, the ever the movie expert, had identified the actress as Marion Cotillard and the movie as Chloé. Daniel had explained to me that after that scene, the thug - because that's what he really was - would fuck her and that poor Chloé, collapsed, would no longer put up any resistance; she would only cry. My husband had told me that the film was about a young woman whose boyfriend wanted to force her into prostitution, for which he had introduced her into a brothel. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Being tortured by another woman is much harder than by any man. They know our weaknesses." 

	  

	That was certainly the case. Lidia, moreover, was implacable, almost as much as the witch in black at the party in Switzerland. But my husband had taken advantage of the comment to point out to me that, in that same film, Chloé, it was some women who helped seduce the protagonist into prostitution. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema, Lidia... and Gerardo came down the stairs. My wife and the young woman did it with the characteristic click of their high heels. Gema still found it hard to walk in those high heels. They weren't as extreme as in some fetish pictures I had seen, but they were close. It was another step in that direction. Gema came leaning between Gerardo and Lidia so she wouldn't fall. That was extreme and unnecessary. It wasn't so hard for her to keep her balance either. But it was symbolic.  

	The three of them had gone up to the attic to do I don't know what, and had been entertaining themselves there for quite a while. It was not the first time they had done so. They had done it on other occasions: either the three of them, when Lidia was there... or Gema and Gerardo, when she wasn't... or my wife and the old man, when she was there, leaving me alone with the young woman in the living room. Then Lidia would sit on top of me, hug me, caress me and kiss me. And she would tell me things she would do with me, if I were hers. They weren't much different from what Gema threatened to do to me. But the difference was that I thought Lidia was quite capable of doing them. She was ruthless, when she wanted to be. And maybe that's what I needed: to be understanding and ruthless at the same time. 

	Gerardo did not take long to sit down in his armchair. However, before doing so, he prepared himself a drink and a cigar. That was strange, as it was usual for him to be prepared by his wife with great care or by her and Lidia together, when the young woman was present. Unfortunately, she was not as often as I would have liked. The sessions with Gerardo were beginning to bore me. They were routine. Lidia brought freshness. And she also brought sensuality... the sensuality that he lacked and that my wife alone could not compensate for. I could tolerate whiskey. But I hated tobacco. When I got home, I had to throw my clothes in the washing machine and take a shower. But worse was having to spend the night there, in her house, in my exile in the guest room, without showering and with my hair and skin impregnated by her damn smell. I should have smashed his face in that night. I hadn't. I had behaved in a civilized manner. I had even forgiven Gema and gone back to her. And what good had it done me? I felt I was back to square one. In return, Gerardo and my wife had moved on and were possibly already near the end, if there was one. But if I got to break his face, I would never see Lidia again. I had no false illusions about the nature of my relationship with the young woman. She was with us, with my wife and me, for Gerardo. And she was playing with me for him. It was likely that the old man was using her as a wedge to drive us apart. I know. He was trying to provoke my wife's jealousy and thus spur her on to do unspeakable things with him. And at the same time he was keeping me entertained, so I wouldn't end up giving my wife a piece of my mind. I know. If she did, it was possible that we would break up for good. But there was also the possibility that she would break up with him. But if she does, if she does it for me, I would never forgive myself. Her emotional connection to him was too strong. In the end, if I forced her to break up with him for me, she wouldn't stay with me either. And what good would that do me? For Gerardo that was a risk, improbable but not null. Why risk, if in any way, little by little, he will end up getting from her everything he wants? And I, moreover, would be left without Lidia. Without Gerardo there was no Lidia. I know that. I loved my wife. I didn't love Lidia, though I was fond of her, despite her double-dealing. But Lidia was the only refreshing thing in my life. I was always glad she was there, when we went to the old man's house. 

	Lidia stood behind my wife, while Gerardo prepared, for once, his things by himself. The young woman began to play with my wife and did it for me. For once, she was not blindfolded. For once, they were not playing for Gerardo, in front of his couch, but in front of me. Actually, they weren't both playing. It was Lidia who was playing with my wife. Gema seemed distracted, her mind elsewhere. Lidia caressed my wife's breasts, licked her cheek, ran her hands down her belly to her pussy and stimulated her down there. Gema finally moaned and closed her eyes. Instinctively, she brought a hand to the back of Lidia's neck. Lidia did not close her eyes. She looked at me. She kept her eyes on me, as she caressed my wife. Her gaze was pure vice and mischief. She winked at me. 

	-Can you imagine these breasts even bigger? -he asked me. He was holding both of my wife's tits with his hands. 

	The truth was that I couldn't imagine it. What was she hinting at, a new breast enlargement operation? Gema would never undergo something like that, something so unnecessary and unaesthetic. Or would she? I definitely didn't like udders. Lidia had small but firm breasts. I liked them. And Gema had artificial breasts, provocative for a woman in her forties: "I've put these breasts on because I like to fuck," they said. "And because I want everyone to know," they declared. They were fine for a hot wife, but that was a lie. That wasn't why she had put them on. I had hinted to her to have them done, but she had flatly refused. But in front of Gerardo she had given in. She hadn't put them on because she liked to fuck. She had done it to please him. And Gerardo had given her exciting breasts, which she could not deny were not natural. Even bigger? 

	-And bigger nipples? -Lidia continued to tease me, holding my wife's nipples between her thumb and forefinger. She slid her thumb forward, stretching my wife's nipples. 

	Gema moaned when Lidia squeezed her nipples. It was hurting, but she let herself do it. Lidia began to stretch, squeeze and contract them. She was milking her like she was a milk cow. 

	-I'm going to be an aunt! -he declared without any sense for the moment. He continued to milk my wife. 

	I looked at her in fascination. 

	-Congratulations," I murmured to comply with what one would expect in a situation like that. I really didn't give a damn if her brother or sister was having a baby. 

	-Come here! -she ordered me. 

	I got up from the chair and walked towards her. With my pants at ankle height, as Lidia liked to have me at Gerardo's house, I had to take little steps. At his house, he liked to check that I was wearing panties and his chastity device. He liked to show me off to him like that. I didn't like it at all, not in front of him. With her, in her apartment, on the other hand, things were different. There he also liked to humiliate me, but it was with her, in private. 

	-Kneel down! -he commanded, as he continued to milk my wife. 

	Depending on how hard she squeezed, Gemma would let out a moan or a groan. It was often unclear which noise was which. Through it all, Gemma remained mentally absent. She had gone back into her damned subspace. She had come down from the garret like that. Lidia's caresses and little tortures had turned her on, but other than that, her mental state hadn't changed significantly. What could she be thinking? What mental game had they played in the garret? It must have been something mental, because with something purely physical my wife didn't get like that. 

	Lidia's hands went down to my wife's belly and circled it. The shape of her fingers looked like a heart. 

	-Kiss her! Here! -ordered Lidia. 

	It seemed clear that he meant the heart center, the spot between his hands. I obeyed. That, too, was new. At Gerardo's house, I could not touch my wife, except when she visited me in the guest room, after lying with him. Nor could I touch Lidia, except when she visited me in that same room, instead of my wife, or when I was left alone with her in the living room. The common denominator was that it happened away from the old man's gaze. But he was present now. 

	-And now here! 

	I moved down with my lips. I unintentionally brushed Lidia's naughty fingers, until I reached my wife's clitoris. I obeyed and kissed my wife there. Gema moaned. But she did not do so because of the skill of my tongue. She had moaned as when I kissed her down there, after the old man had cum in her. Had he cum already? Was that what they had done in the garret. But that didn't explain her state of mind, did it? 

	-Stick your tongue inside," Lidia ordered, as if she could read my thoughts and wanted me to check for myself. Check its wetness, is it wet? 

	-Mmm -I did.  

	Gema was soaking wet. But I didn't taste anything strange. I didn't taste the old man's disgusting taste. By now, I knew my wife's wet pussy from her sullied pussy. 

	-Take a good look," said Lidia. 

	I wasn't sure what she meant, but I looked up. I looked at her. At Lidia. Gema was still with her eyes closed, absent, floating through another world. 

	-Look closely," he repeated. At the same time, he moved his index fingers and drummed on my wife's lower abdomen. I'm going to be t... 

	-Enough! -said Gerardo, interrupting her.  

	Her words were lightning and her tone was thunder. I cursed myself for having been able to avoid turning away from my wife. But as much as I disliked him, as much as he was my enemy rather than my rival, I had to admit that the old man was not lacking in authority, charisma, culture and intelligence. In that I did not beat him, not in authority, not in charisma either. But he was full of evil and I... in a way I was cheating on my wife with Lidia. Again with her lover. I hadn't fucked her, just as I had not, EVIDENTALLY, done it with Silvestre. But I had gone behind her back. Just like with Silvestre. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi, Gema. You've gotten pretty close to Lidia. did Lidia ever ask you about your marriage, love for each other, or why you and Daniel are in this Hotwife lifestyle? I'm guessing Lidia is not much older than your daughter. Have you also developed some motherly feelings for Lidia? To protect and guide her?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I haven't talked about it with Lidia. She doesn't seem to care much about the whys. She just willingly accepts things as they are and tries to have fun with them. I guess she hasn't asked, because she won't feel like me asking her about the whys of her relationship with Gerardo and me either. That may be something I have learned from her or at least felt reinforced: not to ask so much, not to question, not to worry and just live and enjoy. I could ask her a lot of questions about how she really met Gerardo, why she is with him and why she is with me, but I prefer to put those questions out of my mind, because I know that the answers, in reality, would not bring me anything. 

	My relationship with her is complicated and... I don't know how to put it... multifaceted or multidimensional. She is little older than my daughter, effectively. And, in a way, I have not been able to avoid developing maternal feelings towards her. That perhaps prevents me from disciplining her without inhibitions, when it is my turn and when Gerardo asks me to. She, however, does not seem to have any qualms about doing the same with me, but we know that what a mother feels for her daughter is not the same as what a daughter feels for her mother. That is one facet. 

	Then there is the side where I see her as a sister, as an accomplice in crime or even as myself, but some twenty years younger, although at the time I was quite the opposite. She is a friend, sometimes an ally. 

	And there is also the facet of lover. Her sweet kisses, her precise caresses... 

	And finally there is the aspect of rival, of enemy, of merciless domina (when it is her turn to play that role). 

	That's all part of my relationship with her; each facet with its own proportion, changing according to the moment, the circumstances and my mood." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Why is it that when you express some feeling about Gerardo you then try to disavow or broadly qualify what you said? It already happened when you said you loved him, giving then a bunch of excuses, of if it's because of how he makes you feel, blah, blah.... And just now you've done it again, in reference to your saying you'd do anything for him. If what you say is what you feel, why do you insist on disavowing yourself afterwards? What or who are you afraid of?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Because... because... because... well, because I try to convey the confusion that the emotions I experience can produce. It's like when you get on a roller coaster and everything spins you around. You know very well where you are, but in spite of them you feel disoriented, until the dizziness stops and you come back to reality. Sex and Love are different things, but they have communicating vessels. Reality is immutable, but when you are in an altered state, things can momentarily intermingle." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Come! -ordered Gerardo. 

	Both Gema and Lidia responded instantly to his call. The old man's booming voice had brought my wife out of her reverie, at least partially. Lidia, mischievous as always, turned and winked at me. Then, she continued to advance beside my wife towards Gerardo. She was wearing pretty panties. They had been tucked in between her ass crack, making her buttocks stand out. Lidia had a nice little ass, small for my taste, like a peach, but tight. I had had the opportunity to sink my teeth into it, literally. Gema, on the other hand, was wearing a slutty tail. She was no longer wearing the special panties that she had been wearing lately and that allowed the tail to pass through. She had gone up to the attic with them, but apparently they had stayed there. What had they really done there? Gemma was very proud of her ass. And rightly so. The accessory that the old man had put on her and that lately he made her wear more often, even to work and inside our own house, adorned her cheeks very nicely, not at all small and upturned. If I was trying to be fair to him, I had to admit that with that I had had a good idea. What do I owe him to have to be fair to him? Although, in reality, he would never put it on my wife. He refused to touch her there. Apparently, it disgusted him. And then the pig pisses in her mouth! What's the logic of that? She had to put the tail in herself. Or if Lidia was there, the young woman often put it on. Lidia... She had told me about Gerardo pissing in her mouth. Gema had not dared to tell me. She knew that he held his cock to pee, that he shook it afterwards and that he ended up cleaning it with his mouth. I'd had to hear it on multiple occasions at her house. And I had seen it that time in the park. But Lidia had revealed to me that Gerardo had taken her to the park again and completed the act, so to speak. She hadn't witnessed it, but she had found out. She had told me. I wasn't supposed to know, I'm still waiting to see if Gemma will tell me! I had asked her, reluctantly and with disgust, if Gerardo had repeated that with Gema, but Lidia had refused to give me any more information. And to be honest, I almost preferred it that way. Almost. 

	Gerardo made a gesture and my wife positioned herself between his spread legs. Lidia, in return, focused her attention on one foot. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The waiting cuckold", "wife on vacation with her lover", "the chastity cuckold" and "the escort wife". Those would be in summary for me the types of cuckold applicable to Daniel. I exclude the voyeur cuckold, because Daniel doesn't watch you in action." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel has seen me in action many times and continues to see me in action with Gerardo. He is not always blindfolded, although he is forbidden to see the most interesting things when Lidia is there. And he's also forbidden to go into Gerardo's bedroom, but we do a lot of things in the living room." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I would like to ask you how Gerardo's figure and personality has influenced the concept you have of Daniel as a person in general and as a man in particular. Has the comparison between the two of them modified your assessment of Daniel? Has Gerardo altered the way you felt about Daniel? Have your priorities in your affections changed? Has your husband's figure been dwarfed for you? Thank you for being honest." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think I just answered a similar question. Has my husband's figure been dwarfed for me? Hm. It is possible that his figure has dwarfed, but at the same time, he has grown. There are various aspects to a person and small is not always worse and big is not always better. Simply, certain things have been rebalanced." 

	  

	Gerardo had something that my other corneadores had not had: He had my husband's intelligence and culture and the experience that only comes with age. He didn't have Silvestre's body, but he had his charisma. He didn't have Luis Alberto's brutality, but he did have his perversity. Gerardo shared some characteristics with my husband, but there was one essential difference: He was my goreador (more than that, actually), while Daniel was my husband. Daniel could not treat his little princess the way Gerardo treated his little dog. Nor would he allow it, nor could he. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I would like to know, when you are alone with yourself and think about Daniel, what feelings well up from your soul. And when you think of Gerard, what are those feelings, are they really so different, how has what you feel for Gerard influenced your feelings for Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"When I think of my husband, I think in terms of love and tenderness. I think of how we started, all that we have lived together and all that we still have to live. He is my partner in this journey through life. Really, we are made for each other. We don't agree on hobbies or musical tastes, but our personalities fit very well. I don't think I could have found a better man for me. 

	I think of Gerardo in terms of respect, admiration and gratitude. He is my guide on this journey through my soul. I think I have been very lucky with him. Although not everything is perfect (when is it ever?), I don't think I could have found a better man to guide me through this world. Really, I didn't and don't want a classic BDSM Master. I want someone who is not a BDSM expert, someone who has a kinky and dominant mind, but who goes beyond mere leather and whip, so to speak. 

	Daniel and Gerardo are very different, although they also have things in common: Gerardo, for example, is a born leader. He's the type who doesn't mind barging into a party and immediately becoming the center of attention, or walking into a meeting and slamming the door. Daniel, on the other hand, is quieter. He prefers to listen rather than talk. He prefers to arrive at a party and sit with the group without interrupting them to say, "I've arrived, yay!" 

	Gerardo is a classic boss. He knows how to make tough decisions when he has to. But he is also a good boss who looks after his people. He prefers to guide them and bet on his subordinates, rather than to crush them and fire them. He is loyal to his employees. Daniel had managerial responsibilities over a small group of people for a while. Difficult decisions, such as having to consider firing someone, he didn't like at all. But he agreed with Gerardo about being loyal to his people and empowering them. The difference is - I'm imagining this, because I never got to meet the team of people he was in charge of - is that he was seen as an outstanding colleague, while Gerardo was seen as an authority figure by the employees. 

	They also have in common that they are both very intelligent, although I think that in terms of pure intellect -if that exists- my husband surpasses Gerardo. They are also both very educated. My husband understands almost everything, although his specialty is in the technical area. Gerardo, on the other hand, knows much more about economics, for obvious reasons, how to get around socially, etc., while the technical stuff interests him very little. (Here I have to say that I agree with my boss: technical stuff doesn't interest me much either, nor am I particularly good at it. Having a Tumblr and editing a book, albeit with the help of my husband, has already been an achievement for me). 

	Both also have in common that they are somewhat egocentric. In Gerardo's case, I'm sure you won't be surprised. In the case of my husband it is something of his character that sometimes comes to light and that he does not like at all. That is one of the reasons why he feels better when he notices my domination, because then he can relax, back off from making decisions and prevent that side of him from coming out. Gerardo, however, doesn't even think of stopping being self-centered. On the contrary, he enjoys negotiating and taking advantage, although always in a loyal way. (Egocentric is not the same as selfish. The egoist wants everything for himself. The egocentric simply has himself very much in mind, but that does not make him selfish. Of course, there are many selfish egocentrists, but neither Daniel nor Gerardo are). 

	Another thing where they are different: my husband is an idealist. He would like to change the world or at least do his bit to help change it. My boss doesn't give a damn about changing it. He's content to take advantage of the world (which is not the same as taking advantage of the world). 

	The following difference is difficult to express; let's see if I can: Daniel is fearful-brave. Gerardo is brave-fearful. For example, my husband would have a hard time taking the initiative and going to a fetish party. Gerardo, demonstrably, has no problem with that. But then, don't push Gerardo's buttons, no fags or anything like that! Daniel is more flexible with everything, although he wouldn't take any initiative. I don't know if this was the best example to illustrate what I have in mind. It probably wasn't, because I'm afraid you will interpret it only in the literal way I wrote it and not in the generic way I'm trying to convey with the example. Another example that may help to understand it: being dominant. Gerardo is dominant and that seems brave, but that is the easy thing to do. Gerard would be afraid to go out that way, to jump over his own shadow and stop being dominant. Being submissive seems scary. And yet, I think it's for the brave. That's why my husband is fearful-brave. Or put another way: the visible versus the underlying. 

	I don't think my feelings towards my husband have changed by being with Gerardo, at least not deep down. I may have focused a little more on myself, because this path I want to explore is not easy, but the feeling towards him has not changed. What may have changed is the way I perceive him (but not the feeling). Seeing him submissive before my boss, even with the chastity device on and blindfolded... I don't know what effect it may have had, but it would be delusional to think it had none. I knew my husband's submissive side with me. But that was in private, between the two of us. Seeing him submissive in the presence of another man, that's something different. But that's not a bad thing. It may have allowed me to see him as a fellow traveler on this particular trip as well. I don't know if on the same journey (though it is on the journey of life), because it's hard to juggle needs.  

	What it has reaffirmed to me subconsciously and now also consciously, is that my husband could not be my guide through this journey. He is my anchor, my support, but he could not be my guide, although there is a dominant side to him as well. 

	PS: Sorry it took me so long to get back to you, but I hope it was worth the wait. As you can see, it's a complex subject to deal with." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Could you tell us what Daniel is really like? As you show him, he seems quiet and introverted, apocado, with little personality and lacking in character, lacking in initiative, who lets himself be manipulated and directed by you at all times, incapable of protesting or rebelling against what displeases him, lacking in self-esteem, which leads him to let himself be humiliated and ignored by anyone, especially your boss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I just answered a question that included what my husband is like. But to make it clear, he is not at all as you describe him. 

	Certainly, he is quiet. But more than quiet, he is observant. He likes to observe first, before acting. I think that's a good characteristic. He is also introverted, but without going to extremes. He feels good in small groups of people. With one or two people he is a good conversationalist. Four is already a crowd and then he withdraws. 

	He has a lot of character and personality. Do you think someone with little character would encourage his wife to have relationships with other men? Do you think that would make him someone weak and insecure and lacking in self-esteem? I wasn't the one who made the first move and presented him with the fait accompli; it was his idea. And it's still his idea. That requires someone with a lot of self-confidence, able to laugh at himself. No one who immediately had doubts could live like that, let alone take the initiative to make it happen. It takes courage to go against the norms of society. 

	There are people who protest about everything. As soon as they don't like something, they are already protesting. My husband prefers to savor things, to see them from different angles. Things are neither black nor white. There are nuances, perspectives... Maybe you don't like something at all, but maybe if before protesting and rejecting it outright you accept to experience it, accept the game and play with it, you discover that the same thing has its good sides, its virtues, and you learn to value it. 

	Gerardo doesn't belittle my husband. If Daniel lets himself be humiliated by him, it is because it is part of the game, just as I also let myself be humiliated by my boss for similar reasons. Funny, by the way, that you only think it's wrong in Daniel's case and not in mine. Maybe it's because I'm a woman and he's a man? Maybe it's because a man shouldn't behave like that? A real man, of course -of course, always according to your definition-.  

	Game mode and real mode: Humiliation is part of the game. It would be humiliation if there were real disrespect. That would be unsustainable for everyone. Neither Gerardo could put up with someone in his house for whom he had no respect, nor could I tolerate my boss really disrespecting my husband, nor would Daniel bow his head in fear. It may be that sometimes things are intermingled, because to make an ideal separation as I have commented is not completely possible, but what you raise is an extreme that is neither true nor feasible. 

	Nor is it true that he allows himself to be manipulated by me. He wants to be more submissive towards me, because it makes him feel good. I am not the one manipulating him to do things he doesn't want to do, at least not outside the context of domination-submission, which I see as a dance between two people who want to dance. 

	Lack of initiative... I do not dispute that. He has initiatives in his areas of interest, but in others, in the more social ones, he does not have them. For example, he does not say "let's go to this party" or "let's go to Switzerland". That kind of initiatives, let's say more dominant, he doesn't have them." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-No, Lidia, not like that. You don't know how to do it well," Gerardo reproached my rival, much to my delight. You should pay more attention to how Gema does it. I agree that she has a natural talent for it. But it's not only the technique, but also the enthusiasm she puts behind it. 

	I continued to suck my boss's cock with devotion, even more than before when I heard his words. He finally realized that he had something with me that he didn't have with Lidia. And more importantly, that he wouldn't have with anyone else! Because whether it was Lidia, that was really the least of it. 

	-But Gemma," my boss warned me, "you in turn, your throat is still not working properly. I have tried to train you, but clearly I have failed. That goes against my plans to hire you when..." Gerardo left the sentence in suspense, but I knew what he meant. Some people are very demanding and whoever pays has a right to receive," Gerardo said in front of my husband.  

	Actually, he intended to rent me to clients, but not to clients of his company. His plans to have me work regularly in a whorehouse had not changed. But only truckers with unrefined tastes went there. Gerardo had something different planned for me, or more than different, something complementary. According to him, the owner of the brothel had contacts and could get clients of other kinds and sexual tastes... and also a chequebook. But that would not prevent me from also providing services to truck drivers, once a week, once every two weeks or once a month; I had not decided that yet. That would serve to keep things from going to my head and to remind me that I was just a bitch, albeit a special little bitch. Gerardo was determined to give me that experience... or so I was led to believe. I no longer knew when he was joking and when he wasn't, when he was telling me his plans to provoke and stimulate me and when it was the real thing. For the first time, he had reminded me that he had my images and could publish them, and he hadn't referred to the more sensual ones he intended to exhibit at the art gallery opening. Apparently, he was willing to degrade me completely. "It's necessary to rebuild you as a woman," he had assured me. 

	With my inner eye, I saw my husband with his pants down, kneeling behind me, watching us impassively, hearing him say that to my boss without intervening. If he wasn't caged, he'd be touching his dick like a baboon! I loved my husband and still considered him my anchor, but was he really still my anchor? If he was, he wasn't functioning as such, because I was still drifting. Again, I wished my husband would step in and put an end to it all, but at the same time I was scared that he would and hated that he would. I was back in a similar situation to the one that had led to our brief breakup, but this time I was deeper in the mire. 

	Gerardo pulled his cock away from my mouth. It was as if he slapped me. He also moved Lidia's foot away. That, at least, partly compensated for my disappointment. 

	-We are going to do the following. Gema, I want you to teach Lidia how to worship your feet. Lidia, in return, will teach you how to use your throat to give a blowjob. It is important that you both learn, but it is more important that you do it, Gema. I hold you responsible for her progress, just as I will hold her responsible for yours. -Gerardo looked at both of us sternly. Then he said, "There is NO time to lose. We start now. We will start with your lesson, Lidia. 

	The young woman nodded happily in anticipation. I nodded. I was going to show her how to do it. And if she didn't comply, I would whip her. My rivalry with her flared. I knew Daniel had gone to see her again. Gerardo had told me in confidence. I hadn't confronted my husband with it yet; I was waiting to see if it would come out of him telling me. I couldn't really blame him, when I had been willing to let him make me a son by my boss's father. [You're crazy, really crazy! All this has upset your perception of reality, of what's right and what's wrong, really wrong!] {That's true, but it's Daniel who should do something and what did he do? Go with the bitch!} I looked at Lidia sideways. I'd make her kiss my feet, massage them, lick them, that... I'll degrade her as much as Gerardo intends to do with me! 

	-As the teacher you are," said Gerardo, "you will start by giving Lidia a demonstration. I expect you to teach her all the secrets and pay attention to all the details, as you do with me. Then I will judge if she has learned anything. 

	Again, I felt as if I had slapped myself. In my mind, perverted and twisted beyond repair by my boss, I was already imagining how to humiliate my rival, how to whisper in Gerardo's ear to make her accompany me to the roadside brothel... That I could still do. I wasn't going to let Gerardo tear me apart and let my husband stay with her. I will fall, but you will fall with me. I will fall, but I will be reborn. You... we'll see. I didn't feel comfortable doing what Gerardo was asking me to do. Oh, I had done worse things with Lidia, but I felt that those things I had done with her were special, something intimate. But I didn't see myself kissing her feet with the devotion I professed with Gerardo or his friend Manolo. They were men, but Lidia was a woman. Kissing her feet was not a purely sexual act that was part of a ménage a trois or even a lesbian affair. Even if Gerardo forced us into certain games, I didn't end up seeing myself as submissive (or even dominant) to a woman. Kissing his feet was not something I did with my husband either. That was something I considered appropriate with a special lover, a dominant cuckold, but not with a husband or a wife. In any case, not my choice. If Gerardo wanted Lidia to learn how to do it right and for that I had to show her how to do it with feeling, I had no choice but to obey. I guess I would have to examine her next. Although flooded at those moments by my feelings of rivalry I had fantasized about making her kiss my feet, it really made me uncomfortable -almost- as much as kissing hers. Although it may be hard to understand, kissing her mouth or eating her pussy was one thing; licking her feet was quite another. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It is curious that in spite of the deep degree of Submission you have towards Gerard, you still resist calling him Master. He is now the sole master of your body and mind. Could you explain to us why this reluctance to call Gerard as the facts show him to be, your Master? Thank you for an honest answer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I don't know. You're right, but I don't know. I guess I find it easier to call him boss than Master, because I don't like to think of myself in terms of a submissive or worse yet a slave. I think of myself as a hotwife who is in the phase of exploring something different. Maybe that's just a mask to fool the reflection in the mirror, a shield to protect me from the reality I may refuse to accept. I don't know if I retain the ability to decide or if at this point it is merely an illusion to try to maintain that I am hotwife and not something else. Likewise, I like Gerardo's kinky mind and it turns me on when he uses handcuffs or clamps on me or when he whips me, but I don't like to think of myself as part of the BDSM world, at least that way, with those acronyms. 

	At the same time, I am still very excited about how I started with Gerardo: his personal assistant with special duties and a salary to match. A submissive - let alone a slave - doesn't get paid by her masters, but I do by my boss. And that's something I wouldn't want to change - not because of the money, but because of what it represents to me and how, therefore, it turns me on. So that part wouldn't fit with calling him Master." 

	  

	That was my perception at the time. I refused to call it that, I refused to consider myself a slave or a submissive, and I shied away from the acronym BDSM. If nevertheless in this book those words appear on occasion, it is because my perception has changed over time. Now I understand that it was stupid to keep thinking of him in terms of boss and of me in terms of personal assistant and hotwife. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Not wanting to call a spade a spade does not make things any different from what they are. The truth is that your actions show that you are Gerardo's Submissive. I don't know if your unwillingness to acknowledge it is due to the fear that your Master will isolate you from what you know - your family, your marriage... - or to the fear of losing that trace of apparent freedom you think you have and not being able to go back. But whatever you call it, once you're in it, there's no turning back and it's very difficult for your own to follow you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo had wanted my wife to teach Lidia how to worship feet. That had helped alter the dynamic between them. That was something he enjoyed. Truth be told, I had enjoyed watching them as well. For a moment, I felt grateful, that he hadn't blindfolded me. It was a stupid feeling. He shouldn't deserve it. He should be grateful to me, for allowing him to do all that with my wife! Gema was supposedly the master in such matters, but in reality it had been me who had taught him how to do it. I had kissed her feet well before Gerardo's irruption. And I had done it on my own initiative. I was on the verge of being jealous of my own wife, seeing how she kissed Lidia's feet. I had kissed them too, in her apartment. But seeing the mastery my wife had acquired, it was not clear to me which of the two did it better. What if instead of Gerardo it was Lidia? Why couldn't she be our goreador, the one for both of us? Instead of delving into jealousy, I focused on imagining myself next to my wife, adoring Lidia. You have two feet for a reason. And lips in two different places. Why did it have to be Gerardo? Why couldn't it be Lidia? Gema, apparently, didn't care that it was a woman. She was doing great with her, almost as good as with the old man. Almost. {What about you? Do you really care that he's a man? What if he was halfway good-looking? Could you imagine doing it next to Gema?} I didn't follow that thought. There was no point in doing it. There was no option for it. I remembered what she had told me about the party in Switzerland: "At the party in Switzerland I got to do this. And not only with Gerardo. With him I've gotten used to it and I do it with affection." Little by little, my wife had been reeling off the events, although I suspected that she had not yet told me everything. She might never do so. "But with a stranger, with more than a dozen strangers watching...it had been very humiliating," my wife had said. I had asked her, but she hadn't wanted to answer the question of whether the person or persons whose feet she had kissed were male or female. There may have been both. Most likely. "And that was only the beginning," Gema had deflected attention, so she wouldn't have to answer my question. 

	Seeing my submissive wife with the young girl, so devoted in appearance, turned me on. The attempt to get a hard-on caused the chastity device to pull my little balls up and painfully stretch my scrotum, despite the panties. For a moment I thought about the possibility of confessing to Gema and admitting that I had seen myself with Lidia. But I quickly dismissed the thought. She wouldn't understand. She would have an irrational fit of jealousy. {Besides, without Gerardo there is no Lidia. That option is unreal}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Owner is the one who first succeeds in possessing the mind of his slave. Owner is the one who manages to completely dominate her mind. Owner is the one who has the thoughts of his slave. Owner is the one who remains in the slave. Owner is the one who dominates the spirit of the slave. Owner is the one who completely dominates the slave's feelings and form. The body, anyone can own it. In this sense, who is your owner, Gerardo or your husband? Say only one, please." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am not a slave; I am mistress of myself. What I give - whether love or submission - I give because I am free to give it; otherwise, I could not give it." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Of course your husband would rather be Gerardo. Any halfway intelligent person would prefer to be Gerardo and not Daniel. Everyone prefers to be a real man, who gets what he wants, and not a loser, who has to settle for what the other doesn't want and sometimes not even that. Your husband, by dint of having less and less of you every day, has lowered the bar so much that he is already content to simply be by your side, without you giving him anything, and he is not able to tell you what he would really like to, for fear of losing even that nothing." 

	  

	Who was that anonymous person? Was it a simple follower? Was it Gerardo, maliciously? Or was it a cry for help from my husband? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Any moderately intelligent person will know that in the end Gerardo, like all cuckolders, die alone, while cuckolds die accompanied by their loyal wives. 

	Do you really believe that being the dominant part is always the best? Don't you think that each person is different and that each one needs to live according to his or her particular way and that that is the best way? Dominant, submissive... we are all pieces of the same game, for which we have come together to play for the pleasure of each and every one of us. None of the pieces is more important than the other. Remove one and the game stops. Everyone gets pleasure in his own way." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I disagree. Any intelligent person knows that winners like Gerardo never stay alone. If it's not you, it will be someone else who will be with him at the end of his days. He always gets what he wants. If not with cunning, it's with money. If he wants you to be there at the end, it will be you and he will get it by any means, no matter how dirty. On the other hand, the cuckold will leave and no one will know he's gone, no one will miss him, not even his loyal wife." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't wish him to be alone at all. But what a cuckold has with his wife, a cuckold does not have with his slut." 

	  

	Nor the Master with his bitch. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Being the dominant party is clearly always the best. Having control of things, having the power to decide about the lives of others is not comparable to anything It is true, dominants and submissives are necessary in the game, but not at the same level and much less in a three-way relationship, where the submissive of the submissive has an insignificant role in the relationship and receives many more frustrations than pleasures. Remove this submissive and the game will remain the same or better. Neither the Master nor the submissive needs him to play." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Being dominant is also exhausting, especially if it doesn't come naturally. Being dominant is not the same as being bossy, but it also requires a lot of imagination, time and desire to prepare the script, the scenario... It's not for everyone; I know from experience. Just like being a submissive is not for everyone. Everyone is happy in their own way and I don't see that one is better than the other. 

	You are also wrong with your last sentence. At least I do need my husband to play. Whether he is present or I tell him later what I have done, I need him, because part of my arousal is based on imagining his disbelief and excitement, seeing what he sees or hearing my story. In large part, what I do excites me because I perform for my husband, either live or on tape. And I also need him, because without him I wouldn't be able to do any of it. You can't climb the Himalayas without having a good base camp and my husband is that camp, rescue helicopter included." 

	  

	Except he'll wait for me to fall and crash to save me. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Of course, the corneador does not have the same as the cuckold. Gerard has the woman he wants, when he wants, has all the sex he wants, has all the pleasures he can desire. The cuckold has a cock cage and some pink panties, nothing more." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And he's got the woman he wants, even when he doesn't want her. He's got his dick inside the little cage, but a heart full of love." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't agree with you. Your cuckold has a small part of the woman he loves, when Gerard allows it. As for the heart, what good does it do him to have it full of love, if the heart of the woman he loves is filled by the love of another?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"In my heart there is only one man and that is my husband. In my pussy there are two (not at the same time) and that is mostly my boss. Even if Daniel had only a small part of me, it would be the most important and alone would be worth more than the rest of the parts." 

	  

	In my pussy there is also Mario's dick, Mr. Ripoll's asshole and the tongue of the apprentice slut. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Even if you think you don't, you are already emotionally dependent on Gerardo. Your whole life revolves around him: He provides you with work and sustenance. You have no friends and he is the only one who occupies the space for leisure in your life. Your sex life is now by him and for him, only. Even your relationship with your husband is always conditioned by the world that Gerardo has created and that has trapped you and Daniel. He has changed the rules in your marriage, dynamiting twenty years of relationship and living together." 

	  

	I had no words to answer him. I had none left. I answered him with a picture of a naked woman, wearing stockings, on all fours on the floor, with her ass up and her forehead on the floor, in an unmistakably submissive posture. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-It's your turn to give Gema a demonstration," said my boss to Lidia. 

	Gerardo looked at my husband and for a moment I feared he meant for me to demonstrate with my husband. Lidia turned around and followed my boss's gaze. [Why don't you let him? Why don't you let him do it? He's already doing it anyway, why don't you let him do it officially? At least then it wouldn't be a betrayal, neither on her part nor on his. Because I can't! 

	-Come here," said Gerardo. 

	Lidia advanced between her legs, ready to gobble my boss's cock. The relief that she was not going to do it with my husband, at least not under my nose, was short-lived. Likewise, I felt jealous watching him swallow Gerardo's cock. Even so, I understood that Gerardo, as a goreador -as a Master- had all the right in the world. {Yes, but Daniel has none!} 

	-Do you see how deep it goes? -said Gerardo, satisfied with Lidia's oral abilities.  

	Or rather with the capacity of her throat. Lidia may have had a deeper throat, but I sucked her better. Silvestre had taught me well. [Silvestre only taught you what Daniel's fantasy dictated to him!] Eye contact and what you transmit with your gaze is as or more important than tongue skills and throat capacity. In that I thought I could safely say that I surpassed Lidia.  

	With his hands, Gerardo was pushing Lidia's head down, forcing her to swallow his cock all the way down. Except he doesn't seem to be forcing her at all. He doesn't even provoke her vomit reflex. 

	-And I don't have a big one," acknowledged my boss. It was true. Actually, his cock was a little smaller than my husband's. "But to be an excellent whore, you have to train to be able to swallow bigger cocks. But for you to be an excellent whore, you have to train to be able to swallow bigger turnips. I'm going to push you to the limit... and beyond," my boss warned me in front of my husband who, once again, did nothing to stop me. 

	My husband may not have taken working in a brothel seriously. I had told him to see how he would react, imagining himself working there instead of me. I, however, was not so sure about my boss's true intentions. I realized that Gerardo had already broken me, he had broken me. I had no strength... no desire to oppose him. But Daniel, you can still save me! Why don't you do anything? Don't you love me anymore? Don't you care about me anymore? [How can you ask him that without really asking him? Let me use your vocal cords, I'll do it!] {You don't care about that. Even if she were to let you, I'd stop you. You and I are not here to take the reins}. [Wake up, Gemma! React! How can you expect that from Daniel and blame him for not doing anything, if you don't tell him what's really going on?] 

	-Lidia, cuff him, there against the radiator will do. 

	Lidia did not hesitate to please Gerardo. She got up, went to get the handcuffs and cuffed my husband against the radiator. And Daniel let herself be done, without resistance. Amused, she allowed herself the luxury of pulling my husband's panties down below his little balls. Then she kissed him on the mouth, and Daniel let her do it! Lidia shared with my husband the taste of my boss. There is nothing intimate anymore that is reserved only for us. Sharing the goring is supposed to be exclusive to the wife and husband. I watched bitterly as my husband followed Lidia with his eyes. 

	-Cuff her now," Gerardo ordered. She'll be fine there against the table leg. 

	For some reason, Lidia knew exactly where the second pair of handcuffs was. Without a second glance, she cuffed me against the massive leg of the dining room table, her hands behind my back. And I let her do it. 

	-Perfect! -And now show him how to really train deep throat. Show me what you showed me. 

	You? When? What? 

	Lidia disappeared up the stairs. Her heel tapping faded to silence. 

	-I told you, Gema," said my boss. 

	He didn't have to say anything else. I knew he meant to push me to the limit and beyond. 

	-That's what you want, isn't it? -he asked. 

	-Yes... boss. Do with me what you want. I'm yours. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How much freedom does your Master allow you in your daily life? Do you have to consult him where you go, with whom or what to wear? Does he decide what you should eat or how to do your hair and make-up? Does he control your social networks and have your passwords? Does he control you financially, since he is the only source of income for your family? Does he forbid you to do certain things or see certain people?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What turns my boss on the most is getting his dark desires to turn me on and make me want to do what he has in mind, even if (or mostly) it's outside of what would normally turn me on. He has succeeded with Lidia, partially with her father and with some little thing else. 

	Total control is not his obsession and I have complete freedom, at least compared to the terms you mention. Although it is true that his preference is for me to be dressed in a certain way (stockings and garter belt and lately with the plug-tail in my ass), he likes the reddish tint of my hair (top and bottom) and doesn't want me to change it (but I don't want to change it either; I already had it that way before I met him, albeit with a different shade) and he generally likes me to show off a nice fire scrub on my pubis. 

	As for the economy, it is true that we depend on my income, which in turn depends on my position in his company. The funny thing is that it excites me. And if I'm honest with you, it does even more, since my husband became unemployed." 

	  

	I accompanied my answer with an exciting black and white photo of a woman walking confidently down the street. She had opened her trench coat and was wearing the same type of lingerie as me underneath (except for the tail, at least as far as I could see in the photo). I liked to imagine myself like that, although in reality it was quite the opposite. The woman, by her demeanor, walked like that because she wanted to. I did it because my boss demanded it. In reality, she was not free. In reality, she likes her pubis shaved, like Lidia wears it. He only makes me wear it that way to annoy my husband. Anyway, since he never kisses me down there, he might as well not care. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Is Gerardo already in control of when, where and how you have sex with your husband? Do you have to ask Gerardo for permission? And if you still don't, are you willing to give Gerardo that power over you and your husband? To have to ask or beg him every time you want to have sex with Daniel, whether or not you can do it? Would you agree to Gerardo strictly forbidding you to have any sex with your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, we have not reached that point. Gerardo only controls that when we are in his presence, that is, in his house. I would not accept not having any sex with my husband. I believe that sex in a couple is necessary. However, sex is a broad concept that goes beyond the missionary position and vaginal penetration." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I heard what the old man said. And I heard what my wife answered him. Yes, it is well expressed, because I had actually paid more attention to Gerardo's words than to my wife's. My wife's words I already knew by heart: "Yes, boss. My wife's I already knew by heart: "Yes, boss." If she didn't put up the slightest resistance, why should I? Besides, the old man was generous that night. He was letting me watch and had tolerated Lidia kissing me right under his nose. And my wife's. Let's see what happens. 

	Lidia's heels announced her return before I saw her. With a firm step, very different from my wife's, she entered the living room. What a beautiful thing! Her heels really showed off her breasts. They put them in the ideal posture. 

	Lidia had returned with a long dildo in hand. It was purple in color. The way it wobbled in her hand, to the rhythm of her little breasts, it seemed extremely flexible. Let's see how she shoves that down her throat! I looked expectantly at Lidia. I had seen porn videos where a girl did that. One of my favorite actresses was Adriana Chechik. I'd seen her do something like that. It wasn't exactly my kind of porn, but I considered pornography to be culture, too. Knowledge takes no place. Adriana wasn't exactly my type either. She was more of a sardine and I preferred them somewhat less girly, mind you, without going to the extreme of bimbos, let alone blonde bimbos. But there was something special about her. Lidia also had something of a sardine. And she too had something special. Adriana was a totally depraved slut. And, above all, devoted. {You can't blame Gema for giving herself, if you're really turned on by that!} 

	-Gemma, stick out your tongue, please," said Gerardo, "and open your mouth a little, just a little. 

	My wife obeyed instantly. I could tell from her face that she didn't know what was going to happen. I didn't know either. Expectantly, I watched the two females. Lidia apparently did know what was going to happen. She knew what Gerardo was up to. Had they talked about it before between them and behind our backs? She came up to my wife and took her tongue between her lips. Lidia began to fuck my wife's tongue with her mouth. It felt like my wife's tongue was a small cock and Lidia's mouth was a vagina. Gema kept her tongue out while Lidia moved her head and embraced my wife's tongue with her lips. She did it with great care. That was something I had not yet seen in any porn movie. It didn't take long for my scrotum to ache again, as the skin stretched. Had the old man not been in the room, the scene would have been erotically charged. 

	After several minutes Lidia pulled away from my wife. Gema slipped her tongue back into her mouth. Not satiated with the experience, Lidia leaned over my wife again and kissed her long and deep. When she suddenly pulled away from her, my wife's expression was that she wanted the kiss to be prolonged. The young woman turned and winked mischievously at me. 

	Next, Lidia placed the long dildo vertically, above my wife's mouth. Gema did not need any further instructions. Despite her expression of surprise and annoyance, she opened her mouth, after hesitating for a few moments. Lidia began to shove the dildo first into my wife's mouth and then, judging by the length that had disappeared, down her throat. Lidia moved the dildo up and down. Each time it went up less and less and down more and more. Gemma was soon retching. She flailed her cuffed arms, but had no choice but to accept the dildo in her mouth. Her tears filled and soon tears began to slide down her cheeks. 

	It seemed to me an unfair scene. As the teacher, my wife had had to demonstrate with Lidia's feet. And now that the young woman was the teacher, it was again my wife who was taking the brunt of it. However, I did not take pity on my wife. I admit that I didn't. Quite the contrary, I found it exciting to see Lidia dominating my wife like this. I had seen her whipping my wife before, always under Gerardo's orders and when it was her turn to assume the role of the senior submissive. Gerardo liked to switch roles on the same night. He would often provoke them and turn them against each other, so that they could hurt each other without any qualms. Then he would make them pleasure each other in a highly sensual way. The punishments I had seen, but I had not yet witnessed a cunnilingus between them at Gerardo's house. Although, I imagined that was, among other things, what went on in his bedroom. They would eat each other's pussy and surely they would even share and exchange the old man's fluids with each other. No, not the piss. Lidia is not like that. She's not like Gema. The thought sent a shiver down my spine that cut me to the quick. I had witnessed cunnilingus between them, but not thanks to Gerardo, or at least not at his house. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You decide whether or not you have sex with Daniel, when you have sex with him, and what kind of sex you have with him. Are you so sure Daniel won't get fed up with your whims and your mistreatment and give you the boot one day to rebuild his life with someone who loves and values him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel is living out some of his sexual fantasies with me. None of this is meant to belittle him, much less mistreat him. It's a consensual game between adults. Likewise you could say that Gerardo is mistreating me, but he is not. If we didn't play these kinds of games, yes I would fear that perhaps he would seek this or any other kind of fun elsewhere (I'm referring to my husband, obviously)." 

	  

	In a man, discipline and constant training are more important than in a woman. Women have a greater facility to be submissive, if we want to be. But in a man submission is in conflict with the social values in which he has been educated and with his testosterone. Understanding that is a first step. Becoming consistent is the second. 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"I don't think you are aware of the moral and psychological damage you are doing to your husband. When you want to realize what you have done to him, it will be too late and it will be hopeless. Daniel does not deserve what you are doing to him. You should give him a chance to live a real life, away from you. You and your boss are two very similar personalities, with the same perversions, you were born to be together, you deserve each other and it's not fair that you ruin Daniel's life." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you think my husband should leave home or should I? And who should keep the designer lounger we just bought?" 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"I think you're the one who should leave the house and leave the deck chair to Daniel, who will need it more than you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're wrong. We women always keep the house. Sometimes also with the deck chair, but that depends on how worn out it is." 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"You're right, we women always keep the house and that shows our selfishness and lack of generosity. In your case those shortcomings would prove to be even greater, since you would leave Daniel on the street without any income. Would you be proud of that? Would you celebrate with your lover?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Wouldn't it be my turn to pay her alimony? Any feminist lawyers here who could clarify that for me, please?" 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Yes, you should give him a compensatory pension. Everything you have you owe to your husband, even what you have with Gerardo. I don't know if a feminist lawyer will be able to clarify anything for you, but each one must within herself what is the right thing to do. Another thing is whether you are a good enough person to do what you owe." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Don't worry that, in such a case, I would give him a good compensatory one, one that would last him quite a long time." 

	  

	With the moving image, in full color, of a dominatrix whipping a man on all fours, leaving beautiful red marks on his skin. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	That bitch Lidia had bought an extra large, wide and long dildo. I even had trouble putting it in my mouth. What kind of teacher was she? It didn't seem fair that it was my turn to swallow the dildo. At least she should have done a demonstration beforehand, if she was so good at it! I had kissed her feet; I had done the demonstration. Now it was supposed to be her turn. But once again, it had been proven that Lidia was Gerardo's pretty, spoiled little girl. It's not fair! With good reason he had had me handcuffed to the table.  

	I had also had my husband handcuffed so that he would not intervene. Seeing me suffer like this, I was sure that my husband would have intervened, had he not been handcuffed. {Yes, of course}. Lidia's whore was tearing my throat apart. But I intended to take revenge, as soon as it was my turn to administer some punishment. At some point it would be my turn to rule over her, and then she'd find out! I was about to vomit. I was having a hard time restraining myself from dirtying my boss's floor. Si poto will punish me or, worse, he will make Lidia punish me and then I won't be able to take revenge. 

	-Well, that's enough! -Gerardo said. He had finally taken pity on me. I think he's beginning to understand what awaits him from now on," he commented ominously. 

	Lidia pouted. It was her way of protesting that her game was over too soon (for her). Suddenly, she gave me a slap that I didn't expect and that made me turn my head. It didn't take long for my cheek to burn. Gerardo didn't reproach her. Neither did my husband. Are you never going to do anything? Is it all the same to you? I was being unfair to him; I knew that. But whether I was fair or not was the least of it. Just as unexpectedly, Lidia kissed me next. She was crazy. Lidia was crazy. [Said the crazy one]. She ended her kiss LuisA-style, biting my inner lip and stretching it as she pulled away. I was helpless and felt completely humiliated and overwhelmed. Somehow, the way he had fucked my mouth with his extra-large dildo, the slap and the bite on my lip reminded me of my times with Luis Alberto's insensate. [Did Lidia somehow know about my brief history with him? I had not commented about him in my blog and I had not yet written my third book, which is largely about him. If I knew anything, it could only be from Gerardo's mouth. Or from Daniel. Luis Alberto was a brute. I had been overwhelmed by him, completely overwhelmed and overpowered by his physical strength, his sexual energy and his contempt for me. I hated and despised him, because he deserved nothing else. But it is true that such an energetic way of treating me, as if I were a mere inflatable sex doll and not a person, in all my encounters with him had made me very horny. That didn't mean that we didn't get along to kill each other. LuisA had possessed me physically, every time he fucked me. In retrospect, it was he who had awakened in me the need to be possessed. Gerardo possessed me in another way, more spiritual and much less physical. The physical part I had delegated to Darko and his friend, but that had been on a one-off basis, on that trip to Switzerland. But perhaps it was not enough to be possessed spiritually and I needed to feel that physical energy as well. Had Gerardo realized this and was now delegating it to Lidia? But she is a woman... I wanted Lidia for her sweetness and sensuality, not for her brutality. No, with a woman I couldn't imagine it like that. Or had Daniel gone off the deep end with Lidia and encouraged her to treat me like that? I'm getting a little bit scratchy. It was only once, something very punctual, totally casual. I played games of domination and submission with Lidia, but that was always with Gerardo present; I was part of a trio, in which he was always the dominant from which everything emanated. I had already found it hard in Switzerland to accept the witch in black acting independently of her partner Klaus. I still refused to see myself with lesbian tendencies, beyond the play with Gerard, and I could not accept a woman taking her place. "Relax," I told myself, "he's not doing it; Gerard is still around. My cheek was still burning, more out of embarrassment than pain. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that Gerardo is not interested in having you as a partner, because now he has the benefits and not the inconveniences of living together. But don't you think he might be interested in having you as a partner in the medium term? Given his age and physical deterioration, in a few years he may need someone by his side to take care of him, and who better than you to look after his well-being as he ages further and his health problems require a woman to take care of him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you think that's why he introduced me to his father, so I'll have a preview of what's coming and get used to it?" 

	  

	The truth was that Gerardo had indeed suggested - even pressured me - to move in with him for a while, or at least for two or three days a week. It was not part of our agreement and it would have been a step backwards, with respect to my husband being present at our meetings. To date, I had been able to refuse. But to think that Gerardo simply ordered something to be done is to not know him: he explored, planted the idea in my head and often succeeded in making it grow. Gerardo was capable of something paradoxical: he managed to make me feel that the idea was mine, while allowing me to excuse myself that I was doing it because it was his orders. It was contradictory and didn't make sense, but he managed it. "Come with me, I will transform you," he had told me " Look what you have managed to advance so far. Imagine how you would advance if you were with me more often," he whispered. I couldn't do it, not with Vicky. And my husband... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia turned around. Moving her hips exaggeratedly, she turned away from my wife. And she approached me. She planted herself in front of me, with her legs slightly apart and her arms up. From below, from where I stood, she looked tall, very tall, though in reality she was not. She bit her lower lip, imitating my wife, consciously or unconsciously. 

	I was always turned on by the games between them - how could I not be? I am a man. {Yes, a "castrated" man with very feminine panties. A man who lets other men fuck his wife. A man who prefers other men to fuck her, rather than fuck her himself. A man who swallows other men's cum} That's not like that! {Ah, isn't it?} If it's in her body, it's part of her, not another man. {A man who has sucked another man's dick} Silvestre? Don't give me that! We've already discussed that! Nuria was involved! It wasn't gay, it was a threesome. Gema never ceased to amaze me how she had adapted to enjoying the pleasures of another woman. It was what I had wanted to see, years ago. And it had finally happened. It had happened in Gerardo's era, but if I had witnessed it, it wasn't because of him. Or was it? In the old man's house what existed between them was a relationship of domination and submission. Sometimes Lidia dominated, other times Gema. My wife always complained that Gerardo had a tendency to allow Lidia to dominate more often, but I don't think that was the case. Besides, Gema didn't seem to mind too much, really. Even if she later retaliated strongly, when it was her turn to be the dominant one. Between them, what I had seen on the excursion to Chinchón, there was a lot of sensuality and tenderness, when Gerardo wasn't around. I wasn't sure which of those two variants turned me on more, the BDSM relationship between them or the love and tenderness. Both turned me on, though each in its own way. But what Lidia had just done had perplexed me, so much so that I wasn't sure if it turned me on. That no-nonsense slap... With a man it would have turned me on, probably, once I got over the fear that I could really hurt her and the rage at treating my greatest treasure like that. I had hated it when Luis Alberto had treated her that way. But Silvestre had been right to tell me that deep down he turned me on, except that I had refused to admit it to him. But a woman... In this case, I hadn't been angry because Lidia had treated her that way. Nor had I been afraid because it might really hurt her. She is a woman. And she's not a bad girl. But I wasn't sure I could visualize Lidia taking on Silvestre's role, nor Luis Alberto's, nor Gerardo's. I was engrossed in my thoughts. Lost in thought, I shook my head. No, I couldn't imagine a female horn player, at least not exclusively and disconnected from a male horn player. No, that didn't turn me on, not in isolation. I shook my head again. 

	Suddenly, Lidia grabbed my jaw, did she read my mind? She immobilized my head for a few seconds. Then, just as surprisingly, she slapped my face. She read my mind! And he grabbed my jaw again. {What about this? Does this turn you on, that your gore is a woman and that she's dominant with you?} Lydia held my face and was not able to either nod or shake her head. {You don't need to move to answer to me!} No, I didn't imagine a dominant goreador who was female. I did imagine Lidia dominant with me. In fact, I enjoyed it. But I didn't imagine her as a substitute for a male goreador.  

	Lidia slapped me again. Next, she forced the dildo into my mouth and began to fuck me viciously with it. I opened my mouth and let her do it - what else can I do, I'm handcuffed! The dildo was barely sinking into my mouth. I knew that. But it was hurting my throat. 

	-Lidia! -Gerardo shouted, helping me with his thunderous voice. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	husband-in-chastity: 

	"Hi Gema, What can I do so that during my chastity periods my wife will touch me more or play with me more? Normally, once locked up, she only touches, caresses, or plays with me every three or four days and to me it is very insufficient to keep up the motivation to stick it out with the chastity period. what can I do?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You have to forget more about yourself and she must set you more chores so that you don't have time to think about yourself. If you are in chastity, it is not for your pleasure, but for hers, in any case. And hers can come from touching (you to her) or from helping her and keeping the house in perfect condition. That's for her to decide. I don't think you've been in chastity long enough yet to understand that." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I am a woman in her forties. I have several lovers, more or less fixed, with my husband's consent and although sometimes I am alone with them, usually my husband is present and participates at the same level as my lovers. I respect what you do, but honestly I could not have a man by my side who did not behave like a man in all areas of life. If I saw him humiliate himself like that, I would stop seeing him as my Man. I would lose respect for him as a person and I could no longer live by his side." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And if you groveled at the feet of your lovers and did depraved things for them and your husband saw you, do you think he would lose respect for you because of that and stop seeing you as his Wife and stop being able to go on living by your side? 

	I'm not saying that there is symmetry, but sometimes the mirror serves to analyze things from other perspectives and make comparisons. 

	Obviously, each person and each couple works in their own way. You like your husband to participate, I guess in a threesome, and so does he. My husband likes to watch and enjoy the domination and submission. It has not been easy for me to understand how much he likes that, but I have learned to accept it and to try - as far as my way of being allows me - to give him what he needs. Sex is only a part of us, not the whole person. Just because he behaves like that sexually doesn't mean that in all other things he is also like that. 

	And of course, there are different colors for different tastes and sexuality for different philias". 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia did not let go of my husband, in spite of Gerardo. On the contrary, she grabbed him in a worse way. She stopped slapping him and putting the dildo in his mouth, as she had done with me. In return, she turned around and looked at me. She had my husband pressed against her, affectionately, with her cheek against his belly and one hand caressing the other cheek. Daniel still kept the dildo in his mouth. Lidia smiled with a tenderness that made me doubt if she had really slapped me before, but the burning on my cheek and the dildo in my husband's mouth confirmed that it had really happened. Gerard sighed and shook his head. Once again, he was going to let his pretty girl get away with impunity {Let me punish her for that transgression, boss! {For what? For disregarding the boss?} [For violently slapping our husband?] {Or for squeezing him tenderly against her?} 

	-Lidia, come here! -my boss finally ordered the young slut. 

	Lidia pulled away from my husband, but not before planting an unnecessary kiss on his forehead. She pulled away from him moving her hips in the same exaggerated way she had approached him before. Gerard hooked the ring of her necklace with his index finger and brought her towards him. Next, they kissed. I was young, compared to Gerardo, but Lidia was even younger; she was only a few years older than my daughter. It was a grotesque scene, but not because of the age difference, but because I felt jealous. I looked away from the scene. As I did, my gaze fell on my husband. Daniel was watching them. In his facial expression I thought I sensed jealousy too. 

	Gerardo whispered something to Lidia, but I could not understand what he had said. The young woman detached herself from him and came towards me with a cocky air, moving her legs in an exaggerated way. She winked at me, but just walked past me. Then he pushed the decorative candelabra away from the table and lay down on it. Gerardo got up from the armchair. He stood in front of me and said: 

	-Now you're going to see how it's done. 

	Then she helped Lidia place her head on the edge of the table. I had to turn around to see the scene. My boss had told me I would see it, but from my angle it wasn't going to be easy for me. Lidia brought her arms forward and pulled his cock out of his fly, which was already (or, rather, still) open. Gerardo had a hard-on. With me he doesn't get hard that easily, unless he has something very kinky in mind. Lidia took my boss's cock in her mouth and tilted her head down, to make it easier for him to penetrate her all the way in. Gerardo began to fuck her throat, deeper and deeper. But how does the slut get to breathe? This did not seem like a punishment for her irreverent behavior, but a reward. Gerardo allowed her to rub her clitoris. Excited, the slut moved her whole body, except for her head, which remained removed to accommodate my boss's cock in her throat. If he doesn't intervene quickly, the slut will cum! The massive table was vibrating with her movements. I couldn't see it well from my position, my boss's pants didn't help either, but it looked like Gerardo was really getting his mouth full. My boss was grunting with pleasure, as he rarely did with me. I can't - or shouldn't - really blame him: Lidia is young and beautiful; I can't compete with that. Nor can I with the capacity of her throat. For a moment, I imagined myself living with the two of them, with Lidia as Gerardo's main partner and me as their servant. The servant and surrogate womb. I shook my head vigorously to push those thoughts away. No! Gerardo loves me in spite of everything. That's why he made me do that with his father. [Ilusa! He wants you as his caretaker-slave. You won't even take care of him, but of his father. Look at it this way: the age difference between Lidia and Gerardo is about the same as that between you and Alan. Symmetry is beautiful] No, it isn't! I shook my head again, already almost in tears. I definitely had to control my jealousy. And, apparently, I also had to control my imagination, which was running wild. For an instant, I imagined Daniel taking care of Alan... 

	Lidia came. Gerard pulled out of her mouth and let her moan. She was still rubbing her clit intensely, he let her cum! It was sacrilege. {The acts of the gods are never sacrilege, but quite the opposite, by definition}. Gerard, apparently, had not cum. He was saving himself for me. I felt a little relief. 

	-Have you seen how it's done? All the way down, without protesting," my boss instructed me. You've been practicing for a long time, but you haven't succeeded yet. I think you lack motivation, apart from a good teacher. But don't worry, I'll help you. Let's do the following," said my boss. 

	Gerardo stood in front of me. His erect cock was just inches from my face. It glistened with the slut's saliva. I moved my head forward as far as my handcuffs would allow and took his cock in my mouth. I began sucking him, never taking my eyes off his. If I couldn't beat the bitch in ability, I could certainly beat her in skill. Silvestre had taught me well. I began to suck him, while I continued to listen to him. 

	-Lidia will teach you. I know you are very busy and don't have much time. Therefore, she will come to your house periodically, let's say bi-weekly.  

	To our house? I was stunned, but I kept sucking her. No, I couldn't! How am I going to explain this visit to Vicky? Lidia sat up and sat on the edge of the table. She swung one leg over my head, leaving me between her legs. The soles of her feet brushed my nipples. Lidia looked Gerardo in the face as he continued talking. 

	-I trust you will take advantage of these visits to teach him how to worship feet," my boss continued. You know how to do it," he said, leaving no doubt as to what he meant. In exchange for his efforts to come to your house, I want you to give him back the key to that thing," he said with a certain contempt in his voice. 

	Lidia reached under my boss's shirt and pulled out a necklace with a key, his key, to be precise. She waved it demonstratively. 

	-You brought it with you, didn't you? 

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

	-Before, you used to give me the key as soon as I arrived, when it was yours. But after you got the key, or should I even say the keys, from Lidia," said my boss, showing that he was perfectly aware of everything, "you stopped doing that. 

	The implication was clear: I had stopped doing it and Lidia had started doing it. 

	-That deserves a punishment, right Lidia? 

	The bitch was happy and nodded vigorously. I was sure of that, even though I didn't see it, since she was behind me. Behind me and on top of me. 

	-She will be the owner of the two keys," said Gerardo, in case it was not clear. It's only fair. After all, the... gossip... is hers. 

	The way she said it, I wasn't sure what she had meant by chisme, whether it was the chastity device or my husband. I also wasn't sure what exactly biweekly meant to Gerardo. Did he mean twice a week or once a fortnight? 

	-She will come to your house with the key," my boss continued. 

	I felt myself getting dizzy. The key... Did he mean the key to Daniel's chastity device or our house key? I sensed my world was rocking. 

	-If you want to have sex, that kind of sex, with him," she cleared her throat, "you'll have to ask Lidia. She'll control it. I understand that you still don't want to give that up. -Gerardo shook his head, "No, I don't really understand, but I'm magnanimous," he said with conviction. The time will come when you will loathe him, if you haven't already," he said confidently. If you want to have sex with him, you will ask her," he repeated. She will allow it, if she sees progress in your learning. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you really want to never make love with Daniel again? In a loving marriage, the meaning of vaginal penetration is not comparable to any other sexual practice. The bodies of the two spouses merging into one. That and no other practice is lovemaking. Do you really want to give up such intimate communication with your husband? The penile restraint, ruined orgasms, etc., that you now permanently practice are going to lead to Daniel's functional impotence." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Never again is as wrong as it is illusory the "Never again!". We have been together for twenty years. And if health accompanies us, we will still have another twenty and hopefully another twenty more. Never is a period as long, as unreal as infinity.  

	I have never (now it is correct to use the term) said that I didn't want to have vaginal sex with my husband. And I have never said that I am not currently having it. I have only said that it is not the most important thing. And I'm also saying that it would be okay if for a period of time - longer or shorter - we didn't have vaginal sex. I'm not saying that that would be desirable or that it's what I want, just that I don't see it as a completely far-fetched scenario. 

	To clarify (once again): Daniel comes out of his cage when I want him to and we have vaginal sex how and when I want him to. It's true that most of the time he's caged, but it's not permanent, in the sense that it's going to be that way ad infinitum, nor is it in the sense that he doesn't come out every now and then and have his orgasms." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that you would not accept that Gerardo forbids you to have any sex with your husband, but you have not answered the rest of the questions: would you accept that Gerardo decides at all times where and when you have sex with your husband, even when you are far away from him? Would you accept that he forbids you forever to have vaginal sex with Daniel? Would the cuckold accept it without rebelling?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Honestly, I don't know. I don't know all the twists and turns of the road, its stops or even its end. I don't know if I would ever get to that stage. All I can tell you is that as of today I'm not there. Or, rather, we are not there, neither my husband nor myself. 

	I also tell you that many times the crux of the matter is not in the what, but in the how. There are many ways to do things and the way is often more important than the thing itself." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Why do you spend so much time justifying your husband's failure to penetrate you vaginally? Do you somehow feel guilty for having driven him to functional impotence? Are you thus trying to make your husband more accepting of his inferior status to Gerard, as a man and as a lover?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And give him another one with impotence! Where did I say that? My husband is not impotent. What happens is that now he needs a key to start, just like cars, only in his case it's the key to the chastity device. 

	Inferiority as a man... How is he, in your opinion, a superior man?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	What Gerardo was saying was a contradiction. If he was so convinced -on the surface- that my wife was bored with vaginal sex with me, why was he allowing it as a reward for her gargling practices? Following his logic, wouldn't Gemma try to fail in her practices to dodge the arduous task of having to make love to me? Her lack of consistency disappointed me. Gerardo had her money, her culture, her determination and her intelligence. And now he had one less thing. Had Lidia sucked the blood out of his brain through his cock? Gerardo disappointed me and that made me glad, despite what his words implied to me. {You're not glad because he let you down, nor because he might thus disappoint Gema, if she notices the lack of logic. Nor do you do it because I am losing my faculties. You're happy because then you won't have to measure up to Gema}. I liked making love to my wife. I needed it. We both needed it. Any couple needed it to stay together! That's what the forum members on the Anglo-Saxon cuckold forum I frequented told me. And that's what my wife's followers agreed. And that is what the almost catastrophic experience has shown us. I was not impotent. But since becoming a consenting cuckold, I was becoming more and more of a premature ejaculator. When we made love, I would end up letting my wife down. I wasn't like that before. On the contrary, I used to have an almost tiresome stamina. Anyone, even the old man, even that Dídac, was now more enduring than I was. I was partly relieved not to have to comply or not to have to do it so often. I'm an idiot! I knew what that meant. I knew the risks involved. We'd been through it. But, despite that, a sense of relief settled over me. I felt safer with the chick in a cage. I felt less pressure. Even on my two visits to Lidia's house I had preferred not to be uncaged. Partly I had done it so as not to cheat on my wife like that. Not like that, but I ended up cheating on her in another way. And in good part I had done it so as not to risk making a fool of myself. 

	-He will supervise it," Gerardo continued, oblivious to my thoughts. He'll be present, with the light on, but he won't participate, of course. You will take good note of everything, won't you? -he said, turning to Lidia. He kissed her on the forehead. 

	Lidia nodded euphorically. Then she hugged and kissed him. 

	-Thank you, Daddy! -he exclaimed. 

	Daddy, daddy... that wasn't an affiliation of mine. When I watched porn, I tried to avoid videos with those labels. 

	Suddenly, I was aware of what it meant. I hadn't heard it right. I had focused only on the control Lidia would have, on her always pleasant visit to our house, on her having vaginal sex with my wife once every two weeks at most... But I hadn't realized that she would be there to take note! Gerardo had said it clearly. He would see me make love to Gema. And he would see me cum before my time. I felt an indescribable embarrassment. Deny it, Gema, please stand up! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It's very unbelievable that your husband understands everything you do and always willingly accepts that you submit to Gerardo's every whim, without the slightest reproach. I don't want to offend him, he already has enough, but he's either stupid or completely blind! What do you mean he gets the best part of you? He only has an illusion of you in his head. He doesn't have your body, nor does he have your mind, nor does he have your respect or even your heart, as you falsely tell him. He has only humiliations and absences." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He does have my body (although not all of its parts, but many husbands wish they had a wife who offered him so much). And since he has to earn permission to have that body, he values it and enjoys it much more. 

	It has my mind and also my heart, because what we have is a home and that is something we will continue to have. We have a past, a present and a vision for the future that we share. 

	And he has my deepest respect, because I value so much what he does for me and the ability he has to offer me that, where many other men would fail out of fear and their own insecurities.  

	Humiliations are just part of the game. What you indicate is like putting a sexual spanking on the same level as an assault. It is necessary to differentiate in what context and with what objective they occur." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi Gema. I agree with you: there are many ways, besides having vaginal sex, to have a satisfying sex life. However, having vaginal sex is absolutely essential to the emotional and loving bond of a married couple, in my opinion. And it cannot be replaced by anything. So, I hope it's not inappropriate to ask: But how often do you and Daniel have vaginal intercourse with each other, for that matter? How important is it to you to do exactly this with Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Let me not answer you with a figure. Anyway, the number wouldn't mean anything, because every couple is different and what is a lot for some is a little for others. But I will tell you that now -even with him caged until I release him-, we do it more than before I started this hotwife thing. Maybe this will allow you to understand that restricting his access to my body (and his), is actually not a restriction, but quite the opposite, at least if you compare it to before. Our sex life, even his, is now much fuller than before. And that doesn't mean we were in crisis before, but simply that we were doing it 'less than married'." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Has Daniel confessed to you what he feels when he sees or hears you enjoy being penetrated by Gerardo, when he hears you reach orgasm while Gerardo cums inside you, knowing that he is incapable of achieving it, of giving you even some pleasure with his penis? Doesn't he feel insignificant, dispensable, a worm next to the great Gerardo?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Oh, don't be silly! My husband is perfectly capable of giving me pleasure with his little chick, at least when I decide to release him and when he doesn't cum prematurely. 

	Daniel gets turned on by seeing me enjoying myself with another man, even if Gerardo is that other man, although his ideal would be an athletic guy, etc., blablablabla. My husband is simply very visual. That's why -I guess- he likes to see me and that's why he would prefer my lover to be younger. 

	It also excites him to see how another man dominates me. I find that curious, because with me, he definitely prefers to be the submissive. So, that's a somewhat contradictory duality, which I haven't quite figured out yet. But that's the way it is. Maybe it's because that's the way he is. If you ask him what animal he would like to be, he would answer some kind of hybrid like a chimera (I tell him willing to mix different animals, don't forget the antlers of the deer...). 

	But apart from the physical dominance, let's say, what excites him a lot is knowing how far I am willing to go to satisfy another man. (The fool ignores that if I go that far it is to satisfy him). 

	He doesn't feel insignificant seeing me like this. Maybe for some moments he feels very small and he sees me as very big (as he often says), but that makes him feel good. But those are moments. He usually feels proud to offer me that freedom and feels more confident, because he knows that most men wouldn't dare. And on the latter I absolutely agree with him. I have already commented several times what I think when some of you talk about "being a real man". 

	Really, if he felt bad (like a worm, as you say), do you really think he would want to go through with it? Do you really think I would want him to feel really bad? Humiliation can be exciting, it can be part of sex, as long as it's in the right context. Outside of that context it is abhorrent (and reportable). You have to differentiate between what our sex games are and what the rest of life is. And you have to know that the bravest, the most self-confident, is the one who opens the doors, not the one who closes them." 

	  

	What if Daniel was as addicted to those emotions as I was to mine? What if we were both junkies? What if it destroyed us, just as drugs destroy addicts? Vaginal sex in a couple was, after all, necessary. We already knew that, and yet... We're going to crash. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo took the key to my handcuffs - Lidia had left it on the table and by a miracle had not thrown it off in her spasms - and unlocked my handcuffs. 

	-Get the key, Gema," my boss urged me. 

	I looked away from my husband, unable to look him in the eye. I went to my purse and took out the key - my key - to Daniel's chastity device. I knelt before my boss, stretched out my arms and with my palms up and my head down I respectfully offered him the key. You are my plan C, Daniel. Now you know, now you see. But that's what you want, isn't it? 

	Gerardo took his time to take the key and held me in that position and in silence for about a minute. Finally, he accepted my offering and thanked me by stroking my head. Lidia came ready to take the key from his hand and add it to the necklace Gerardo wore around his neck. The only two keys to my husband's chastity device now hung from my boss's collar. I was glad of it. At last Gerard was making progress on his promise to get more involved with Daniel and he was doing so despite the not so distant falling out they had had. Lidia curled up next to Gerardo, half sitting on the armrest of the couch, while I remained on my knees in front of him. And in front of her. She had a triumphant smile on her face. 

	-Cheer up! -Lidia exclaimed, "Do you know what they do in brothels?  

	Ah. You mean that. Her question was completely out of context. Her smile turned mischievous, almost crazy. I nodded, even though I knew it had been a rhetorical question. 

	-Suck and fuck! -Lidia answered herself, "Suck and fuck! -she repeated, "Cheer up. You're going to have a lot of anal sex. That's what you want, isn't it? 

	Again I nodded, even though it was another rhetorical question. It was what I wanted, in a way. I don't mean anal sex; I didn't like it enough to want it that way. What I wanted deep down was for Gerard to take me to the extreme, to my limits and beyond. What I wanted was for him to tear me apart, to end it all as soon as possible, because despite my responses, deep down I knew I was hurting Daniel. And deep down, I kept justifying to myself that I needed to explore that world before I became an unattractive old woman. And also, deep down, I kept telling myself that Daniel deserved a little suffering, for cheating on me with Silvestre. Doubly cheated. He cheated on me by cheating on me with him and with Nuria. And he cheated on me by making me feel bad for cheating on him, for desiring and loving Silvestre, for breaking the rules, when he was the one who was running everything from the shadows. He knew I felt very bad about it and continued to do so. I nodded again, even though Lidia hadn't asked any additional questions. 

	-Not only that," Gerardo reminded him, as if he really needed to do so, as if any of us had forgotten or could have forgotten his words. We have already established that the truckers will only be a part of it. The select clientele is more demanding. -Gerardo looked at Lidia instead of me. You will train her well, won't you? -he asked, affectionately taking her mamola between his thumb and forefinger. 

	Lidia nodded enthusiastically. 

	-Trust me," she replied, "I know exactly how it works, thanks to you. -Lidia brought her face close to my boss's and kissed him. And so does he," she added huskily, after an unnecessarily long kiss. 

	I knew that hoarseness. Since she hadn't had it before, it wasn't because Gerardo had damaged her vocal cords, she was horny again, even though she had come. She was horny, again, even though she had come. What kind of mischief was she imagining with me [with you and Daniel]? 

	As if in response to her request for trust, Gerardo took off his necklace and put it on Lidia. Then he kissed her. The complicity between them was beginning to be vomitous. [Isn't that what you want, for me to tear you apart? Do you think I could have that complicity with a broken whore like you?] 

	-You said that he deserved to be punished.... 

	My boss nodded. 

	Lidia got up from the couch. Then she took my hand and pulled me up, helping me to sit up. Forcing me to do so. Once again, I was beginning to lose myself in subspace. I was starting to become absent. I felt heavy and light at the same time. The thing was serious. Maybe not entirely in the way Gerardo and Lidia were implying, but something in that direction was in the works for me. I would be prostituted to some rich client with perverse tastes. And also to some greasy trucker with simple-minded tastes. That's for sure. Maybe not so many, maybe not as often as they insinuate, but they will force me to do something like that. And if I don't do it, Gerardo will publish my photos. [But he'll do it anyway!] {The gallery? Yes, but only the most aesthetic ones, the ones that have some artistic touch. Those are... justifiable? somehow. But the others...} Lidia turned me toward my husband and stood behind me. I saw Daniel only in a blur. He was still there, on the floor, handcuffed to the radiator, with his pants down. At least you spit out Lidia's huge dildo. Lidia began to play with my body, caressing me in all parts in an erotic way. Her hands went up and down. They went between my legs, squeezed my breasts, pulled on my nipples. Lidia was doing it softly, to the rhythm of a fictitious sensual melody that she and I were listening to in our heads. In reality, it was she who had it in her head and who was expressing it using me as an instrument. Lidia... I wasn't sure I wanted to have a teacher, not instead of a master. But Lidia... She knew how to play me. And she knew how to give my husband satisfaction, with me, which, despite being with me, was something I liked and disliked at the same time. My jealousy. And her... Between all that Gerardo and she had said, between how she was caressing me... I was no longer able to reason. 

	-Now your punishment, my dear," he whispered in my ear, caressing my pinna with his lips. Don't worry, I won't hurt you too much. Not today. Today I want you to look at Daniel and tell him with your eyes that this is what you need, that you need everything you are going to do for me and for Gerardo. And everything you've done," she added in a hoarse voice. But first... -he left the words in suspense. His hands came down from my breasts for the umpteenth time. Soon they would come up again, caressing my skin, electrifying it... His hands stopped on my lower belly and his fingers formed a heart. I'm going to be an aunt," she said in a loud but equally husky voice. I'd said it before to Daniel and I'd said it again.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Could you explain in detail what the relationship with your husband really brings you at this time in your life (not what it has presumably brought you in the past), in all the facets of your life (not just hotwife)? I mean your personal growth in all its facets as a person, as a woman, as a female and also emotionally. How important is your husband's presence to you in your busy life now? Do you think it will play any role in your life in the future?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As for my life as a hotwife, to highlight that my husband and I play together. Together does not mean that he is always present and with all his senses. Together means that we have an agreement for this kind of play and that what we do excites each other. We even feed back to each other. 

	As for daily life, my husband is my home. In him I have my peace, my refuge and a good part of my life. It is a refuge, not only to process the strong emotions that my lifestyle produces in me, but also from the normal, everyday life that any of us have. A home is present, past and future. We want to continue building this home and to do so we are aware that from time to time it is convenient to open the windows, open the door and go out on an adventure, and then come back after it. 

	Daniel gives me understanding, he gives me affection, he gives me love, he gives me stability. He is my partner. 

	Certainly, since I have started as a hotwife, I have grown on a personal level, gaining in self-esteem (not that I lacked it) and confidence (I lacked it for some tasks). For example, before I used to dread driving in Madrid, on the M-30, etc. I have never had any problem driving on roads or highways, but Madrid has always seemed like chaos to me, which I did not feel capable of facing. That has changed. And it is true that professionally I have grown a lot thanks to Gerardo. But in reality, deep down, I have grown thanks to my husband, because he has been the one who has seen that I had to grow, who has believed in me and who has made everything possible. Daniel saw that there were certain things that I could not learn from him, either because he was not the right teacher, or because I had become comfortable at his side. And he has been the one who has spurred me on to grow. He has been the one who has made it easier for me to find a more appropriate teacher for certain things and, for that reason, he will continue to be for me the greatest of teachers." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia looked at me intensely. I couldn't look away from her. That nonsense I had said before. But there was something magnetic about her. There is something electromagnetic. Those four words are charged with electricity. I looked at my wife, but Gemma had a blank stare. As if she had shot heroin, her head was cocked to one side. Her gaze was nowhere. Lidia drummed her fingers on my wife's belly. The movement made me detach her ominous gaze. 

	-Here," Lidia whispered, barely audible to my crippled ears. Here," she repeated, "Congratulations! -she said meaninglessly, when I was the one who should be congratulating her on being an aunt soon. Grandfather..." -she left the beginning of the sentence in the air, as if I had to know who her grandfather was- "Gema is pregnant. 

	Then, without letting me digest it, he grabbed my wife by the wrist and took her with him to a chair. He sat down on the chair and made Gema lie face down on his lap. 

	-And now, we are going to punish this bitch," he announced. 

	The first whip fell immediately. But Gema didn't even move. She didn't flinch, despite the noise of the spanking. Slowly, as if in slow motion, she turned her head and looked at me. I had never seen a drug addict on, except in the movies. But Gemma had the dull look of a stoner from a B-movie. She looked at me blankly. Only when the second caning fell did her eyes take on a sparkle of life. "I need this, Daniel," I was told. "You must understand. I need it. I want it like this."  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Could you do a little mental exercise and tell us how many hours of the 24 h of a normal day in your daily life is Gerardo present your thoughts and/or physically? At work, at his home, when you do routines for him, when you send each other pictures or messages, when you go shopping and think if he would like that, at home when you do or see something that reminds you of him, when you are in bed with your husband and you think of him.... All those minutes added up in a day, how many hours do you think that would be?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hmm... mmm... a lot? By the way, should I also add up the hours I'm asleep, where I probably dream about him, even if I don't remember?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You haven't answered the question of how much time Gerardo occupies in your mind. As always when you don't like the question, you scatter so as not to answer it. But I'm sure you've done the math in your head (including the times you dream about him.) Have you noticed that he occupies your mind more than any other person by far? That whatever you do and whoever you're with, he's always there, omnipresent? Are you afraid to admit it and that's why you don't want to answer the question?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, let me calculate it for a moment..." .... So roughly...roughly...without claiming too much precision...it would be...umm...86,391.36." 

	  

	With the moving image of a woman inserting and removing her index finger from the "O" formed by the index finger and thumb of her other hand. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel watched as Lidia and I crawled behind Gerardo. He was carrying our leash. It was a single leash for both of us. As in the fantasy I had discussed with my husband a few weeks ago, Gerardo had looped the leash through the ring on Lidia's collar and hooked the carabiner to mine. If I pulled, our heads would irretrievably join. Gerardo came out of the living room towards the bedroom, with his dog and cat behind. It was clear which of us was the cat and which was the bitch. Daniel looked at the cat's ass, then looked at mine. Unlike the cat, I was wearing a bitch's tail, which, after all, was an animal of the canine family. The tail didn't stop him from watching me walk away with my ass roiling from the cat's spanking.  

	Lidia had lied to me. She had assured me that she wouldn't hurt me too much, but she had. She had started gently, but at some point she had become overzealous and had ended up whipping me hard. If I hadn't felt the intensity of each blow it was because they had come in a muffled way to my mind, through the mental haze of the subspace in which I floated. I had looked at Daniel as Lidia punished me, but through the fog I had barely managed to see him. His face was the expression of ecstasy, or had it been that of terror? As I walked away from him and crawled behind my boss, I vaguely remembered that Lidia had said something to my husband, something that had made him take on that expression of sublime excitement (or was it terror?), but I couldn't remember what. In my mind it was all very fuzzy. But I was happy. I had found my place. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"He will no longer be able to satisfy you with his penis. Doesn't that inability make Daniel feel much less of a man than the others, who penetrate you vaginally and bring you to orgasm? Is Daniel's impotence a justification to alleviate that part of guilt that as a wife you may still have, being penetrated by another man who is not your husband? I don't mean to bother you with my questions, I am interested to know what you think or feel about this topic. Please reason your answer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if I understood you correctly, but, just in case, to clarify that Daniel is by no means impotent. 

	In any case, I think some of you are overestimating the importance of the penis. I get it, you're men and everything seems to center around that flap between your legs that is omnipresent in your lives.  

	But there's more than one way to satisfy a woman. You have to focus on the whole body... and use your mind. Daniel satisfies me among other things by facilitating everything I am experiencing, which, in a way, can be interpreted as an extension of him, an extension more complete and important than the flap between his legs. 

	I don't think he feels like less of a man because of it, although maybe a different man. I'm sure having a caged penis draws attention away from that part of his body and the focus shifts elsewhere. And I also think that wearing panties makes your mind acquire a different sensitivity. None of that should make him less of a man, though maybe a different man." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What do you think are the reasons why for some time now you intensely desire to have inside your vagina the penis of any man, even that of a stranger, and instead you do not wish to have your husband's?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Because my husband's I've had inside for twenty years. During that time, it's been his and his alone. It's time to change the menu, don't you think? 

	PS: I do desire my husband's as well. That he is constantly caged does not mean - as I have explained on previous occasions - that I release him occasionally to play with him or allow him to orgasm. The only thing is that I am generally more turned on by the control I have over him than by having him inside. But when I need him inside, I release him, if only for that, and then back in the cage again." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What a pain in the ass about the "importance of the flap"! Are you a feminazi? What if a man's sensitivity is measured by wearing panties and a chastity device? What a poor world! How many men are sensitive to many issues and put themselves in the place of their female or/and male counterparts? How wrong you are! On the other hand, you were a Hot-wife, but you have lost its main feature: having several steady and several sporadic hornies. Or is it not so?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I recently posted a link to an article precisely against feminazis. No, I don't consider myself one of them." I added to my response a picture of a woman dressed in leather, hair slicked back, looking stern and with two fierce Dobermans on a leash. "Anyway, my focus is on my husband and my marriage. And the panties, I can assure you, have made it smoother. How other men behave, how they manage their sensitivity, etc., I honestly don't care." Following the text was a photo of a pianist. Sitting on top of the piano was a woman. In her hands she was holding sticks with strings, with which she was manipulating the handsome pianist like a puppet. "With regard to the last thing you say, I only partially agree with you. It's true that I'm no longer a typical textbook hotwife, but you're not one hundred percent right either, because I keep Mario as a lover, although, certainly, I pay less and less attention to him." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The cat lay on the bed face up and spread her legs. Gerardo forced my face into her parts. Lidia was dripping. Her arousal was genuine, as was mine. Half lying on the edge of the bed, with one knee on the sheet and the other foot resting on the floor, I gave her pleasure. The cat did not purr, but meowed. 

	Gerardo stood back to watch the scene. He also loved to see my red ass. It wasn't long before I heard the click-click of his SLR camera photographing me from behind. With my face in Lidia's sex, no one could identify me. I wondered if Gerardo would force me to post any of those pictures on my blog. Or maybe I would post them on his. Or both. Gerardo had started his own blog on Tumblr, but it had no text; it was just a collection of images of me, mixed in with some other photographs, some presumably to mislead about the model's identity, some because he liked them or because it was something he intended to do with me. Fortunately, none of my pictures showed my face. Yet. He had also posted pictures of pregnant submissive women. 

	Lidia moaned uncontrollably. She was not one to pretend, but neither was my tongue so skillful as to get such moans out of her. The only explanation was that the situation was really turning her on, and I didn't mean that I was giving her pleasure with my mouth, because she was used to that. It must be because she has both keys again. {Or because she's really looking forward to being an "aunt"}. The way she was moaning, she was sure Daniel could hear her from downstairs. The poor guy had stayed in the living room, handcuffed to the radiator, but he'd gotten a good show in return. His face didn't lie. But what had she given him... 

	-Enough! -Gerardo ordered, interrupting my thoughts. Gema, get on top of her.  

	I obeyed. Gerardo took a short chain and linked our necklaces together. 

	-Link your hands. That's it, like this. And spread your legs, both of you... a little more... That's it, exactly one on top of the other. -Gerardo watched with satisfaction as we positioned ourselves according to his instructions. You can kiss each other on the mouth, you can move your hips, but you can't use your hands or change position. Leave your legs exactly as they are now. 

	Lidia was very horny and immediately began to move her hips under me, eagerly seeking the friction of her sex with mine. Her clitoris still remembered my tongue too well. But it was not so easy to find the right position to rub our parts together, without the help of hands or tongue. It didn't take long for both of us to feel some anxiety when the pressure and rubbing wasn't quite enough and that accelerated our pulsations and movements. It was not easy to find a position that was fully pleasurable for both of us. Often, a couple of millimeters make the difference between being able to reach orgasm and being halfway there. A couple of millimeters from me, a couple of millimeters from you. Lidia and I tried to adjust our positions to achieve the level of rubbing needed, but always within the parameters given by Gerardo. These continual small adjustments meant that suddenly the level was no longer right for the other. In a way, we were competing for the best position. It was a back-and-forth, a continuous and primarily selfish readjustment. And that little competition delighted Gerardo. 

	-We are going to play a little game," Gerardo announced, after observing our desperation and frustration for a while. The first one to climax wins, the other loses.  

	We would have to rub our sexes against each other in that position, continuously adapting our position to extract the maximum pleasure and, if possible, to the detriment of the other. Now it was no longer just about pleasure, but about winning, or at least not losing. 

	Lidia immediately pulled her mouth away from mine. She knew how her kisses turned me on and she was not willing to give me that ease. I desperately sought her lips, but she turned her head away, offering me only her cheek. 

	-It's not fair," I protested. She's so horny, because I've been giving her pleasure with... with my mouth. You've got a head start! -Once again, my boss was showing his favoritism. 

	-It's not like that, Gema. She already ran before, so she was actually at a disadvantage. Your talented work has only rebalanced things. But it is true that Lidia is very excited today. However, I think it's not so much your tongue as other things. Who could have guessed? I thought the opposite would be the case. But if you think I'm discriminating against you, perhaps you'd prefer that I turn my full attention to you. I can send Lidia downstairs and stay only with you. Would you prefer that? 

	I bit my lower lip. It was a trick proposal. Of course I liked to have a threesome with Lidia and him. Of course I would have liked to be alone with him too. And, obviously, I preferred the slut not to be alone with Daniel. 

	-¿Y? -asked Gerardo. 

	But I just kept biting my lip. Lidia watched me, waiting for my decision. 

	-You don't know how much it turns me on to see you do that," she whispered. To emphasize her words, she moved under me again. I like you," she said, and coming from her, it must be true. 

	-And you to me," I replied. 

	-Oh, how beautiful! -exclaimed Gerardo, with exaggerated enthusiasm. I have to make one thing clear," he warned us, "You can't run. The winner will not be the one who cums. That one will have a special punishment. The winner will be the one who manages to reach the edge of orgasm first, but without crossing the border, without going beyond the point of no return. I don't need to tell you that this is where the loser has another chance to win. She only needs to give the other one a little push at the right moment to make her fall off the cliff. If she succeeds, she is also assured of being able to inflict that punishment from her own hand. 

	But the real cruelty was not in making us compete, but in not allowing us to orgasm after all. The real cruelty was that she at least had already cum tonight and I hadn't yet. 

	As soon as she heard my boss's words, Lidia threw herself on my lips and plunged her tongue into my mouth. I knew how much I liked her kisses and hoped she could push me over the edge. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Now you'll have to spend two nights in Barcelona: one with Dídac, one with Alan. Are you working on young Alan as well? That would be three nights, then." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't think Alan's grandfather will be repeated. That was a test of Gerardo for me, of my commitment to him and my ability to adapt to the situation and to fulfill his wishes with pleasure. And I think it was also a kind of gift for his father. In Barcelona, his father lives with his brother. It would be difficult to do it at home. 

	Young Alan... I won't deny that he has his appeal. But I think this has gone too far in the family. And I don't think Gerardo harbors such generous feelings for his nephew - the son of his brother and sister-in-law - as to want to share me with him." 

	  

	Gerardo, perhaps because of the wisdom and experience that gave him maturity, knew how to touch the fibers of my soul like no other. He knew how to compose the melody, so that my body would resonate and desire more. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Is it... is it true? -I asked on the drive home. We had been in the car for more than ten minutes in silence. I hadn't dared to ask him anything or say anything to him. I was in a daze. I should stop. I am in no condition to drive. It was Gema who should be driving. After all, it was her car. Besides, since she had started with Gerardo, she had learned to drive outside Alcobendas. Or more than learned, she had dared to do it. But she might be as, if not more, stunned than I was. I looked at her out of the corner of my eye so as not to take my eyes off the road and because I was unable to look her in the face. 

	-Of course," she replied. He shrugged his shoulders, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. 

	I blanched and blushed at the same time. No, it couldn't be true. It was a game, a fantasy. And now... The least of it was that my wife was no longer the co-administrator of my chastity device. Or rather, of my chastity. What mattered less now was that Lidia was going to visit us regularly at our house. 

	-Are you...? -I started again, incredulous. Or more than incredulous, impotent. Are you going to be...? -I tried again. I was completely overwhelmed by the circumstances. I mean... Lidia is going to be an aunt? -I still couldn't muster the strength to ask her if she was really pregnant and by whom. And whose... Finally, had it been old Alan or old Gerardo who had impregnated my wife? This is grotesque. Who had put that creature in my wife's womb, Gerardo the son or Alan the father? It's Dantesque! And how was it possible? How had it happened? {Do I have to explain to you how human reproduction works?} I bit my lower lip, in a gesture that could be interpreted as if I was imitating my wife, but I was not. Gema used to bite it sideways. I was biting it in the center. And I was doing it hard, so that the pain would bring me out of that bad dream. A nightmare. My life had become El Bosco's triptych. I loved The Garden of Earthly Delights by Jheronimus Bosch, but not to live in it! The left panel was the innocence of creation, Adam and Eve together, Gemma and I as sweethearts, husband and wife, from several decades ago... until less than a decade ago. The big panel in the center was sexual depravity, with dozens of scenes, each one more obscene. And now I am in the "surreality" of the right panel, hell.  

	-Of course," confirmed Gema, calmly and naturally. 

	My gaze was still on the road. Gema's gaze was fixed on my face. 

	It made sense. I mean it didn't make any sense, but that, in retrospect, Gemma had already been preparing me for that. Nobody can be prepared for that. It was a sledgehammer. The subtle hints... the not-so-subtle direct ones... the Dídac semen she'd had me smear on her tummy... the questions and answers on her blog... (Who was asking? Her? Gerardo? A concerned follower and fortune teller?). Of course I had assured her that if she got pregnant by a lover I would take care of the child. But I meant an accidental pregnancy! I had goaded her into being a hot wife. If an accident happened, it was logical that I would deal with it, if she didn't want to abort. But Gerardo... But in a premeditated way! No, it hadn't been an accident. She wanted to have his baby. Or her father's. She'd gotten pregnant premeditatedly. The least of it was that she wanted to have it instead of having an abortion. The frightening thing was that she had deliberately gotten herself pregnant by him. By one of them. Gerardo had gotten away with it. He had even achieved that. The least of it was all the nonsense about the brothel, about powerful clients. But even that is going to turn out to be true. It's not just a fantasy.  

	My wife really wanted to have another child. My wife? But not from me. Up to that point, I could understand. Having had a vasectomy so early, I couldn't give it to her. The old man had played with that instinct of hers. He had manipulated it. He knew how to do it. He's a devil! And I...? How could I now? I was going to be the laughing stock of our acquaintances who knew I couldn't be the father! And Vicky... Haven't you thought about her, Gema?  

	I glanced sideways at my wife's belly - is it already bulging?  

	Those pictures... He had discovered that instinctive desire of hers and had fed it. He had turned it into a fantasy first. And then into a reality. I had seen the pictures of pregnant women on his blog, many of them submissive, in BDSM scenes, but not only. It hadn't been difficult for me to find Gerardo's blog. It had been enough to take a photo of my wife that she had posted on her blog and use a photo search engine to see what other websites she appeared on. The search engine was not perfect and not all the photos had given results, but with one that had done it was enough for me. The photo that had given me the key had been taken by myself. It was a blurry photo. I had made it sharp, but Gerardo must have blurred it with the image processing program he used. It showed Gema bent over the table, with her stockings and garter belt and kitten headband. And it showed Gerardo, in a suit, with one hand pinning her waist and the other spanking her. On the Internet things spread quickly and it had yielded several results. But it had been easy for me to clear out reblogs from his fans and copies of his photos to find the real source, Gerardo's blog. There I had found the rest of the photos that, for some reason, the search engine had failed to locate. It was clear that it had to be the origin, that it had to be Gerardo's blog, because there were other photos of my wife that she had not yet used in her blog. No, I couldn't be one hundred percent sure that it was her in all the photos, but I had taken some of them with Gerardo's camera! The other photos, the ones that weren't of her, must have been to stimulate her. That's why there were photos of pregnant women, always so sensual, all of them, both the women and the photos. Some of the things expressed in those photos had already come true, even the pregnancy had come true! Others must have been fantasies still pending, at least as far as I knew. There were pictures... erotic, yes, but... with animals. I had immediately thought of the scene in the park. What if that man...? What if it wasn't a coincidence that she was walking... her dog... at that moment? What if...? What if it had already happened too? What do I really know about her? I thought I knew her, but... If it hadn't happened, it would eventually happen. In that I could trust Gerardo. {But are you sure it's her blog that you've found? What if it's another blog of Gema's? What if it's just a mere repository of photos, to be used later in her main blog? What if she created it because she knows you, because she knows you'd come across it and because she wants to play with you?} To drive me crazy, that's what she wants! What if instead of provoking me, it's to stimulate Gerardo and show him what she wants to experience with him? {What if she wants you to be the one to make it happen for her? There are things she probably hasn't lived yet and he may not dare to make them come true. You could still be in time}. 

	On time? My wife was already pregnant, by another man, by an old man, by one or the other, or by both. Well, of course, of both, of Alan father and Gerardo son, she couldn't be. What if she is? What if they were twins, two eggs fertilized by different sperm from different sources? And me? What am I going to do? How could Gemma do that to me? I promised her that I would accept it, that I would raise him with her. It was easier to say it a priori than to live it a posteriori. But I didn't think about Gerardo, not that she would do it on purpose, not that... maybe she wouldn't want to raise him with me! Gema would go to live with him, finally. She would leave me. 

	-I love you," I said faintly. With tears in my eyes, I added, "Do you know? -I pulled off the road and stopped where I could, though not where I should have, lest I have an accident and kill three people in it. Even that won't separate me from you," I warned him, trembling, "It will bring us closer together," I assured him, distressed. I put my hand on his belly. I felt something very intense, but I am unable to describe it. It was something similar to what I had felt when I saw Gema, in love, kissing Silvestre and him, apparently equally in love (although I knew he wasn't), responding to her passionate kiss. It was similar, but not the same. And the intensity was multiplied by a hundred. Or a thousandfold. Or a million. It's mine, too," I said, without thinking. It was, not in a biological sense, but emotionally. And because of responsibility. {And because we can't live without you, Gema. That baby must be ours too}. 

	Suddenly, Gema took off her seatbelt, jumped on top of me and straddled my lap. She didn't let me say anything else. She kissed me. My tears flowed. His tears flowed too. Our tears slid down our faces together. It had been a long time since he had kissed me with such genuine, pristine passion. A horn brought us out of our momentary fusion of bodies, hearts, minds and souls. It had been the horn of our own car. Gema had activated it, pushing the steering wheel with her back. 

	-I think we should leave before we get a ticket," I said. Actually, we were badly parked. Or, rather, we were wrongly stopped, because according to the terminology of the Dirección General de Tráfico, we were not parked. I'd coded an exit off the M-40 and had stopped on the shoulder of the flyover traffic circle. But we could not stay there, because of the fine and because it was dangerous. 

	-No," agreed my wife. Lidia is going to be an aunt. She's very excited. But I'm not her sister and I'm not... I'm not pregnant. -Gema returned to her seat. 

	-So... no? -I stammered in astonishment. Suddenly, I felt relieved but sad at the same time. 

	Gema shook her head. 

	-No," he said. His voice conveyed understanding. A smile tugged at his lips, somewhere between infinite tenderness and boundless mischief. I had taken her tone of voice for understanding, but perhaps I was mistaken and it was sadness. Were those tears of love or bitterness sliding down her cheeks? Not that I know of," she added, wiping her face with her hands. Start up. We're not doing well standing here. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I do think your husband would be better off alone in your house, as he was at the beginning of you being with Gerardo. Being very close to the things you want and not being able to reach them is far more frustrating than being far away and imagining them. That is why I think that, although you think it is not so, you are much more cruel to your husband now, that you put honey on his lips and do not let him taste it, than before when he was not present. I reiterate that your behavior is not that of one who loves her husband, as you preach so much." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You've already tasted the honeys of Lydia - does your wife (I assume you're a man) allow you that too?" 

	  

	 

	


Epilogue II - Pregnant for Real 

	  

	"His words slid down the inside of her thighs, gently along her slit. And they pushed deep inside her." - A Dom's Words 

	  

	  

	After the wonderful orgasm he had given me, I needed to make him feel the same. Now it was he who was lying on his back on the bed while my mouth kissed his chest. I licked his nipples as my hand reached for his member and began a gentle up and down. Instinctively I knelt on the bed and placed his penis in my mouth. I began to suck him. By now I was totally uninhibited and surrendered to pleasure. I put it all over the cavity of my mouth, until I couldn't take it anymore. I wanted to feel it inside me. I longed with all my soul to have it in my mouth. I had never felt that need before. I sucked my husband's cock from time to time, but it wasn't something I particularly liked. Instead, at that moment, no one could have torn my mouth off his cock; I wanted it all to myself.  

	I sucked him with all my might, sucking it, licking it with my tongue and although at that moment I was not very good at eating a cock, I managed to bring him to the point of ejaculation. To my surprise, at that moment, he asked me to stop and lie face down on the bed. I obeyed immediately; his voice was already exercising, without my being aware of it, a power over me. A power that later, as the months went by, would completely ensnare me.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If your husband asked you to leave this way of life immediately, because the situation has overtaken him and he feels really bad emotionally and suffers with what you do, would you give it all up for him? Or have you reached a point where you can't do without it anymore? Would you tell him you're leaving him and cheat on him and go on with it behind his back? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You only need to add: "If he got terminal cancer whose only cure was for us to give up this lifestyle, would you retire or let him die?"  

	Things are not as black and white as you paint them. Leaving him right now is possible, but not without sacrifice and pain on both our parts. You also forget that he wants this lifestyle as much as I do. 

	Now, you could rephrase it differently: "If your husband asked you to leave Gerardo immediately and to find yourself another goreador in exchange, because the situation has overtaken him and he feels really bad emotionally and suffers with what you do..." Then I would tell him that it's not for him to dictate who I can sleep with and who I can't sleep with. If he wants this lifestyle, he should accept it with all its consequences, including the things he doesn't like. 

	Now, if you were to put it to me again in terms of life and death... obviously, I wasn't going to let my husband die. We would talk about it and find a solution. But what I want to tell you is that this is not something where you can say now yes, now no, I turn on the lifestyle, I turn off the lifestyle, I want you to have sexual freedom, but I want to be the one to tell you with whom and how... Fortunately, I will tell you, my husband is consistent with his decisions. If he gets in the water, he gets in for a swim. He's not the type to turn away when his feet get cold. And I'm not like that either, especially if I've made a promise. 

	Anyway, there are some things for which there is no turning back. You know the saying, "Once a cuckold, always a cuckold."" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I wasn't talking about your husband having any real physical illness, only that emotionally it was already too much for him. But I see from your answer that you see no turning back, that you will go on, no matter what, with or without Daniel. It's possible that your husband has realized that too, that if he doesn't follow you, wherever you go, you'll leave him stranded, in the lurch, in the gutter, and that's why he doesn't dare to raise any problems with you and swallows everything, however humiliating it may be for him." 

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I assure you she will follow me wherever I go." With the blurry, shadow-filled photo of a domina tugging on a metal leash. "She has no choice." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You haven't answered my question. For four years now, your husband's cock has not been your only one, and yet it's only been a few weeks since you gave it up. Something has changed significantly. You yourself have just confessed that you don't get off on having it inside you. Instead, you do get off on having the cock of an old man like Gerardo or that of a corpse like his father inside you. Gerardo has completely changed your idea of sex and pleasure. You are totally dependent on Gerardo for sexual pleasure, even when you are alone with Daniel. Several American Hot-wives have agreed with me on the above reasoning which will continue that such a solution is selfish, unimaginative and easy. The complicated thing is to get up every day with the purpose of surprising his wife, and I mean his wife, because there is an unspoken pact of mutual respect that, if it is violated in the slightest, falls into ill-treatment. I am a child of the transition, when the people were educated and understood the phrase that one's freedom begins where the other's freedom ends. There was a magazine called Lib with an office and there were countless women who had never experienced an orgasm. That's when I realized that we both have to work, enjoy, share the housework and obviously enjoy sex. From what you write you are in love with Gerardo to the hilt. But also, when he leaves you or you leave him, with what face will you look at the mirror and Daniel? If I have bothered you, a thousand pardons." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Maybe I've become more imaginative, like my husband, and less physical. 

	It's not true that the voice gets sharper when cutting balls." 

	  

	With a picture of a woman holding a knife to the man's genitals. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think that, if you were to undergo that dreaded operation that other girls undergo in certain countries, your personality would be crippled, just like with the castration to which you subject Daniel with the little device. To be attentive to your wife's needs and give her a full sex life you just need to rack your brains, not be repetitive and innovate, know how to use your tongue, lips, hands, fingers, toys, propose morbid situations, a lot of morbidity, etc. You know?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I understand what you are saying about humiliation in sexual play and in the other areas of life. But the problem may lie in how far you are able to differentiate and separate those two levels. Reading you, looking at the evolution of your relationship, it seems that those two levels are less and less separated and are continually intermingling in your relationship. As to whether or not he would go through with it, if he really feels bad, I'm not sure. Maybe he thinks it's better the bad known than the unknown." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have hidden and stored in a jar his balls. I've been told they can be sewn back together. I assure you he's not leaving me because he's afraid of the unknown. He has other reasons for staying with me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Actually, the way your husband behaves, it does seem true that you have his balls stored in a jar of formaldehyde. But you've been tricked: once you've torn his balls off, you can't sew them back on. It's absolutely definitive, just like the horns..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Really? What a disappointment! Well then I have no choice but to eat them." 

	  

	With a creepy drawing of a girl, licking the knife in front of shelves of jars of formaldehyde, all filled with the genitals of men. 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"I love those ironic answers to bad questions Do you feel like you're getting used to being more dominant? Because it shows (unless I see things, which I might)." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you really think I could be truly dominant?" With a black and white photo of a pensive woman with a sweet gaze, her hand in front of her mouth and her face expressing doubt. "P.S.: I have more of your questions in the mailbox. I haven't forgotten them; I'll be answering them as soon as I can. Thank you for asking me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that the cuckold is always the last one in your life, but that he is the one who gets the best part. Do you really believe that? Does he believe it? In my opinion, the last one eats the scraps left by the others and in your husband's case it seems to be literal." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Dessert comes last and it's the richest thing - how can you call that a waste?" 

	  

	With a picture of a pussy from which delicious fluids are leaking. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	He lay on top of me, spread my legs, spread my buttocks and penetrated me with all his strength, letting himself fall with all his weight, tearing my tight vagina, filling me all over to start with a violent thrusting in and out that made me scream like crazy. I felt completely dominated by that man. No one had ever fucked me like that, in such an animalistic, primitive way, and I loved it. God, how I loved it! Despite the pain his violent thrusts caused me, the pleasure of feeling him inside me far surpassed anything I had ever known. 

	He took my arms and brought them to my back, grabbing them and pulling them tightly as he continued to penetrate me with all his strength, without me being able to do anything, completely surrendered to him and the pleasure his cock was giving me. His way of fucking me gave me an incredible orgasm, my second and even more wonderful than the previous one. 

	I lay on the bed, face down, with my lover next to me. He turned me over and kissed me deeply on the mouth.  

	-And now, beautiful, where do you want me to cum? -she asked with a smile.  

	-In my mouth," I answered without hesitation. I wanted his cum in my mouth, that something of his was now part of me.  

	He straddled my chest, and I began to suck him once again with all my will. It was two endless minutes, until I felt his cock harden to end up spilling all his cum inside my mouth between moans of pleasure. It was so delicious that I swallowed it all. I had never done it with my husband, it gave me some apprehension, but with him it was different; I didn't feel disgust, I liked his taste, I liked how it made me feel, how dirty it made me feel the taste of my lover in my mouth. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Maybe I have become more imaginative, like my husband, and less physical. You will say that you have become less physical with your husband, because with Gerardo you are becoming more and more physical. Could it be rather that your husband does not provoke any desire in you, that he does not excite you or give you sexual pleasure, that the only one who awakens your desire and your passion is Gerardo, that you are no longer capable of feeling pleasure if not through what Gerardo provokes in you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not quite like that! My husband gives me a lot of pleasure, both physical and mental, and I desire him just as much. But I admit that what Gerard makes me do is addictively exciting. What I deny you is that it is to my husband's detriment. It's just that the games with him and my lover have changed, but I don't see the change as a problem in itself." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What does your husband think of the fact that Gerardo fucks you several times a week and always brings you to orgasm and instead he can only fuck his wife, hopefully, once a month, to leave you unsatisfied? Doesn't he feel like a failure? And when I say fucking I mean vaginal penetration." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, he thinks that Gerardo is a guy with a luck he doesn't deserve and also that he values now more what he has restricted and enjoys it more intensely when he can than before (a long time ago) when he had free access (and didn't take advantage of it)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"That your husband thinks Gerardo is a lucky guy is a typical loser's phrase that envies the winner. Luck has to be earned every day. Gerardo owns a woman like you for qualities that your husband does not and will not have. Envying Gerardo's luck clearly indicates that he neither values nor enjoys having the restricted sex more, but that he wishes he was in Gerardo's place and could have you the times Gerardo has you, although I think he knows that will never happen now." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Your whole interpretation is limited to how the cuckold sees himself and how he sees the cuckold. Has it ever occurred to you that the focus of the cuckold is his wife? I'll tell you how I have interpreted my husband's words and, knowing him (certainly better than you), I'm sure I'm right: 

	Gerardo is for my husband a lucky guy, because according to my husband he doesn't deserve me. And he doesn't deserve me, because I deserve much more (according to my husband). He doesn't say this to belittle Gerardo (maybe too, but it's not the main thing), but to praise me.  

	And it's not as if he wanted to be in Gerardo's place either. If that were the case, he could propose it to me. I don't think it would work, but we could talk about it. What's more, if he preferred to be dominant with me, instead of submissive, he could have seriously proposed it a long time ago. No, he's fine like that and he knows it. My husband wouldn't really want to take Gerardo's place (and have to leave his); what he would like is for someone "better than Gerardo" ("younger", "stronger", "more virile"...) to take his place.  

	You say: "...to be able to have me as often as Gerardo has me". We have been together for more than two decades. Daniel has been able to have me as many times as he wanted. He had everything at his disposal. But as happens in many marriages - we were no exception in that regard - the passion faded over time. Availability and frequency was never an issue. Or maybe it was, but because of too much availability, which negatively affected frequency. Now availability positively affects quality and quality affects frequency (which, while limited, is noticeably higher than before)." 

	  

	With a picture of a man kneeling in front of his wife, with his face against her belly and her lovingly and sympathetically caressing his face. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said yourself that your husband tried in the past to be dominant with you and it didn't work. So it's not true that he hasn't openly proposed to you or that he doesn't want to be. He has simply proven that he is not good at it. As for the fact that he once had the opportunity to have you more times and didn't, that has nothing to do with what is happening today. Seeing that another man has you so much more than, he arouses the very Spanish envy. You don't see things the same if you have no rival as when another beats you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel tried on a few occasions to introduce me to domination and submission games. That was many years ago, well before I started hotwifing. The first attempts of his were with him trying to act dominant. It didn't spark any interest in me. I didn't see the humor in it and it didn't turn me on at all. For example, if he pinched my nipples a little, it only hurt and what I got in return was a slap, at most. 

	Years later, he tried it the other way around, proposing that I dominate him. It was a small thing, really. It was simply a matter of me tying or holding his hands behind his head. That was a little more fun than being submissive, but not enough, and in the end I always ended up reverting to vanilla sex. 

	For me, the world was fine as it was; I didn't want weird things. I certainly didn't want him to dominate me. But I didn't take enough pleasure in dominating him either. 

	More years went by and then Daniel started to insist that I cheat on him. Maybe it was because some time had passed and I had changed. Or maybe because it seemed less extreme than the domination-submission games. The truth is that I didn't make comparisons either. He simply ended up convincing me. I think he did it by insisting (he is very stubborn) and by sowing seeds in my head, making me talk to him about work colleagues, commenting to me -as if I were a friend- if they were hot, making me see my relationship with other men in a different way... Age... our own relationship... his tactics... his stubbornness... in the end he convinced me. 

	And look how things have changed now! It's strange, but starting to fool around with other men has completely changed my perspective and also my interest in the subject of submission and domination. I even get some pleasure - in addition to the pain - when Gerardo plays with my nipples. 

	As for what you say about Spanish envy, I agree that it is a (bad) characteristic of our culture, of our collective psyche. But when you generalize, you always end up making the mistake regarding the individual. My husband is atypical in many things (as I think you have already been able to verify) and he is also atypical with respect to envy and jealousy." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Aren't you unfaithful to your husband, when you tell him that you love him and at that very moment you are thinking of giving yourself again to another man? Isn't it more treason to hide your true feelings for him, even if he knows that you are sleeping with him, than it would be to hide from him that you have a lover in a purely sexual relationship without feelings? Isn't yours worse than florsumisa's? She at least seems sincere when she expresses almost every day the love she feels for her husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't hide anything from my husband. He even knows my blog and sometimes he helps me by coming up with some images. Daniel knows everything, except for some little things I haven't told him yet, because I plan to tell him later. He usually likes that, if I choose the right what and when; he likes that kind of morbidness. And a few intimacies that I may never tell him, because they are intimate. That has also been a proposal from my husband. I don't think all couples tell each other absolutely every thought in detail (surely there would be more divorces if they did), so I think having a little space for intimacy is normal. Only you would imagine that there are kinks, important things I don't tell her and hidden intentions. I assure you there's none of that." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I just took a pregnancy test with my first urine of the morning and it came back positive, I'm pregnant!!!! 

	My husband doesn't know yet; I want to surprise him. I'm going to pick him up from work at lunchtime. I'll tell him and we'll go celebrate.  

	I am so happy! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Could you please list your husband's reasons for staying with you? Other than the obvious one that you keep him. Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"1º He loves me. 

	2º I love him. 

	3º We love each other. 

	4º We have a life project together, with its past, present and future. 

	5º He has a much richer sex life than many other married (and single) men. 

	6th I am beginning to understand what he needs. I may not be giving her everything she needs or in the way she needs it, but it's close enough. If it has taken me this long, imagine how long it would take another newcomer. 

	7º She lives with the Sword of Damocles hanging over her head, continually on the alert because she might leave him for another man. The same thing happens in any marriage, except that the sword is invisible and the state of alertness is replaced by habit, routine and sluggishness. Being alert makes you feel alive. 

	8º He has a very hot wife, at least for the age she is. Those who have known me for years even say that I look better now than when I was younger. The opposite has happened to several of her friends that she had, and that we see from time to time: with age they have become spoiled and, moreover, quickly. 

	9º She is the envy of many male wankers that swarm around here. Some are not brave enough to understand this lifestyle, even though they are obviously turned on by it. Others don't have that problem. 

	10º He has a lot of fun with me when I answer with dispatches to some questions that irritate or bore me. That is, until I send him on his knees into a corner, because it's not nice to laugh at anyone." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And now that you have listed the reasons your husband has for staying with you, can you tell us the reasons you have for staying with him? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"1º I love him. 

	2º He loves me. 

	3º We love each other. 

	4º We have a life project together, with its past, present and future. 

	5º I have a much richer sex life than many other married (and single) women. 

	6th Daniel understands what I need. He brought me into this, mainly for his own pleasure, but somehow, subconsciously, he sensed that I needed this. It would be very difficult to find another man who would understand me the same way and give me the same level of support and have the same confidence in me. 

	7th Gerardo could not be that other man. If he were, he would be my husband and my boss. But I need to explore both facets - domination and submission - although it is true that I am more focused on my submission. 

	8º My husband is quite handsome and is also very well preserved for his age. 

	9º As I am now, I am the envy of many male wankers that swarm around here. And also of some women. I must not be so bad then, as I am. 

	10º I have a lot of fun with him. Both when he makes a sour face, when he finds out about some misdeed of mine of which he did not know any details, and when he laughs at certain comments made by some people on my blog. We also have a good time outside this context. 

	11º He is very intelligent and I appreciate intelligence very much, both the purely intellectual part and the ability to laugh at himself". 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Congratulations, Flor! Javier will be very happy with you, that's for sure. And your Master will also have the chance to enjoy you in another way, he and his friends. I have no doubt that you will be the star - how different we are with the horned ones!" 

	  

	With a picture of a woman at least seven months pregnant, naked and holding her arms up on a chain and with her Master (or a friend of his), dressed, touching her belly from behind. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Many men measure their manhood by the size of their penis. For me, as a woman, manhood resides in his mind and in his heart. In his mind, for being able to create a new emotion every day, and in his heart, for having the generosity to give you the freedom to choose to stay by his side. Obviously every relationship is different, because every person is different. But deep down what are the real differences between us?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I mean how different we are with our hornbearers from our husbands. (I didn't mean different from each other.) We do things with our hornbearers (or lovers) that we would never think of doing with our husbands. ) We do things with our lovers (or mistresses) that we would never think of doing with our husbands. Maybe it is because with our lovers we feel freer, while with our husbands we try to remain their princesses first and foremost and unconsciously fear that they will see us as the sluts we really are. 

	I also tell you that once the baby is born, your priorities will change. Before you are a wife, you will be a mother. Before you are a woman, you will be a mother. And before being a submissive, you will be a mother. For life. But that's not a bad thing. It will just be different and it will be very nice. 

	Take advantage of your pregnancy to enjoy it to the fullest. First you and the baby in your belly. But also your husband and your Master (and his friends). It is a unique time. Make the most of it in all its facets." 

	  

	The parts of the story are from florsumisa's blog. She wrote the story; it was her life. In a way I envy her. The interspersed questions and answers were from my blog. There were certain parallels between her and me, perhaps too many not to suspect that eventually Flor was none other than Gerardo or Lidia, to make me see the abnormal as normality. But that doesn't make sense: the father of Flor's child in the end is Javier, her husband, not her Master. In the end Flor had listened to me -if it is not pretentious to think so- and had refused to get pregnant by her Master. I had not become pregnant either by Gerardo or his father. It was a relief, for otherwise it would have been madness. However, if I am honest, I must admit that that experience, that mental game -not without real risk- had left a taste in my mouth that... Flor had gotten pregnant and I hadn't. The father was her husband, not her father. The father was her husband, not her Master, but at least he would have the chance to play with his pregnant bitch and her milk tits. The life of florsumisa was promising. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue III – The necklace 

	  

	"She liked the way his words altered the rhythm of her pulse."- Anonymous 

	  

	  

	After returning from vacation and with the start of the new school year, on September 1 to be precise, Gerardo told me that he thought the time had come for me to wear something of his permanently, something that would remind me that I belonged to him and that, by the way, would also remind my husband that I belonged to him. This last part of his statement encouraged me, especially since it was preceded by an interesting vacation the three of us had spent together in the Canary Islands. I had always wanted Gerardo to exercise his dominance also over my husband and not only over me. That was something he still struggled with - probably because of his prejudices about male sexuality - but Gerardo had been improving over time in that respect. I understood that, for a man of his age, with the social environment in which he had grown up, it was not easy to assume certain things. 

	-I want you to wear it continuously," my boss told me. 

	I already had several collars. The dog collar left no doubt about our relationship. The one Lidia had given me (she had another one just like it) was more discreet, although an initiated person could identify the symbol. Neither type was suitable to wear all day long and in all kinds of situations. And the first one my boss had given me was an ordinary choker, without the slightest visible meaning; it was not fit for his purposes either. 

	To solve this, Gerardo had given me a new necklace as a vacation gift. It was basically a golden ring. [And that seems more discreet to you than the necklace with the triskel, which can pass as a Celtic symbol?] Certainly, the ring was a symbol of my relationship with my boss as his personal assistant, but it could also mean anything else, such as love for my husband. I was a little nervous that people might harbor bad - and accurate - ideas about it, but it didn't have to be that way. They might as well imagine something more mundane. Writing these lines, I admit that I am not making much sense, but my words reflect very well my state of confusion at the time, my distorted perception of reality and the way I was trying to convince myself of the impossible. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi, Gema. I hope you can help me with the time frame. When exactly did Gerardo's birthday party take place, in early to mid-July? And when was your excursion, that you told us about, with Lidia and Daniel together? Was it in early to mid-June? Finally, when exactly did your vacation with Daniel and Gerardo take place? I also hope that you and Daniel had time alone to reconnect with each other after the vacation." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo's birthday party took place at the beginning of July. The excursion with Lidia and Daniel was in the first half of June. The vacation with my husband and my boss has been in the first half of August. 

	Yes, after the vacations, Daniel and I have had time to reconnect. We haven't gone anywhere for it; we've just been at home, which I think has been the best thing." 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"It would be interesting if you could get Daniel to write his own account of the week's vacation with Gerardo, but without coercing him or forcing him to write what you want to read. Let him tell us freely how he experienced it and how he felt. And if you published it before your own story, that would be the best." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if he will do that. It's too recent. Although he should do it, if only to immortalize his emotions of the moment.  

	But lo and behold, he is helping me with the third book. He is writing some chapters of the third book in first person, from his point of view. But, although I try to keep as much of his original writing as possible, I have to edit it a lot to make it more accurate, and that ends up being an additional work for me. On the blog I might be able to publish his story as is, since it's more informal." 

	  

	Daniel had not written his story at that time and had not been able to publish it on the blog. But he would write from his point of view in this book, as we have already seen in some sections. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Wearing the necklace in the Canary Islands had been easy, away from everyone who knew me -except my husband, of course-. There we had already rehearsed what it was like to wear Gerardo's necklace all the time, although at first I had not been aware of my boss's true intentions. But Gerardo was asking me to wear it all day now, even at home, even in front of my daughter. With the Internet, teenagers have so much information at their fingertips, it could easily set their fantasy flying at the slightest hint. It hadn't helped either that Lidia visited us periodically, following my boss's instructions. Although we obviously tried to make it coincide when our daughter was not at home, it was impossible to avoid Vicky and Lidia running into each other on occasion. Officially, Lidia was still a friendly co-worker, but I knew Vicky had begun to miss her, although she hadn't said anything about it. And I for one preferred to suppress any such thoughts in my mind; I preferred to ignore the fact that our daughter was probably suspicious of our lifestyle. She was a teenager, self-absorbed in her own life and problems, but was she stupid? Clearly, she was not. But I'd rather not talk about it. Our daughter, as far as possible, is not part of this story. Getting back to the necklace, I still didn't know how to fix it. One possibility was to tell our daughter that it had been given to me by her father and that the ring symbolized our engagement. In a way it did - and it also symbolized my engagement to another man at the same time - but it annoyed me to lie to her. It also didn't help that my boss had engraved his name on the necklace. Gerardus Russus. Actually, his given name was Germanic in origin and had been imported by the Visigoths. The syllables Ger and Hard meant respectively brave spearman. And his surname meant red. Maybe that's why he had a certain obsession with the red color of my hair. Before I met him, I used to dye my hair a reddish color, but the brave spearman had made me change my hair color and had also made me dye my pubic hair to match. Of course, the inscription was engraved on the inside and was not visible when I wore it, but that did not prevent a curious daughter from snooping through my belongings and discovering that name. Unless I wore it day and night. I expressed that concern to Gerardo and he explained to me simply that that was precisely why I would always wear it.  

	The fact is that my boss was telling me that he wanted me to wear that symbol of his all the time. A symbol that must not have been cheap, by the way, because it looked like gold of a certain quality - no doubt a sign of how much he valued me and no doubt also a way of influencing my decision. She was telling me this in front of my husband, without, obviously, consulting his opinion. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I see you've found another way to humiliate and degrade your husband, by taking him on vacation with your mistress. After that, does your husband have any self-esteem left or have you managed to take it all away? Certainly, your mind and your lover's mind have no limits in hurting and mistreating people." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Imagine, imagine... what's still ahead of him. Or do you think my limitless mind has already reached its limit of perversions? Can you really not imagine anything more humiliating?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I consider your husband weak in character, obviously, from what you tell about him and his behaviors. I don't consider you weak in character. I just think that your desire to experiment and your lust make you put up insufficient barriers to avoid Gerardo's control. He is much more cold and methodical. He takes control little by little, without haste but without pause. You already know his methods: in the end he makes you take the initiative. He's done that since that first trip to Barcelona." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The desire to experiment was initially from my husband. Now they are both of ours, although perhaps on different levels. I don't think someone who is willing to experiment in that way can be weak in character. I agree, however, with your analysis of Gerardo. And that perhaps is what I like about him, that rather than imposing, he makes it my initiative in the end." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo was not satisfied with me wearing that golden choker. He wanted to replace my wife's doggie necklace with something he could wear every day, while still being, essentially, just that, a doggie necklace. I wanted something a little more refined. Obviously, I wanted to be continually reminded that my wife was his bitch, even when she wasn't wearing the leather collar. I didn't need to spell it out explicitly. But, after getting my wife pregnant and after I had come to accept it, what could I say about the stupid collar? Was a collar worse than a hype? Evidently, Gemma hadn't gotten pregnant. Yet. But in my mind, it had happened. It had been a horrible few hours, convinced that it had finally happened. Gema and Lidia had played me well in that regard. Or rather, they had played dirty, very dirty. I still didn't know if they had coordinated or if it had worked out that way. But I had believed it. And I had accepted it. 

	During our vacation in the Canary Islands, Gerardo had made my wife wear his necklace continuously. It was not a choker, but a slave necklace. It was thick. It was obvious. It was what it was, even if my wife argued differently. But it had been during the vacations. Mind you, Gerard had kept his word to take me with them. In Switzerland, however, he hadn't even wanted to see me. He had even paid for my trip. No doubt Gema had negotiated it with him. And, no doubt, she had had to pay a price for it. Maybe taking risks and getting pregnant - I still don't understand how she could do that with his father! But something in Gerard had changed about me. It was a small but noticeable change. And it had been an abrupt change. It seemed that, all of a sudden, he had accepted that he could not break up my marriage. I would not get Gema for him exclusively. If he had her it was partly because of me and not in spite of me. Maybe he had understood that. Or maybe it was just the umpteenth strategy of his. 

	Lidia was still coming regularly to our house, which I was happy about, even though it meant having to explain myself to Vicky. I knew that if our daughter found out about our lifestyle, all aspects of it, she would despise me. That was what Gema's followers did on her blog. No one, or very few, saw in me a brave man, capable of embarking on this and unconditionally supporting his wife. Most of them saw me as a wimpy, half sissy. But that's not how I see myself. {What's important is how you see yourself, you and Gemma. You're brave for doing this!} What were the odds that my daughter would see in me a generous, adventurous, self-confident person? And a little crazy. A little too much. Everyone appreciated the dominant and despised the submissive. Not that one was possible without the other. Nor that one was better than the other. In my previous company I had taken a sales course. In it, I had been taught to analyze the character of our customers and to categorize them into four basic types. While they didn't talk about submissive or dominant, it was easy to make the association. But according to the instructor, those profiles were equally present in men and women. I admit that he may have said that just to be politically correct. To say otherwise, in this day and age, would be heresy. And according to the instructor, all those profiles were also present in the different positions, from the big boss to the little guy. They did not give advantage or disadvantage by themselves. It was just different ways of being. According to the instructor. No, Vicky most likely didn't understand and despised me, me even more than her mother. But just like her mother, albeit in a different way, I too was hooked on the lifestyle.  

	The one who understood, however, was Lidia. She understood and appreciated me. She really saw in me the brave person I was and not the weak, submissive cuckolded idiot that others saw. 

	Lidia would come home. First I would have Gema give her the umpteenth demonstration of how to worship her feet. While doing so, she would often allow me to kneel between her legs and worship her vagina. Sometimes she would tell me about being with Gerardo. Other times she would mention her affairs with young boys her age. Lidia was definitely a free spirit. My wife, however, was not at all amused that Lidia was telling us about her affairs with other men, while I was performing cunnilingus on her. I had the feeling that her dislike went beyond her jealousy of Gerardo. Somehow, Gema seemed to think that eating her pussy after she had been with a man was something that should be reserved for the cuckold-wife relationship. Maybe she's right. But it turns me on just the same. Besides, I like it when I tease her. Of course, Lidia wasn't bringing me any little gifts home in her pussy. Fortunately. At least as far as I knew. The encounters she mentioned with other men were not necessarily immediately prior to our date, but the effect on me was similar. Analogous, but not the same as in Gema's case. But that goes without saying, to either of us.  

	Then Lidia trained my wife's throat with the big dildo. For practical reasons, we now had it at home. She also trained me with it, in front of my wife. Evidently, I didn't have the skill of either of them, neither Lidia's nor my wife's. I didn't care to have it either. Nor was I interested in having it.  

	Finally, if we had behaved well, Lidia would uncage me and supervise how Gema and I made love. It was not an optional thing for us to do. If she demanded it, we had to do it. This was a new experience for me. I had watched Gema make love to another man on multiple occasions. Gema may have been used to being watched. But for me it was something new. No one had ever seen me have sex, apart from my wife, of course. And except for the threesome I had done with Silvestre and Nuria, but a threesome is not the same as being watched as if you were a porn actor. I didn't feel at all comfortable in that role. But Lidia knew that very well, which is why she was always very attentive. My sexual performance was erratic. I oscillated between not getting hard enough and cumming too soon. Or both, which are not mutually exclusive. I wasn't sure if it was due to the presence of another person, if it was because of Lidia in particular, or if it was a consequence of prolonged chastity. Lidia had also copied Gemma's countdown. When I reached ten (i.e. zero), I was to cum, neither before nor after. The novelty was that Gema was also supposed to cum at that moment. But with my poor sexual performance, Gema failed most of the time. She could fake her orgasm, but she didn't. At least as far as I know, when she cums. Lidia always found that funny. And she always told me (in front of my wife), that Gema didn't have the same problem with Gerardo, that with him she always came when he ordered her to. Apparently, between them they had a similar game. I knew it was true because, although I had not yet entered Gerardo's bedroom, at his house, during the vacations things had changed and I had been able to observe them in bed. It had not been the most precious image in the world. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Would you let your daughter discover the chastity device permanently worn by your husband? It would be a way to come clean with her and further humiliate the cuckold." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Although it may seem otherwise to you, I take no sadistic pleasure in humiliating my husband. What I do is because he wants it and because I know it's good for him, but not because I rejoice in his pain. In fact, that often causes me to hold back and possibly fall short. 

	My daughter... I'd rather leave her out of all this. Although I wouldn't dramatize if she found out either. The thing is that sometimes teenagers (even though she's of age, she's still a teenager), can become very cruel. And other times they are much more conservative than we would think for their age. I don't know how much I would understand. I would certainly feel better if she knew and accepted it. I don't like having to hide things from her at all. I would like to have her more as a friend and for her to understand me better. But I'm not going to force things; that would be a mistake." 

	  

	With a picture of a naked man, lying face down on the laps of two women, one of them -the younger one- whipping him with a shovel. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The necklace was golden. In fact, it was gold. Obviously, it was not pure gold, but I don't want to get into the karat debate here either. It was enough to be of some value. Gerardo had explained to me that it was his little dog, but that he valued me highly. He intended that even with that necklace I would feel valued at all times and that I would wear it with pride. 

	Daniel, on vacation, had not objected to this. But now, at Gerardo's proposal - or rather demand - that he wear it continuously, he cleared his throat. I looked at him expectantly. I kept oscillating between wanting my husband, for once, to intervene forcefully and wanting him to refrain and not put obstacles in my way. 

	-It's a... jewel... cute..." said Daniel, measuring his words, "but don't you think it would be suspicious if he wore it all the time? 

	When my husband was right, he was right. But I also knew that wasn't the only reason for his opposition. My husband was certainly not amused that I wore that ring around my neck as if it were a wedding band on my finger.  

	-If you want to wear it for occasional play... fine... if it makes you feel like it. -He nodded, "But it seems... excessive. -He shook his head. 

	Gerardo looked at him without expressing any emotion. There had been a few times when Daniel had confronted Gerardo about something. In one, they had almost come to blows. [More like Daniel had almost beaten him up, or do you think Gerardo could put up enough resistance to call it a fight?] Daniel usually confined himself to his role as a silent observer. That he was verbalizing his reticence now was perhaps due to the trust he had developed with Gerardo on our three-way vacation. Living together continuously for several days had helped to facilitate the dialogue, even though his role during the vacation had been... very clear. I felt at that moment proud of my husband, hearing him reply to Gerardo. That emotion was not premeditated; the feeling had come from my subconscious. [Yes, hello, I'm here!] However, I also felt at the same time worried that it might derail into a cockfight. Men, no matter how well educated, have a tendency - possibly due to testosterone - to get territorial over anything silly. I'm still your woman, collar or no collar. And also your little dog, with or without it. Wars have broken out over sillier things.  

	Fortunately, both Gerardo and my husband were very cerebral. Except for the exceptions, it is worth the redundancy. Daniel had not been agitated, but had been very calm in his thinking. And Gerardo had not taken it badly, apparently. On the contrary, and judging by the little smile he had just put on, it seemed that he was amused to enter into this debate. That relieved me. However, even though I was partly proud of my husband, I couldn't help - and I'm sorry, but I was - feeling ashamed of myself for daring to discuss it with the boss. Because he's my boss as much as he's yours, Daniel - understand that! I made a mental note to better educate my husband. His concern was welcome, as it was reasonable and reasoned, but over-insistence - his eternal stubbornness - was not. That was where I needed to learn better to accept my decisions, rather than defy our boss. {And me}. I understood that this symbol was important to him, but it was also important to Gerardo, and my husband had to understand that I still loved him just the same. 

	Gerardo finally used an argument that made my husband blush. The reddish color of his cheeks could mean two opposite things - one or the other - but I knew him and I knew it wasn't anger, but embarrassment at knowing the argument was true. This was what our boss said: 

	-You don't want Gemma to wear that symbol all the time, because you don't want to keep in mind that she has decided to give herself to me. You are inconsistent. With the breasts that I paid her for, and that are mine, you have not complained so much, and they come in very handy all the time, both to see them and to touch them. Or have you not taken advantage of that? Well, with the necklace I think you're going to end up taking advantage of it too, one way or another, as with everything I invest in it. -My boss made a small pause and seeing that Daniel had no arguments to counter-argue, he continued: "Anyway -Gerardo sighed, as if what he was about to say was a great concession that meant a huge sacrifice-, I don't want you to think that I'm intransigent. I am aware that fashion requires more variety. I will buy you other necklaces so that you can alternate them and match them better with your clothes. I see you need a silver one, in addition to the gold one. Time for time," my boss asked, "But don't get your hopes up," he added, "they will all be of this style, thick and tight. And they will all bear my name. -Gerardo looked at me. Then he grabbed my neck with his hand and squeezed a little, just a little. You're right," he muttered, looking at his hand on my neck, "it lacks variety. Right now I'm seeing that he's missing a red leather collar, with a nice ring. 

	Gerardo withdrew his hand from my neck. A few seconds later, my skin reddened where his fingers had tightened. 

	-Daniel," he said, turning to my husband again, "you don't understand. This is not just about me.  

	There was something strange in her tone, something that didn't make sense, perhaps a hint of bitterness. But why should she be sad, if I satisfied all her desires? Almost all of them.  

	-I know a craftsman," Gerardo commented, still somewhat distracted. You're going to him. You're going," he corrected himself, "He'll make you a custom leather necklace. I'll send him the design. It's something I've had in mind for a while. I want him to measure you and fit you properly. 

	Gerardo, again, had implicated my husband. That pleased me enormously. The vacation together had definitely improved things. It was possible that Gerard had finally realized that my husband's presence was actually good for him. That made me uneasy, despite the disturbing questions that kept coming to mind: Where was he really going to take me? How did he really know this craftsman? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"Hi, Gema! I want to tell you that I'm young (19), but I've been following you for a long time and your story really touches me! My questions: At the beginning of your stories you told about an experience in which Daniel was very dominant, has that side ever surfaced again? I've always wondered about that. Also, you said there wasn't much difference between Daniel's penis and Silvestre's, but now you call her a chick. Has your vision changed a bit or is it just a game? Just know that I think you're a genius and Daniel's a fucking crack!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you! 

	I think we all have a dominant side and a submissive side within us. In some people one of the sides is very marked. But just because one side is more marked, it does not mean that that person has the right qualities to behave that way. For example, there are people who are dominant in nature, but that does not make them good dominants, neither in relation to other people nor in relation to themselves.  

	Specifically, my husband sometimes has moments of dominance. He has some qualities that would make him a good dominant: intelligence, imagination and calmness. But he lacks others, such as the energy or initiative to put them into practice....  

	It also happens frequently that people who have a very marked side enjoy behaving in the opposite way. There are not few aggressive executives -as far as I understand; I am only giving my opinion- who go to a dominatrix because it excites them to feel submissive. 

	And finally, there is what makes each one of us really happy. That doesn't always coincide with the side that one has more marked. For example, my husband sometimes has moments of dominance, but those don't make him happy at all. 

	What I mean is that all this is more complex than the simplification of saying that someone is dominant or submissive. Above I discussed what for me are three dimensions: laterality, sexual arousal, and personal happiness. They are three independent dimensions and one can score differently, even seemingly contradictorily, on each of them. 

	I've always been rather neutral about it. The whole domination and submission thing had never interested me. In fact, Daniel, before proposing me to be a hotwife, tried to do some domination games with me (him being the dominant and me the submissive). He wasn't very successful: I flatly refused such games. In my case, it wasn't until I started being a hotwife that I discovered that I was turned on by somewhat dominant men, that I liked being dominated. Maybe it was because at that time I was freeing myself sexually and I was more open to new things. 

	Daniel likes both sides, domination and submission. As I said before, he tried to initiate me in those games, trying to dominate me, but it didn't work. But when I say that his dominant side surfaces from time to time, I am not referring to sexual games, but to the way he behaves. As I was saying above, there are several dimensions and sexual is only one of them. When he behaves like that, a certain egocentrism comes to light that has nothing to do with the sexual and that accentuates his stubbornness. This is a side of him that I don't like at all, but fortunately it doesn't come out very often. But more importantly, he himself doesn't like it when he behaves like that either. It happens and he just can't help it, even though it makes him unhappy at the time. 

	That's one reason why Daniel wants me through sexuality to try to be more dominant with him, so that he can control more of that side that sometimes comes out in him. At those times, he would rather say "yes, ma'am" than behave in a dominant way, but he can't help it. I insist, it doesn't happen often, but it does happen. By being more sexually submissive, he reduces and softens those promptings. 

	What happens to me, as I have also said on other occasions, is that I don't think I am naturally dominant. I make an effort to please him (and because I also like to have him more submissive and above all happy), but it is an effort for me (which is even more, having to combine it with my submissive side). 

	Ugh, I'm getting long-winded and I don't know if I've answered your question in the end. 

	The chick... let's see... What I mean is that men are often obsessed with size. Actually, it's not that important to give pleasure. It's more important what you can do without it and with it. Without it is very important and I am not referring here to the tongue or the fingers, but to the brain and the heart.  

	Silvestre had it bigger than my husband's. Much bigger? Much bigger. You could see the difference in my hand. But it was nothing exaggerated like, let's say, in porn movies. Normal size, but bigger. And my husband's, normal size, medium to medium-low. I don't think it's a lot of centimeters difference.  

	Those centimeters matter only if it accompanies the rest: energy, attitude, imagination, stamina, etc. Sometimes I use size in my stories as a way to gather all those parameters into one. Calling his appendage a chick is part of the game, a way to make his place clear (to the reader and to him), sexually speaking. Again, it does not refer exclusively to size.  

	Has the vision changed? Yes, something has changed. I didn't notice before I became a hotwife that his was medium (or medium-low). But meeting other men... not the size of their cock, but their sexual energy... well, you notice things. But that's not a bad thing. Some men with low self-confidence fear that comparison. It's silly to fear it, because why would I want him any less for that? Why would I want to leave him (hypothetically speaking) for that, when I can have him and other men? Why would I respect him any less, as if dick is the measuring stick for a man? 

	There is also the fact that her chick is no longer so important. That's why she's a chick. She's locked up and despite that I have a lot of fun. But again, that doesn't subtract, it really adds up." 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"Hello, Gema! I wanted to ask you: I see that there is a lot of ignorance in your relationship of three (well, mainly three) about the intentions of the others. I am not saying anything about you and Daniel, as you have not specified anything that I have read. However, with Gerardo you have expressed many times that no one there has the remotest idea what his intentions are. I know that the BDSM rules are not to be taken to heart, but if they are there, it's for a reason. To be so oblivious to that, doesn't it seem a little... risky?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know why it happens to me, but thinking about it in terms of BDSM, like this, scares me and withdraws me. I think about the leather, about the formalities, about writing it in capital letters with its acronyms, about... I don't want that. I want a human relationship, with someone I can consider a friend. I want feelings, not just a sex scene. Okay, it may be the same thing in the end, but the perception is as important as the background. I don't know if I'm making myself clear. 

	What does the formalism of BDSM bring to the table above all else? The safe word? I don't want or do anything extreme. And I want my partner to know me well enough to know how far to go, when to stop, and when no is a NO! If I didn't have that kind of trust with my partner, then I wouldn't have much use for the safe word either. Or it would serve me well, but I would lack everything else I'm looking for. 

	As for Gerardo's (and Lidia's) intentions, it is true that I prefer not to know them. I think it would take away a lot of morbidness if I knew exactly the destination and if I knew in advance all the details of the road. Again, I prefer a relationship where I have the feeling of being able to trust and where I simply evolve step by step. I don't want to question and worry about why this and why that. I would find it too tedious and, anyway, what I have to value are the steps I take, not the agenda that might be behind it." 

	  

	Obviously, I do not know the conversations Gerardo had with Manolo. That part is pure fiction, but it is what I believe is possible - if not probable - that happened behind the scenes. 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"Hi, Gema! From what I have read, there are times when you are with another man and your main focus, or rather what excites you most mentally is your husband (apart from yourself and your body, obviously). On the other hand, at other times your priority is that other man, your lover; you turn to him. Is this true or is it a misinterpretation of mine? If true, any idea what decides what the priority is in your mind in each situation? Thanks." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Let me see if I understood you correctly: 

	One of the things that excites me the most about being with other men is to tell my husband about it afterwards and see how excited he gets (or that he sees it live and I feel like I'm performing for him). My priority is always my husband, which doesn't take away from the fact that I enjoy it too, obviously, and that there are times when I have him less on my mind and am more focused on myself to enjoy the moment. 

	As I said, my priority is always him. But there are moments, scenes, situations, in which I am more aware that I am acting for him and others in which he is not so present. What does it depend on? Well, I don't know. I guess it depends on the moment and the scene. I guess on how much that comes close to my dark fantasies or how, due to circumstances, I am disconnected from him in those moments. I admit, for example, that at the party in Switzerland I hardly had time to think about my husband. Maybe it was because there were too many stimuli around. But also in what Gerardo made me do with his father, I had my thoughts less on my husband. Maybe in that case it was because I needed to concentrate on myself and look deep inside myself to be able to do what I did." 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"How important do you think communication is in the relationship you have with your men? By the way, your dominant side has a lot of potential!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Communication is everything. It's not just to make sure we're all more or less comfortable and to establish trust, but for me it's really important on a sexual level. I'm not too keen on one-night stands. I like there to be a bond, I like there to be meaning, and for that communication is fundamental. I wouldn't understand, for example, going to a Dom for a session. For me it's about exploring myself and expressing myself. In that sense, communication with Gerardo is essential, because I need him to analyze me, to explore me, to value me and to see beyond what I tell him in words. 

	Likewise, with my husband, communication is also essential, because it is the basis of trust. If there is a difference, however, it is that we have been together for many years and we know each other. Communication is essential, but it doesn't always have to be verbal. We often understand each other with a single glance. Gerardo, in that sense, in non-verbal communication, has been at a disadvantage, although he has quickly learned to interpret me by my look and above all by the way I put my lips. 

	But communication does not mean that everything must be said. I have an agreement with my husband that I can delay sharing certain experiences with him. As a guide, about fifteen percent of the things I can tell him another time (quantifying information by percentages is a bit absurd, but I think it conveys the concept). And other things, about five percent, I can keep to myself. That doesn't go against communication and trust with my husband; quite the contrary, it's a sign of his trust in me (and his need to be surprised from time to time). I have no such arrangement with Gerardo. It just so happens that in order for him to explore me and better exercise his job as a boss, it would be counterproductive if I didn't communicate well - verbally and non-verbally - with him." 

	  

	Still, I never told him that I had an affair with one of my followers. That was something Daniel did know. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-This is the address," Gerardo told my husband. It had been a few days since our last meeting.  

	Daniel entered the address into the GPS of Gerardo's Mercedes and, like a good cuckold chauffeur (or is it cuckold playing the chauffeur?) he drove us to our destination. Evidently, Gerardo and I were in the back of the car, while my husband drove. It was a good sign that Gerardo trusted my husband to drive his precious vehicle. I was snuggled up to Gerardo, as much as the seat belt would allow. I wore my gold necklace, soon to be replaced - or rather supplemented - by a leather one. Gerardo hadn't shown me the design, but I trusted him.  

	Daniel took us to a somewhat remote place, on the outskirts of Madrid. It wasn't even a store or a workshop; it was an apartment. I felt a little uneasy, but I was in the presence of two men, one who loved me and one who... valued me... and I had nothing to fear, really. 

	A man in his fifties opened the door and let us in. He was skinny, had many wrinkles and a somewhat hippie look. I had estimated him to be in his fifties, but it was hard to tell. His house smelled of tobacco, but not the good kind like Gerardo used, but the cheap kind. He also smelled of weed, not oregano, but the psychotropic kind. 

	-So this is her," said the man. That was his greeting. He looked me up and down, like cattle about to be auctioned at the market. 

	Gerardo nodded. 

	-Good. I've got it ready. Just the last adjustment," said the man. Here it is. Go look at it while I study the shape of your neck," he said with a libidinous smile. The man handed my boss some red leather bands. He then began to feel my neck with his fingers, as if I were an object rather than a person. 

	Trying not to move my neck so as not to impede the work of that sullen craftsman, I tried to scrutinize out of the corner of my eye what my boss was holding in his hands, but I was not able to distinguish much, apart from the aforementioned red strips.  

	Gerard appraised the preliminary work and approved it. He then reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out several metal objects, judging by the clinking sound, and handed the man a gold ring along with other gold pieces. The craftsman took the material from the palm of my boss's hand and turned away without saying anything to us. After a while we heard some noises and I sensed that he had gone to an adjacent room that served as his workshop. He had not offered us a seat, nor had he offered us water or coffee. 

	The craftsman did not take long to return. He had attached the ring to the three leather bands. He had folded the leather bands back on themselves and attached them a few inches apart with gold-plated rivets. 

	-Now I have to measure the neck to adjust it. You told me you wanted it to fit tight, right? 

	Gerardo nodded. 

	-Gather your hair up," my boss ordered me. 

	I obeyed immediately. The craftsman approached me with a measuring tape, wrapped it tightly around my neck and made a mental note of the measurement. Then he disappeared back into his workshop room. 

	It didn't take him long to come back to us. He had it ready. He showed the finished work to Gerardo. My boss took it and turned it several times in his hand, inspecting the simple necklace from every angle. I could see at that instant a detail that had previously gone unnoticed. It must have been something that the artisan had added in this last step of work. On one side, on the outside, some letters were visible. They shone like diamonds, but I was sure they were not made of that material. I wasn't worth that much. I looked and was able to decipher my boss's name in Latin, the same name I had engraved on the golden necklace. I blinked in disbelief and looked again. The surname was the same, but the name was not! Instead of Gerardus my boss had instructed the craftsman to engrave Ailenus! 

	Gerardo detected my confusion and observed with a little smile: 

	-Did you know that it is not known exactly where the name comes from? If we assume it comes from Gaelic, Alan means rock. 

	-But if it came from Breton, it would mean deer," Daniel interjected, annoyed. He was not at all amused that I was wearing the name of Gerard's elderly father on my necklace. Somehow my husband was trying to disparage the name by linking it to the deer, the quintessential symbol of the cuckold. It was ironic. 

	-If we stick to the supposed Breton origin, it could also mean fox," commented Gerardo, who loved those dialectical battles. During the vacations he had found in my husband a worthy rival, on a par with his friend Manolo. Or vixen. Don't you think it's very appropriate? -And in Kurdish the name means standard-bearer," my boss said. The game was two or three to one in his favor. 

	-But... he's on the outside," I interjected uncertainly. He... he made a mistake," I commented hopefully, betting on the craftsman's mistake rather than my boss's malice. 

	-And on the inside. Look! -said Gerardo. 

	On the other side, the necklace also bore the same letters, although this time on the inside. I looked again. They looked like the same letters, but they were not. Something was different. I looked again - they were mirrored! 

	-Shall we try it? -proposed the artisan, licking his lips. 

	-Ten? -asked Gerardo. 

	The man nodded. Next, my boss nodded. 

	-Get undressed! -he ordered me dryly. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that Daniel acts rebelliously at times. Can you explain what you mean by this? When you say "that humiliation has actually been a healthy healing of humility" or Daniel's "rebellion is out of place", you give the impression that it is outrageous what Daniel is doing. "How dare Daniel?" Daniel is just a submissive coward to you. I know that's not the reality of your feelings for Daniel, but some readers may get that impression when you make such statements." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, my husband goes through cycles. I think it's normal, because we people don't usually keep the usual tonic in a constant and uninterrupted way. What happens is that sometimes it feels like he has his period. It means that he stops following orders and is less interested and even less excited. For example, he shows less interest in accompanying me to Gerardo's house. Only the possible presence of Lidia seems to encourage him in those cases, although we never know if she is going to be there or not, as it is always a surprise. 

	I don't know how exactly to interpret this rebelliousness. If it were a resounding no, I would understand that he doesn't want to continue with the game. It wouldn't even be necessary for him to tell me no; it would be much more efficient and effective for him to explain to me that he doesn't want it anymore. But that's not the case, because after his little period of rebellion, he comes back into the fold quite happily. He even goes so far as to apologize for getting difficult. That said, I don't know if it's some internal cycle of hers, hormonal or psychological, or what it is. The conclusion I've come to - though I'm not entirely convinced - is that he does it to not make it so easy for me, to force me to get hard with him. Maybe he thinks that an overly willing submissive is too boring, because it doesn't involve any challenge for the dominant person. I don't know. Maybe that's his male perspective. The fact is that I would prefer not to be challenged unnecessarily, because it is hard enough for me to maintain this dominant attitude with him, without encountering resistance on top of it. Maybe he thinks that I need the challenge, because I have written several times that what attracts me to Mario -whom by the way I have almost abandoned- is precisely the challenge to bend him.  

	Honey, if that's what you think, take a good look at the case I'm making for Mario.  

	Or, as I said, maybe it's just a psychological, hormonal cycle or a drop in libido that she goes through from time to time. The thing is that after that period, as I said, he's back to being enthusiastic about accompanying me to my boss's house, to give an example." 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"I've read that you're dismayed at why your husband sometimes plays a little hard to get. And from the way you describe it, I think it's something that happens to me too. And as you rightly speculate, it's a low libido. If I'm not mistaken, it's also happened to me with virtual Mistresses.... And it can happen even when you haven't lost arousal. It's just a time when you're back to being a normal person and the orders even bother. It's neither good nor bad, it depends. I hope to help." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, that's it, I think. And it's also the comfort of the return to routine. The routine, the normal, all that is very seductive. Having to go to Gerardo's house, for example, is an effort. Behaving in a certain way at (our) house is also an effort. It is, if we compare it to doing things as our body would normally ask us to do. It is simply that everything that is out of the ordinary requires a certain sacrifice. One is not always in a good mood and then the sacrifice becomes greater. But it's important that we don't go back to that routine; it is for both of us. So, this adds to what you've commented about libido." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I knew what those mirrored letters meant. I knew Gemma would soon find out. Slut. Flag bearer slut? Or flag bearer slut? No, as a husband I didn't like him. But my wife deserved to be reprimanded. I still hadn't quite forgiven her for the pregnancy scare. I admit that it didn't take me too long to restrain myself from intervening. For the moment, that was what she deserved. I could always intervene later, if necessary. I got excited when I saw how Gema undressed in front of that stranger, in her house. {And doesn't it bother you anymore that everyone is old or shaggy?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Hi Gema. Not to be judgmental but I do not understand. I don't quite see you as a Hotwife. If Daniel is a cuckold, which he is, you have long ago left the title of a Hotwife. I can't give you advise but I can state facts that I know to be true about cuckolding. I don't like your mind games. I believe that Daniel started this situation with the simple fantasy of you sleeping with other men. I would love to learn more. I think you don't answer the questions in a direct way." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am only what I am. Hotwife, not hotwife... these are only names. What would you call me? Why do you not like mind games? You prefer just sex? The mind is much better. It is the biggest sexual organ. What is wrong about it?" 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"You are a mystery. Of course, our brains control our sexual feelings. We are born with free choice. We are meant to control decisions. We all chose wrong sometimes. Do you have control of your addictions or are your addictions controlling you? I must admit that you have humiliated Daniel to the most extreme. His addiction, he needs it like a drug. You can have too much of what you see as a good thing." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am addicted to oxygen. Little more. Well, maybe sex too. Some sort of sex. And humiliation. But just a bit. And... Wait! Can you be addicted, but just a tiny little bit?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I looked at him in disbelief. With Gerardo I always expected some surprise, but, in spite of that, he had caught me off guard. At no time had he given me any indication. He had not, for example, asked me to wear any special clothing. It was summer and I was wearing a simple long summer dress. That during the ride in the car he had been playing with my clitoris with the vibrating bullet was normal. I hadn't imagined that he had done it to get me horny and prepare me for something. Evidently, I had been foolish not to have seen it coming. 

	I hesitated and Gerardo became impatient and in his impatience snapped his fingers. I had never seen him impatient before. Well, maybe on one occasion I had, namely the one when I had been a bit rebellious about drinking my milk from the bowl on the floor. On that occasion, he had also snapped his fingers a couple of times - now I remembered - and then he had taken me for a walk in a park like a little dog: naked. That lesson had served to improve my behavior. From then on, I drank my bowl of milk obediently on the floor without complaining. I did not want to relive the experience of the park, which, in fact, I had experienced twice: once for not drinking the milk and once because in my desperation... in my confusion... in my madness... I had asked him to take me there again. Once is once, but twice is already extreme. 

	I glanced sideways at my husband - I didn't know if I was doing it to seek support from him, if to see his reaction... I was stunned by the spontaneity of things - but I didn't dare turn my head towards my husband. If I looked at him and saw his opposition, I was in a dilemma I would have to deal with. And if I saw his excitement, his approval...I could make him mistakenly think that it was he and not Gerard who was deciding. Because, although much of what I did was to excite my husband - and this would be no exception - it would have been wrong of me to think that he could approve or deny my doing one thing or another. It was better - it was easier - if he was convinced of the truth, that, apart from arousing him, I was doing it for myself and because I was devoted body and soul to Gerardus. Although not wholeheartedly, never. [Well, it seems to me that you are definitely going to be given to the rocky standard-bearer. Don't you notice Gerardus changed?] 

	I began to unbutton my dress with my nerves on edge and my hands trembling. Hard as it may be to believe, I had not yet become accustomed to men seeing me naked and perhaps I would never fully do so; inevitably, I would always feel some embarrassment. I wasn't wearing much clothing and it wasn't long before I was completely in the buff, except for my heels. {Leathers? That's what the craftsman works with}. Timidly, I covered my most intimate parts with my arms and hands. My slutty plug-plug was in charge of covering my ass. 

	-Get down on your knees," my boss instructed me. You know how, with your legs spread. And pull your hair up so I can put the collar on you. 

	I did as Gerardo indicated. I knew the kneeling position well. Obviously, with my hands holding my hair up, I would be completely exposed to his gaze.  

	The artisan came over and put the necklace on me. I thought Gerardo was going to do it, but he didn't. The man adjusted it and left it tight. The man adjusted it and left it on tight. It was uncomfortable to wear like that. It was an iron hand gripping my throat. I felt the letters on the inside start to dig into my skin. {They will surely leave marks on you, if you wear the necklace for too long!] {But it won't be anything permanent}. I felt branded, like common cattle. 

	The man stood back and looked enthusiastically at his work. Actually, it was not his work he was leering at, but Gerardus' work: me. 

	-Follow him! -He already knows the rules. The door stays open. He can touch you wherever he wants. Your mouth, pussy and ass are forbidden. He can touch you there, but not penetrate you, not even with his fingers. Otherwise, you will do what he tells you to do. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"In one of your last answers you talk about Gerardo as your partner and the trust you have with him as a partner to know what the limits are. Is this a slip of the tongue from your subconscious or is it that you really consider him already your partner in life, displacing Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Partner...life partner, dance partner, sexual partner...there are many types of partners. 

	It may have been a slip of the tongue. But even if it was, you're wrong to think it would displace Daniel. Couples can be complementary.  

	Why do you always think only in terms of one or the other? I suspect it has nothing to do with the intensity of my relationship with Gerardo; you would say the same thing if he were simply a regular horndog. As soon as I said he fucks me better than my husband, you would already be questioning what my husband would bring to me. I think the problem is yours, not mine." 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Sorry, Gema, but in that answer you are talking about your partner, not just any partner. You speak of her in terms of trust and absolutes as if there were no other partner and it is clear from the context that you speak of Gerardo as your sentimental partner. For me, there can only be one romantic partner. Maybe it was really a lapse of your subconscious and you described him without measuring what you were saying, but clearly the problem is not of those who read you, but mainly of Daniel: He is the one affected." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It is not my fault that I am sometimes incoherent and/or suffer from mental lapses. It's not my fault that I occasionally get my emotions mixed up. I'm not perfect - why are you so hard on me?" 

	  

	With a black and white photo of a naked woman, kneeling, hugging a man in a suit, squatting on the floor with her. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"What I want is for you to realize - or rather, for Daniel to realize - the risk that lies behind these mental lapses. It is not the first one, there have already been several and for me they indicate that there are feelings in you towards Gerardo that are growing and are of the type of those that one feels for a husband, for a partner and I believe that this can affect Daniel a lot. I don't know if to the point of excluding him completely, but to take away a good part of his role as your only husband and/or love." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not love, if you feel submission." With the black and white photo of an elegantly dressed woman, pearl necklace, nice tits, kneeling before a man in a suit, looking up at him, up at him, with him holding her mamola with affection and authority. "It's not submission, if you feel love." With the black and white photo of a naked man, lying on the stairs, necklace around his neck, kissing the feet of a clothed woman, sitting a few steps higher and looking up at him with affection and amusement. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"It is not submission, if you feel love. It is not love if you feel submission". Doesn't your husband feel both for you? Nothing prevents you from feeling for your master both as well. Greetings." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No. His submission is love. He doesn't really feel it as submission, but as part of his love. That's the difference I was trying to point out." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The man walked happily to his room. I turned my head and looked incredulously at Gerardo, but my boss only gestured for me to follow the man. This time, I couldn't help but look at my husband. Daniel made a slight gesture, shrugging his shoulders. I noticed his gesture, because I knew my husband well. "Apechuga," he said to me. 

	Gerardo had not told me whether I should follow the stranger standing or crawling. When in doubt, and since I was on my knees, I decided to do it on all fours. I crawled towards the door through which the man had disappeared. I was reassured that it would remain open and that I would not have to have sex with him, at least not in the strict sense. However, I didn't know exactly what was in store for me, what dirty things he would do to me in return. And I didn't know how long I would be rented to that man. Because of that I had no doubt: Gerardo had rented me to him. What had he said? Ten? Ten euros for the job? How little did he value me? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Coffee break if Gerardo's partner were in charge of the company." 

	  

	With a photo of three co-workers -two men and a woman-, chatting animatedly in the company cafeteria, next to a water fountain. She, as if it were the most normal thing in the world, wears her blouse unbuttoned, showing her breasts, so firm that they have to be bought. But it is already a normal thing in that office, because neither of the two men bothers to look at her or her breasts. 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gema. I always enjoy your wit. A while back you mentioned, Daniel took pictures of you on your father's motorcycle, when you were younger. That makes me curious. I hope it's not too personal or intimate to ask, but I'd like to know, have you and Daniel known each other since childhood? Have you and Daniel grown up together? Or when did you first meet? I'd like to hear a little more about you and Daniel's love story." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I prefer not to give too many details about it, simply for privacy. The Silvestre thing, the Gerardo thing... all of that is basically a secret - out loud or in written words - and I don't think anyone around me would recognize me because of that. But as for our love story, quite a few people know about it. I'll just tell you that we haven't known each other since childhood, although we could have, since we grew up practically side by side, although we didn't know each other. We met at college age. We knew each other... we talked a little in passing, without going deep... until Daniel took an important step and conquered me. That important step was a kiss and that kiss won me over. At that moment everything changed. And I'm not exaggerating if I tell you that at that moment -repentently- we both realized that we would be together forever. It was a kiss at the right moment that changed everything. And it was also fate, because that night we could have coincided or not." 

	  

	I had just broken up with my boyfriend, my first and only boyfriend up to that moment, the guy who had deflowered me and cheated on me. The guy I had broken up with, among other things because he had cheated on me. He was a very intelligent and very sexual guy, much more than Daniel in the latter and not so much, although not by much, in the former. And having been single, another guy who had been chasing me (despite having a boyfriend), had believed that this would finally be his chance to take me to the garden. That other guy, that suitor, was a Don Juan, a gañan, but one who knew how to flirt. He was handsome and had green eyes like Silvestre. But Daniel beat him to it. I don't know if I would have hooked up that night with that other guy, if it hadn't been for Daniel. It's possible, because that guy was really flirty and I was vulnerable. What I do know is that it would have only been a one or a couple of one-night stand, whereas with Daniel, that night, it felt like it would be forever. I also know that if I had hooked up with that guy, Daniel wouldn't have forgiven me, even though we weren't dating at the time. And yet now... I guess people change. Or if they don't change, maybe they need to change so they don't get bored. Or maybe it's because Daniel, back then, was much more insecure with girls than he is now with me. Maybe that's why he carries his antlers so well now, whereas back then I wouldn't have tolerated him preferring a Don Juan.  

	In any case, Daniel and I almost grew up together. Almost. Our love story could have started earlier. But the certain thing, the only certain thing is that it started at the right time. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema was going to give sexual satisfaction to that man she didn't know to reduce rich Gerardo's bill for that miserable necklace of three cheap leather straps. The chastity device prevented my erection. There was something grotesquely erotic about that act. I had already had a hard enough time accepting Silvestre sharing my wife with his friend. But it turned me on. But sharing her with another man to save himself some money, pocket change, was extreme. Seeing how Gema had crawled obediently behind the stranger took my breath away. The act showed how much Gema really mattered to Gerardo. And it also showed why I could never be a good dominant for her. I could never treat her like that and sell her for four bucks. {No, you would never sell her for pocket change! You would deceive her, creating and maintaining the charade of the Sylvester passionate for her, locking her in a parallel fictional world, like Truman!} And Gemma had looked at me, unsure but happy. She had ordered me with her gaze to restrain myself and not to intervene. And I had told her with my shoulders that... What had I told her? Gerardo had shared her with other men. He had even shared her with that Dídac for money. But this, for small change... At least that Dídac was an educated man, of a certain level, but that jipi...! 

	I had seen Gema with Silvestre. I had seen her with Luis Alberto. I had seen her with Lidia. And I had seen her with Gerardo. But I had never seen her with a client, so to speak. In the end it's going to be true about the brothel. He's preparing her for it with this wild guy. In the end it all turns out to be true. Gerardo had made Gema have sex with countless sexual partners. In addition to those mentioned before, there was Manolo, somehow there was also Mario (although Gema believed that this was her initiative), there were the two Croatians and there were the countless men and women at the party in Switzerland. They were innumerable, according to her. And that's what I know. Gerardo had never allowed me to see how he shared her with another man (only with Lidia). Certainly, he did not share in the same way as Silvestre. Really, you couldn't call that sharing, except with Lidia.  

	And I had never looked at her while someone was watching me. Gerardo was looking at me, studying my reactions. That made me uncomfortable. I didn't know whether to keep looking through the door at what was going on in the continuous room or to look away. I was embarrassed to show excitement then and there. I felt my face start to turn as red as a tomato and my cheeks and ears began to burn. Earth, swallow me! It wasn't the same as Gerardo looking at me at home. It wasn't, because he hardly looked at me. And it wasn't, because he was the protagonist of the action. Except when Lidia is, but it's normal for me to get turned on by seeing my wife with another woman, isn't it? But here he was the pimp, the ruffian, the one who trafficked my wife. He was her husband (in the terminology used in the world of prostitution). And me, what am I? 

	Fortunately, the chastity device prevented an even bigger bulge in my crotch. I could not and should not show myself to be aroused by it. Unable to look at Gerard, too proud to look at the floor, I continued to stare through the door. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When after fucking and cumming with Gerardo you approach your bound husband and remove his blindfold, what do you feel when you look into his eyes? I'm not interested in what goes through your head, but what you feel in your gut when you look into his eyes. And then, what feelings do you see expressed in those eyes? Thank you for an honest answer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if I will be able to differentiate well what is going on in my head and in my guts, but I will try to answer you as best I can. When I take off the blindfold and look into his eyes I feel an explosion of emotions, a cocktail of feelings: 

	I'm curious to see how he reacts. Maybe his eyes will widen. Maybe he'll look at me with a sour face, pretending he's there against his will. 

	I feel anticipation and optimism, because I hope that I have given him a unique show, something that excites him and drives him crazy, just as he wants. I want to live up to what he deserves and I hope I have outdone myself in my performance for him. 

	I feel nervous and even afraid, because I'm afraid he might look down on me. Maybe I've gone too far with what I've done. Maybe he's tired of the slutty woman he wanted and now he wants to go back to the normalcy of a normal wife. He may never get to see me as a faithful woman again. He may look at me with disgust instead of desire and devotion. 

	I hope to find in his gaze the excitement that will be my greatest reward, because, although I would be lying if I said at this point that I do everything only for him, it is also true that, if he were not excited, I could not do it. He is my anchor and my drive at the same time. 

	I feel admiration for the man who is brave enough to jump over his own shadow and enter turbulent waters, without fear of drowning. The man who does not hide behind the machismo of being obliged to protect his female, but trusts her and dares to discover female sensibilities. 

	I feel a little -a little, very little- anticipation of sadistic pleasure as I wait to see his disbelief and humiliation -the one he wants and to which I never quite get used to, despite having made progress in that matter-. I feel the tingle of my dominant part resurfacing, knowing that, after removing my husband's blindfold, it's his turn to recreate and satiate himself. 

	I feel the joy of meeting the gaze of a kindred spirit, who is so similar to mine in many ways, but yet so different in those same ways. 

	I feel the fear and at the same time the excitement that his gaze asks me to go even further and that, instead of slowing me down, it gives me wings. 

	I feel a deep love for the soul I see through his eyes, the one who has blind trust - never better said - in me and who, blindfold or no blindfold, does not doubt at any time either my loyalty to him or my love for him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Thank you for your comprehensive response regarding what it feels like to look into your husband's eyes after removing the blindfold. The only thing I have to tell you is that I wish you had put the last paragraph of the response first. But other than that, I liked your response. Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think I've written it once - oh yes, I think in the birthday party story -: the last is the most important. And the cuckold is always the last. And that's why he gets the best part." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The hippie craftsman had rubbed me as he pleased. He had sucked my tits and had put his hands on every part of my body. Before he had even touched me, I was already getting a tremendous erection. He had been fascinated by my plug-dick and had not stopped playing with it, tickling me with it on my back and tugging at it, threatening to pull it out of my ass, which, fortunately, he had not gotten around to doing. I don't want to go into the details right now. The man wasn't exactly attractive and I didn't find it erotic. With Gerardo's father, I had felt much more sensual. Maybe it was because I had mentally prepared myself for it, whereas this time I had been caught completely off guard. I had done what Gerardo had asked me to do out of pure obedience, not out of lust. Besides, with Alan Sr, maybe because I was his father or because I had mentally prepared myself for it, I had felt a connection. With the craftsman it was not so. To all that, the collar bothered me and I felt like it was an iron hand gripping my neck. 

	Gerardo, however, did not seem satisfied with my humiliation. Maybe he had already planned it that way, or maybe it had occurred to him as a result of my initial slight resistance that had made him snap his fingers nervously as he became impatient. The fact was that after leaving the craftsman's room -fortunately, it had only been about thirty minutes, but it had been enough to have had to give him a straw with a happy ending- Gerardo turned to my husband: 

	-Bring me the leash," he ordered, "I'm afraid I forgot it in the car. 

	My husband's eyes widened and he looked at him in surprise. Then, as if looking to me for advice, he looked at me. It was clear he didn't want to leave me there alone with that man. "I'm not alone, I'm with Gerardo," I told him with my gaze. 

	-And take the dress down to the car while you're at it," my boss told my husband. She won't need it anymore. 

	Daniel, again, looked at me. I nodded my head. I didn't know what Gerardo had in store for me, but he was my boss and I trusted him. Finally, my husband was convinced that it would be okay and that his duty, as well as mine, was to obey. With my dress in his hand, he turned and opened the exit door of that clandestine workshop. 

	-I think you're missing some piercings," said the craftsman. Here, here... here and here. -The man rubbed my nipples in succession, touched the tip of my nose and finally grabbed my clitoris between his thumb and forefinger. 

	Daniel stopped in his tracks. Shocked, he turned around. My knees were threatening to give out on me; they looked like two flans. The craftsman was still holding my magic button between his fingers. 

	-No!" my husband exclaimed. Not that, no! 

	Gerardo did not deign to look at him. Instead, he looked at me with determination. The craftsman let go of my clit and hid behind me. But despite his recent orgasm, or perhaps emboldened by it, he was still in the mood for spree. Binge, with me. He hadn't come behind me to hide and use me as a human shield between him and my raging husband, but to touch me better - as if he hadn't already touched me where he felt like it! Or maybe he was a rara avis, an efficient hippie, and took advantage of the position for both. He put his calloused hands on my breasts with impunity and briefly pinched my nipples. His crotch pressed against my ass and despite the plug-pony, I felt him getting hard again. If he had been rather listless at first, after enjoying my body he had turned on. oh, God! He's got a taste for humiliating me, seeing that Gerardo agrees and that my husband won't do anything to stop him! His hands went from my breasts down my belly to my sex. There they pushed my vaginal lips aside and pulled my clitoris out of its hood, obscenely exposing it and, with it, exposing my vulnerability. I felt an almost irrepressible urge to pee. Almost. But I managed to avoid peeing myself. However, with my knees like flans, I wasn't sure I could hold myself up much longer. The new collar still had an iron grip on my neck; it was like an iron hand that seemed to hold me in the air, preventing my knees from failing me. Preventing or impassible to do so. Oh, God! Piercings, no! 

	-Go away, love. I'll be fine," I encouraged my husband, despite the pressure in my throat. [You're going to be fine, my ass!] 

	The craftsman managed to free a finger, while still holding open my vaginal lips and the protective cap of my little magic button. He rubbed my unprotected clitoris with it. It was not pleasant; the rubbing was too direct. Again, I felt like I was going to pee myself. No, I don't want piercings! I didn't want them, and I certainly didn't want them done in a dirty place like that and by someone who wasn't a professional. At most, I could consider a navel piercing, at the most! But Gerardo's look told me that I had no choice, that at any moment I could make public my most compromising and embarrassing photos. Everyone would see them and so would my co-workers, my daughter, my family and my husband's family. Even my neighbors. Oh, God, no! I felt the craftsman's fetid breath in my ear. Only the smell of marijuana muffled his real stench. The man had smoked a fag, while touching me in the next room. He had even made me take a few puffs. I had never smoked pot before, not even in my teens. Whiskey, cigars, pot... Where am I going to end up? Daniel had seen it from the next room, but had not intervened. The puffs I had given him had affected me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does Gerardo have pictures or videos of you that if Daniel saw them could make your husband leave you? Please answer just yes or no. Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No." 

	  

	That was a lie. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The look on Gema's face made it clear that she wanted that and that she didn't want me to intervene. Fuck it if she put a piercing on him! She always got her way and then I was the stubborn one! I couldn't imagine Gerardo having such bad taste as to pierce her pretty skin. I didn't even like piercings in my ears. I thought it was unfair, that it was mutilation, to make holes in the girls' ears when they were babies and without their permission. Of course, I couldn't imagine her having it to paint ugly scribbles on her skin either. And yet, Gema had posted pictures of girls completely tattooed. Not a little drawing, but the whole back! And in the end, apparently, everything she published ended up happening, sooner or later. Or almost everything. Almost. The pregnancy thing hadn't happened. Not yet. It had given me a scare. She had cheated on me. I could tell she still hadn't forgiven me for Silvestre. All her anger, which she later turned into submission with Gerardo to annoy me, came from there. But piercings, Gema hadn't published anything about that. Nor did Gerardo's blog, which I thought was Gerardo's, contain any such images. Maybe he doesn't have such bad taste, but it was in bad taste to rent her to that filthy being! 

	Reluctantly, I left and abandoned my wife to her fate. She got what she deserved. Maybe she'll wise up. Anyway, what could I do, if that's what she wanted? What did she want me to do, put her over my knee and spank her to straighten her out? Did she want me to do that, when she was the one who spanked me and when she was the one who put the chastity device on me? {I remind you that the clamp you're wearing is Lidia's} Now you're the one who wants me to intervene? You're eating my brains about looking for my feminine side, the one that all men supposedly have, and now you're screaming, "Do something!" Well, now I don't feel like it! Hey! She gets what she deserves. A tattoo is worse than a piercing. A tattoo is perennial, a piercing is not. {Unless you use unsanitized needles and give him hepatitis}. Really, now you want me to intervene? A pinhole will eventually close. And a pregnancy is also for life. 

	Before leaving, I turned around once more. But I quickly regretted it. The image of Greñas sticking his tongue in my wife's ear would accompany me down the stairs and for the rest of my life. The image of the jipi and Gerardo unmovable by his side, tolerating everything, because he had planned it all that way. Making Gema smoke weed had not been a coincidence. Even so, you got what you deserved, just like you had with Luis Alberto! When will you learn your lesson? {And you?} I ran full steam ahead to bring her boss the damn leash. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"After what you wrote yesterday about why you didn't look at your husband, today you write that you had no choice but to look at him. Why did you have no choice? You could have continued to ignore him without a problem - what did you intend then, by looking at him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think for somewhat contradictory things: I guess I wanted to challenge him, showing him how much of an out-of-control slut I have become, and, at the same time, to seek his complicity. I guess I wanted to show him with my gaze my love for him, while at the same time I wanted to tell him how submissive I am to Gerardo. I intuit that I wanted to seek his approval, and, at the same time, to show him that I didn't need it, since he would do what I wanted anyway."  

	  

	hotmandfmx: 

	"Gema with these excellent accounts of your life, how do I convince my partner to try another cock...?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Telling her how pretty she is, talking to her about other men, as if you were a friend, instead of her husband, behaving a little more feminine with her (being sweeter, more sentimental, etc.), behaving a little more submissive with her (doing more housework, arguing with her but ending up accepting her judgment)... and finally, telling her how much it would turn you on to see her with another man, because for you she is a Sex Goddess and should not be limited only to you. Summed up that quickly. But if you start at the end, I advance you that you will go wrong." 

	  

	My wife had answered the question, because I naturally did not have access to her blog. But she had previously asked me. So, the answer could be considered to be mine. But tell me one thing: Are you sure you want to do it? After that, there will be no turning back. There shouldn't be, if you are consistent. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I arrived pouring the bile. The building had no elevator. In any case, it would have been faster by the stairs than by the elevator, if there had been one. The craftsman lived in a fifth floor attic. I was fit. I used to go jogging. I wasn't very fast, but I did my ten kilometers without much trouble. I had even run two half marathons. But when I got to the door my heart was pounding. It couldn't have been the physical effort. It had to be nerves. I had gone to the car and come back faster than Flash (who, as hard as it is for DC Comics to admit, is faster than Superman). There was no way he could have given them time to do anything. He hadn't locked the door on his way out. So I didn't have to knock and wait for them to open it for me. It was still ajar. And the one downstairs, the one to the street, I hadn't found it difficult to move the latch on the electric slide so I could open it without having to ring the bell. I don't trust you to open it for me later! As I flew down the stairs I had even considered leaving my shoe on the door, in case it had lacked that handy latch.  

	Gema, Gerardo and El Greñas, the triple "G", were still where I had left them, more or less. That is, they were in the same room. Gerardo and El Greñas were still in the same position and in the same place. What had changed was the position of El Greñas. And, above all, my wife's had changed. Gema had her back to the door. And she was squatting down. He's giving her a blowjob! How disgusting! The movement and the little noises were unmistakable. So was the ecstatic face of the jipi. 

	-Oh, you're back already? -asked Gerardo imperturbably, without even looking at me. 

	He was focused on fellatioing my wife, but he didn't seem particularly aroused. Somehow, that annoyed me. Not that he wasn't turned on by watching her undoubtedly excellent blowjob, but that he was being a voyeur. That's my role! If Gerardo took that away from me, what was I left with? Without averting his gaze, Gerardo extended his arm in my direction, his hand open upward. My heart was jumping out of my throat. Apparently, the opposite was happening to my wife: something was going down her throat. Reluctantly, I slammed the leash into her boss's hand. I leaned over and rested my hands on my knees, trying to catch my breath. Gema, in return, sucked as if she didn't need oxygen. 

	-Here," said Gerardo, handing me back the leash. 

	Had he made me go down and up full blast for nothing? {You can't blame him for that, not for the "full fuse" thing; he didn't ask you to do that}. I had no energy left to argue. Angrily, I took the leash back. 

	-You put it on," Gerardo ordered me. We're leaving," he said without further ado. 

	I understood that Gerardo was disgusted to put his hand between my wife's throat and the man's hairy balls. And I understood why he was disgusted. Trying not to touch either his balls or his hair, I hooked the carabiner of the leash to the ring of the collar. Gema continued sucking enthusiastically without being interrupted. Gerard reached out his hand and I had no choice but to give her the leash. Now I was sure she would keep it. 

	Gerardo must have pulled the strap up a little, because my wife immediately stood up. She did so leaving the cock she had been sucking, like the civil servant who drops his pen when it is time to leave. However, she had sucked that man's dick moments before with an enthusiasm that any civil servant would be incapable of. This is not a criticism of civil servants, you should have seen it! The change, from one moment to the next, was radical. My fears about possible gonorrhea were allayed by the fact that the jipi, fortunately, was wearing a rubber. 

	-Hey," protested the man, his sheathed, slobbering turnip pointing at the ceiling. His pants were down and his underpants were down too. 

	It was not a pleasant sight. I looked away from his underwear. I looked away from him. 

	Gema and Gerardo - at last only the double "G" - were already out the door. In my haste, I had left it open. My wife followed Gerardo up the narrow staircase. Gerardo carried her by the short leash, with his arm up and slightly back. My wife's heels echoed down the stairwell. She was walking proudly behind her boss, completely naked except for her shoes, tail and collar. I didn't say goodbye to the man and went after them. I didn't even close the door. I didn't turn around either, although I heard the door close when we got to the third floor. 

	I had not had time to check if he had made any holes. Some additional hole to the three she already has that are so well trained. Gema had turned around too fast and I had looked too closely at the condom. I went down behind them, at a distance of two meters, which allowed me to observe them well. For that, to get a better look at my wife, it was better to go behind her at a distance of two or three meters, than to walk beside her. Gema was walking down the stairs with dignity, proud of what her boss had turned her into. My wife refused to realize that all of this, hers with Gerard and possibly mine with her, would be over once Vicky found out the details of her other life. {Hers? What about yours?} She didn't realize that the disgrace, in front of my family and our daughter would be too great to bear. He was playing with a fire that he knew would burn us both. {You like fire when Lidia comes to your house!} Seeing her like that with her boss, it was clear that the irremediable would end up happening. Vicky would end up finding out about her mother and would despise her. And she would despise me even more. Gema was addicted to Gerardo. And I was addicted to her. To her and to what she makes me feel. Even the disgust she makes me feel when I see her doing things with people I don't like. Like Gerardo himself. {If you were in his place, if you had "a boss", wouldn't you do what he told you to do, even if it was with someone you disliked? Wouldn't you do it especially if it was with someone who wasn't your type?} 

	Fascinated, I looked at my wife's ass. Gerardo - or maybe that guy - had had time to give her a few lashes on her buttocks. There were two long, thin, red marks from side to side. Maybe he'd given her one lash each. The marks were thinner than Gerardo's belt. It looks like they used a strip of leather from the workshop. Gema continued behind Gerardo, upright and proud of what she had done and what they had done to her. She will wear a piercing no doubt, when he wants to, if he hasn't already. And I continued to walk behind her and look at her ass with fascination. Her nakedness, the tail and the red marks along with her posture had something that drove me insanely crazy. {What do you expect, can you go crazy in a healthy way?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soyfandedaniel: 

	"Have you noticed that none of the people who follow you are interested in your story with Gerardo? They're not even interested in your own evolution as a submissive. What they are passionate about is Daniel and how he lives your adventures. Maybe you should change the focus of the blog and give more prominence to Daniel. You could exercise your role as Dominant in your couple and force him to write in your blog (transcribed by you, if you want) his personal experiences and contrast them with yours." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if it is true what you comment. Many comments are anonymous, so it's hard to know if they are from different people or the same person. However, I take your suggestion to talk more about my husband and me. I'm sure it would be very interesting to have Daniel write from his point of view, but my husband is not into writing. He is more of a scientist, so to speak, not so much a writer; writing is not his thing. He's doing enough that I've convinced him to write some parts of my third book from his perspective and in first person. He's having a hard time doing it, but I think it's going to be very interesting, even if the editor (i.e., myself), has had to correct several expressions (never the content)." 

	  

	And I have to admit that I've gotten a taste for writing a bit in his successive books, that is, from the third one to this one. I wouldn't write a novel, since it's not my thing. But contributing my point of view and writing a few paragraphs I did enjoy, especially if he forced me to do so. Likewise, I wouldn't have minded writing more on his blog, if he had forced me to do so.... 

	  

	dgl1982: 

	"Hi, how are you? I completely disagree with the comment that we don't care about your evolution. I personally am fascinated by everything you and Daniel are going through, understanding some things more than others. Looking forward to hearing about your vacation this summer..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you. I may have to balance a bit more and comment more about my husband's evolution. But I think I have already mentioned it on other occasions: it is easier for me to talk about me and Gerardo than about my husband. My husband and I are intimate. And I know that it embarrasses him when I write things about him, while it excites him when I write about me and Gerardo. The summer vacation thing, I know I've skipped the chronological order, but it will come next." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Fortunately, we had parked the car on the same street, very close, but on the other side. Once in the car, Gerardo didn't let me get dressed either, but that didn't matter to me anymore, as the windows in the back seats were tinted. Although I had been turned on by Daniel seeing the marks of my two lashes on my ass, I was relieved to get into the car. My husband hadn't commented, but I was sure he hadn't missed that detail.  

	Gerard had not punished me for my initial reluctance and for having made him snap his fingers impatiently, but for my lack of enthusiasm with the craftsman. Although I had applied myself as the best prostitute would have done, I had not become truly enthusiastic about what he had entrusted me with. Although it seemed unfair to me, for I had made an effort, I knew that deep down I was right: I had not really wanted to do it. Gerard wanted to educate me - to reform me - to the point where a snap of his fingers would be all that was necessary to turn my logical reticence into genuine enthusiasm. Accordingly, I had allowed the dirty craftsman to whip me with a leather strap. He had hit me more than twice, but the first few times had been insufficient to leave a mark, and Gerard had encouraged him to do it again, and to do it harder. I had then had to thank him for re-educating me. Then I had had to kneel down and lean forward to kiss his slippers. Fortunately, I hadn't had to lick his feet, which was what kissing usually meant in that context. It had been enough for me to touch the slippers with my lips. Finally, I had asked the man if I could make it up to him with a blowjob. I had tried to do so with genuine enthusiasm, both my pleas and my blowjob. Apparently, it had been enough to get the go-ahead from my boss. Actually, reconsidering my performance during the whipping, I knew that Gerard was right and that I should have put myself in a better situation, I should have better psyched myself up, better convinced myself. After thanking the man for disciplining me, my mind had approached a state - the one Gerardo desired, except that he intended to make the change instantaneous at some point, at the snap of his fingers - close to actually wanting to do it. At that instant, I had no longer worried about the condom. With or without it, I would have done it anyway. I really, really wanted to blow him at that moment. But that moment had passed and now I was stunned, analyzing my behavior and my sensations. And if I had gotten a piercing? 

	-How much is ten? -I asked my boss. 

	Gerardo immediately understood what I was referring to. 

	-Ten percent off," he said, loud enough so that my husband, who was driving in front, could hear him. 

	-You rented to me for a measly ten percent? -I rebuked him incredulously. Gerardo was a much better negotiator than that. Anyone would get ten percent, just for walking in the door. 

	-I thought about asking you for more," Gerardo confessed. But I thought you weren't ready for that yet. 

	-Well, you were wrong! -I said to her, all fresh. 

	I felt humiliated, but I was also proud of myself, for overcoming what I considered another test, another challenge on his part. If there was one thing that annoyed me, it was that he hadn't praised me for it. But considering that I failed initially, I didn't deserve it. 

	-You're right," my boss admitted, "I should have asked for more. Especially considering it was my turn to put the condom on. 

	You bastard! I deserve you to negotiate more discount not because of the condom, but because of what I've done. The fact that he had carried a condom in his pocket showed that he had planned for all eventualities. Maybe I hadn't even failed initially, but he had made me think I had, to go along with his plan. I shook my head. The truth was that I had indeed failed him at the beginning: I hadn't felt it like I had with Lidia, when I acted as her partner, the first time. And I hadn't felt it like I had with her father either. And, of course, I hadn't been turned on like at the party in Switzerland either. 

	{The condom should have been on Daniel!} The image of the first time with Silvestre came to my mind. I could no longer remember who had paid for the condoms. Since it was all a sham, Daniel had paid for them, whether he bought them or not. That night, my husband had even put the condom on my lover's cock. Yes, he should have put it on Daniel, but on Daniel's dick? I stopped dead in my tracks, I didn't even know the man's name! He should have put it on his cock, not me," I continued in thought. Sometimes doing something as depraved as that brought out my sadistic side immediately afterwards. And then it was my husband who paid the price, unless Lidia was around and it was my turn to be the dominant one. Yes, that's what a good husband should have done, helped me with that... "client". 

	-I think I underestimated your preparation," Gerardo continued, oblivious to my thoughts. Sometimes you give mixed signals, but it's my fault for not interpreting them correctly. Next time I'll ask him for a bigger discount, don't worry. Obviously, he will also ask for more in return. But as you said yourself, you're ready. Almost. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. Only one orgasm for Daniel every three or four months? And you still claim to love Daniel. how often would you have vaginal sex then? Seriously, I hope you made a joke with this interrogator. Aren't you worried you might push Daniel too far and hurt him with your behavior towards him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think there is some confusion. Either I've spelled it wrong or you've misunderstood me. It's about one orgasm every two to three weeks. Sometime it has been a longer period, but other times shorter as well. Weeks, not months." 

	  

	The question and answer were late, both with respect to this book and my blog, because I was often late with updates. Now it was Lidia who decided when and how much, not me. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If you love someone totally as you say you love Daniel, isn't your goal to give him as much pleasure as possible? I know you think denying him is also a pleasure for Daniel. Giving Daniel an orgasm every 3-4 months, as someone suggested, isn't that very, very little? I am surprised and sad for Daniel, if you are really considering this. But aren't you looking forward to giving Daniel orgasms, more important is to feel Daniel's cock inside you and experience orgasms together with your beloved husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm back from vacation. I have taken the opportunity to disconnect from everything, after the joint experience with my husband and Gerardo. I am now catching up with my blog and your questions. 

	I just answered a similar question. I don't recall talking about an orgasm every three or four months. It's weeks that Daniel goes without an orgasm, not months. I may have expressed myself wrong on occasion. 

	I agree that, if you love someone, you want to give them pleasure, as you say. But you forget that pleasure can also be mental and that pleasure, like physical pleasure, can take many forms. Restricting her orgasms and making her work to deserve them is one way to give her pleasure. I assure you that she enjoys it more than if they were free. 

	As for experiencing orgasms together, I don't give it up. It's just that it doesn't always have to be that way. I decide when it is and when it is not. Keep in mind that we've been having conventional sex together for practically two decades now. I think there's nothing wrong with varying and doing it differently for a few years. What's a couple of years compared to two decades? Yeah, don't answer me... ten percent. And I say a couple of years to say the least. It may be indefinite or we may change again sooner. What's clear to me is that I'm going to decide." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Before arriving home, Gema took off her necklace. Although Gerardo had told her that he wanted her to wear it permanently (if not that one, the other one, the gold one, or the silver one he would buy her), my wife took it off. However, the mark remained. There, on his collar, it now read Alan, the name of Gerardo's father. The truth was that I was confused. Does he want Gema for himself or for his father? Gema noticed. She put her hand to that area of her neck and blushed. But she said nothing. Then, still red in the face, she pulled her hand away and went into the house. Somehow, my wife would be wearing her owner's necklace (whoever it was), even if she wasn't wearing a necklace at all. And Vicky? I shook my head, incredulous, indignant, defeated and fascinated. 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue IV - At last, a vacation for three 

	  

	"Dream as if you will live forever, live as if you will die today." - message to Gerardo (English internship) 

	  

	  

	Although we had agreed before, with what I had done for Alan, Gerardo's father - or, rather, with what I had done with him - I had earned the right to have my husband accompany us on summer vacation. Actually, doing it with his father had not been a real sacrifice for me. It had been at first, that is, when Gerardo brought it up to me. Doing it with that decrepit man, even though he was my boss's father, had initially put me off. I had been on the verge of sending him to hell. I almost had. I almost had. But, and that's the power Gerardo had over me, he had somehow managed to slowly get me to psyche myself up and want to do it. It had been a challenge to better myself. It had been a test of the seriousness of my relationship with him. It had been a way to get a reward. It had been compassion and generosity to give the old man one of his last pleasures in life. It had been the desire to share something more with Gerard, to appreciate his flesh or his genes (actually, only half of them) in a different way. It had been a token of gratitude to Alan, for having sired such a magnificent being, Gerardo, my boss. It had been the fascination of doing something truly and completely obscene and totally taboo. It had been the longing to do it with him, dressed in white, like the first time without a condom with his son, to kiss him and to feel his hands on my body, on the breasts he had chosen and paid for his son, to prove to him that I was worthy of his son and to feel his approval, pulling my leash towards him. I had felt all of that, first in phases, in crescendo, and then all at once.  

	Gerardo had that power, the power to make his goals become the goals of the people around him. He achieved it without apparent effort, naturally. But also, he did it without selfishness, because in the end, the people who followed him - his employees - got more than they had invested, just as I was getting. It was a wonderful journey I was making with him, and a well-paid one at that. In me, the effects of that mysterious power were increasing. I was well aware of that, but far from being an obstacle, that knowledge made me feel sure of the choice I had made with him. Because if Gerard had that power over me, it was because I had chosen it and given it to him. At least at the beginning. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Was it only your idea this year to spend a week's vacation together instead of alone, Gerardo and you, like last year, or was it a demand of Daniel's, after what happened in Switzerland? Be honest in your answer, please." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It was my idea. Daniel doesn't get picky about this kind of thing. It's not in his nature, that's not how we operate. We have a lot of trust and freedom (well, the latter more me). If my husband had to make demands on me regarding this lifestyle, something would be wrong. 

	If I went alone with Gerardo, Daniel would accept it willingly. He has that part that needs to be fed, which is his imagination, and not being present drives him crazy, but in a good way (although also somewhat in a bad way, of course). But he is not one of those who always wants to be present, much less one of those who DEMAND it. If I have freedom, I have it; or it can be conditioned to "as long as I am present". 

	Having him come with us will allow him to satisfy his voyeuristic side. Besides, I like having him close to me, knowing that he gets turned on by seeing me... I wouldn't want it to be like that one hundred percent of the time either. Sometimes a little intimacy is necessary. It's a question of balance. 

	But I want to see if we can also use the trip to get Gerardo a little more involved in his education." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Why my boss had proposed that to me, about his father, I didn't know. I was not interested in knowing. Maybe it was just a test. If so, I think I had passed it with flying colors. Or maybe it was one more step to get me completely uninhibited. If that was the case, I had succeeded: I had succeeded in ironing out one of my inhibitions. It was also possible that he was simply turned on by the grotesqueness of the situation. In that case, I was glad to have contributed to his pleasure. Finally, there was the possibility that it was nothing more or less than a tribute to his beloved father. I knew Gerard was very fond of him. It was he, old Alan, who had laid the foundations of the small family empire. And it was Gerardo, who in honor of his father - unlike his brother - had continued the path and made it grow.  

	It was also he, Gerardo, who had given him a grandson (who had died of cancer early). Gerard, of course, had suffered greatly from the early loss, as had his wife, from whom he would later divorce, in large part because of that suffering. The upset for his parents -for Alan and his wife- had not been minor. His mother would die soon, not long after his grandson, and Alan's health had deteriorated severely in the immediate aftermath. Although Alan had held on, they had all fallen like dominoes. Gerard, once slender, had also fallen. Without becoming an alcoholic, he had turned to alcohol to drown his sorrows, I sensed. And he had let his health, his imposing figure, go down the drain.  

	In some strange and illogical way, Gerardo seemed to feel guilty about the whole thing. He seemed to feel indebted to his father, beyond what is normal in a father-son relationship. Perhaps, therefore, I was an unusual gift, from a son to his father, a way of honoring him. If so, I was happy to have contributed to that tribute. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In addition to the week of vacation that the three of you will spend together, will you spend another week of vacation alone with Gerardo? And with your husband, will you spend some days together, alone, to disconnect from hotwife mode, without Gerardo being permanently present in your lives?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I don't plan to spend another week alone with Gerardo. Nor do we plan to go on vacation alone, my husband and I; we are fine in Madrid. After the week with Gerardo, we will in any case need more home to rest, not more holiday hustle and bustle. Besides, our daughter is going away for a week, so we'll be on our own." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I know why you're taking your husband on vacation with Gerardo! You don't want to leave him alone for a whole week, at Lidia's mercy. I was already surprised that you wanted to have the cuckold around, bothering, being able to enjoy alone with your beloved Gerardo. You want to annoy Lidia and the cuckold, but especially Lidia, am I wrong? Well, be careful, because maybe you'll get a surprise and you'll have a four-way vacation, a little birdie told me." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You got me!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo had taken care of booking our vacation together. It was the first time he and my husband would be living together for so long and I was both expectant and nervous. So many things could go right and so many things could go wrong. I had expectations and fears. Perhaps I was being unfair to only lecture my husband, but it was obvious that I could not lecture my boss. Daniel had promised that he would behave well, but that was not enough for me: he had to behave excellently, even if it was sometimes difficult for him. 

	The plan for him was that he was to think of himself solely as our servant, not as my husband. As such, he was to be primarily invisible, even though he would be present at all times. In fact, that was his incentive: he would be present at all times. At Gerardo's house, my husband was barred from the master bedroom. I had seen and heard a lot of action in the living room, but I had never seen myself cuddled submissively in bed with my boss, sleeping with him all night. I knew that the prospect of seeing him was morbidly arousing to him, as well as frightening. That he would behave invisibly did not mean that we would ignore him, far from it! It simply meant that his role would be to be helpful and not intrusive.  

	Gerardo was not Silvestre. Silvestre loved interacting with my husband. He enjoyed humiliating him cordially, playing his role as the dominant cuckold and making my husband feel like the submissive cuckold.  

	Gerardo wasn't like that; he didn't seem to particularly enjoy interacting with my husband. And yet, I sensed that there was something voyeuristic about him as well. It was understandable that he enjoyed watching me with Lidia, although sometimes he seemed to like watching me with her more than enjoying the two of us at the same time. In that, he wasn't much different from my husband, although Daniel hadn't enjoyed the two of us at the same time. And I hope you didn't enjoy it too much with her alone! Maybe all men, in the end, can have their voyeuristic side, their need to visualize everything, to feel with their eyes more than with other parts of their bodies. But she had also seen me with her father and before that with the two Croatians in Switzerland. And before that-now that I remembered-he had made me be affectionate with Manolo in front of him (though I hadn't gotten to witness sex with his friend). And after that, he had watched me giving the craftsman a blowjob, because that had happened after the vacation I'm going to tell you about now, skipping the chronology. If there was something voyeuristic about Gerardo, it was not something I could exploit directly. Having sex with my husband in front of his eyes would not be admissible; of that I was sure. But even if I couldn't exploit it directly, at least it was a leverage point to apply a lever. What had Archimedes asked for to lift the world? I did not expect so much. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And for the suffocation to have it on the edge, you have to push your own limits, stop seeing your husband as such and turn him into the Cuckold Submissive he so longs to be. You have to definitely take him out of his comfort zone. For example.... take him to a BDSM joint, you dressed as his domina, on impossible heels.... And him, naked, with the cage and some pink panties, with an antler on, with collar and chain. He would always go crawling, like a good submissive dog." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Oops... I know who writes this. The pen has been noticed. Do you catch the double entendre? 

	You are not wrong in what you say, but do you want to believe that we are both too shy for that? I know it may be hard to believe, but that's the way it is. It is true that I have gone with Gerardo to a BDSM party, but I have gone as his submissive and he was the one who made the decision. Here you are asking me to make it myself (or my husband, albeit as a submissive) and I find that difficult, regardless. We both cut ourselves off quite a bit when it comes to going out like this and introducing ourselves to unfamiliar people. And yet, we can both do a lot of things, if forced to do so. To use your own words, we have a hard time stepping out of our "comfort zone". We do when it is someone else who makes us go out, but on our own initiative we find it harder. 

	But you're right, that's what he would need. Or maybe even be admitted to a special internment center, for a limited time, to learn better behaviors.  

	Hmm, would someone host my husband during the vacations? We are going to spend the three of us, Gerardo, Daniel and I for a week together and I think it would be nice if before that my husband was a week or two in intensive training with someone expert@, while Gerardo and I can so we can prepare to be together. anyone? I hand it over padlocked and everything." 

	  

	No, Lidia, this ad is NOT for you! {Well, you should have specified that before}. 

	  

	With a photo of a brunette dominatrix, dressed in black, taking her naked dog out in the garden, on all fours and on a leash, as it should be. The pity was that the photo didn't show whether she was wearing a chastity device or not, but I couldn't imagine it any other way. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo was manipulative. But I was a woman and had learned a few tricks from the best. In this chess game, we all had our goals and mine - among others - was to make it clear that my husband was an inseparable part of me. It came with the Hot Wife Gem pack. (Buy a book and you get Daniel's comments (from the third one onwards)! Fuck your wife and Daniel will always be present, in the same room or in your heart!). And in this book, he would be present from the first page to the last, one way or another. Because the last page is when he's gone. The question was that and to make that form acceptable to everyone. 

	We left for the airport from Gerardo's house. A black Mercedes picked us up at the gate. Gerardo had called a VTC company. The driver, very formal and dressed in a suit, was waiting for us with his legs slightly open and his hands crossed in front of his tummy. He looked like a real chauffeur-bodyguard. The only thing missing was his cap and the bulge of his revolver in his jacket. Daniel lowered the suitcases. It was a large one for check-in and one for carry-on luggage. That had been the reason we were leaving my boss's house together, instead of going our separate ways to the airport.  

	"Put Gema's things in my suitcase and take her down," Gerardo had ordered my husband as soon as he arrived. 

	It had been a surprise to us, but Daniel hadn't objected nonetheless. My husband had followed my boss's orders and had taken my suitcase up to the dormitory floor. There - as he would later tell me - he had hesitated for almost a minute: Gerardo's suitcase would undoubtedly be in the master bedroom, where it had never entered. Daniel had hesitated whether Gerard's order implied that he could enter his quarters, but had finally concluded that it must be so. My husband, after pressing him on our return from our trip for an honest answer, would confess to me that he had felt excitement as well as fear upon entering the gloomy bedroom and had wondered if from that moment on he could ever enter. Obedient and a little shaky, I had emptied my suitcase and transferred my things to Gerard's large suitcase. The meaning was clear and it had been a subtle but masterful maneuver by my boss. He had orchestrated it without counting on me, but I could not disagree with it and neither could my husband, for during the trip, as mutually agreed, I would be Gerardo's partner and Daniel our servant. What better way to start than to make things clear from the beginning? However, Daniel would retain a part of his rebelliousness -some would mistakenly say pride or dignity-: We had distributed our things in two suitcases, just in case. Even though it was carry-on luggage, if you lost one suitcase, you wouldn't lose all of that person's things. Daniel was experienced in air travel and knew that the strangest things happened at the most inopportune times. It had been his idea that half of my stuff should go in his suitcase and half of his in mine. But Daniel had not put his suitcase in his suitcase nor had he transferred my things from it to Gerardo's. So, in his suitcase they would travel in his suitcase. So, in his suitcase some of my belongings would travel in his suitcase as well.  

	I had been perfectly aware of it, but I had said nothing. Strangely, I had felt proud of that rebellious outburst of his, instead of being angry. Maybe I hadn't been annoyed, but rather amused, because Daniel had found a clever way to comply with Gerardo's orders, without giving up one of the symbols that the real couple was us. That trap -which had not been a trap- done, my husband only had to take his things downstairs and put them in his suitcase, which, fortunately, had enough space. He had to do it without Gerardo knowing about the little trick. Fortunately, that had not been difficult, since Gerardo was busy with other things. Specifically, with me. Maybe I was feeling a little rebellious myself and decided to go out of my way to keep my boss's attention focused on me. Which is not at all difficult for me, especially without that delicious slut Lidia. In any case, I must admit that I admire my husband for his cold-bloodedness, for not allowing himself to be distracted from his stealthy purpose and not standing in the hall watching in amazement as an older man groped his wife and got her panties wet. It couldn't have been easy for a man, not easy at all. 

	The driver rushed to help my husband with the suitcases, but Daniel refused. The driver, in an excess of politeness, insisted and tried to take one of the suitcases, but my husband again refused strenuously. 

	"Remember your role in this journey. Don't let anyone do what a personal steward should do. It's very important. I love you, love," I had whispered in my husband's ear moments before we left the house. 

	So, that little scene ended with an overly helpful driver getting angry and a husband who, despite his little rebelliousness, was energetically assuming his role in this three-way adventure. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Has Gerardo already made you take off your choker for a moment to photograph your neck marked with the letters of his name? Nice photo to send to your daughter, don't you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you think my daughter would recognize my neck?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If it's attached to your face, as I imagine, of course." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I would explain to her that we all have a price and that there is a reason why the items in the store carry a bar code." 

	  

	With a picture of a woman from behind, with her hands behind her neck, showing a bar code tattooed on her neck. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think with the choker you've gone too far, because it's something that transcends the realm of the game to completely invade your private sphere, the intimacy of your family and your marriage. It's a direct attack on what Daniel represents as your partner in real life. Even from the perspective of a cuckolded husband, to me it would be unacceptable for you to wear that object that symbolizes commitment to another man on a permanent basis. It's infidelity in real life." 

	  

	My response was a black and white photo of an elegantly dressed woman, sitting on the armrest of a sofa in a cozy living room, her eyes looking down, her eyelids almost closed from the camera's perspective, with her in shackles attached to each other by a thick chain and the chain attached to a ring around her neck. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that you undressed in front of the guy with the choker because you wanted to excite Daniel and because you are devoted "body and soul" to Gerardo. What a big difference in motivation! Many women like to turn men on, even if they don't know them, but they only give themselves body and soul to one in their lifetime. I think Daniel should reflect very seriously on your motivations and their current role in your life. It is absurd to continue with a life that no longer belongs to you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But my heart belongs to my husband. My mind is free, it is mine. And my thoughts are primarily with my husband." 

	  

	...when they are not with my fantasies... although sometimes both fantasies and husbands overlap and always complement each other... 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Have you really told Daniel your true feelings for Gerardo? No half-truths, no white lies, just the complete and raw reality. Everything you feel, without holding back even the smallest glimmer of feeling for Gerardo. In this, Daniel deserves to know 100% of the truth, otherwise you would be betraying him. Please try to be honest and not beat around the bush like in other replies. Thank you very much." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am sincere." 

	  

	With a photo of a naked woman, kneeling, hugging the leg of a man in a suit. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema. I think some people who follow your blog are just obtuse. They don't understand that you are exactly what Daniel wants you to be. That everything begins and ends with Daniel. And that he is the one person (next to your daughter) who cannot be replaced. Don't get dragged down by them. Many love following your blog." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for understanding me." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You recently replied that your husband would follow you wherever you went, because he had no choice. You also told another girl that if Daniel wanted to separate from you, you would keep the house and leave him in the street. That is to say that you threaten your husband to swallow everything, because he would have nowhere to drop dead if he leaves you. What I wonder is why do you want him there, just to mistreat him physically and psychologically? Is there so much evil in you? And now even more so with Gerardo's ring, what a shame!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"How can it be evil, if the law is on my side?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Are you paying, please? - I asked my husband. 

	We had arrived at the airport. Daniel was in the front, in the co-pilot's seat, while Gerardo and I were in the back. I was wearing a short dress, as I almost always did with Gerardo, when I wasn't wearing a skirt and blouse, and my boss hadn't stopped caressing my thigh during the ride. It was possible that the driver had noticed, although my boss's caresses had not been at all obscene. I wondered what the driver would think of this peculiar threesome - would he really think that my husband was actually our butler? He wasn't dressed like one, but we had deliberately refrained from having him travel too casually. Shorts were in order - Gerardo was wearing them - but my husband was wearing long black pants and a white shirt, albeit a short-sleeved one. 

	Daniel was puzzled, but pulled out his credit card and paid without complaint. 

	Without waiting for the driver to helpfully open the door for us, as he was busy charging my husband, we got out of the car and walked into the terminal. Gerardo grabbed me by the waist and we walked slowly side by side, as if we were taking a stroll through El Retiro. Daniel didn't take long to catch up with us, although he kept a couple of steps behind us. Maybe he did it to fulfill his role as butler or maybe it was to watch my boss's arm around my waist. We had arrived in good time, but despite this, there was already a queue for check-in. The wait, however, was minimal, as Daniel found a way to check in semi-automatically. Without further delay, we headed for the security checkpoint, Daniel always behind us. 

	Gerardo placed his cell phone and his pants belt on a tray. I didn't know what gadgets he had dared to put in the suitcase we had checked, but I sensed that the belt he was carrying would have another function beyond holding his pants. I blushed to think of the emotions it was capable of evoking in me with that simple accessory. In autopilot mode, I deposited my purse on the same tray. I took off my crochet bolero and put it on the tray as well. I had traveled enough on airplanes to know that at the security checkpoint they always make you take off your jacket. I must have still been deep in thought and so the blood didn't rush to my head any more than it already was. Maybe Gerardo, observant, was disappointed by this - he liked that shyness he still showed habitually -. My husband didn't get a disappointment, but something else. At Gerardo's house, before leaving, while my husband was moving my things upstairs to my boss's suitcase, he had made me take off my bra. He had rubbed my tits, which he had chosen for me about a year ago, assessing that size and shape had been a good choice for his slutty secretary (or is it slutty secretary? I don't think it's the same thing). Next, he had ordered me to get dressed again, little jacket included, before Daniel came downstairs. Thus, my husband had not noticed until that moment that I was not wearing a bra. Maybe it was because of the sensations that Gerardo's belt invoked in me, the fact was that it seemed that my nipples had become hard. The security guard couldn't help but notice them instead of the indications on the bow. His gaze was riveted on my tits, with my nipples pointed at him like dangerous missiles. The security officer's careful scrutiny at the end made my breath catch for a moment and my hands instinctively moved a couple of centimeters in an attempt to cover myself. I sensed behind me my husband's astonishment and my boss's satisfaction, mouth open and smirk included, respectively. 

	 Gerardo passed behind me through the security arch and caught up with me before our tray came out of the scanner. He took the tray with one hand and grabbed my waist with the other, guiding me to one of the tables where people were taking the opportunity to put all their gear back on. He put the tray on the table, turned to me and looked me in the eye. I could see in his eyes how proud he was of me. I watched out of the corner of my eye as the security man stopped my husband and pulled him aside for inspection. My head instinctively turned towards him, but Gerardo took my mamola between his fingers and gently turned it straight back towards him. Next, he gave me a peck on the lips. It was not sexual, it was tender and affectionate, but it left me with my mouth ajar, wanting more, maybe because I had expected the encounter with his tongue, maybe because I had imagined the security guard frisking me and checking the danger of my ballistic missiles (obviously, that was impossible, because in any case a woman would have frisked me). My husband was still entertaining the security officer. His look was one of panic, as if he was expecting the worst. 

	Gerardo looked down at the tray and I followed his lead to the belt. I moved my hand forward to grab it from the tray. Just as I did so, Gerardo grabbed my wrist. I didn't look him in the eye; my gaze was locked on the belt. It suddenly felt heavy, like a thick iron chain, but Gerardo's hand on my wrist lightened it. I wondered what pictures he would take of me that summer. What poses would he order me to wear? Where would he take me? What clothes would he let me keep? And, above all, how would he want me to thank him later? I kept my eyes on my belt. 

	-Is everything going to be as you promised? -he asked. 

	I nodded without saying anything. The only noise amidst the tumult of the crowd and the beeping of the security arches was the brush of my fingertips, running with fascination along the thin leather of his belt. 

	 -Excuse me! -- shouted someone behind us, "You're forgetting this! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema, please don't take me wrong. You can do whatever you want. Yes, I have an opinion on everything. I liked chatting with Daniel well over a year ago. I know he loves you. You are a very beautiful woman. I hate to think what I would do, suffer our seek revenge. I guess that would depend on you. I would not submit to Gerado myself, I'm not Daniel. What's your next move?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Giving more kink to Daniel. How much do you think that he can handle? 

	I don't see the need for revenge. Why would you feel that way? I still love my husband. The necklace is just a symbol of what he already knows: that I am submissive to my boss. What's the deal? Isn't that the game we are playing? What's really new about it? Besides, it's a really nice necklace." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo turned around and answered without interrupting his step: 

	-Thank you, but don't worry. He'll take care of that. 

	Gerardo guided me with his arm around my waist towards the boarding gates. We were flying with Iberia, from T4. The terminal was long and there was a considerable distance to travel. At once, Daniel caught up with us and offered me my jacket and bag. I turned to him and frowned disapprovingly. I wasn't sure my husband had read my expression, however, for his gaze was on my breasts. The nipples stood out well under the stretchy polyester fabric. You finally love the breasts Gerardo has given me! He seemed to be seeing them for the first time. 

	-Madam, would you like your purse and jacket to cover yourself? -asked my husband politely. 

	That was what we had talked about. On the trip, Daniel would treat Gerardo and me as you. He would behave very much like our servant. At first it had seemed that my husband had forgotten that, but he had soon rectified it. Daniel was quick-witted and had realized that offering me my things in that initial manner had been out of keeping with the kind of deal we had agreed upon. I was no longer his wife. Not on that trip. And he wasn't my husband. Not on this trip. Gerardo was my partner. Of course, he wasn't really. Nor would he be exactly one hundred percent of the time. But it was the division of roles we had agreed upon. To avoid conflicts, it was important that everyone was clear about his or her position. And for that, nothing better than to also change the ways of addressing us. It might seem cruel, but it was not. It was the best thing for everyone, especially for my husband. The hardest part was for me. I could play that game - ruthless on the surface - but it would be much harder for me than for Daniel or Gerardo. Daniel was and would remain my husband. It would not be easy to treat him with a certain distance. For Gerardo, obviously, it was very easy, even convenient. It was the best way for him to tolerate another man in my presence, twenty-four hours a day, for many days in a row. But it was also convenient for Daniel. It was the kind of humiliation he liked, at least at times. It was different from what we had done so far and it wouldn't be anything permanent. It would just be a vacation, an adventure, something different. It would be fun. It would distract him; it would be enough of a novelty for him not to get bored. And it would lay the groundwork for better communication between Gerardo and him. It would be easier for both of them, with their roles well defined. Horned and cuckolded was something that was easy for my husband to do. It was what I had intended with Silvestre and what I had experienced with him. One thing I liked about my examiner was that my husband could be with us in bed, while my lover fucked me. It wasn't exactly a threesome, but my husband's presence and his very visible arousal comforted me in those times when I was just starting out. But Gerardo didn't move on those terms; his were different. Lord and butler would be much easier for him. While that wouldn't completely fit the situation we had planned either, it was a valid approximation, good enough to work for everyone, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Or so I hoped. 

	-No, the lady already has everything she needs," Gerardo answered in my place. 

	I had nothing. Only my dress. In a way, I was naked, no cell phone, no ID card... I only had the dress and Gerardo's arm. 

	-And you certainly don't need to cover up," my boss added, pressing me against him. 

	His hand was no longer on my hip, but had moved down to my buttock, something I was sure would not go unnoticed by my husband. For a moment I feared he might pull up my dress and expose my cheek, but that would have been typical of Silvestre, not Gerardo. 

	Daniel made a sour face, but I knew him well enough to know that in those moments it was pure theater. 

	-As you wish, sir," my husband confirmed, disguising his disgruntled expression as the snobbishness of an English butler. 

	Gerardo smiled. He was enjoying this little improvised play. There is hope that this is going to be a great vacation. 

	I took a step forward toward my husband. Then I turned to my boss, as if to ask his permission. Gerardo said nothing. I didn't know what he intended either. I took another step toward my husband and put my hands on his shoulders. My nipples dug into his chest. 

	-You're doing great, love. Don't forget that I love you. But now you must go to the bathroom and put on your potty. Take one last pee standing up. It will be the last one like that," I whispered in her ear, brushing the tip of my nose against her pinna. 

	-Yes, ma'am," confirmed our servant. 

	Actually, he had made a mistake at that moment in the way he had addressed me. I had whispered to him out of play mode sir, ma'am and butler. I had said it to him as his beloved wife, dominant, hot and slutty, but wife nonetheless. But it was normal for him to be confused. 

	Daniel made his way to the restrooms pulling his suitcase to accomplish his task. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think that choker is as important a symbol as your wedding ring. You have told us that the ring you have taken off on many occasions while the choker you will always wear. This shows which of the two is the more important relationship for you. Although you insist that this is not the case, I think you are lying to yourself and your relationship with Gerardo is clearly displacing your relationship with Daniel and this is further proof of that. I don't know how Daniel doesn't realize what's going on." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You imagine things that are not. When have I ever said that I have taken off my ring on several occasions? I related in my first book that I did it once, out of embarrassment that they knew I was unfaithful. And I was punished for it; I learned my lesson. Even at Gerardo's birthday party I kept my wedding ring on." 

	  

	At the birthday party I had kept my wedding ring. But on this vacation trip together, I had left it behind, at home. It was the first time I had taken it off, after the time Silvestre had whipped me with my husband's help for being ashamed of being a hotwife and taking it off to greet his friends. But for this trip, we had agreed that Daniel would be our servant and I would be Gerardo's partner. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel was slow to come out of the bathroom. No doubt, putting on the cage was no simple task. It might even be momentarily impossible, if he became aroused and spliced. The cage was small and tight and he would not be able to get his cock in if he was hard or erect. Daniel had begged me not to have to pass with the cage on through the safety arch, even though it was not metal. I had agreed and Lidia, fortunately, had also agreed to open her padlock. With the metal padlock Daniel would not have been able to pass through the security checkpoint. At least not without being frisked and then having to undress in a room... The sadistic part in me had screamed for me to go to that extreme, but the shameful part had won the day. Lydia, of course, had taken advantage of my husband's uncaging for her shenanigans. Not that she was uncaging him for the first time; as I've already recounted, she visited regularly to make me practice in front of her with the giant dildo and her feet and then supervised how Daniel and I made love. She was in control. Except for our encounters at Gerardo's house, where anything could happen and our roles were reversed at a moment's notice, according to the boss's orders, she was the one in charge. Lidia had fucked my husband in front of me! Fucking motherfucking slut! It was the first time they had done it, as far as I knew. It had been either accept that or resign myself and accept that Daniel would not be traveling with us. With the metal padlock, it was impossible for him to get through airport security. I could have also broken the chastity device, but that was tantamount to breaking the game. Besides, I knew, although Gerardo had not said anything about it, that this was one of the rules. Breaking it would have been tantamount to breaking other rules with him. I was not willing to break the rules, nor was I willing to do without my husband on that three-way vacation I had so painstakingly earned. Besides, had Daniel stayed home, he would have ended up in Lidia's arms and pussy; the result would have been the same. Gerardo had moved his figures and had given me check, leaving me only one square to move to. I had played that game well. The other option would have been to make my husband go through the humiliation of having the security arch jump, to have him searched and taken to a private room, where he would have had to show what he was hiding. That scenario was great for a novel and even better for a movie, but my husband did not deserve that humiliation. Once again, Gerardo had positioned his pieces well on the chessboard. He had given me check and subjecting my husband to that extreme humiliation would have meant checkmate on the next move. Really, he had left me no choice but to resign myself, control my jealousy and watch the husband-stealing slut fuck my husband. 

	Lidia had forced me to watch, which was worse than not knowing anything or being suspicious. I definitely couldn't understand how Daniel could like watching me fuck another man. The slut had taken her time with him, unlike when she supervised when we made love, which didn't take long to start the countdown. And Daniel, surprisingly, had held out, for once, despite his exaggerated arousal. I have tried to erase those images from my mind and prefer not to go into details. After Daniel had cum inside her, it had been my turn; I had had to clean her of my husband's cum. I only rarely took my husband's semen in my mouth and then Daniel always had to kiss me. But Lidia had not allowed us to kiss. I felt displaced as a wife, humiliated as a woman and overthrown as a dominant. If I had moved because of my boss's check and had momentarily evaded checkmate, at what cost?  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Sir Lancelot: 

	"Dear Gema, do you simply think that you are suffering from something similar to Stockholm syndrome? And, on the other hand, I think the line of no return with Gerardo is close to being crossed. Don't you think it's getting closer every day?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm going to play dumb about it..." 

	  

	Sir Lancelot: 

	"There are times when a caress on the back is more effective than all the punishments in the world. You must know that as a submissive (I like the word slave better, but out of respect for you I won't use it). Don't you think you already have more characteristics of a slave than a submissive? Daniel, with the collar, he must feel he's losing you. Isn't it time for some carrot?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm actually his employee and he's my boss. 

	The carrot thing for my husband, that might be a good idea, although I don't know if he would like so much vitamin A. How did you come up with that?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Disappointing all your answers today. You hide behind your pride to evade answers. If you had nothing to hide, you wouldn't act like this and would answer truthfully." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sometimes I have my days. Today is one of those. (The questions have also been disappointing, by the way)." 

	  

	No, the questions had been very good indeed. Daniel had deserved the carrot, instead of just the whip. In my blog I hadn't told about it, because it was something that hurt me. And I had answered the questions that way, precisely for that reason. But I think it's understandable now why my husband had willingly agreed to be our butler during the summer vacation to three, and why he would also later agree to my permanent collar. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	When Daniel finally came out of the toilets, he caught me hanging on Gerardo's neck. Daniel stood for a moment, but had to step aside to let someone else out. Even in heels, Gerard was taller than me. As I hung from his neck, my dress threatened to ride up and leave me exposed. In any case, it didn't cover much anyway. On the bottom it was short like a mini-skirt, coming dangerously close to the length of a micro-skirt. On top, although the sleeves were long, it left my shoulders exposed. That's precisely why I had worn the bolero, because on the plane you never know how they will regulate the temperature. The dress had the appearance of an elastic sweater that fit the contours of my body, but, logically, being a dress, it was longer than a sweater, although, as I said, not much longer. It was very cute, gray in color with decorative buttons down the front. It made me very boyish, which only added to the already stark contrast with my lover. It was a bargain I had bought for myself from an online store and fortunately fit me like a glove. Since I had become a hot wife, I was more concerned about my styling, although the style I wore with Gerardo differed significantly from the one I wore with Silvestre. Fortunately, virtual stores allowed me to quickly visualize a great number of styles, besides being able to buy at a very good price. The little rag had cost me around fifteen euros only. 

	Daniel stood before us and waited respectfully for us to finish our caresses. He then offered me the key to his chastity device. The chastity device was Lidia's - it was more comfortable for her - and the lock was still Lidia's, although I would have a temporary key for the vacations. 

	-Oh, honey, you have to give it to him," I lectured him, skipping the established protocol. You know that. -My tone bordered on sarcasm. Every time I thought about the chastity device and the key, I saw Lidia with my husband. 

	Daniel swallowed and finally offered the key to Gerardo. It looked like his hand was shaking a little, but maybe I was wrong. 

	-Sir..." my husband began, although he would never finish the sentence. 

	Gerardo looked at me and smiled, leaving my husband for several unnecessary seconds with the key in his hand, in the position in which I had offered it to him. Possibly it gave me a feeling of disgust to see him like that, in spite of everything, in spite of what he had done with Lidia, and I stepped forward to take the key from his hand. I'm not as bad as you think. It was good for a start, but it was better to take it one step at a time; it wasn't a good idea to get so involved in the game, especially in a public place like that. Daniel sighed almost imperceptibly. It had always been easier for him if I had his key than if Gerardo had it. I moved closer to him-perhaps too close for my boss's tastes, but boundaries had to be played with and relaxed. Even more so when you've played with mine, Gerardo! I put my cheek next to his. 

	-Did you pee standing up? -I whispered. 

	It was one thing for Gerardo to humiliate him and another for me to do it. It was one thing for my boss to leave him hanging in the air in a public place and another for me to say things in his ear. Everything was going well, but there was no question of there being too much Gerardo right at the start of our trip. And it's not that you don't deserve it, after the way you enjoyed yourself with the slut! After all, and even though I wanted that to change a bit, I was the dominant reference for my husband. And can I still be, after what Lidia made me do? I have to regain my position. 

	-Yes," Daniel answered quietly. 

	-And were there more people using the urinals? 

	-Yes, of course. 

	-Do you think anyone noticed your pink panties? 

	Although I couldn't see it, having my cheek pressed against his, I sensed that my husband had just frowned and was looking questioning. I was sure my question had thrown him off a bit. 

	-I don't know, someone..." I explained, "For example, the one who came out before you. He had a look of... a little... a little... a little... a little... a little... a little... a little... a little... a little....  

	It was true. The one who had come out of the bathroom just before my husband had a peculiar look... he had a feather, as they say. Of course, it was no coincidence that my husband had come out behind him: In public restrooms, Daniel always waited for someone to open the door; he was disgusted by having to touch the handle, ever since he had discovered that some of his former coworkers didn't wash their hands after urinating. 

	-Don't be ashamed, love. I love you. Even with pink panties. In fact, they look great on you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"It turns me on so much when she fucks me like that pulling my hair to get it deeper and deeper inside me." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I like to feel the power of my men. I like them to take without the slightest hesitation what is theirs. But pulling hair is not as easy as it looks. If it hurts, it's because they're not taking the whole scalp." 

	  

	Energetic sex wasn't the only thing I missed about Silvestre. With Gerardo, the energy was more mental than physical - if only there was someone who had it all! And with Silvestre, the carrot Daniel would have taken would have been very different. {What a bad memory you have, daughter, and you're writing the third book! With Silvestre, Daniel got a carrot and a clam in the end}. What I didn't miss was the feeling of guilt I had had, ignoring that in reality my husband was aware of all the details and that he was the driving force behind it all. No wonder Silvestre never tried to separate us. He was the opposite of Gerardo; his intentions were clear, but I still couldn't help playing along. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You seem to be missing Silvestre quite a bit these last few days. Is it that Gerardo doesn't give you all the sex you need or is it that you long to have someone attractive in your life?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's just that I'm writing the third book and it brings back memories. The third book is about Silvestre and how we ended up. As far as missing him... there are some things I confess I do." 

	  

	dgl1982: 

	"Hi. Do you have any fantasies left to fulfill? If so, who would know them, Daniel or Gerardo?" 

	  

	My answer was a simple photograph of a couple in a meadow, both completely naked. The girl was kneeling and busy giving the man a blowjob. The man, an old (though I'll have to say mature, lest anyone be offended) and pot-bellied (do I have to rephrase that, too, so as not to offend the "offendiitos"?) man was looking at the camera. He looked like Tiburcio. Although, given his maturity, someone might think it was Gerardo. In reality, both were the answer to the question.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	We boarded the plane. We had seats D, E and F in row 12. It was the emergency exit. The flight lasted a little over two and a half hours and Gerardo had not wanted to book business class for that flight. I was grateful to him, because that way the three of us would fly together; I saw him absolutely capable of having booked first class for him and me and economy for my husband. I sat in the middle seat. It was actually Gerardo's; mine was going to be the window seat, but I excused myself by saying that looking out the window made me dizzy. It was a lazy and obvious lie, but I ended up getting away with it. I was sure that Gerardo had chosen the seats to corner me against the window and separate me from my husband. Maybe in another moment I would have accepted it without further ado -that original arrangement had the advantage of giving Daniel and him the chance to interact-, but I felt a little rebellious, maybe because I was emboldened by the great sacrifice I had had to make on his birthday and the one I had made with Lidia days before the trip. 

	The flight was uneventful. Gerardo kept caressing my right thigh. Had I been cornered in the window seat, I had no doubt he would have caressed more than that; the dress I was wearing was too tempting. Perhaps she cut herself off, because my husband was next to me, or she was simply doing it out of prudence, because in the middle seat she was more exposed to the gaze of other passengers. In any case, more or less prudently, she kept making it clear that I was her partner. 

	-Are you all right, love? -I asked my husband, again skipping the agreed rules for the trip. 

	Gerardo had gotten up to go to the bathroom for the second time. Maybe it would have been a better idea if he had gone in the aisle seat. 

	-Yes, ma'am, very well. And you? -my husband answered, sticking to protocol. He did not, however, on this occasion, imitate the typical tone of an English butler, as we knew him from the movies.  

	-You fool! You know you don't need to keep calling me that. We're out of game mode. 

	-As you wish, madam," replied my husband, winking at me and imitating, this time, a typical butler of the best British school. 

	-Good. I can see you're into the game. But then don't tell me you're not able to keep it up. Seven days can be a long time. I'm waiting for your better manners! Who knows? If you're on your best behavior, maybe we'll keep this going indefinitely. I could get used to having such a servile, well-mannered butler. 

	Daniel made a sour face, the kind he usually makes when he feigns dissatisfaction. 

	-So servile and so gallant. Handsome! 

	Then, to her surprise, I kissed her. It was not on the cheek, but a good peck. Taking advantage of my boss's absence, my tongue slipped between his surprised lips. I tasted her mouth. It didn't taste sour, but sweet. Would my husband be able to taste Gerardo in my mouth? Just after getting up to go to the bathroom and making us get up to let him out of his seat, he had kissed me. That was less than a minute ago. Surely some passenger had noticed, just as they would notice this other kiss. Would they think I was cheating on my husband Gerardo with a handsome fellow passenger? The thought of making Gerardo a cuckold spurred my momentary rebellion. Oh, this was going to be a fun trip. There was more than one side to play with. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New entry in my blog: 

	"Puppy? Kitty? Bunny? Why am I having such a hard time making up my mind? 

	For fidelity and obedience, the dog. 

	For naughty, elegant and sensual, the kitten. 

	For sexual, the bunny. 

	What would you choose for me?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We landed in Fuerteventura. Gerardo rented a car and my husband drove to the address he indicated. As had become customary, my boss and I rode in the back. Despite the fact that this car did not have tinted rear windows, Gerardo did not hesitate and started groping me. It didn't take him long to make me moan. He didn't have the physique of a thirty-something, but he knew exactly where and how to touch me. My nipples grew hard and threatened to pierce the elastic fabric of my dress and my panties grew damp in anticipation of what we were in for. Daniel, of course, did not play music. Although he had to stay focused on the road, he didn't want to miss anything. I helped him by exaggerating my moans a bit. I didn't need to exaggerate much; I hardly needed to be theatrical to be heard loud enough when someone managed to fuck my mind the way my boss did. The prospect of a vacation with him and my husband, with all the delicious things that could happen, but also with all the risks involved, had had me ecstatic for the entire flight and my horniness had not yet subsided. 

	-Please let me suck you a little," I begged my boss. 

	Gerardo liked it when I begged him; it filled him with satisfaction. Curiously, it made me horny too, and it made me even hornier knowing that my husband was listening to us. I loved to see that barely perceptible pout on his face, half excitement and half torture. 

	-Please don't be like that," I begged again. I want to give you pleasure. I want to feel it. 

	-And what are you willing to do in return? 

	There we go again with the negotiations, even for that! 

	-Anything! You know, how many times does this cat-bitch-bunny have to prove it to you? -Actually, I loved that game and that Gerardo took advantage, with the excuse, to push me to a new limit. 

	-Hm. Every day, of course. Well, let's see if you are as faithful a doggy as you say you are. -It was clear that Gerardo preferred the doggy to the kitty and the bunny, at least in my case. Let's start by pulling up your dress and taking off your panties. 

	I made an embarrassed face, but obeyed without delay. I knew my boss and I knew what he was into: obedience mixed with a hint of embarrassment, almost as if I were an inexperienced child. Almost. I had to admit it: that expression, that performance I had learned from Lidia. Certainly, she did it much more convincingly than I did, but we each had our strengths. Gerardo reached out and I handed him my panties. My boss felt them and checked how wet they were. 

	-What do you think of how wet Mrs. Gema's panties are? I barely touched her and she's already like that," Gerardo said to my surprise to my husband. 

	To my surprise and satisfaction, he is behaving great! 

	Daniel took a few moments to react, as he had not expected Gerardo to address him either, and even less with such a question. 

	-Fuck and tell me if the little slut is horny. 

	Gerardo held out my panties. Daniel took them without stopping driving. 

	-¿Y? -asked Gerardo. 

	-Yes," my husband answered laconically. 

	-Yes, what? -insisted Mr. Roig. 

	Daniel swallowed and finally answered: 

	-Yes, Mrs. Gemma is horny. You have managed to excite her well. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I see that you and your lover have found a way to permanently humiliate your husband. That choker you wear permanently will remind your husband every second of his pitiful life how insignificant he is and how little he means to you. If your husband accepts that, it will confirm that he is a wimp without any dignity." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It will also remind him that even with everything, I have chosen him as my life partner. There are people who get divorced over little things. I'm not even separated from my husband for that." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo has dealt a death blow to your marriage. How false your tequieros must sound to Daniel, seeing permanently on your neck the symbol of your feelings and your lifelong commitment to another man! That it's a necklace is no coincidence either. Gerardo's ring will always be much closer to your heart than Daniel's wedding ring. This is symbolically very important and should make Daniel reflect on where your relationship with Gerardo and your marriage is going." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Even if it had been an anklet instead of a choker, I think you would find a way to justify it that would be closer to my heart than the wedding ring." 

	  

	The permanent necklace thing I had commented on in the previous chapter, skipping the chronology, had aroused a barrage of negative comments. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi, Gema. I love your blog. You are always good for a surprise. Please don't change. Some people just want you to feel bad, don't listen. I am surprised and wonder why these people follow your blog. I think of all the men. In the end, Daniel always remains your one true Master." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Evidently if they follow this blog it is because it excites them in some way. If anything, a very small minority do it for pure intellectual amusement. 

	The curious thing, as you already point out, is that it turns them on, but then they are not willing to accept it. It's like if someone says they are turned on by slutty women, but when they see one they exclaim: "WHORE!". I think they are frustrated cuckolds. In their moments of heightened libido, they fantasize about being in a situation similar to my husband's, but then they are not man enough, not to put it into practice (not all fantasies have to come true), but to accept themselves.  

	The same people who say my husband is a wimp are actually the ones who are insecure and lack self-esteem. 

	Then there is also -I believe- that they are still prisoners of social prejudices. I'm not going to be a feminazi, because I'm not, but I think there is a certain macho perception underlying these comments. If the roles were reversed, would they protest with the same vehemence? If Daniel dominated me and I did everything he wanted, if he had fun with other women, giving free rein to all his sexual fantasies, would those same people complain just as much? Maybe the feminazis would complain then! 

	Live and let live! Or die and let die, if you prefer." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Daniel, how little you understand her yet," remarked my boss. Do you think she's horny because I touched her? Those panties are barely damp. You'll see what really turns your wife on. -Gerardo snatched my panties out of my husband's hand and turned to me. He carefully folded them and, without another word, spread my legs and pushed them into my pussy. Look forward, cuckold, you're going to crash us! -my boss ordered my husband, not without reason. 

	Daniel obeyed instantly, just in time. Then he readjusted the rearview mirror. Our eyes met through the small mirror. I saw excitement on my husband's face. Maybe it wasn't the only thing, but there was excitement, after all. That in turn excited me. I was sure Daniel could read it on my face. 

	Gerardo took the dog collar and began to put it on me. It was not a surprise; he had taken it out of his suitcase without disguise, before putting us in the car. In fact, he had had the nerve to do it at the airport itself, in the baggage claim hall. Then, collar and leash in hand, I had let my husband take care of our suitcase and his. As Gerardo put the collar around my neck, I kept looking through the rearview mirror at my husband, not taking my eyes off him for a moment. Daniel, however, although he would certainly have preferred it, could not afford the same luxury, as he had to drive. Nevertheless, as soon as he could take his eyes off the road, he risked a brief glance. There was no need for me to fake the excitement on my face. 

	-Can I blow you now? -I begged my boss again. It was true that I felt like it, but it was also true that I was doing it partly for my husband's benefit. Please," I added in a childish tone. 

	-What did you say you were willing to do in return? -my boss was interested. 

	-Anything! -I exclaimed without hesitation, almost automatically. You know it," I added in a quieter voice. 

	-It's time for you to prove it. Take off your dress! 

	There? That car didn't have tinted windows. I would be completely naked. There were things that still made me blush. I hesitated for a moment. But, after all, it was possible that it was precisely those little doubts that attracted Gerardo to me. That... and other things. I pulled up my dress and pulled it over my head. My firm, plasticized breasts were exposed. My boss looked at them with satisfaction, assessing for the umpteenth time the job he had ordered. They were not exaggeratedly large -thank God, or rather, Gerardo's good judgment-, but they were firm. However, in spite of the excellent work the surgeon had done, there was something about them that gave away that they were not natural, and it was not due to carelessness, but it seemed to be one of those clues that are given on purpose and as one who does not want to: subtle but evident, with more intent to give away than to hide, but without admitting the intentions. 

	-Excellent. And now, throw the dress out the window. You won't need it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When you make love with your partner, is he able to always bring you to orgasm or because of his advanced age does he fail to make you cum on many occasions? Do you fake orgasms with him?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My boss or my husband?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you know who your partner is? It is clear from the question who he is referring to." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Being a woman still young, with an impotent husband and such an old lover, don't you need a young man who can really give you a hard time? Girl, I need a strong male who won't let me sleep all night long and who'll be banging me non-stop." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband is not impotent. He is just caged. 

	And yes, a more vigorous male would do me no harm. But without disparaging vigor, at this time I appreciate imagination and intellect more. Also, it's less common for young males to be affluent." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When you go out with your partner for dinner or to an event, do you take any precautions so that you don't run the risk that someone you know might see you and discover your double life?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ah, Gerardo." This time I had really understood what he meant by my partner. "No, we don't take any precautions. We trust the size of Madrid to hide us." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My dress! No! Nooo! It wasn't for what it cost. In fact, it had been nothing more than a rag I had bought on the Internet, with the good fortune that it looked really good on me. It was the fact that it was my dress and that I had bought it explicitly with Gerardo in mind. And now, my ungrateful boss was asking me to get rid of it, oblivious to any sentimental value it might have. Nooo! I can't do that! 

	-Didn't you say you would do anything? -my boss reproached me. At least, that's what he should have said. But he didn't say anything. His silence was much worse. You know you want to do it. You want to throw it away, you want to get rid of everything, get ready for me to put you on the leash I'm holding in my hand right now. You want to do it so I can take you there, where you alone dare not go, even though you want to. You want to feel like a little bitch, like a little sexual animal, perverted and longing for any perversion I indicate. You want to do it. 

	Her silent words in my mind were worse than anything I could have expressed with my mouth. After almost a minute of waiting, biting my lower lip hard, I rolled down the window and threw the dress out. The sudden noise made my husband turn around. He had heard everything and I even feared, he had heard my thoughts - my boss's voice. But he had to keep his attention on the road and he hadn't been able to look at me continuously while deciding what to do. Decide... what a verb full of self-deception! Gerardo clipped the leash to my collar. 

	-Now you can. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your husband's weak opposition to your wearing the choker with Gerardo's ring is really pathetic. And Gerardo's argument is cheating and incoherent. The symbolic nature of wearing that ring has nothing to do with getting boobs, whoever pays for them! Accepting to wear Gerardo's ring is like being married to him. You said it yourself, it's on the same level as a wedding ring. If your husband accepts that, it means he doesn't respect himself. Gerardo has won." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Is a surgery less significant than an accessory?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"With that ring, Gerardo intends to be humiliating Daniel in each and every moment of his life when he is still with you and you are a necessary collaborator in that constant humiliation. It is very sad to see a man degraded like this by his own wife and you still say you love him? It is also very sad that Daniel is not brave and manly enough to confront and put an end to this nonsense. With this, your marriage is over and we will all see it sooner rather than later." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Don't worry, I'll invite you to our divorce party. But you'd better sit down, because you might get tired waiting on your feet." 

	  

	But maybe the anonymous man wasn't so wrong. We were finished. But I wonder, dear anonymous, if you would have a different opinion, if I had written that Daniel has managed to have sex with Lidia. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Apparently, Gerardo had gotten into the habit of forcing me to get rid of my most beloved garments when I was with him on vacation. Last year it had been my boots, this time it was my dress. It wasn't a problem of economic value, as Gerardo always more than made up for it, one way or another. It was what it meant to me. 

	I had been so focused on the meaning, while deciding whether to follow his instructions or not, that I had completely forgotten that, having shed my dress, I would arrive at the hotel naked. Wouldn't Gerardo dare take me like that, leash in hand, to the reception? {Noooo, he's not like that. Of course he isn't. Be calm. Very calm}. Gerardo was quite cautious, except when he was taking erotic pictures of me in uncrowded public places. [Have you forgotten when he took you for a walk naked in the park, with a collar and leash, as if I were a little dog?] Oh, hello there, little voice. Were you there? [Always. To help you in your most difficult moments]. Yeah. But you know what? You don't exactly help! 

	I assumed that Gerardo would have it all figured out. That we would stop before and he would take another dress out of my suitcase. Or in the worst case scenario, that we would go into some kind of subway parking lot of the hotel and that I would get dressed there. [Hey, as long as you're talking, let me say one thing too: I think Gema would be secretly disappointed if that were the case. And I say no more}. 

	-Take your panties out of your pussy and give them to Daniel to check! But don't stop sucking my cock. 

	I obeyed instantly. Without taking my boss's cock out of my mouth, I reached out to hand my panties to my husband. Daniel took them as soon as he could release one hand from the steering wheel. 

	-So? Are they wetter than before? 

	-Yes, much more, sir," my husband admitted. 

	-Okay. Now do you understand what really turns this little bitch on? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You know what's going to hurt your husband the most about the necklace? It's not that Gerardo wants you to wear it to undermine his role as your husband, it's that you really want to wear that very symbolic object. And Daniel will wonder, just as many of us wonder, what your real motivation is for wanting to move what is supposed to be a game into your real life and the intimacy of your home." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You exaggerate! It is only a gold trinket of no value." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I understood that this symbol was important to him, but my husband had to understand that I still loved him the same" How is your husband going to understand that you still love him the same, when all the messages you give him indicate the opposite? And if you understand that it is something very important for him, not to put your relationship with Gerardo at the same level as the one you had with Daniel, why do you insist on hurting his feelings with that? Is that the way to show that you still love him the same? You're making a mistake." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo gave me a necklace, not a ring for my ring finger! It's not the same thing. Size does NOT matter (except for the one in the checkbook)." 

	  

	My answer was accompanied by a photo of a woman with a white sweater around her neck. On her neck, she wore not only the sweater, but on top of it a blue leather necklace, very thick and with a huge golden ring, very big and shiny, so much so that it must surely be pure gold. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Finally, after a long drive, which had been short, we arrived at our destination. Gerardo had cum in my mouth shortly before, with a loud grunt. With my head in my boss's lap, I could only see the last few meters of the ride. Where exactly are we? It didn't look like a hotel. 

	Gerardo got out of the car without explanation, leaving my husband and me alone. I still had the taste of him in my mouth. 

	-Are you having fun? -I asked Daniel. 

	Short of words, as almost always, my husband only nodded. Then, however, he replied: 

	-What about you? 

	I did not answer him. The forced silence drew additional words from my husband's normally so quiet mouth: 

	-Does it really turn you on... that much more than the... other thing? 

	That. The other thing. It sounded like a coded message, barely intelligible. Fortunately, I knew what he meant. But that didn't mean I was going to make it easy for my husband. 

	-That. The other thing. What do you mean, exactly? 

	Daniel looked down and swallowed, trying to find the right words. When he looked up again, ready to clarify what he had meant to say, he was met with my mischievous smile. 

	-You know exactly what I mean! -he accused me unarmed. 

	I laughed and motioned for him to continue. Daniel gave up. 

	-Are you really more turned on by me putting you in... compromising... situations... than by me... you know... touching you? 

	-Didn't you check it before? -I replied. I love it when he fucks my mind. I love it as much as it makes me uncomfortable. But yes, that's what I appreciate most about him. Do you? 

	-Me? 

	-Do you prefer to watch my mind fuck me or would you prefer to watch a handsome, athletic, powerful man fuck me? 

	Silvestre had fucked my body like the stallion he was. And he had fucked my mind, thanks to the fact that I had been nothing more than my husband's puppet. But neither he nor my husband together had fucked my mind the way Gerardo did. [Because Gerardo doesn't love you like neither of us loved you and loves you! You have to have little attachment, to do what Gerardo does with you]. {But in the end, it's the results that matter, isn't it? Even if you allowed Daniel to go back to being a puppeteer, he loves you too much to give you what you need}. And I love him too much to let him go back to being a puppeteer. That's not what he needs. I may not be able to give him what he needs, not with Gerardo, not with myself, but I know he needs humiliation more than he needs puppetry. 

	-Hm. I prefer both. I guess. 

	I said nothing and, again, silence forced my husband to continue talking. The technique of playing with silence, which Gerardo had taught me, was paying off, although it was still hard for me not to succumb to it myself and say anything to break the uncomfortable silence. 

	-I know where you are going. -my husband replied. He had understood perfectly what I was doing with him. Nevertheless, he ended up answering my question: "OK. I admit that if you had asked me that question a long time ago, I would have told you clearly that I'd rather watch you get fucked. But, I guess, I'm getting the hang of this mind-fucking thing. -He made a sour face and looked down, embarrassed. It was hard for him to admit it. I love you. 

	-And I you, love. Don't you ever forget it, especially during this trip. But now, how about if I play with your mind a little? How about if I fuck it a little? How would you like that? 

	-Hmm. 

	-And now come! Give me a kiss before Gerardo comes back! I want to share everything with you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"You say you liked with Silvestre that your husband could be in the same bed while he fucked you. Now, with Gerardo, he's not, because you don't want him to be. That Gerardo doesn't want to is a crude excuse. If you really wanted to, I would be by your side in those moments, whether Gerardo likes it or not. I'm sure you have the ability to impose that on Gerardo, but for some reason you don't want your husband to be with you in Gerardo's bed. I would really like to know what your real reasons are." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, things are not that simple and you are right to ask. Although as a woman I have my influence on men, even Gerardo, there are several parameters to take into account. 

	First of all, Gerardo doesn't like things with a gay smell, no matter how remote that smell may be. Believe me, he has had a hard time accepting that Daniel is present and watching. Evidently, he has ended up accepting it. As you rightly point out, I can be quite persuasive. In the end, for Gerardo it is a question of cost and benefits. The cost of the remote (unwarranted) gay smell more than offsets the benefits he gets. But the two of them, naked in the same bed, that's a very different level. What would he have to offer her to get those? Remember, for Gerard it's all about negotiating. What would I have to give him in exchange for something that clashes so much with the way he lives his sexuality? Is there still anything I can give him in exchange? (Oh, yes, there are still things, believe me, but I may not be willing). 

	Secondly, it's my own husband who wouldn't want that either. Naked next to another man? It was not an easy experience with Silvestre, but it had all been his fantasy and he was willing to overcome certain barriers. Besides, Silvestre had a fantastic body. Being next to Adonis is not the same as being next to Dionysus or Bacchus. Daniel doesn't feel like being naked in the same bed as Gerardo. Of course I could impose myself, in this case. But then I would have to combine two opposite things: on the one hand, my submission or negotiation to get it from Gerard and, on the other hand, my dominant side to impose it on my husband. If it is already difficult for me to combine both sides in general, imagine doing it for the same thing! 

	And thirdly, I don't feel like it either, under the circumstances. The conditions are not right; it is not the right subject matter. It is not, if neither of the two parties is really interested in it. It's not about the three of us just being in the same bed, it's about sharing a... let's say a feeling or a vibe. With Silvestre there was a certain harmony. There were tensions in the harmony, the same tensions you would find between chords belonging to the same scale. But in this case of ours, instead of harmony with interesting tensions, there would be cacophony." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I didn't know where I was. This was no hotel. What did my boss have in mind? Suddenly I felt a surge of shame. I was naked in the car, collared and leashed, like a common bitch in heat, and I didn't know where I was or what was waiting for me. And with my husband I couldn't really count. Daniel had already shown in the past that he would not intervene. Unless my life was in danger. [Or unless it would make you do something that would make him really, really sick. And the truth is that even in that situation I'm not sure he would intervene now]. And I thank him for it, deep down. {Yes! Why intervene? She's doing too well with Lidia not doing it}. But I would also feel safer if I knew my husband wasn't willing to accept everything. 

	Gerardo reappeared in my field of vision, approaching the car. I felt a tingle run through my body and my heart began to pound. My door opened and my boss leaned out. He didn't say anything; he just looked at me. He then grabbed the leash and pulled me in. I had no choice but to get out of the car and follow him. The blood rushed to my head as I realized I was naked in the middle of the street. My heels only emphasized my nakedness and the collar and leash my perversion. And all of this was happening in front of my husband. I prayed that no one else would see me like this. I followed my boss, wherever he took me. 

	Suddenly, Gerardo stopped and turned around. 

	-Daniel. Take care of the suitcases," he ordered our butler. 

	At least now I knew that we had reached our final destination and that this was not some intermediate stop for some obscene game of his. But where was the hotel? 

	-On your knees. On all fours, like the little bitch you want to be," Gerardo instructed me. 

	-Yes, boss. 

	The words came out of me without thinking, in a kind of automatism, fruit of habit. I was beginning to go into a trance. 

	I advanced behind him on all fours. That was even more embarrassing than doing it standing up. But, perhaps, this way, crouched down, no one could see me. Fortunately, there were no people on the street. That place seemed very quiet, almost deserted. Suspiciously abandoned. 

	-What's going on? -asked my boss with kindness, but also with a slight tone of mockery. 

	-The ground is hard and the grit is digging into my knees. It hurts. 

	-Do you believe that goals can be achieved without suffering? 

	-No, boss. -From my crouched position, Gerardo seemed even taller than usual.  

	-Don't worry. Rest if you want to. I'm in no hurry. 

	I bit my lip. This time it was the superior's turn. 

	-That's it, boss. Thanks for the break. We can continue whenever you want.  

	Maybe he wasn't in a hurry, but I was. I wasn't about to die of embarrassment at being seen by someone in that pose. Fortunately, Gerard resumed walking and I continued after crawling after him. 

	Our destination was not far away. It was a small white chalet - a bungalow. There were other similar ones around, but everything was quiet. Gerardo pushed the door and we entered. It wasn't even locked. I assumed he had gotten out of the car before so the owner could give him the keys. In that case, where was the owner? I didn't see him leave. I started sweating and it wasn't just because of the heat. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	gemmajaibesoindeparler:  

	"Et maintenant les vacances arrivent. Can you give me the balance of the year? Do you want a continuity of your life or would you like changes or not? I think your life will change in the coming months. Are you thinking about it or not? Just where do you think you will arrive in your submission? In French if it pleases you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"En français, c'est beaucoup plus difficile pour moi, mais je vais te rendre ce service. 

	The year has been hard. I really don't know how I manage to do all the things I do. The master for example is not difficult, but it is laborious and the teachers make us travel a lot. There is always a lot of homework to do. Fortunately, my husband is not working at the moment and he helps me a lot with the major tasks. J'ai beaucoup d'envie de finir le master, mais il me reste un semestre.  

	Also, the work (the real work, not the salty things I do with my chef) is very demanding, but I am happy, because I learn a lot. I am happy that Gerardo has trusted me for months as a professional. It is important for me, at present for my confidence in myself and in the future for my resume. 

	I feel really good with my relationship with him, both professionally and sexually. I think I had a good chance with him. Things could be so different, so different with another person. Je lui ai choisi, mais j'aurais j'aurais pu me tromper. Fortunately, I made the right choice. Gerardo has guided me in this world just as I had dreamed. He had some surprises, of course, but it's all part of the game. That's not to say that everything is perfect, but I think it's the closest I could find, and my husband understands that, even if he would prefer a different type of man for a month. 

	La chose qui me fait peur est que Gerardo me demande que je sente comme vrai toutes les choses que je fais. Il me fait peur que je réussisse à les sentiments vraies, comme j'ai réussi avec Lidia cette nuit. Even if these true feelings are fleeting and limited to the moment of the act, I'm afraid of the apprehensions they could leave over the next months. Good actors really feel their character, but this character always leaves some traces in the actor. He changes them. And more importantly, it destabilizes them emotionally. I do not refer to the heart, to love, because I am in security with Daniel. I would like to make these experiences submissive, just like my husband did with me, but I can't imagine this part. It is much more intense and risky than just playing the submissive for a moment. 

	Eurêka! J'ai réussi à l`écrire en français, avec l`aide de MS Word et Wordreference. C'est bien?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo led me into the kitchen and tied the leash to the door handle. He then rummaged through the cupboards until he found a bowl. He filled it with tap water and placed it on the floor next to me. 

	-Drink. I'll be right with you," he said, stroking the back of my neck. 

	The truth was, I was thirsty. Fortunately, Gerardo has not repeated with me the nightly doggy walk through the park near his house. It must be because I never again gave him a reason to punish me like that. Now I drank my bowls obediently, without complaining. Or maybe he had become afraid that someone might call the municipal police. I lowered my head and drank from the bowl. After the walk outside, that didn't seem humiliating at all. 

	-The first room on the right, upstairs, is ours. Yours is next door," I heard my boss instruct my husband, "Take our suitcase upstairs and please put the things in the closet neatly. Gema tells me you like order, so I hope we won't have any problems. Oh, and get rid of her bras. She's seen a garbage can outside. You won't need them anymore. 

	My bras, nooo! No! Again throwing away my precious clothes. My first impulse was to protest loudly. I wanted to tell Gerardo that he couldn't do that with my clothes and order my husband to ignore him. But on all fours and tied to the kitchen door handle, I realized that I was in no position to protest. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"You think you have an answer for everything! I have tried to understand. You say how can you be wrong if the law is on your side. If the law is on your side it is wrong as well as you. I think it is too late, the damage that has been done can never be healed! You think this is life. No this is pure Satanic evil. Say what you want because I know I am right. Myself and your followers all see it!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Don't hate me. I am the victim here. I am just an innocent being seduced by a devil." 

	  

	With the image of a hairy horned demon possessing its innocent victim, a naked woman, from behind, in a kind of temple. I had posted other such images, not because of me, as I wasn't that into them, but because of my husband, who liked science fiction and fantasy. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had thought that Gerardo had booked a hotel for us. For some reason, I had come to imagine a room for three people, with a double bed and a single bed. Or three single beds, but with the possibility of putting two together to make a double. It hadn't occurred to me that Gerardo would prefer a more intimate place.  

	-What about Daniel? -I asked Gerardo. I was about to say "my husband". 

	-Don't worry about him. I keep my promises. Daniel will be able to come into our bedroom whenever he wants. In fact, he'll be able to come in wherever and whenever he wants. The only exception, of course, is the bathroom, if you or I are in it. 

	That four-bedroom bungalow had a small private pool. On one side, there was another bungalow, separated by a fence. The fence prevented one from seeing what was going on on the other side and offered some privacy, although from the bedroom floor one could see part of the garden and the neighboring pool. The view, however, was not complete, as the bungalows were not built in line, but were staggered, and the angle to look towards the neighboring pool was not favorable. There was therefore some privacy, although not complete.  

	Gerardo and I were in the water, hugging each other. Daniel had taken the car and gone to buy groceries at a nearby store. Since he was unemployed, he had become more busy with household things and had learned how to shop for groceries. In any case, he had instructed her on what to buy for the next few days. "As the lady likes," my husband had replied. "Did you write it down?", I wanted to make sure, even though I knew my husband had a very good memory. I didn't want him to let Gerardo down, after he had taken such care in organizing the trip. 

	I wrapped my arms and legs around my boss. My vulva pressed against his crotch. I kissed him. However, even though I was completely naked in the water, I didn't manage to get him hard like that. Maybe it's age. Gerardo didn't get a hard-on like a kid. Nor did he cum like one. His thing was more leisurely and that was fine. I loved his cock not because of his virility, but because it was the symbol of his dominant and perverse mind. I moved my hips, rubbing my sex against his through his swimsuit, but I still couldn't get him to stiffen. 

	You want to give me a hard-on again, huh, sweet tooth? 

	His words made me blush as I realized he was right. It was true: I wanted to turn him on again. I wanted to. I needed to do it. I wasn't doing it just to please him, it really came from me, from a very deep part of me. What had happened to me, so that I had this desire so strongly rooted inside me and that transcended the merely sexual plane? How had Gerardo managed to make me always long to give him pleasure, to always desire what he desired? [Not everything, girl. There are still things he desires that we are not willing to do. You know there are things I don't like you to do and things I absolutely would not like you to do]. What kind of spell had he used on me? Whatever it was, that was the magic that bound me to him. 

	-Yes," I admitted, "I want to feel it grow again. You know how much I like it.  

	-I bet you do. You like the feel of me getting hard better than me being hard, don't you? 

	I said nothing. I just nodded. Most of all, I liked to feel it with my mouth. 

	-That's where we are alike. You like the process better than the end result. That I promise you: there will be no end result. What there will be is a slow process of transformation. Step by step, one step at a time. -His gaze was lost for a few moments in the infinity in a strange way. Then he added, "You are young. You still have time to become what you want to be. -Gerardo shook his head as if to come out of a dream and said, "But even your watch has already started counting down. You have no time to lose. Step by step, without haste but without pause. 

	I did not answer. I didn't nod or deny. At that moment, I was looking like my husband. 

	Gerardo released my arms behind the back of his neck. He then pressed down on my shoulders, trying to gently sink me into the water. 

	-I don't know how to dive," I warned him. 

	-I know, and that's why you're going to learn. We have time. Plenty of time. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron:  

	"You and Daniel are in a wife-directed relationship. However, Daniel is not happy with every decision you make or what you are doing with Gerard. But would you also do something totally against Daniel's open will and desire? For example, if Daniel was totally against you and Gerard going on vacation or totally against you wearing Gerard's necklace, would you still do it and risk a possible fundamental crisis in your marriage?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Things are not black and white; there are nuances in everything. Indeed, we are in a relationship with certain femdom connotations and, in that sense, I am the one who decides. That implies that I will possibly decide against my husband's wishes as well. Moreover, you can replace possibly with surely, since there would be little of dom in this fem, if in the end everything would be according to my husband's wishes. It is contradictory, but the submissive wants things to be decided against his wishes, so, not to do so, would go against what Daniel wants. 

	Another thing is that what the dom or domme decides always pleases the submissive. Sometimes it will, even if the submissive is a priori opposed to it. Other times it will result in something boring for the submissive, but which he or she must comply with nonetheless. 

	And then there is going against the fundamentals. That would really deteriorate any relationship, no matter how dom/domme it was (I write it in generic, because the same would be applicable to my relationship with Gerardo). 

	It is not easy, of course, to keep the right balance. If everything you decide is what the submissive wants, it would be pointless. If what you decide, for the most part, brings nothing to the submissive, it will be boring for him and he will lose interest. And if some things you decide completely clash with the submissive's strongest beliefs, there is a risk of a serious crisis. Keeping the balance between these three areas, transgressing sometimes, but being flexible and withdrawing when necessary, etc., is not easy. 

	I do the best I know how. Answering your question, if Daniel were totally against it... I would have to assess how total that totally would really be. Is it something that would be convenient to transgress in order to shake up his comfort zone? Or would doing so break his world? 

	The assessment of this is up to both of us, but the decision of what to do or not to do is mine alone (and it is, because that's what my husband wanted at the time)." 

	  

	It is not really mine. It is Gerardo's, because I wanted it that way, in my madness. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I came out of the water desperately seeking air. Although I had become addicted to having my boss's cock in my mouth, I needed oxygen even more. I really hadn't lasted long underwater. I had sucked him off as best I could and had managed to get him to stiffen up. To do that, I had had to dive several times. I had already lost count of how many. The problem was not the oxygen itself, but that I could not tolerate having my head submerged. It was an irrational fear, but it was something that blocked me. I had never dived in my life. However, Gerardo had managed to get me to submerge my head in search of his cock. It had been quite an achievement for me to overcome that irrational feeling of drowning. But the reward had been worth it. I spliced it into him and savored his pre-cum. How long had I been underwater? On the first try, I had barely managed to submerge and within two seconds I had had to pull my head out of the water. But little by little, I had managed to increase my times. How long had I held on my last dive? Fifteen seconds? Pathetic! But for me it was all in achievement. 

	I eagerly inhaled the precious oxygen and pushed the water away from my eyes with my fingers. Aside from the drowning sensation, what bothered me most about diving was the water in my eyes, even if I closed them. When I finally opened my eyes, I saw that my husband was standing at the edge of the pool. He had already returned from the errands. He was staring at me with his mouth open, incredulous and even, or so it seemed, a bit worried. What did he think, that Gerardo was making me squiggle? Did he think I was drowning, maybe not on purpose, but unintentionally, in an extreme game? Oh, how sweet! Or was he just amazed that I, who had never dived and always refused to even try, had just submerged completely? Was he even annoyed that I had done it thanks to Gerardo? 

	-Hi, honey... uh... Daniel. Gerardo and I were... -I didn't finish the sentence. I was laughing my head off. It must have been because of the lack of oxygen. I had even inadvertently called him "honey," though I had later rectified that. That wasn't how I was supposed to address our servant during the trip. Except for occasional occasions, outside of game mode, Daniel was supposed to be more our servant than my husband. I hoped Gerard wouldn't be angry about that slip of the tongue. 

	If my boss had been angry, he did not express it, at least not verbally, nor did he show it on his face. With his hands on my shoulders, he pushed me back into the abyss. This time I was not prepared and soon began to gulp water. I did not hold on this time for the fifteen seconds that was my record. I struggled, but Gerardo kept me down. I kicked and waved my arms in desperation, Gerardo was drowning me! The water splashed and bubbled, but Daniel didn't intervene. And Gerardo took no pity on me. With one hand on my shoulder and one on my head, he held me underwater, unimpressed by my desperation. And as he did so, he kept his eyes riveted on Daniel, challenging him. "See what I can do with her?" his gaze asked. "And she'll even thank me, if I do." I, of course, couldn't know at the time, but that's what Daniel would tell me later.  

	Propelled by my legs, I finally came to the surface like a spring. My breasts, naked, continued the upward movement, then bounced down, then up, with less intensity, and down again. I coughed heavily, almost vomiting. I had choked and swallowed water. When I finally managed to catch my breath and dared to open my eyes, I saw Gerard shaking his head in disapproval. Without time to look at my husband, almost without stopping to breathe, I submerged again, pushing myself in with my hands, which were clutching my boss's swimsuit. I opened my mouth, letting - much to my dismay - the water into my oral cavity, but I soon replaced it with my boss's cock, now fully erect and harder than before. I engulfed it with the purpose of holding underwater as long as I could, as if instead of a cock it was a snorkel, trying to set a new personal record, despite the adverse circumstances. Maybe it was true, it was all a matter of motivation, as Gerardo used to say many times at work. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that the best thing is that Daniel is convinced of the TRUTH, that you are devoted body and soul to Gerardo. Isn't he convinced yet? Doesn't he see that everything you do is for and because of Gerardo, that your whole life revolves around Gerardo and that the only thing that matters to you is to satisfy his desires? Doesn't he see that he no longer plays a role in your life? That it doesn't matter how he feels when he sees you do everything you do for Gerardo, because you don't care about him at all, you don't even see him when you look at him, you only have eyes for Gerardo." 

	  

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (with a picture of a cross-eyed woman): 

	"I have two eyes. And when I try hard, I get to look in two directions at once." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think you are aware, as Gerardo's object and because you will have discussed and agreed with him, that there are important milestones in his plan, every six months or so. A year ago it was your boobs, in February Switzerland and the change in your relationship with Daniel. Now it's the necklace. What I wonder is whether Daniel is aware of those milestones, how important they are to his future and that the ones to come will be even more destructive to him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The truth is that neither of us have noticed the periodicity you indicate. Obviously, we are aware that we are moving forward, but we hadn't noticed a milestone happening every six months. If it is something planned, it is certainly not planned on my part. I also don't know if it's planned on Gerardo's part or if it just coincides with our natural evolution. But it's good that you have detected it and told me about it. I appreciate it." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"For most people, the symbolic, the visceral, what grabs your guts is much more important than objective facts. When an objectively insignificant fact occurs, but which because of its symbolism deeply stirs someone's feelings, unexpected reactions are triggered. The seed of mistrust, anger (expressed or contained), resentment, jealousy is sown.... and all this grows over time and finally destroys a relationship that was thought to be solid. Or something worse ends up happening." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm afraid neither Daniel nor I belong to any majority of people. I'm afraid we are quite atypical in many ways." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel appeared in the garden with our glasses in his hand and stopped when he saw me. I was lying on a lounger, naked; I had taken off my bikini bottoms. Gerardo was lying on another lounger next to me. Daniel had caught me masturbating. My boss liked to watch me do it, while he whispered things in my ear - plans he had for me - and watched my reactions. Other times he would say nothing, but let me tell him things. The latter she would do only when she was very horny. I used to say that, then, the real me came to the surface. On this occasion, however, he was the one who was quietly hinting to me about his fantasies about me, making me moan from time to time. I was sweaty and my skin was glowing, but it was so hot. Gerardo had told me, among other things, that during this vacation he would pay special attention to my nipples. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Are you going to lie to your daughter when she sees the necklace and asks you about it? Are you really going to tell her that her father gave it to you? Are you going to hide from her what it really symbolizes? And when she sees that you never take it off and asks, what are you going to tell her? Are you going to be so false as to tell her that it is for love of your husband? And what's even worse, are you going to keep lying to Daniel about what it really means to you? Besides, just because you won't take it off, doesn't mean your daughter won't take it between her fingers and examine it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't like to lie. I never do. The truth is, I just don't know what to say. Maybe the time has come to show the girl the real world." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My husband came over and offered us each a drink. He was wearing an apron, as he was preparing the meal. Politely, Gerardo and I thanked him, without, however, letting him interrupt what we were doing. My boss was fucking my mind with his fantasies, plans and suggestions. Some things he said were mere trial balloons, to see how I would react. Others, I knew he would make them come true with me, sooner or later. It was not the first time he would suggest something to me -sometimes a mere image he would send me by wasap or other means-, without insisting on it, only to, months later, come back to the charge, insist, explore or directly make it come true. Other times, he never mentioned it again, although perhaps it was only a matter of time. The thing was, I never knew exactly which things were serious and which were not. I, for one, was getting horny for him. I didn't need much for that, of course; I still hadn't cum all day. I hadn't had permission for that and I sensed I wouldn't get it until after dinner. My boss liked to have his little slut always horny and I liked to be horny for him. The prolonged state of arousal gave wings to fantasies and reduced inhibitions. It could even become addictive. My husband, from his own experience, knew a lot about all this. 

	-Daniel. 

	My husband was returning to the kitchen, but he turned to me when he heard me call his name. I had to wait a few moments before proceeding with what I was going to tell my husband. Gerard had taken an ice cube from my cup and had started playing with my nipples, making me shudder. 

	-Make yourself comfortable, it's hot. -Daniel was still dressed in long pants and a polo shirt. Although the house was air-conditioned, it wasn't the best way to be on vacation in the Canary Islands. Why don't you take off your pants and T-shirt? You'll be cooler. But please wear what I bought you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I also believe that at the point where you are in your relationship of no return with Gerardo, the time has come to tell your daughter who you really are and what her father really is. Are you going to dare? Are you going to stop being a coward and tell her the whole truth? I would like to see it (read it), because I don't quite believe it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Only if a film producer makes me a very good offer for my script..." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel served the food outside, in the garden that gave access to the pool. Gerardo had asked me to dress up, putting on my bikini. I hesitated whether I should also put on the top or just the bottom, but finally decided to leave my tits in the air. Judging by my boss's reaction, my decision had been a wise one. My husband wasn't taking his eyes off my breasts either. At the time, he had been opposed - in part - to Gerardo financing the operation and choosing their size and shape, but now they seemed to love them. 

	Gerardo was sitting at the table, with his swimsuit on. I was wearing, as I said, my bikini bottoms. I was also, of course, wearing the doggie collar. To finish adorning me, Gerardo had also put on the headband with cat ears. Daniel, in turn, was wearing the pink panties, which only partially concealed his chastity device. He had also put on - following my earlier request - a bow tie. It was something I had discussed with him, earlier.  

	We had talked at length about this vacation and the roles we were each going to play. Daniel had agreed to act as our servant. His little cock - in the few moments he was free, always supervised by Lidia - had told me so. Just as Gerardo played with my arousal to elicit truthful answers to his fantasies, I had played with my husband to find out if that was something that turned him on or if, in return, it truly humiliated him. Mind you, I had had to do it in front of Lidia, which made me uncomfortable, because our fantasies were private. I didn't like nor was it convenient for me to give the slut any additional clues as to what turned my husband on. So, I had whispered to my Daniel, trying not to let the vixen hear us. The first answer, the apparent one, was often not the really truthful one - neither in my case nor in my husband's case. It was easy to first say no, never, no way, even though, deep down, deep down, it was something that was desired. There was a strong parallelism between my husband and me and that was good, because I wanted to share so many things with him. But parallelism did not mean identity. Daniel and I were obviously different. We each had our fantasies, our fears, our barriers and, most especially, our times and our ways. So, it turned out that this humiliation of being our servant turned him on, despite his initial denial. But his aching balls and his desire to cum could not lie. Even if Gerard was not, according to him, the ideal goreador for me - and for him - he preferred to participate in this way. It was not a matter of the three of us going on vacation together or not, it was a matter of giving in a little on all sides and adapting to the circumstances. Gerardo was, at that moment, my chosen bugler and that was immovable. We could decide whether or not to go ahead with the issue of being a hot, dominant wife at home, but we could not - my husband could not - be picking minor flaws in him, such as his age or physique, wishing for something better for me. And for him. It was Gerardo, period. Daniel, in fact, had accepted it long ago, although he always took the opportunity to put on a fake sour face and feign a bit of rebellion. However, as his little chick had shown, playing the role of our servant -for a very limited time- was turning him on. Perhaps, seeing me dominated by my boss satisfied some hidden fantasy of his to dominate me himself. That, for everyone's sake, especially my husband's, was to be compensated by him being more submissive to me and encouraging more of his feminine side, in exchange for suppressing the testosterone side. For that very reason, the bow tie I had bought him was pink. 

	Gerardo, however, was not entirely satisfied with my husband's outfit. I had asked him what he thought of it, as I was proud of how the pink panties matched his bow tie, and Gerardo had replied that he didn't like it at all. That had happened while my husband was in the kitchen. Specifically, he had indicated that it was "too sissy" for him. He was not referring to my husband himself, but to his attire. He didn't like to see him in his panties. Inquiring about the matter, Gerardo assured me that he preferred to see him in his panties rather than in his underwear, if necessary, but that I should understand that it was not easy for him to see him in a transvestite. Gerardo was from another era. His mind was perverse, but he did not embrace that kind of perversion. I guess nobody's perfect. I sighed. To tell the truth, I didn't like to cross-dress my husband either, but I didn't think he was doing it simply to wear a pair of feminine panties. I wasn't trying to make him grotesque (I hope no one is offended); I just wanted to bring out his feminine side. It was easier to dominate him that way, and besides, I had to fuck my husband's mind as well: we all had the right to live our share of perversion or to fear the mere suggestion of certain fantasies.  

	Finally, Gerardo accepted my reasoning and promised to be more flexible in certain aspects. It was very generous of him, although, frankly, I don't think he was doing it to please me, much less my husband. No doubt he had seen a way to make a profit out of the situation. That was good, because what I had argued to him was precisely a situation that corresponded to the win-win quadrant, that is, the quadrant in which everyone wins. Gerardo himself had taught me the four quadrants of negotiation. In the end, all my boss asked was that Daniel put his apron back on, so as to at least hide his parts. I have to say that, although I was annoyed that I couldn't see his birdcage, he looked fantastic from behind. My husband has a great ass for a man and could even compete with many women's asses. And besides, since he shaves from the waist down, he looks very appetizing. On that, Lidia had agreed with me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	alberto-lerele: 

	"Good morning, Gema. I'm still faithful to your blog, although now I don't write often. I leave you a funny hypothesis (a joke, of course) that occurred to me the other day: Imagine that a producer is enthusiastic about your story and takes it to the movies, adapting the script of your book ... but without your consent. How could you take action on the matter, without revealing your identity to the world? I was laughing at the idea... What would you do? Would you sue him, in spite of everything? A kiss for you and a hug for Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Good topic, Alberto. Daniel and I have pondered the same thing. Of course, it's very unlikely to happen. How many good blogs won't there be, how many better stories won't have been written...?  

	I suppose that in the end the decision would depend on weighing profits and risks. If he takes it to the movies and it's as successful as 50 Shades of Grey, maybe it would be worth losing the anonymity. One could fight for it and try to keep it safe from the public. Or maybe there would be coping with friends and family knowing about it. It would not be a trivial decision. Put another way: How much is our dishonor worth? I don't know. I suppose one would have to add: offers are being entertained!" 

	  

	And what's the difference between admitting I'm the author of the script and confessing my sins and Gerardo showing me off to the public at the opening of his art gallery? What if aberto-lerele is Gerardo, in reality, and he's messing with my head, fucking with my mind, preparing me for what was to come? I shook my head. No, I don't know about others, but about alberto-lerele I know it's not Gerardo; this is a real follower. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In the evening, Gerardo took us to a restaurant. Actually, we were taken by my husband, that is, our butler, who was driving, but the choice and decision had been his. Without a bra, my breasts showed very conspicuously through the dress. Gerardo, however, was not satisfied with that. My boss had come prepared with a new instrument of torture for me. 

	Before putting on my dress, Gerardo had inserted the plug-tail in my ass. If the collar symbolized that I was his faithful dog, the tail meant that I was his little slut. Gerardo was also a fetishist and he was not going to give up the idea of his slut wearing panties just because she was wearing a tail. For this purpose, he had already given me some time ago some special panties, which left the back opening in the air. They were, without a doubt, very sexy and... stimulating. The advantage of wearing panties was that the vibrator didn't fall out. Gerardo, of course, had also brought the remote-controlled vibrator. But that wasn't the novelty. We had done all that before on other occasions. The new instrument of torture was for my nipples. I had warned him before, that I would dedicate special attention to them. So, before leaving, Gerardo had stimulated them with ice. He had alternated ice with the warmth of his mouth. He had sucked my nipples hard, even hurting them, even though they were starting to become numb from the ice. He had made me scream in a mixture that I wasn't sure if it was more pleasure than pain. It had hardened them and made them stiffen as they had rarely been stiffened before. Finally, when he had called his architectural work finished, he had decided to make it permanent. 

	"Daniel, please bring me the two rubber rings I left there on the table," I had asked our servant. 

	Daniel had been present during the whole process, which had taken place in the master bedroom I shared with Gerardo, where I had all my clothes. At times, when I squealed, it seemed as if Daniel was suffering a testosterone rush and was about to intervene. But I knew he didn't have to, that Gerardo would never really hurt me. [Ah, no? Well, in the pool, you thought you'd drown! No, I mean my husband knows. I didn't say that I know. Obedient, my husband had brought the rubber rings to my boss. Before taking them from his hand, Gerardo had applied ice, once again, to get them even more erect. Finally, he had placed a ring on each nipple. With the pressure, by strangling them slightly, he limited the return of blood and thus made them erect. 

	We entered the restaurant and the waiter could not help but notice my breasts. My nipples stood out like two intercontinental missiles through my dress, ready to shoot him in the face at any moment. While the waiter watched without too much dissimulation, Gerardo pressed the remote button of the vibrator. He caught me by surprise, treacherously, as he liked to do, and I couldn't help but to put my legs together. I tried not to let it show too much, but I feared it was in vain. My God, what will the waiter think of me? {Busty, bra-less, blatantly showing nipples and wiggling like a bitch in heat, holding hands with an older gentleman... and to top it all off, with a headband of kitty ears on her head and a bitch collar around her neck!} Yes, my boss's perfect pet. The dog collar was already on permanently, at least during the vacations; that had been the deal. Fortunately, the waiter led the way and went ahead of us to point us to the table. That way, he didn't see the slutty tail peeking out from under my short dress. Gerardo was not usually so brazen, but apparently, on vacation on a remote island, he had lost any inhibitions to show me to the public as I really was. Would the waiter also guess the true role of the handsome man -Daniel- accompanying us as a candlestick holder [He can only think that you are a whore, Gerardo your client and Daniel your pimp]. Maybe he wasn't so far from reality. Everything was a matter of the point of view from which it was analyzed; nothing was black and white. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Wearing that necklace with your lover's name on the inside permanently you know that it will make the letters of his or her name scarred on your skin. At first, it will be superficial, but after a few days of wearing it, a small wound will be made and, if you keep wearing it, an eschar will be made. The mark will become permanent on your neck. Gerardo will have marked you forever with his name. I assume that you are aware and that you have given your consent to wear his name forever on your skin out of love." 

	  

	The necklace theme from the previous chapter (following this chapter of my vacation, in chronological order), was still causing fury and anger on my blog. Also, people were confusing the terms: the letters were not those of Gerard's name, but those of his elderly father. [And you think that's better?]  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The one that leaves the mark is the leather one, which is for games at home. The everyday one, the golden one, does not leave a mark. And even if it did - which it doesn't - it wouldn't be permanent. For permanent I already have my (her) boobs." 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"God, I can't believe people give so much importance to a necklace, even more than sex or a kiss! I've never believed in symbols, I guess it's up to each person.... Anyway, my question: You have hinted to tell your daughter about your relationship. Have you talked about it seriously? Obviously I don't think it's wrong; it's your relationship." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo had been training me like a little dog all morning. I was wearing my collar and leash. My boss had dispensed with the plug-tail and the headband so as not to ruin those accessories with the intensive exercises, in a hot and humid environment like the Canary Islands. In exchange, I wore the chain with clamps on my nipples. Gerardo would throw things at me on the grass and make me fetch them in my mouth on all fours. He would then stroke the back of my neck and praise it like a pet, only to throw whatever he could think of again, for me to bring it between my jaws. Often it was a rubber ball, sometimes an ice cube. Not only would she throw them on the lawn, but also into the pool, making me jump in like a dog would and causing my head to dive in, as not all objects floated. When my cat side objected to so much exercise - and so much diving - Gerard would let me rub my parts against his foot. That usually brought out my canine side again, either in a slutty or doggy way. Without any cloth in between, my clitoris enjoyed rubbing against his foot. 

	The day before, no noise had been heard from the neighboring farm, but after noon, movement had begun to be heard. It sounded as if new tourists had just arrived in the neighboring bungalow. Gerardo didn't seem to mind, even though he could see part of the garden and our pool from his bedroom floor. I, on the other hand, felt deeply embarrassed about it. Despite this, I was obedient and followed my boss's instructions. What have I become? [Worse, what are you becoming?] What would I end up becoming, if I kept it up? I couldn't deny that it made my heart race and excited me, even though we had gone far beyond what I could have initially fantasized about when I started my journey with Gerardo. I was aware that it was addictive. I was advancing step by step towards something I did not know and which I sincerely preferred not to think about, but I did it willingly, afraid, but also anxious to take one more small step on the path my boss had traced for me. I had not cum yet, since we had started our vacation. Gerard had not allowed me to do so, even though he had brought me countless times to the brink of orgasm. Everything was easier when I was aroused. 

	-Do the gentlemen need anything else? -asked my husband slavishly, "Do you, Mrs. Gema? 

	Gerardo looked at me, telling me to answer. He was satisfied and did not need anything else at that moment. 

	-Wow, wow," I replied to our butler. It was supposed to be a denial. I was satisfied and didn't need anything else. Gerardo had forbidden me to talk like a person. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"On the other hand, you pointed out, when asked about whether Gerardo would want to get involved with her, that she is older and can decide for herself. That's completely true, but the real question is: Would you be willing to have your daughter involved (and by that I mean direct contact, obviously I'm not talking about anything sexual)? I imagine not, but everyone is different. Finally, to say that I'm not criticizing; I'm simply curious and if I've offended, I apologize! Thank you!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We don't overprotect people, especially not adults. Our daughter is still very young, but she is of age, so she can make any decision on her own, although she will always have our opinion and support. What I mean by that is that it is not a question of whether we are "willing". I think that question simply does not apply, at least as it is expressed. If she wanted to be - hypothetically speaking - involved, it would not be fair for us to try to prevent it because we are not "willing" to do so. 

	That said, if you ask us our preferences, I would tell you clearly that I would prefer her to be on the sidelines. She is still young, she is full of romanticism, idealism... I don't mean to say that we are not suitable for young adults, but perhaps she could - in any case, hypothetically speaking - wait for another phase of her life. She still has so many other phases to discover and live. 

	I am also ashamed to admit this lifestyle of ours to our daughter. We are ashamed. I don't know if we would have her understanding. Sometimes young people seem much more conservative to us than the stereotype of their age would expect. Maybe the hotwife thing could be explainable, since it's still a liberal couple with a little asymmetry in the liberal aspect. But my ravings with Gerardo are more difficult to explain. And that I would like to have my daughter as a friend, to share more things with her, but, right now, I think neither she nor we are really ready, at least not for the whole truth. (Maybe that's why I get along well with Lidia -when we don't compete-, because she is a (sort of) friend with whom I can share things without being judged. Sometimes I see her as a friend, sometimes she reminds me of my daughter and I think how nice it would be if she understood me.)" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In the afternoon we finally went to the beach. What was the point of going to the Canary Islands if we did not enjoy its beaches? Not that it was the only thing it had to offer. The volcanic archipelago, each of its islands, is a miniature continent, but the beach remains one of the main attractions for most tourists. I was no exception. The beaches of the Parque Natural de las Dunas de Corralejo are simply paradisiacal and yet, fortunately, they were not crowded. My husband, on the other hand, was less of a beach person, but I was sure that, on this occasion, he would not be bored. 

	We wandered into the sand, looking for a place to leave our things. It was our servant, of course, he was the one carrying the bags with the towels and the rest of the stuff. Gerardo and I walked hand in hand in front of him and Daniel didn't follow two steps behind. That was what my husband liked: walking behind so he could watch. I was wearing a semi-transparent beach dress, through which you could see my bikini and my curves. The bikini bottoms showed off my buttocks. A different kind of bikini top, no doubt, would have preferred a minimalist thong, but Gerard liked the clothes to flatter my body. My panties tucked into my slit, leaving half of my buttocks exposed, while covering the other half. In front, it was high enough to hide my hairstyle. Before I left on vacation, Gerardo had arranged an appointment for me at the usual beauty salon. I used to go there for special occasions and vacation with my two men, of course, was one of those occasions. As usual, the beautician Mari Carme took care of me. It was time for waxing and also to dye my pubic hair according to the color of my hair, i.e. a reddish shade. Mari Carme was cordial as always. She was a charming person, even though she did not hesitate to apply the wax on the most sensitive parts and to cause me severe pain every time she pulled mercilessly on the wax to depilate me. However, since she went to Gerardo's house, saw me tied up there, applied the beauty treatments and said goodbye to me with a quick kiss on the mouth, something had changed in her with respect to me. I noticed her a bit insecure, as if she didn't know how to treat me after that and, although she was always very professional, she seemed to touch me with special care when she applied the wax to my parts, as if she was trying to avoid at all costs that it could look like a sexual approach, a lesbian touch. How the hell did Gerardo get me to kiss me in his house? Because it didn't seem to come from her, or did it? Most likely it had been a special order from my boss -with money up front- with the sole purpose of fucking my mind and upsetting me. 

	Daniel spread out the towels and waited respectfully for us to sit on them. No one had asked him to do that; no one had instructed him to do that. But my husband was very adaptable to games and had his own initiatives. That was a clear sign that this game, even if it was humiliating, was at least partly to his liking. My husband has a wonderful mind! I took off my beach dress and sat on the towel. I did so after Gerard lay down on it. Daniel took the sunscreen from the bag and offered it to me. Taking advantage of the fact that Gerardo was on his stomach and couldn't see us, he winked at me and blew me a kiss. I responded, to his surprise, with a quick peck on his lips. I'm sure Gerardo wouldn't have liked it, had he known, but his pet had the cat side too. That came in the whole package, along with my husband. Even if my boss tried to tame me and emphasize my doggy side, I was sure he wouldn't want to completely erase that kitty side of me. What merit is there in taming a completely obedient dog? Likewise, although I was working on lowering my inhibitions, I was sure I wouldn't want to completely dispense with my shy, bashful fawn side. Where's the fun in proposing something humiliating to someone, if that person doesn't feel the slightest bit embarrassed? In my case, at least, if I was turned on by my husband putting on very feminine panties, it was because I knew he always felt some embarrassment when he did it, even if he had unfortunately gotten used to it by now. I liked to challenge him and I sensed that Gerard felt the same way about me. Speaking of which, I regretted that I hadn't bought a swimsuit in my favorite color for my husband. That had escaped me, either through forgetfulness or because I didn't want to take things to extremes. Daniel was wearing a simple pirate swimsuit. Of course, underneath it he had his cage. We had already replaced the padlock with a plastic flange, to prevent the water from rusting it. I, on the other hand, was still wearing the dog collar, with its iron ring. 

	I finished massaging and smearing sunscreen on Gerardo's back and he turned around so I could continue with his torso. Sitting up, with my legs spread over his hips, I gently and tenderly stroked his chest and tummy. It seemed incredible to me how time had passed and how I had grown accustomed to him, to his body, to his preferences and - in part - to his fantasies. I stood up and turned around, sitting again on his lap, but with my back to him. I was sure Gerard would appreciate the sight of my ass, as I leaned forward to massage his legs and, especially, his feet. I was also sure that my husband would enjoy the show, even if I wasn't lying on top of a strapping, athletic, handsome, well-endowed man. He is mentally well endowed, Daniel. That's what matters. Maybe, in time, I would end up enjoying that contrast of ages and bodies more. Maybe I'd manage to ignite the flame of that paraphilia in him, someday. Although, there was also the possibility that I had already done it and that my husband was hiding it from me. 

	I finished with Gerardo and returned to my towel. It was my turn with the sunscreen. Would Gerardo apply it? Or was he too relaxed and comfortable and would he delegate that task to our butler? Would you allow "my husband", our servant, to touch me? I had allowed it the night before, albeit with restrictions. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"Several short questions: It is understood that Daniel cannot decide certain things about your relationships. If the thing is to be with other men then you decide. But have you ever delayed any decision because he wasn't ready? Because if you haven't, my goodness, what balls on both of your parts! Another thing: I see you very interested in money, is that new or haven't I noticed that? Very findom!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There are ups and downs as in everything. Sometimes I've gone too far and abused their trust, but we've put it back on track. In general, we have a good rapport. We've also learned that Daniel likes me to take the initiative and surprise him, even when he doesn't quite like the surprise. He prefers me to be decisive than to see me hesitant and extremely cautious not to do something he doesn't like. My husband, in these respects, is not very thin-skinned - as you have been able to see - so, even if by excess of daring I am wrong about something with respect to him, it does not usually cause any drama. This, however, has been and is an ongoing mutual learning process. 

	The money thing... it's just that I get pissed off by certain questions where I seem to be a disheartened witch. So I fight back, agreeing with them and saying I'm only doing it for the money - for those who write those comments, I'm going to be a witch, anyway! I've always said that feeling paid for what I do is part of my fantasy and it excites me. Whether it's more or less, that's secondary. And the little gifts, they don't matter to me in economic terms (my salary is enough for me in that sense), but I simply appreciate them as a token of affection and because they make me feel valued." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We had agreed that, during that vacation, Daniel would not touch me sexually and I would not touch him. He was my husband, but during the vacations he would be our servant. Gerardo would be my partner. Touching, however, meant touching with my hands. My husband could not touch my breasts, my ass, my... Similarly, I could not uncage him and touch his cock. However, I could plant my clam on his mouth and I could kiss him with tongue, but only after my boss had cum inside me, in my mouth or in my pussy; it depended on where my husband could place his lips. That part my boss had agreed to, although I did not have permission to cum, nor Daniel to bring me to orgasm. That was a privilege restricted to him. Of course, Daniel wasn't supposed to cum either, but he, by all means, was caged. It was not to be anything permanent; it was an agreement only for the duration of the vacation. After that, Daniel would cease to be our butler and go back to being my husband and I would do with him as I pleased. But everything in life has consequences and everything leaves traces. However, touching me to apply the sunscreen was not sexual and it was allowed, according to what we had agreed. However, I doubted that Gerardo would allow him to touch me in front of his nose, even if it was only in that way. And so, I sat on the towel for a while, waiting expectantly. Who would make the first move? 

	-Mrs. Gema, may I put some sunscreen on you? You have beautiful skin and it's not a good idea for it to burn. 

	No, that was not what happened. Gerardo was the first mover, but not as he had hoped. 

	-Didn't I say to throw away all the bras? 

	I immediately realized that he was referring to my bikini top. He had said bras, did that also include the bikini? 

	No one answered, neither me nor Daniel. 

	-You're going to take it off, but you're going to do it the way I tell you to do it," my partner warned me. Look around you. In a radius of about twenty-five meters, look for a man and ask him to help you take it off. I'm sure you'll come up with something so you don't look, at least not quite, like a bitch in heat. I don't think it's going to be easy, though. -And then you ask him to put the cream on you. If he's shy, encourage him to put it all over your body, although I think it's hard for someone to be shy with you, at least for too long. Your breasts are too... appetizing for that. When he's done, thank him and come back. 

	The blood rushed to my head, I hadn't expected that! I didn't mind -too much- putting on my topless on a beach. But to approach a stranger and ask him... such a thing... What would he think of me? And what would my husband think of me? Precisely... {He'll think you're his "hotwife"}. Wasn't that what he had always wanted? Wasn't that the behavior he wanted from his wife? Why else had he asked Silvestre to push me around? There was something else interesting in the matter: which of the two was he cheating on with that? Was Gerardo discovering a hidden side of cuckoldry? {Daniel is wrong, Gema. You know that, don't you? You're not his wife anymore, not during this vacation. Then... we'll see}. I took a breath, stood up and shook off the sand, ready to follow my boss's orders. The sunglasses gave me a false sense of protection. It was an illusory barrier between the thrusting woman Gerardo wanted me to be at that moment, my inner self, and the stranger I would ask for that strange favor. 

	-One more thing. 

	Gerardo's voice stopped me in my tracks. I turned to him. 

	-In the bag there is something for you. You know what.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	  

	bluedream-feel: 

	"By the way, Gema, I haven't read your story about the necklace yet, but I see people asking about a boob job. It's a big step. On the subject, you've already said that Daniel would have a say but no vote. But does Gerardo have a vote? You'll know I'm not gerardophobic, like some here, but wouldn't yours have to be the only vote? In my opinion, the rest are just voices." 

	  

	The comment had left me puzzled, just when I begin to suspect that bluedream-feel is actually Gerardo! So many questions about Vicky... He seemed like a new reader, who didn't know my whole story. Or maybe it's Gerardo, playing a game of misdirection. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo paid me (i.e. that already happened) for the boob job, but with the condition that he would decide the size and shape. He wanted it to be that way as a sign of trust. It seemed more meaningful to me than the damn choker. Obviously, if I had refused to accept his choice, the surgeon would not have proceeded, but the analogous applies to the necklace. I really don't understand why people make such a big deal out of it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	A few seconds passed before it dawned on me. Again, the blood suddenly rushed up to my face, more than before, if that was possible. I looked at him asking with my incredulous expression, "Here?". My boss nodded. 

	I ducked my head and lowered my gaze. What else could I do? However, I hesitated. I was unable to take a step toward the bag. I was paralyzed. Never -except when he was taking erotic pictures of me or the time he had taken me for a walk naked and on all fours in a park- Gerardo had never acted this brazen in public. He was unleashed. 

	-Daniel. You take the vibrator and give it to him. 

	My husband did not hesitate to follow my boss's orders. For a moment, it seemed to me that he even did it with pleasure. Now this game is growing on you, huh? Had Gerard finally aroused my husband's interest in seeing me humiliated? Was it the fact of participating in my humiliation that spurred my husband on and made him follow my boss's instructions with unusual speed and joy? Or was it that the kind of sluttiness Gerard had just proposed was especially to my husband's liking? Surely he liked to see me again between the hands of an attractive young man. {Daniel knows he "has" Lidia thanks to Gerardo. That's the explanation, silly}. 

	-Are you going to sit down or do you want our servant to stick it in you standing up? 

	Embarrassed by Gerardo's proposal and pissed off at my husband for participating so willingly in my humiliation, I snatched the dang vibrator out of Daniel's hands and sat down. 

	-Give me a towel," I ordered our servant, grumpily. With the towel over my lap, covering me up to my knees, I pulled my panties aside and inserted the damn vibrator. It went in smoothly, needing no additional lubrication. Lately, I'm always wet. 

	I stood up, trying to hide my shame behind my pride and looked around for a suitable candidate. It had to be someone who was alone. Obviously, it couldn't be someone with a partner; the woman would gouge my eyes out with her fingernails. I didn't want to ask a couple of friends either, as I was already dealing with one man enough without having to endure the teasing of two. Maybe there's a good-looking guy out there? Maybe someone shy, even if not so good-looking, but still relatively handsome, someone who can't believe his luck and then not be a pain in the ass? I seemed to have spotted a possible candidate and was just about to approach him to take a look at him and decide whether to try my luck with him, when a jolt inside me stopped me in my tracks and made my knees wobble, forcing me to squat down. Gerardo had activated the vibrator from his cell phone and set it to full power. 

	-One more thing. -I seemed to be having déjà vu. Choose the man you find least attractive," Gerardo instructed me. Choose well," he added with a smile and set the vibrator on low. Or if you prefer, for my sake, you can also choose a woman, as long as you find her the least attractive," he concluded teasingly.  

	I looked at him for a few seconds and for a moment, I was tempted to tease him back, telling him that I would choose him then. However, in return, I ended up confirming him with a "Yes, boss". 

	-I hope you show us that you really want to do it. We hope to see you genuinely enjoy it. You know what I mean. 

	I looked around for a possible candidate, according to the new parameters that my partner had given me. That had changed my plans. I sensed that my husband was suddenly not so keen on the game. Nevertheless, I was ready to take on the new challenge. I don't care if he's handsome or ugly! {Actually, I know you'd rather he was ugly. Admit it! You want to do it. You long to do it for Gerardo. The contrast turns you on. The difficulty excites you. You want to look for the ugliest one. You want him to put his sticky hands on you. You want him to touch you. You don't just do it to satisfy Gerardo, you really want it!} What I had ruled out, that was for sure, was, that it was a woman. The vibration in my pussy, however, made it easier to get into that state of mind, in which I might eventually come to desire something that I would normally reject outright. In return, it made it harder to concentrate. Goddamn it, why am I so horny? 

	-One more thing," Gerardo exclaimed behind me, "Don't come! 

	Grumpy, I turned just in time to see my partner and our servant laughing. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"A surgery is less significant than an accessory?" Don't fool yourself: The boobs are yours and you put them on because you wanted to improve your appearance. And by the way you got the old man to pay for them. You yourself launched that idea in your blog, months before Gerardo brought up the subject. Actually, your boob job had little to do with your submission to Gerardo. It was something personal of yours. The choker is something symbolic. It's not what it is, but what it represents and what it says about who you care about most." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And here I thought that was indicated by sperm in the pussy." 

	  

	The boob job was a symbol, not of my submission to Gerardo, but a symbol to my husband, that another man could change my appearance at will, my looks and my insides. Why did people find it so hard to understand things? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Believe me, Gema, there are many people who love your blog and follow it with great interest. Please don't stop your blog because of these malicious comments from some people." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your support." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I finally located my victim, although perhaps I should say that I had located my executioner, since I would be his willing victim. He was a retired man, pot-bellied and with a hairy back. He was alone and was sitting on his towel, looking out to sea. He was possibly a little further than the twenty-five meters that Gerardo had indicated to me. But for that he is also by far the least attractive in the area! I grimaced. I hoped my partner wouldn't punish me later for going outside my allotted radius. How am I going to accurately measure the distance anyway? However, I knew that sometimes any excuse was valid to justify punishment. If I strayed too far, he could use that against me. If I didn't choose the less attractive one, I would have directly disobeyed his order and failed him. Daniel might not approve, but I wanted Gerard to be satisfied with me. Anyway, Daniel is only our butler. Since when do servants approve or disapprove of their masters? And, really, I wanted that man to touch me. I confess that I'm turned on by grotesque contrast, at least when I'm really horny. I still hadn't cum all vacation, although I had come on a multitude of occasions on the verge of climax. I was not allowed to reach orgasm, even if Gerardo kept touching me. I had to make a huge mental effort not to cum. Gerardo was of the opinion that this exercise strengthens the personality. 

	-Excuse me. I don't want to bother you, but I was wondering if you could help me. 

	The man was slow to react and realize that I was talking to him. However, as soon as he looked at me, he opened his eyes with interest. 

	-You see, it's just that... I know it sounds very strange... but... I don't want to get burned and I forgot my sunscreen. Would you mind if...? 

	-Huh? Oh! No, of course not. -Get, get what you need! 

	I took advantage of the fact that I had to bend down to get the jar of cream he was offering me to sit next to him. I opened the jar and poured some on one arm. I felt the vibration in my pussy increase slightly in intensity. 

	-Ahem, I don't want this to seem strange to you, but would you mind...? You see, it's just... I've had an accident with my bike... and I can't move my arm very well. I was wondering if you could, if you wouldn't mind, help me to... extend it. 

	Without waiting for his answer, I turned around and offered him my back so he could put cream on it. By the way, this way I could hide my red face. 

	-Uh... no, no, of course it's no bother. No bother at all. What's your name, child? I'm Pepe. 

	-Pepe? -Nice to meet you! I am... Monica! 

	-Monica, huh? What a beautiful name! Mine, I'm sorry, is much more vulgar. But, don't believe it, we Pepes are very nice people. 

	Pepe's fingers were short and thick. They were those of a man who had worked all his life with his hands, and not exactly on a computer keyboard. He may not have been very graceful, but he was a virile man, or at least he had been in his prime. Or maybe I was just imagining it, making up my own movie, to make it easier for myself. So I could convince myself that I wanted him to touch me. For some reason, I thought of Tiburcio at that moment. 

	-Oh, Pepe. You massage very well. Have you ever been a masseur? 

	-No, no, no way! I've only been a bricklayer. But with great honor, hey! Years ago it was a good job. But now, now it's all gone down the drain. 

	-Well, you must have been a massage therapist. Do you mind if I lie on your towel? My back still hurts from the accident. Would you mind massaging it a little? You do it so well. 

	Gerardo had increased the intensity of my vibrator and I was afraid the man could hear it roaring inside me. 

	Pepe did not hesitate to step aside and make room for me on his towel. If anything, he hesitated between shaking it out first and cleaning it from the sand and not wasting time and pushing his luck. Finally, he decided for the latter. Pepe applied cream on my back and began to squeeze it with his stiff fingers. Really, he was doing it very well and the massage was feeling great. [Yes, of course! It must be because of his experience in kneading cement and plaster. Yes, convince yourself, if you want, but this is grotesque, Gema]! 

	I felt a further increase in the intensity of the vibrator. I prayed that Pepe had hearing problems and that with the roar of the waves he would not hear the noise between my legs. Pepe went up and down my back, although he always stopped politely at some distance from my ass. 

	{In the roadside brothel where you're going to serve regularly, you're going to meet guys like this often. It's not a test, Gema, it's to get you psyched up}. And for Daniel to believe it's really going to happen. I think he still doubts. 

	-Pepe, please untie my bikini top! Then you can massage me better. You don't mind, do you? With my crippled arm I can't reach and the rope just gets in the way of the massage. 

	Pepe said nothing. He hesitated for a few seconds, but immediately proceeded and unfastened my bra. My reward was a further increase in the intensity of the vibrator. Gerardo, from a distance, managed to elicit a moan from me. 

	-Am I hurting him? -Pepe asked, startled. He had been calling me by my first name the whole time, but confused as he must have been, he had suddenly addressed me as "you". 

	-No, no. It was for pleasure. Keep going, please. You're doing very well. Make yourself comfortable and squeeze hard. -I was confused, too, and I was mixing up the tuteo with the ustedeo. 

	Pepe was possibly starting to pick up on the hints, if they could be called that, and sat on top of my femoral biceps, to massage me comfortably. His strong hands ran up and down my bare, unprotected back, making me moan as he squeezed. Really, he should have been all about the massage. I pushed the hair away from my back, to make it easier for him. By now, it should have been clear that the injury had been a ruse. The former bricklayer leaned forward to reach for my cervical spine with his thumbs. As he did so, his crotch rested on my buttocks and I could feel that he had gotten it hard, which filled me with satisfaction. Gerardo will be happy with me. Images of my greatest challenges overcome flashed before my eyes: my boss's feet, Manolo, Lidia, my boss's father... And something or other. None of that was in my nature, not in the normal Gem's. However, Gerardo had managed to make me do it with desire. I had felt, at times, in love with Lidia. I had lusted after her father and gotten horny for him, before I slept with him, during and... after. The scenes whirled around in my head. I felt like Pepe grabbing me hard and fucking me right there on the beach. Yes, that man who for me is the ugliest man on the beach. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How far do you think your relationship with Gerardo still has to go, until your husband loses interest in it? What things, that you haven't already done, can you do so that Daniel doesn't get bored in a short time and want to look for other fantasies elsewhere? If you can explain it with concrete examples, much better. Thanks." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right: there's a key element to this, and that's that my husband doesn't get bored. Aside from what I have left to explore, there's his own.  

	So far so good -I think-, because, although I do not give so much visibility here to the subject (I have already explained that I do it subconsciously, perhaps because I consider my thing with my husband more intimate than my thing with Gerardo), we have advanced in my domination with him. We are at a higher level of intensity than what we have tried on other occasions. For example, he is now permanently in chastity (although I release him periodically to orgasm, which depending on how he has been behaving, may include full sex). That keeps him from constantly hitting the handlebars, if you know what I mean, which, in his case, is sometimes compulsive. And that makes him better, in general. Maybe I've managed to put more energy behind it because of my competition with Lidia. I think that's helped me get my act together. 

	There is also that, through me, Daniel is seeing in first person scenes of fetishism and submission. And also lesbian scenes. And he's also played a little bit with another woman (Lidia). So, there are several things that he has benefited from that have kept him from getting bored. Now, I know my husband and I know that there will come a time when I have to introduce some new element. Daniel is often moved by challenges. He's like "okay, I've already seen this, I've already lived it for a while, great, but next, please!". But at some point, I'm going to have to give him something new. I don't know, maybe this?" 

	The picture showed two sissis, two men in full female lingerie, with their little birds caged and chained together, with neck collars chained together, just like Lidia and me at times, sucking a woman's plastic cock. 

	"I'm not particularly excited to see him like this, but maybe that's what he needs as the next challenge so he doesn't get bored. Unfortunately, my project with Mario is very much at a standstill - should I take it up again?" 

	  

	I had mentioned Lidia in my response, but I hadn't told the whole truth about her and my husband. That was something I had a hard time writing about (and still do) and didn't want to talk about in my blog. That my husband wasn't bored had a lot to do with her, actually, rather than my dominance over him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I felt a change of rhythm in my pussy. I was so at ease with Pepe massaging my back, somewhere between reality, dreams and trance... But immediately I knew what that meant. I leaned my arms to get up. Pepe immediately assumed that his moment of glory had passed, stopped massaging me and moved away. 

	-Do you mind? -I asked. 

	I didn't wait for her answer. I rolled over, lying on my back on her towel. The skimpy bikini fabric still covered my breasts, but these, being unnatural, were not flattened by gravity. Yes, I am one of those. On a young girl, it was an aberration. But on a mature woman like me, it was a statement. 

	-I have sensitive skin. I don't want to get burned," I explained. 

	Pepe, in spite of the experience he must have had at his age, was stupefied, but it didn't take him long to react. His face lit up and he got back on top of my legs. A drop of sunscreen fell on my tummy and the retired bricklayer began to spread it. Rarely had he done such a fine job. Little by little, feeling his way up, he worked his way upward, always with the excuse of protecting every nook and cranny of my skin. His thick hands, calloused and rough-skinned from contact with the acid cement, finally dared to disappear under my bikini top and touched my breasts. Coinciding with this, the intensity of the vibration increased sharply, drawing a moan from me. Pepe, no doubt, interpreted that it was due to his good work... and he wasn't entirely wrong. The vibrator gave no respite and pulsed arrhythmically, surprising me again and again. I squeezed and twisted my legs to hold back the torturous pleasure. It wasn't enough and I had to put a finger in my mouth and bite it to stifle my moans. I didn't want to see Pepe's face, but I forced myself, nonetheless, to open my eyes and look at him. The image in my imaginative world was easier, but I wasn't there for the easy stuff. 

	-Rip off my bra! -I urged her in a hoarse but imperative voice, between my teeth. 

	-What? -Pepe asked foolishly, pushing his luck. He had been stunned. 

	-Take it off! -I insisted, choosing softer words this time. 

	The former bricklayer finally understood. He grabbed the bra with one hand - it was already unfastened at the back - and tossed it aside. His gaze fell on my breasts. He had touched them before, but hadn't seen them yet. The vibrator kept getting louder and louder, causing me to wriggle under the man. Anyone who has seen any video of these vibrators knows that I am not exaggerating about their effects. Pepe finally grabbed my breasts and squeezed them. Yes, I'm a whore, but one of those who doesn't get paid. And soon I will also be one of those who charge. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Taking for good the theory of the milestones exposed by a follower and the evolution that takes your relationship with Gerardo, how long do you think it will be until your modesty, shame or whatever you want to call it forces you to return to exclude Daniel from your meetings with Gerardo? I mean that Daniel no longer accompanies you to Gerardo's house, because you can't stand that Daniel sees or hears the things you have to do every day for Gerardo and that you can't tell him afterwards almost anything of what you do there". 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Honestly, I don't think it will happen that way. Daniel is present whenever I officially go to Gerardo's house. And he also knows that Gerardo and I sometimes make quick getaways at work at lunchtime. Still, he knows he won't always be there. For events like the party in Switzerland, it is unlikely that he would accompany us, if it were to happen again, even if we had a vacation together this summer.  

	Daniel gets his piece of the pie; he doesn't have to eat it all. There are things that are intimate and if I don't want them or can't share them with him, I'm within my rights and he understands that (even if he's raging to know what they are or what they would be)." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Suddenly, the vibrator stopped vibrating. The bricklayer was still holding my breasts in his hands. They were small and could barely reach them, but they were strong and gripped them well. I guessed what it meant that the vibrator had stopped working. Maybe it was that it had run out of batteries, but I sensed it was Gerard's way of telling me that the show was over. Once again, I had run out of cum. What was the point of convincing myself that I wanted to do it with the ugliest man in the world, if at the worst possible moment, I had to put all my hard work of self-convincement aside and throw it away for no reward? I pushed Pepe's hands away from my breasts. 

	-I have to go. I'm sorry. 

	-What? 

	Pepe could not explain my reaction, my sudden change. In fact, he couldn't explain anything about me. I stood up, forcing Pepe to step aside. For a moment, I feared he wouldn't let me, but I was ready to push him away by force, if necessary. It wasn't that I suddenly no longer wanted him. That too, for the game was over. It was that Gerardo had called it a day. He pressed the off button.  

	-Hey, the... the bra! -Pepe stammered. 

	-I told him, as I started to run, my naked balls rising and falling to the rhythm of my shooing, "It's a souvenir. It's a souvenir. 

	Instead of going back to Gerardo and my husband, I ran along the beach. Suddenly, I felt a deep sense of shame. What would Pepe think? What about the people around me who had no doubt noticed? What about my husband? I ran without knowing where. I just wanted to get away from there. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think you misunderstood my question. When I asked you about excluding Daniel again from your encounters with Gerard, what I meant was not that you reserve part of the relationship for yourself, but that this relationship with Gerard reaches such an extreme that your conscience, modesty, shame or however you want, makes it unbearable for you to have Daniel's presence in all those encounters with Gerard because of the crudeness of the things you must do to satisfy Gerard." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I don't think it will come to that. There may be things I'd rather Daniel didn't witness, but those are reserved for occasional occasions. I don't think what I normally do with Gerardo could ever get to such 'rawness' as you might imagine. Or maybe it does. I don't know your imagination." 

	  

	Maybe so. I'm sure it is. [Run, you fool, run!] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	When I stopped, I had become disoriented. How far had I run? Where am I, exactly? Suddenly, I was aware of the nakedness of my breasts and again felt embarrassed. I hadn't noticed while I was running, but they must have been bouncing back and forth. And now, there I was, in my balls. I wasn't the only woman in a topless on the beach, but I was embarrassed nonetheless and covered them with my arms. My breasts were not like the others, not because they had been operated on, but because of how my operation had been orchestrated. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"The prosecution rests. No one can serve two masters, we either serve one and hate the other or hate one and serve the other. Choose this day who you are to serve." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	  

	After a while, my partner tracked me down and took me in his arms, comforting me. 

	-Shh, baby girl, you did so well, I'm so proud of you! -You're great, you really are. It's okay, it's okay, it's okay, it's okay. 

	My partner caressed the back of my neck and I hugged him like a castaway clings to the first piece of driftwood he finds. My breasts pressed against his chest and my head found shelter on his shoulder, hiding face and breasts from people's gaze. I burst into tears. 

	-It's all right, little one, it's all right," Gerardo consoled me. Cry, let it all out. You deserve it. You've made me so happy. You are unbelievable. I'm so proud of you. It's okay, it's okay. 

	Finally, I stopped crying, although I was still sobbing. Sometimes, when Gerardo whipped me, he managed to make me cry. He managed to open the dam so that my tensions and stuck emotions would flow out and release. I always felt so good afterwards. But it had never happened this way before, without that mixture of pain and pleasure. It had never happened to me like this before. Without stopping to wipe the tears from my eyes, I kissed him on the mouth. I melted into him. I felt at that moment a deep and strong connection with him, with my boss, with my partner. I felt that I could give him that and much more, because he deserved it, because he made me feel so strange and special.  

	I was pressed against him and felt myself getting an erection. I looked at him and kissed him again. 

	Gerardo took me by the hand and we walked quietly back along the shore of the beach among the people. Suddenly, I no longer cared that I was topless, nor that we were returning to the place of my misdeeds, where people would recognize me and where I would see the mason again. I felt proud of my breasts, not because they were beautiful, which they were, but because they belonged to Gerardo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema, I read the first part of your book. What happened to that beautiful woman? It doesn't make sense. From a wife to what this has become. Are you happier today than you were back then? Daniel is supposed to be the man, how could he let you destroy what you had?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am the same woman. But I am different. Just as you are a different man than yesterday. Everybody evolves. Maybe I have evolved faster. But hey, I am still beautiful! I swear! I am older, but still pretty! I am the same and different. I am not happier, but I am not less happy. I am just happy, for the most part. Daniel is still the man. Nothing is destroyed. Maybe transformed. Or viewed in a different angle. Daniel is the same and is not the same as well." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo invited us again to a restaurant for dinner, a different one from the night before. I had put on the best dress I had brought. Unlike the previous one, it was long and the plug-tail would not show. Gerardo had put the rubber rings back in my nipples after I had gotten them hard and they showed through the dress, but I was proud of it. The restaurant had a romantic feel to it and a violinist even came over to our table. Gerardo gave him a tip and the musician left gratefully, after dedicating a particularly mellow song to us. A little later, a man came to sell us flowers. The man did not discriminate between couples, friends and even singles, just to sell his product and make a little money. Before he approached our table and insisted, as these types of salesmen usually do, Daniel went ahead and called him over. Quickly, he bought a rose. 

	-For Mrs. Gemma, the most beautiful and incredible woman in the world," said our butler, like a true Don Juan. 

	That gesture was probably not too funny to Gerardo. Daniel had gone a little off script, although he had fixed it by calling me ma'am. Well, no one says a servant can't be gallant. In fact, the best servants were, at least from the women's point of view. {The rules of loyalty say so. It's not right for a servant to let his master down}. 

	Dinner continued and it was time for dessert. Gerardo took advantage of the break to do something he had planned. He took out a box and gave it to me. What can it be? You don't need to give me anything! Not at this point. Nervously, I opened the case. In front of me was a necklace. It wasn't a piece of jewelry, it was just a necklace, a nice, solid, gold-plated ring. The necklace had a ring, whose main purpose was not decorative; judging by its sturdiness, it had a functional purpose. It didn't take me long to understand what that symbol meant. I looked up and looked at it, half with a guilty conscience and half with joy. 

	-Turn it around," said Gerardo. 

	I obeyed. On the back of the ring was an inscription. I had to get closer to read it. Gerardus. It was the Latin name of my boss. I sighed. I didn't know what to say. 

	-Do you like it? -asked my partner. 

	-I love it! -I answered Gerardo honestly. 

	It was a very nice necklace. And it had his symbol on it. It was the symbol that he was definitely my boss. That and more. It was the sign that I belonged to him. That and more. I hugged him and kissed him. I did it in front of my... our butler, -I admit it- without thinking at that moment about him. 

	-Come on, I'll put it on for you. 

	I turned and pushed my hair out of the way, so I could put it on. I was looking forward to wearing something of hers, something so symbolic. [Gerardo finished putting the necklace on me. I turned to him, but I repressed kissing him again. My gaze went to my... our servant. Daniel watched without showing any reaction. 

	-I want you to wear it all the time while we are in the Canary Islands. At home I might change it for the leather collar and leash, but the rest of the time I want you to wear this one. 

	Had it been a request or an order? Was there a difference, in Gerardo's case, between the two? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that "this makes the relationship between us very clear: Gerardo's necklace, my husband's wedding ring and my wedding ring on his finger." In other words, for you your relationship with Gerardo is just as important as your marriage. Gerardo is as important in your life as Daniel and you want to make that clear to everyone. Because in the end, those who see the object on your neck and don't know what it means will ask or find out on their own and end up knowing everything." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Different symbols, different circumstances, different meanings, very different significance." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"That you wear Gerardo's engagement ring around your neck means putting your twenty years of life together with Daniel on the same level of importance as the scarce two years of relationship with Gerardo. That's not a simple humiliation for Daniel, it's a huge disrespect, no longer to the cuckold Daniel, but to the person Daniel, husband and father! For Daniel to have to endure seeing that object on your neck in the privacy of his home, in his bedroom every day of his life is telling him that those twenty years have been worthless." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ah, don't be silly! Of course those twenty years have been useful. Look how comfortably she wears her little chick now, so well protected from the bad things that happen in the world!" 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gema. Your blog is exciting to follow. Don't let some people's negativity bother you. You are a fascinating woman. It's amazing, some people think they know Daniel better than you do. I admit, sometimes I am worried about Daniel. However, Daniel must be a very confident man to let you go free. Maybe that's why you always return to Daniel's arms? No matter how many collars, if there is one man who owns you, it is surely Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Open the door of the cage and set the dove free. If it comes back to you, it will be yours forever and if it doesn't, it was never yours. That's pretty much my husband's motto. I have always returned to him. Actually, even if he's fled a bit, I've never strayed too far from him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say you are pissed off by questions that show you as a "disheartened witch". What would you call the person who continually does things that hurt or may hurt the feelings of the person she has lived with for TWENTY years and does it with total disregard? You do whatever you feel like doing and hope that Daniel will be hurt little and forgive you once again. To me, it is disrespectful to the person who has been by your side for most of his life. You will know how far you can stretch it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hotwife Femdom? 

	Heartless whore? Heartless succubus? Soul-sucking vampire? ... I think I'll go with the first definition." 

	  

	With a picture of a bloodsucking, man-eating demon licking its lips. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think one of the problems readers have in understanding is the different way you talk about Gerardo and Daniel. With Gerardo, your words give off warmth, admiration, adoration, respect, affection? With Daniel, your words sound cold, with distance. You say you love and admire him, but it sounds like a label, like what a wife should say. Maybe it's that block you say you have when talking about intimacy with Daniel or maybe not. What is certain is that your words don't sound sincere talking about Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You may be right. I mean that may seem that way on this blog. Aside from what I've commented several times about intimacy, it's also that I'm not writing about my facets as a normal housewife and wife here. In this blog I am focusing on my activities as a hotwife and therefore I am focusing a lot on the cuckold. My husband is much more than my cuckold and I am much more than his hotwife. Much of the signs of that love occur outside of the hotwife and cuckold realm, just in the mundane that I don't relate here. 

	I am aware that florsumisa, for example, has a very different way of writing her blog than I do in that regard. She continually writes love messages to her husband, even though she knows he will probably never read them. I mean there you can see how different situations influence different writing styles. She feels this need (is that right, flower?) to express her love to her husband, within the context of her infidelity, precisely because her infidelity is not consensual and her husband is removed from her affairs. In my case, as Daniel is aware of everything, I take many things for granted and I don't feel the need to vindicate my love for him in the blog, at least not continuously or habitually. I do that on a daily basis, outside the blog. 

	I'm not trying to justify myself, only to analyze how I write and find a possible explanation for that perceived difference between what I convey with my writing and how I really feel towards my husband." 

	  

	Twenty years? Why did the previous anonymous person know it was twenty years? Had I published that figure? As far as I could remember, he had talked about three lustrums or little more than that, but he hadn't said it was twenty years. Had that anonymous person been right by chance, or did he know me? And if he knew me, who was it? Is it you, Daniel? Have I really made you angry? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you have any idea how the comments and opinions of the blog's followers influence Daniel, in the sense of reflecting, redirecting or rethinking the dynamics of your relationship? Do you know if those opinions generate doubts about you, even if he tries to dismiss them, or is he absolutely impervious to doubt? Do you think it is possible that by dint of reading them, they end up getting to him and distrust settles in his heart? If that were to happen, would it seriously affect your couple?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"All comments are thought-provoking. Everything influences. No one is free from being influenced in some way. 

	However, the most apocalyptic comments lose steam on their own and the taciturn repetition of the same type of pessimism only accelerates the loss of influence. Daniel usually smiles when he reads those comments, because they use premises that are not true, do not know our daily reality and come to predetermined conclusions. No, I don't think those comments affect him in any way. 

	Then there are the more elaborate questions, not necessarily because of their length, but because they focus on new points of view. These questions help us both to reflect and understand each other better. 

	If there are doubts? Of course there are. But those doubts, in their right dose, are part of the game. And, in any case, both suspicion - which is more than doubt - and total certainty are the silent killer of relationships. We try to stay somewhere in between. If anything, the only certainty is that Daniel is mine and I will never let go. Of that you can be absolutely certain." 

	  

	Do you hear me, Lidia? Get your filthy paws off him! 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't you think that your hotwife-submissive life is increasingly phagocytizing your real life? There are more and more parts of that life, which you call mundane, invaded by the hotwife-submissive facet. You were on the point of taking your daughter on that excursion with Lidia. Do you think that if you continue along this path there is a certain risk that in the end Gerardo's submissive hotwife will completely swallow up Gemma, woman, wife and mother, making her disappear completely?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If you replaced the verbs fagotizar and tragar by others and eliminated the adverb completely, I would agree with you that this risk exists. But as you write it, I can't subscribe to it, because I think that's an extreme we wouldn't go to." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	When we got home, we went straight to bed, but not to sleep. Gerardo made love to me and did it his way. He removed the rubber rings from my nipples. The blood, rushing back, caused a brief, but intense pain. Soon after, he placed the chain with the clamps on them. He especially liked the chain because it allowed him to stimulate me easily and also allowed him to order me around without having to tell me anything. Between the leash and the chain on my nipples, I had three things to pull on. Over time, we had worked out a code: depending on the number of times he pulled, the intensity, whether he pulled on the right nipple, the left or both, it meant one thing or another. Two quick tugs meant, for example, that she rode faster. One of medium duration meant slower. One long, intense one meant I wanted him to moan. That's the easiest one to remember. Three short jerks were the command for me to come off and suck his cock. There were more codes; some, like the difference between left and right, were hard to distinguish in the heat of battle and my mistakes could have negative consequences. 

	Gerardo fucked me slowly. He was rather one-shot and took advantage of it well, without haste. I, for my part, was forbidden to cum without his explicit permission. That night, however, he allowed me to cum with him. I already knew his movements well and knew when he was about to cum. However, Gerard also used to indicate it to me with a long, continuous and intense tug on the chain, stretching my nipples and elongating them painfully. That meant not only that he was going to cum, but also that I was allowed to do it myself, but at the same time as him and moaning loudly. And it also meant that he wanted me to ride his cock fast and deep, impaling me with it as deep as I could go each time I lowered my hips. Gerard filled me with his seed and orgasm, at last, came over me. It was a long, intense orgasm. When it was over, I collapsed on his chest and fell asleep on him. In my dreams I knew that, if I continued with him, I would end up getting pregnant at some point; I could not resist giving him that gift or end up satisfying my instinct of motherhood. The beautiful images of pregnant submissive women he had shown me, some of which I had been posting on my blog, haunted me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said several times that Daniel has more self-confidence than many men who criticize him, because he is able to patiently endure your infidelities and supports you in them. You have also said that Daniel has no say in how and with whom you cheat on him and that he has no choice but to stick by you. If Daniel is not the one who allows your affairs, because he doesn't have that ability, and he puts up with it all because it's your decision and he loves you, then he has no courage or self-assurance, only fear." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Not at all. I have the ability to decide, because he wants me to have it. Or if you prefer, because he allows it. 

	Likewise, Gerardo can decide many things regarding my sexuality, because I have given him that power. 

	The master would have no power, if the submissive does not give it to him. If he had it, it would not be submission, but slavery." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When Daniel wants to end your game for good, I'm sure he'll talk it over with you first. But who do you think, hand on heart, will actually make the final decision? Let's see if we agree on the answer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, maybe Gerardo will just get bored with me or with us. Is that what you wanted to hear? 

	Because with respect to Daniel and me, we will most likely come to similar conclusions at about the same time. We haven't endured twenty years together because we think disparately, quite the opposite." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said, "Not at all. I have the ability to decide, because he wants me to have it. Or, if you prefer, because he allows it." Does this mean that the day Daniel decides to take away or no longer allow you that ability to decide, your life as a submissive and hotwife is over? Or since he already allowed it in the past, does he now have to put up with it for life, even though he no longer wants it? Whereupon, we'd be back to square one, that he's not brave or confident or anything, because he can only put up with it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's a good question to which I honestly can't answer you firmly. We'll see when it happens, if it happens. Until then, only the rhyme of Santa Rita comes to mind, that what is given is not taken away." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I woke up disoriented, how long had I slept? I had lost track of time. Gerardo was under me, snoring. Slowly my mind cleared and I became fully conscious. Daniel! 

	I dismounted Gerardo. His flaccid cock came out of my vagina. I had to cover myself with my hand to keep his cum from spilling onto the floor. It's too precious for that. Groping, I found my way to our servant's bedroom. 

	-Daniel, are you awake? -I whispered. 

	-Do you really expect me to say no? -answered our butler, not without some sarcasm. 

	-I love you," I reminded my husband, "Do you know that? 

	-Are you sure? 

	-Don't be silly! 

	-You were more excited about the choker than the rose," she accused me. 

	-Are you jealous now? -I replied, while with one hand I unconsciously touched the ring of my golden necklace. You know better than that. 

	[Wait a minute. That it's not like that, what? That he's not jealous or that it's not true that the choker made you more excited]? 

	-I love you. Only you," I reminded him, once again. 

	-I believe you. But I need to know what that necklace means to you. That necklace and the ring... or ring, but you know it's a ring. 

	At that moment, I realized that I had been touching it for a while. Daniel had not been able to see it, because it was dark. 

	-It means... that Gerardo is my... boss. You know that. -My partner. During the vacations he would be my partner, not just my boss. That was what we had agreed. That was what Gerardo had asked me to psych myself up, to auto-suggest, just as he had done with other challenges he had set me. But I'm finding this challenge too easy, dangerously easy. 

	-Your boss? Bosses give that away to their secretaries now? 

	-Some do. And I'm not his secretary anymore. -Not alone anymore. 

	-Your boss? -Daniel repeated, taciturnly. 

	-My... you know... -My partner. -My master. -I always had trouble using that word. Why did Daniel make me say it? 

	-And you are...? 

	-His... -Couple -His submissive. Is that what you want to hear? He's my master and I'm his submissive. But I love you. -There was silence for a few seconds -He is my master," I said, more to myself than to Daniel. I shrugged, not realizing that Daniel couldn't see my gesture. He is my master," I repeated unnecessarily, as if I were trying to convince someone of something by repeating the same thing over and over again. And as such I love him. But I love you. You are my husband. 

	Daniel kept silent. 

	-Can you live with that, with me loving him? 

	This time I had the impression that it was my husband who shrugged his shoulders. 

	-Yes. I love you more than my life. 

	-What have I done to deserve so much? -I asked excitedly. 

	-I suppose to be the most wonderful woman in the world and make my fantasies come true. Even some of my nightmares. 

	-Don't say that! 

	-No. It's true. But don't worry, that's part of being a cuckold. Cuckold by vocation, I mean. I've already explained it to you. Sometimes I want things I don't want. I don't know if you understand me. 

	-More than you think. -I also wanted to experience fantasies I'd rather not experience. I've learned a lot these last two years. I don't know if you've noticed. 

	-Of course. And I appreciate it. I really do. It's just that... 

	-What's the matter, love? Tell me. 

	-You know he will try to separate us. Maybe because he wants you all to himself, but more likely because it will be a challenge for him. Or both. You know he'll try. 

	-And... is he getting it? 

	-Never! 

	-Never, my love! 

	-Gema. 

	-Yes? 

	-You still haven't forgiven me for that? 

	-Of course! But things have their consequences. I don't say it as a retaliation. I think you like this phrase; it's one of yours: To every action there is a reaction. Wasn't it? It's nothing premeditated. Not now, at least. It's just that... 

	-Yeah. I understand. 

	Again, silence. 

	-You know? -My husband asked after a while. I don't dislike this situation. I still think you deserve better, someone better than him. But surely then he would be more jealous and more afraid of losing you. So... 

	-You fool! You think you're safe because he's old and less handsome than you? You think that's what I value? 

	-Nnn... 

	-I value other things in you as much as in him! I don't love you for being handsome. I love you for being the way you are, for trusting me like that, for being so sweet to me when you are, for... 

	-Wait! You didn't let me finish. That's not what I meant. I was telling you that I don't dislike the situation. I was referring to how you have enhanced your dominant side with me, while enjoying your submissive side with him. You know, that last one doesn't come easy to me. And because of that, I need you to be more dominant with me. When I feel submissive towards you, I feel safe. 

	-Do you want more? -I asked incredulously. What more can I give you, beyond treating you like a servant in the presence of my partner? Is that really what you want, forever? 

	Daniel did not answer my question. He chose to keep quiet, as he often did. 

	-Do you need more, my love? 

	Daniel remained mute. 

	-Come! I have a present for you. -I climbed on top of him. It's from my... boss. Okay, I'll tell it to you the way you like to hear it, but I'll only tell it to you. It's from my master. -I shook my head, even though Daniel couldn't see me. From my partner. Is that what you want to hear? -I shook my head again, incredulous at what I thought my husband was asking me and at my honesty. You've filled me up. I need you to clean me, like a good servant. Come, do it! Share it with me! Tastes good, doesn't it? Mmm. My partner. My master. Maybe I'll be your master someday, too. Would you like that? Hmm. Stick your tongue in. Get it all out! It's all yours. It's my gift. You know, I've been in that same position, under Lidia. I've never told you before, but I bet you've already imagined it, huh? You've seen me do it with you and her, but... -I bit my lip for a moment, then I continued-... it's different with him. You know what I feel in those moments? That the slut doesn't deserve the cum of my boss, sorry, of my... partner. From our master. I'm her submissive, not her. I suck her pussy to take it from her, not to give her pleasure. But with you it's different, with you I want to share it, just like I share my life. Yes! Lick me! Bring me to the brink of orgasm! But don't you dare make me come! We're not allowed to do that. Oh, yes, you do it so well! You always do better when I have his cum in me. I wonder why that is. Maybe those little pink panties finally changed you? Do you want Gerard to be master of us both? Yeah, keep it up! I'd ask you to touch my breasts, but we don't have to. Do you like the tits he gave me? I bet you do. What did you like better? Watching the waiter look at my tits? Watching that stranger on the beach grope them? Or watching me walk around in my topless, holding his hand? Is that how you imagine it, if there were three of us, three of us? Ahh! Don't answer, go on! Touch my necklace! Do you feel his ring? Uhhh! I love you so much, love! Ahh! Stop! Stop! Stop! I mustn't cum. STOP! 

	I got up suddenly and fled to the door. I had almost had an orgasm. I had avoided it by the skin of my teeth. 

	-Love? -I love you. When we get home, I'm going to fuck that little ass of yours. You know I only do that with you. And if you behave, maybe I'll fuck you with my pussy too. -If Lidia lets us. That is, if Gerardo leaves us. Sweet dreams, my love. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Regarding all this controversy about the necklace: have you sat down and talked to your husband calmly about how he feels about you wearing that item permanently? Does it affect him emotionally, does he feel hurt in any way, or does he see it as another step in the game? Does he still believe that you love him, or have doubts arisen? Does he feel that Gerard is now a greater threat to him? I think, if you haven't, you should talk to him in confidence about all of this. Best of luck." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The necklace doesn't change anything, it's just a symbol. Maybe I'm not the best person to look down on symbols, because years ago, my husband took off his ring -for the convenience of going to the gym and doing weights- and I made him put it back on. As I said, it doesn't change anything. It only expresses what we all already know: that sexually I belong -in good part- to Gerardo. But I assure you that we keep that in mind, in any case. 

	Well, there is one thing that changes, and that is that now that membership is visible, to friends and even to our daughter. But they don't know what it means, so it doesn't matter so much. 

	Daniel is fine. Actually, all this stuff about him belonging to another man excites him, although he will never (never?) admit it in the case of Gerardo. If it had been with Silvestre, he would have been thrilled. But I've said it before, I don't always have to do what he loves. I do what he wants (he wants to have a hotwife and be submissive to her), but the details of implementing those desires are up to me. That's all right! And if some detail causes him discomfort, that's the price he has to pay to get me to do roughly what he wants deep down.  

	You give a lot of thought to the symbolism of the necklace, but as I said, basically, it doesn't change anything and, besides, in any case, it is more honest to wear that symbol well visible than to try to hide it. It's more honest, because that way it makes the relationship between us very clear: Gerardo's choker, my husband's wedding ring and my wedding ring on his ring finger." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue V – Post-Holiday Syndrome 

	  

	"The most terrifying monsters are those that hide in our souls" - Edgar Allan Poe. 

	  

	  

	What the famous writer had said was true and was especially applicable to me -that was where my greatest danger came from- and probably also to my husband. It was no coincidence that Gerardo's father's name was Alan. In any case, the vacation was over. I had lived the experience of being Gerard's partner, with my husband - yes, my husband, because the vacation was over - as a kind of unconventional butler. It had been an experiment. But the experience had been good, perhaps too good. It was a possible life for all three of us, for me, for my husband and, surprisingly, for Gerardo as well. But it was not for Vicky. And that's why it could never become a reality. The three of us - Gerardo, Daniel and I - could not live together under the same roof, because the four of us could not do it either. The only thing I could do was to wear her necklace and see how far that would take us. 

	As my husband says, who whispers the words in my ear as I write this and stubbornly insists that I write it (I'm going to give in to his stubbornness this time; I think he deserves it): 

	"Set a course, Mr. Sulu." 

	"Which way, Captain Kirk?" 

	"Mmm. Towards that unknown star. Third from the right. Maximum warp speed!" 

	"To an unknown country," my husband whispers to me, purposely spoofing the title of one of the Star Trek movies. 

	Okay, Daniel! I went on, this is not a science fiction book and it's not a book for freaks either. Cuckold and freak are two different things, although in your particular case they coincide. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I just read your story today. You have never spoken of your husband as you have done here of Gerardo. Your words are full of admiration, devotion and love for Gerardo. How different from the coldness with which you speak of Daniel! Gerardo can feel very proud of having succeeded in awakening in you all those deep feelings." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Imagine how proud he would feel, if he also read what I write about him! Although of course, that's only hypothetically speaking." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The image you have put up today of the cat and the mouse, I think they represent Gerardo and Daniel. Gerardo is the predator, large, voracious, relentless with its prey. Daniel is the mouse , small, defenseless, at the mercy of the varmint that will devour him without remedy." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Who chose the vacation accommodation, you or Gerardo? If it was Gerardo, I am disappointed, I thought him braver. A hotel would have been appropriate. You would have to check in and ask for a separate room for your husband They would know from your ID that you live with Daniel, but that the double room is for you and Gerardo That would have shown everyone what kind of relationship you have and that you are proud to show everyone. It would have let Gerardo be the macho man he is and denigrated the cuckold as he deserves." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It was Gerardo. I guess he wanted to have the garden and pool to train me at his whim."  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo didn't take you to Corralejo, did he? To the Hotel Natura. I've been there and the location is spectacular, but the apartments are not up to the standard you'd expect from a rich guy like Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I prefer not to give too many clues. In the end, everything can be traced and I have to protect myself. Anyway, the important thing is not the level of luxury of the bungalows, but the privacy they offered, especially with regard to the private pool and garden." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I realized why Gerardo chose for vacation a bungalow instead of a hotel. His goal was to humiliate Daniel as much as possible in front of you. In a hotel he could not have had him all the time as a servant-slave, nor have him working piecework on the chores of a house while he benefited his wife. Nor could Daniel have played such a degrading role under the gaze of customers and employees for seven days. So the bungalow was perfect for degrading and vexing Daniel." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gema. I understand that during your vacation Gerardo was your partner and Daniel was your servant. But weren't you tempted to sneak away from Gerardo and meet Daniel to have forbidden sex with your servant/husband? Not just kissing, I mean full-blown sex, don't you think Daniel would have deserved this? Maybe this would have been a great way to show your deep love for Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Cheating on Gerardo? Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. Delicious! The horned cuckold. In a week there was no reason for that. But your question is more than justified. Do you know what would happen if I ended up being -as some anonymous people suggest- Gerardo's partner? Well, that's just it! I just said it before: my husband comes in the same pack as me, one way or another. I don't think Gerardo would find it funny to be cuckolded - imagine what would happen if he read my story! It was only kissing, but... Anyway, guess who had the key to my husband's chastity device!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I admit it: I'm bad. I confess that I had tried to awaken this fantasy in my wife during the vacations. Since she was the old man's partner, why shouldn't his flower woman have a younger lover? I had tried, but had failed. Gema - my wife - had not been seduced by me and had been faithful to the old man. To me, however, she was not faithful. But that was my choice. Beyond a little kiss when Gerardo wasn't looking, I hadn't gotten anything from her. {And what woman would want anything from a man in his panties and with his dick in a cage? Lidia, for example! She had screwed me, of course. I'm not even capable of seducing my wife anymore. It had even seemed a bit unfair. Gema had been adamant about it. It seemed unfair to me, because her firmness was not motivated by breaking the rules of the game. In fact, my attempts to seduce her into cheating on her summer partner were completely compatible with the game. Shouldn't a handsome servant offer his best services to his mistress? Couldn't a lady dream of unwinding with her handsome servant, if her husband was an old smoker and drinker? Isn't that what beautiful flower women do, who have one or more lovers? But I hadn't managed to get my wife to deviate one inch from her role as a faithful partner. If anything, I had managed to get her to move just a few millimeters with her furtive winks and kisses. 

	I had reminded him through an anonymous question on his blog. That was one of the advantages and disadvantages of her blog: the anonymous questions. Some were mine, to take her temperature, to provoke her, to make her think. But from the same anonymity, others could be from her boss, or from Lidia. What if Gerardo had circulated his blog among his future potential clients -or perverts not really interested in physical sex-, as a morbid added service? 

	  

	*** 

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you think Gerardo is taking on attitudes or roles that would correspond to his husband on a day-to-day basis? Would you be concerned if he were? And your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Not really, although during the vacations he did, but it was a vacation and it was supposed to be, because, after all, I was his partner. But it doesn't happen on a day-to-day basis. The only thing that could perhaps be considered as a husband's role is the part of being the (economic) provider for the family, because, although I am the one who brings home the money lately (Daniel is still collecting unemployment, finalizing his project to start a company), I know that a good part of what I get (my bonus) is due to him. 

	We would be concerned if he tried to behave like a husband. That's not his role. But I don't think he's interested in that either. I already have my own husband. On vacation, for a limited and well-defined period of time, it's fine to be a quasi-couple, but not on a daily basis. If Gerardo were to act as a husband, I'd have to find myself a horn player to put the horns on him, don't you think?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have often admitted that there are numerous risks, of various kinds, in your submissive relationship, which can seriously affect your real life. I agree with you that it is precisely those risks that make real life exciting. But if any of those risks materialize, have you and Daniel talked about how to deal civilly with their negative consequences so that you can assimilate the loss? Which will obviously be unequal for both of you, just as your relationship is." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We haven't made anything concrete, because we don't think there is anything to make concrete. You have to take things naturally. There are things that you may not want to happen, that it is better to avoid happening, but if they do happen, often the biggest problem is in our heads and not so much in the reality of things. If something happens, our plan is to handle it naturally and without drama." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Behind all the sexual restrictions you impose on your husband, you can see Gerardo's hand. He manipulates you, especially you, into thinking it's just between you and Daniel, but it's not. Gerardo wants to have absolute control of your sexuality, including your most private and intimate space. His desire is that you not have sex with anyone he has not previously allowed, including your husband, and that you have sex only when he wants you to. From what you tell, I think he's pretty much got it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're probably right when you say Gerardo pursues that. I don't really mind not having sex with men who haven't, let's say, authorized him. Anyway, despite being a hotwife, I've never been that promiscuous. I've said it several times before, I like long term relationships. However, regarding sex with my husband, one way or another, I have it and will continue to have it. For that I don't need authorization. After all, I am hotWIFE, so the husband is implied." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The other day you were saying that your husband told you that Gerardo is trying to separate you and you asked him if he was succeeding. He said "never", but I don't think that's true. He has already separated you physically by keeping you away from each other for long periods of time. Sexually by limiting your sexual contact with Daniel. Affectively, because now you have to divide your love between two people and the new always gets more. Gerardo is patient, it's only a matter of time before he breaks up your marriage for good." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You seem pretty sure that Gerardo is not going to be able to separate you, but Gerardo is smarter than you. He has a plan and is achieving milestones. He tried to speed it up with Lidia and, although he surely didn't get everything he wanted, he managed to drive a small wedge with Daniel, with beneficial consequences for him The vacation has served him to prove to you twenty-four hours a day that he is much better at everything than Daniel - in bed and in life - that Daniel, as an inferior, can only be a servant not a husband." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gerardo has also tried to separate you from Daniel with Mario. Perhaps this is the worst move he has made. Your husband realized that Gerardo was trying to make Mario your husband's submissive substitute and reacted by asking for more attention from you and not giving Mario space. That is why Daniel has been angry with you several times when you have been with Mario. This time your husband was attentive, but it won't always be like that. Besides Lidia, Gerardo has scored several goals on him: your tits, Switzerland, the necklace..." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think you have mistitled your story. You should have titled it: 'Vacation with Gerardo and my husband'. It's more realistic." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Coming soon, vacation with my boss and my sissy - better this way?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon. I think you are a bit lazy, you are not trying hard enough with your husband, you should redouble your efforts with him. Realize that his intelligent mind adapts quickly to the environment and more so now than ever. Honestly, I don't think you surprise him anymore. Good thing he's going back to work soon, because he's getting bored with you. And the fucking great thing is that you know it, don't you?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I can think of another better title for the story, "Vacation with Gerard and the impotent, faggoty cuckold." What do you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"For it is doubly untrue." 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi, Gema. People who complain about the title of your reports are just idiots. Ignore them, Gema. I can only hope that these people don't stop you from posting here in the future. I admit that I also wish you would have more sex with Daniel and be more clear about your love for your husband in front of Gerardo, but I understand that this is part of a sex game. Believe me, there are many who follow your blog enthusiastically. Please don't stop." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you, tarcotron. I have sexual intercourse with my husband. I insist, vaginal sex is not the only type of sexual intercourse, but we have that too." 

	  

	With Lidia supervising him. 

	  

	cumbersome: 

	"Gema, the story of your vacation in the Canary Islands is over?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Yes, my wife's story was over, but our story was not, although from a literary point of view my wife suggested to the reader to end it in the sixty-fourth chapter. Personally, and even if it goes against logic, the end of the first epilogue seems to me more interesting to end the story and perhaps also the story. Would I leave her if she became pregnant by Gerardo? It was not the same as if she had become pregnant by Silvestre. One would have been an accident, the other something premeditated. Somehow, I knew that the old man would end up impregnating my wife. Seeing her as I had seen her during my vacation with him had confirmed it. Strangely, I had coped well with my role as a servant. Too well, damn it! Gema had insisted to Gerardo that the three of us go on vacation together. But I couldn't shake off the impression that the old man had actually planned it that way. Had he wanted to prove that I could adapt to that role? And to whom had he wanted to prove it? To me or to her? Had he finally understood that he couldn't break us and had he settled for bending us? More like bending me.  

	But as my wife had said: "There are things that have no way back. Once cuckolded, always cuckolded. Once she has cuckolded you and seen how she has turned you on, everything will have changed forever. She will have changed the way she sees you and the way she values herself and that freedom she has gained. If you're not willing to wear the antlers for life, don't propose to your wife." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Hot Wife Gem (with photo of a naked man, on his knees, crestfallen, facing the wall, hands cuffed behind his back): 

	"Once a cuckold, always a cuckold. Once bludgeoned, always bludgeoned. Once cuckolded and bludgeoned..." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are right about once you have let your wife make you a cuckold and lose respect for you as a man, you can never again be what you were to her. She's always going to need others between her legs and that she'll prefer them over you. What I don't think is true is that you still need the cuckold between your legs nor that you love him the same. Once the step is taken, love is transformed and ceases to be the love of a partner and lover, to be a brotherly love, like that of siblings or good friends." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why do you want everything to be static, everything to be the same, everything to be as it should be, because that is how it should be and not how you can imagine it or even how it has become at other times in our history, in our culture and in other cultures?  

	Do you really believe that human beings are programmed from birth to be only one way or that there is only one true way? Do you not see that throughout the history of mankind there have been different models of relationships between people, different ways of approaching sexuality? 

	In Classical Greece, true love was considered to be love between men. There were even armies made up only of men and their male partners. Even today, that seems unimaginable to us, at least as natural as it must have been for the ancient Greeks. In ancient Greece, the priestesses of Aphrodite practiced a kind of religious prostitution. 

	In the Muslim culture -which had so much influence in these lands-, heir and transmitter of the classical culture, men had male lovers, in addition to their harem of women. 

	On the island of Sulawesi in Indonesia, for the Bugis ethnic group there are five different genders, instead of only male and female. There are female women and male men. But there are also feminine men and masculine women. And finally, there is the gender whose identity fluctuates according to the moment. 

	In ancient Crete, polyandry was practiced, which is when a woman has multiple husbands. It also occurred in several ethnic groups in Tibet, in some provinces of China and in more places. Although that has been a less widespread phenomenon than societies where one man can have several wives, it has existed. 

	In New Guinea, girls begin having sex at the age of eight and boys at the age of twelve. 

	In some parts of Nepal it is not unusual for brothers to share a wife. 

	These cultural expressions have not impeded the happiness of the people who practice them. They are things that we miss from our point of view, possibly as much as they would miss things about our society. 

	But you, if you prefer, continue to cling to unproven dogmas. You can continue to believe in it, just because you have been told since you were young that it is the only way and that it is the right way. But it so happens that reality is taciturn and it is enough to do a little research to see that there is more than one possible way." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In all that long speech about cultures and sexuality you talk only about which and how people can be recipients of love, but not about the quality of the love they receive. You yourself have said that there are many kinds of love, but I still believe that a man you do not respect, giving your sexuality to another, can still be loved, but not as your partner or referent in your life, but as one loves a friend or brother, not as the most important person in your life, simply because he is no longer so." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are free to believe or disbelieve what you want. You are free to live or not to live as you wish. You are even free to express opinions, as if they were universal and unalterable dogmas, equally applicable to the billions of humans that inhabit this planet. So many others before you already said that true love... true art... true faith... true morality... Search history and find out who said it with aplomb and without the slightest hint of doubt!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The cuckold is like an obese child who is forced to lose weight. At first all the cake is for him and he eats at all hours. Then he realizes that a piece of the cake has been taken away from him and that of what is left he is only allowed to eat at specific times. With each passing day, his slice of cake gets smaller and soon he can only eat it once a day. Until one day he sees that there is no more cake for him, because the other has eaten it all, and he realizes that he is going to go hungry for the rest of his life." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What if the little he eats tastes better and feels better?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that having very little sex with Daniel makes you value him much more when you do. With Gerardo you have sex every day - does that mean you don't value the sex you have with Gerardo?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't have sex every day with Gerardo. But obviously, I value much more when I have sex with my husband. From there to saying that I don't value sex with Gerardo is a fallacy (that has nothing to do with his phallus)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that you do not have sex every day with Gerardo. However, you have related that many days you go to his house at lunchtime and have sex and many other days you stay at the office late to have sex as well. Then on the weekend, you go to Gerardo's house with your husband and have sex with Gerardo again. So how many times a week do you have sex with Gerardo and how many times a month do you have sex with your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"When I say we go at lunchtime or after work to their house, it doesn't mean it's every day or that it happens every week. It happens when it comes up. 

	With my husband I have sex every week, about twice a week, although I imagine you mean vaginal sex. I have vaginal sex with him every two weeks or so, although he is not always allowed to cum inside me. Sometimes, he's not even allowed to cum (although he orgasms about twice a month)." 

	  

	Whether he would cum inside me was no longer up to me, but to Lidia. She no longer controlled my life. Of our life. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't know how you can say that you value sex with your husband more than with Gerardo. You yourself have confessed that Daniel is only able to give you a little pleasure with his tongue, while with Gerardo sex is complete and your satisfaction is always full. There is no color." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I never said that. You are betrayed by your imagination (or perhaps your hidden desires, but fear not, I do not judge you)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Having almost daily sex with Gerardo on your half-day and evening getaways to his house and with the intense sex you have when you sleep over with him on weekends, don't you think you could do without sex with your husband altogether? Being satisfied enough as Gerardo has you, don't you think you're wasting your energy with Daniel on sex that also doesn't satisfy you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I don't think so. Besides, my husband is in training and requires a special kind of sex." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The vacation with the two of them had given me food for thought, not there, with them, but back to the daily routine at home. Fortunately, Gema was back to answering questions and that allowed me to sneak a few into her blog. However, I wondered if, with that same goal in mind, that of proving that I could be the servant of the two of them, had Gemma and not Gerard arranged the vacation that way? {You're not underestimating her for being a woman, are you? Had it really been her, rather than Gerardo, who had arranged the joint vacation in this way, with the purpose of proving to me that it was feasible, not just as a one-off, but as an ongoing thing? What if Gemma is more manipulative than I thought her capable of? It was not clear to me. I was in a thick fog that did not allow me to see beyond. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't you think that by forcing your husband to dress in feminine clothing you are condemning him to social isolation? How can he show up for a job interview, go out with friends, interact with your neighbors or go visit his family dressed like that? When he goes out dressed like that, there are lots of casual situations that can embarrass him and that will cause your husband to withdraw and shy away from social contact. I think that, even if you think you're not, you're doing Daniel a great disservice." 

	  

	For wearing pink panties under her pants, for wearing a chastity device which, by the way, is not mine, but Lidia's, for making her shave from the waist down? Please, I don't even want her to wear a sissy dress! 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you have a social life with your partner? Do you go to any kind of celebrations with Gerardo's family or friends, other than his birthday party? Do the two of you go out alone on weekends?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The truth is that we are very homey. We have friends like everyone else and we celebrate with our relatives like most people do. Occasionally we go out alone as a couple to a restaurant. The partying and clubbing, it's not for us anymore. But as I said, we are very much homebodies. This kind of adventures may help us to get away from home. 

	I have not met Gerardo's friends or family again, except with Manolo once. I don't think I have told you that. I had told a similar scene and I didn't want to be repetitive, but I'll summarize it for you as follows: As you probably know, Gerardo and I exchange messages with photos. It's stuff from our fantasies. Some of these sequences are posted on my blog, although I don't usually say -with some exceptions- that they correspond to an exchange with Gerardo. The thing is that, as with the previous time -it seems that I don't learn from my mistakes (some misguided people say that I don't want to learn)-, I sent him several spanking images. I still don't know why that turns me on so much and particularly with him. Maybe it's because it makes me feel like a child. The thing is that -just like the previous time- he sent me to his friend Manolo's house so he could take care of me. (I like Manolo, but when it comes to spanking, I prefer Gerardo, maybe because, although they are of a similar age, my boss seems more mature). On this occasion, Gerardo told me that he wanted me to take my husband to Manolo's house, which I welcomed. I like that there is progress in that direction of interacting more with Daniel. So, my husband played chauffeur and waited for me outside, while Manolo took care of me. I returned home with a reddened ass and a hottie between my legs. Daniel took care of my ass with creampie and my hotness with his tongue (actually, I fancied his cock, but I estimated that it was not good for his education at that time)." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Have you told Daniel clearly that you will never leave Gerardo, that you are willing to go on with Gerardo, even behind his back, as you have just confessed? And that therefore it is better for him to swallow whatever comes, no matter how hard and humiliating it is for him, because if not, he will lose what little he has. You keep sending him subliminal messages along those lines, but I think you should tell him that to his face." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Didn't I seem clear enough to you? What makes you think that my husband, who is very intelligent, hasn't already grasped it, if even you have understood it? If you see it so clearly, don't you think he sees it very clearly? What I think is that Daniel sees beyond all that." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The way he behaves, I don't think your husband is smart at all. I think he is much more of a fool than you and he thinks he is. The only intelligent one here is Gerardo, who manipulates your husband as he wants, with the collaboration of a smarty pants like you, of course." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There are many types of intelligence: there is intelligence, as pure and hard intellect, there is emotional intelligence, and so on. My husband is much smarter than Gerardo in certain aspects, but Gerardo is smarter in others. I'm not intelligent; I'm just smart; I agree with you there. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	And when she became pregnant - not if, but when - would I stay by her side? Theory and practice can become very different. Did I want to be a father again, the father of a child that, biologically, would not be mine? {But it will be biologically hers, of the woman you love. Isn't that the most important thing?} I don't know what's wrong with me. I don't even care anymore that people who know I've had a vasectomy are "weirded out". 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You recently said that if you had another child, it would not be your husband's, which is obvious, because he can no longer procreate. If that were to happen, would Daniel be willing to raise another man's child? Would he also, if it were Gerardo's child? How would that change your relationship with your husband? Would you consider living with the child's father?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm not considering having anyone's child. But as long as I'm fertile, it's something that by accident could happen. In that case, the question that would arise would be what to do. Abortion is the easy thing to do, the most comfortable thing to do, but also the least ethical. What would I do? I don't think I can theorize, because everything changes when you are in that situation. 

	And my husband? He initiated me in this and he knew and knows very well what the risks are. We are responsible and consistent people. If I were to get pregnant, I would talk to my husband and we would decide what to do. I would take his opinion and feelings very much into account, but I don't believe in the charade of collegial decisions (and thus diluted responsibilities). Decisions and responsibilities are always individual. In this case, since I am a woman and it is my body, I would be the one to make the final decision. I would do it in agreement with Daniel, but the decision would be mine, whatever it was. And I am sure Daniel would accept it and stand by me. As I said above, we are consistent. 

	How it would affect my relationship with Daniel is another matter. Honestly, I could not say. What you are asking me is an event for which it is impossible to forecast the turbulence of emotions it would produce. 

	As I said before, I have no intention of getting pregnant again. If it were to happen, all options would be open, although I am leaning more towards one of them. But it would be my decision. And if my decision were the other, Daniel - I hope - would be by my side, even if he were Gerardo's son. And I would be by his side, my husband's side, because I would not consider living with the father of the hypothetical child at all. In that situation, it would be our child, Daniel's and mine. 

	That said, the reality is much more complicated, because legal issues would also come into play. What would happen if Gerardo or whoever claimed paternity and custody? And also: would it be ethical to rob the child of his biological father?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I agree with you that, if you were to get pregnant, the responsibility and the decision would be yours alone, mainly because you would be the one to blame and it would not be fair to shift the burden of that difficult decision to Daniel - without eating or drinking it. But if your decision was to have him, then there would be room for a decision that would be exclusive to Daniel and that is whether or not he would want that child to be in his life. And if it's no, what would you do?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't think you understand how our relationship works: I remind you that it is - by Daniel's will - a female-led relationship. 

	It's the other way around. First, we would decide how to proceed as a couple, regardless of whether or not she would go through with the pregnancy. As a couple we would continue, but I am referring to the hotwife and cuckold part of the couple, that lifestyle. If Daniel still wanted to continue with that lifestyle, my decision about having the child or not would come later and he would accept it. I would listen to him and his opinion would be important to me, but I would not tell him beforehand what my decision would be; that would come later. So, if he decided to continue with me and this lifestyle, he would have to accept that I would eventually decide to have the child. Aside from the issue of raising another man's child - but also his beloved wife's child - there would also be the fact that our families know that he is vasectomized. But it's no big deal: it's not that Gerard is black!" 

	  

	Oh, you little offenders! I don't mean race, which biologically is a misnomer, but skin color, obviously. Obviously, I mean it wouldn't be that noticeable. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think in the answer about the decisions you would make when it comes to having your lover's child you have put it as if it were something similar to your boob job and I think it would be much more far-reaching. You put your husband in the real situation of you having someone else's child and you will see how the reaction will not be at all like you have put it. I assure you that no matter how well you think you know Daniel, you would be very surprised by the violence of his reaction and the consequences it would have. 

	I've said it before and I'll say it again: I don't want another child, from anyone." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What we have been discussing in this exchange has been merely in a hypothetical or even philosophical vein.  

	And I repeat the same thing: if I were to become pregnant and Daniel wanted to continue with this lifestyle, I would have to accept my decision to continue or abort the pregnancy. But he would also have the possibility of giving up this lifestyle. In this case, we would no longer play by the rules of hotwife-female domination and he would not be obliged to accept my decision. 

	That said, let me philosophize some more: Do you strongly believe that he would refuse to raise another man's child, but would you see it as normal for a couple with fertility problems to resort to artificial insemination or adopt a child (the latter is done even by couples without fertility problems)? In both cases, the child would not belong to the man who would raise it, at least not biologically. I'm not saying it's the same thing, but I think that - philosophically speaking - we sometimes give too much importance to certain details." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't worry, love, I'll always need you." I don't understand why you need Daniel. You don't need him as the father of your daughter, who is already grown up, nor as a breadwinner, because he doesn't bring in a euro, nor as a lover, because he is incapable of satisfying you Neither is he a guide, like Gerardo. Do you want to tell me what the hell you need your husband for? Don't you realize that he is a burden and that while he is in your life you will not take the definitive step of your submission to Gerardo? Gerardo is and will be your one and only true master." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Maybe I need it precisely for that, so that I don't end up taking the definitive step of my submission to Gerardo. I see you have it all very well thought out, but have you thought about that too?" 

	  

	***  

	  

	It was really hard to understand at times what Gemma needed me for, was it to keep her from falling into the abyss? But she's already in free fall and I can't stop her! What about me? What abyss was I falling into? She had hers and I had mine. But were they the same? The vacation with Gerardo hadn't been bad at all. It was better to be his servant than to be invisible. Besides, as a servant, I didn't need to feel bad about not exercising my role as my husband. She was the beauty and had deliberately chosen her beast. I was the candelabra and had no business protecting her from either herself or the beast. Which was the same thing. And me, into what abyss am I falling? I no longer have the pressure to satisfy her sexually and that makes me feel good. And I also don't have the pressure of having to protect her, like a real husband, a real man, would do, and I feel liberated. Gerardo, after all, wasn't such a bad guy. He was just an old man, but that wasn't his fault, it was time's fault. He was a pervert, but that's what we both liked. But he's too perverted. I wasn't attracted to him physically, but I wasn't the one sleeping with him. He was intelligent and cultured. And creative. I had seen that during our vacation. Besides, he had given me Lidia. Or rather, he had given me Lidia. 

	I loved the way Lidia dressed, especially when she went to Gerardo's house. I liked that she wore that kind of lingerie for him, like my wife. The old man and I had the same tastes. I had always liked stockings and garters. But Gema had always refused to wear them, because they were uncomfortable and useless, with the exception of our wedding day, of course. In the end she wore it for and because of him, but I enjoyed it too. As for Lidia, I didn't know if it came from her to dress like that. But as with my wife, what was certain was that Gerardo would demand it of her, if it didn't come from her. 

	Lidia. Of course I had always fantasized about my wife having sex with another woman, in front of me. But I hadn't really harbored much hope of making it happen. I had tried to get Sylvester to push her in that direction and had managed on one occasion to get a girl to grope her breasts. And on another, although that had not been my work, I had managed to get Gema and Nuria to give each other a little touch to provoke me first and then to set a trap for Luis Alberto. But it was clear to me that it wouldn't go beyond that. Gema repeated it often: she was not bisexual. Maybe she wasn't, in spite of everything. Or maybe even that was what Gerardo had managed to change in her. I couldn't help but recognize his mastery. And bow to him. Acknowledging it was a matter of justice, of overwhelming logic. Undoubtedly, the fact that he did it at Gerardo's request made things easier for him. If it had not been for him, it would have been impossible for it to happen. And I would have been left without a good show. And no doubt also, Lidia's lingerie had helped my wife to relax her attitude. In the end, she also loved the stockings, the garter belt... "I find it so sensual and erotic that it makes me forget, although it may sound incomprehensible, that she is a woman," Gema had once expressed. "At least at first, that had helped me a lot," she had admitted. Then she had looked at me and added: "Curiously, it's not because I've done it with a woman that I feel less feminine. Quite the opposite is the case! It's curious that the analogous situation between men has such different connotations for you." Her inquisitive gaze had lingered longer than it should have. No, Gema, I'm not interested in men, not like you are in women. I had blushed, looked away and refused to answer him. 

	Lidia. Of course, Gema was still jealous of her. About me and about him. "Hello, good afternoon, miss. First of all, my greetings and respects to your master. I follow your blog and for some time now, Lidia no longer appears. Has something happened between your master and her to make her disappear? Do you know anything about her?", jesus4224 had asked. And it was true that Gema had stopped commenting about her in her blog. And it is true that it is not clear to me who this follower means by "her mister". It was not easy for her to write about how we made love under Lidia's supervision. And it had been even more difficult for him to relate how Lidia and I had made love right under his nose. That's why I had stopped writing about her. Even in this book, I think that part deserves better development, but the book belongs to my wife. 

	In the meantime, Gema had to continue teaching Lidia at our house how to kiss feet. And Gerardo was still not satisfied with her progress. For some reason, she was unwilling or unable to learn and so it was my wife's turn to prove it to him over and over again. Gerardo's perfectionism suits me, after all. However, when Gema demonstrated for her, she couldn't get into a trance like she did with her boss. In the end he's right when he says he's not bisexual, despite everything. Maybe that's why Lidia couldn't learn at the pace or in the way Gerardo wanted. Or maybe all he wants is for her to spend more time with me. And I should blame him for that? No! The next four-way vacation? With her it wasn't a spiritual experience. If I had to put an adjective to it, I'd say it was simply erotic, but not transcendental, like with the old man. And needless to say (things as they are) that Lidia's feet are much more beautiful than those of my wife's boss. 

	At Gerardo's house, Lidia and my wife, under the old man's instructions, kept alternating scenes of high sensuality with scenes of fervent competitiveness. "They are nowhere near as violent as in these pictures," my wife had written, commenting on a series of photos. "But that doesn't make us any less competitive. We face the challenges Gerardo sets us, trying to be the winner, to win my boss's pride. At least, it's important to me that he's proud of me and that I remain his favorite. I can't compete in beauty or youth with Lidia, neither in freshness, but I match the conditions with maturity, passion and desire." Yes, Gerardo had hit on the key of how to spur her on. With respect to other women, my wife was driven more by jealousy than attraction, at least to get to the next level. "I'm the only one who has this tail; Lidia doesn't have one. I think she's jealous because of that. cunt!" my wife had commented in another post. Yes, Gerardo was a master. I understood better and better why Gema was so madly fascinated with him. Crazy, dangerously and inappropriately fascinated. And more. From the point of view of eroticism, it would have looked better if both Lidia and my wife both wore one of those fluffy slut tails. I was sure Gerardo would have preferred it that way. I would have preferred to see them both like that. But he had made the right distinction. 

	Lidia. Her breasts were small but appetizing. Like the forbidden fruit, they were a temptation. Even my wife recognized it. Sadly, though, she couldn't see herself really sharing it with me. {And would that scenario appeal to you? I thought you were a confirmed cuckold}. Maybe I'm someone who thinks relationships are better balanced with three people than two. I could well imagine myself living in such a relationship. Maybe that was what Gerardo had intended, sending Lidia periodically to our house. I may have been preparing for the vacations with the two of them. A threesome is a threesome, after all. Maybe Gerardo had indeed thrown in the towel on splitting us up and was content to have me as a servant. {And you want that?} I know what I don't want. I don't want to lose Gema. And I don't want to live a boring life. A threesome...? I don't know. I still don't like Gerardo, physically, I mean. Intellectually... A threesome with Lidia and my wife (I mean the three of us living together, not the sex) was a very interesting variant. And unexpected. But, really, which of the two variants did I prefer, presupposing the perfect goreador, on the one hand, and the (what?) perfect female, on the other hand? It's not a trivial question. The easy thing to say, as a man, is a threesome with two women. A mini harem. {A harem, you? You can barely satisfy one woman! What would you do with two?} Find them both a good gore man, I guess. And if it's the same one for both, all the better.  

	Coming back to reality and talking about Lidia's breasts, my wife had written: "Fortunately, I think Gerardo still likes mine better. I don't think it's because they are bigger or because he thinks they are prettier. I think he likes them better, because he has chosen them for himself and because they are not natural, as befits a real slut. That's why he has practically forbidden me - with exceptions - to wear a bra." Yes, Gema had had to throw her bras in the trash in the Canary Islands. And now, back home, she wasn't wearing them anymore either. At any moment, Gerardo tells her to throw them away, all of them! Or maybe he'll order me. My wife's considerable balls wobbled excitedly under her blouse. Like those of "a real slut". Gerardo, against all odds, had managed to get her much more hard than Silvestre. But in exchange, she had lost her sexual freedom. And in return, I run a real risk of losing her, as impossible as it may seem a priori. Her, the beautiful one, with that old man? Impossible! Even so, there's no denying that she likes Lidia's too," my wife continued to write, always thinking of him. "Of course! How could he not like them? Even I like them. Recently, he showed me a photo shoot he had done for her. It bugs me to think of spending time with her alone." Yes, Gerardo knew that and that was probably why he had shown her those photos. Apart from provoking her jealousy, spurring her competitiveness and getting her to do something for him that she normally wouldn't have done, to show him that she was the best, maybe it was some sort of punishment for something my wife had done wrong. "He wants to keep the competitiveness between us going, especially on my part, so that I don't rest on my laurels and do my best," my wife had acknowledged. She was well aware of what Gerard was doing and how he was doing it, but it did her no good to know. What can I say? The photos were very nice, very artistic. Lidia is a beautiful model. And she has appetizing breasts like sweet peaches. I know those breasts were hers, even though Lidia never lets her face be photographed; I know her little breasts well." Yes, my wife knew their shape and taste well - and so do I! Even so, Gema continued to maintain that she was not particularly turned on by women's breasts. I argued that for that I already had hers. "Ha ha ha ha ha ha," she had laughed nervously. But I knew that Lidia's did particularly turn him on. "Before I didn't understand why men were so fascinated by a woman's breasts, but now I do," he had written on another occasion. Perhaps that was why Gerardo had given her one of the photos from that photo shoot. Gerardo's moves are not easy to understand. There are always intersecting motives, primary mission objectives and secondary objectives. "He wants us to compete with each other, but he also wants us to continue to have a good relationship, an intimate relationship with each other," Gema had said. And that suited me just fine. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi, Gema. I'm rather curious. Would you like to have sex with Daniel in front of Gerardo? I mean have vaginal sex with Daniel, in this case. I know, Gerardo is too insecure for this. But what would Gerardo see if he watched you and Daniel making love? Another topic: as always your report on your vacation is exciting. But I hope that you will then also provide us with a detailed report on your reconnection time between you and Daniel after the vacation." 

	  

	sergio-aras: 

	"Good afternoon. I think you are a very talented writer. Your descriptions of your adventures are always hot. thanks for sharing! Please, Gema, tell us also about the vaginal sex between you and Daniel, after returning from the Canary Islands. In general, I would like to know about the reconnection time between you and Daniel, after the vacation. I think you said you and Daniel had a week alone to yourselves?" 

	  

	Wow, had Tarotron made himself an additional pseudonym? They were the same questions and almost the same words. Even his constant confusion between tuteo and ustedeo was reflected in both comments. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Back from vacation, Gema and I had had a week to ourselves. Gerardo had left us alone. And not even Lidia had come to our house. Unfortunately. Apparently, she was on vacation too. We were back to being husband and wife. The experiment of master, mistress and servant was over. Or so I thought. 

	My wife had kept the key to my chastity in her possession, although she would later return it to Lidia. But to my frustration, she had not taken it from me to have vaginal sex with her. Who am I kidding? I was partly relieved. This way I didn't make a fool of myself by cumming prematurely. I could accept that she resisted my attempts to seduce her during the vacations, so that she would cheat on her partner. But once that game was over and I had the key, why hadn't I uncaged myself? 

	We had even had a fight about it. It had all started with my protests, theatricalized like theatrical fencing, as exaggerated and fake as martial fencing. I love Hollywood musketeer movies, with their feints, capers and provocations, both with sword and tongue. But true martial fencing is best represented in the Spanish film Alatriste. But things had heated up and at some point I had forgotten that the sword I had in my hand, although it was theatrical and not sharp, could also hurt. The thing had gone further and in the end I felt that I was really pissed off, when I had only pretended to be. Is that how it works with you, Gema? You pretend you like Lidia, you pretend you like old Alan, and suddenly you really like him. Gema had flatly refused to release my birdie, even to have my well-deserved conjugal vaginal sex with her. She hadn't let me claim her, as a cuckold husband was supposed to do! She had argued to me that we shouldn't do it in Lidia's absence, that Gerard had given her this mission to supervise us and we should respect that! Follow the rules of the game. She may have said it to me as a joke at first. Supposedly, she didn't like Lidia witnessing our intimate act, but I wasn't so sure about that anymore. Eventually, my wife had gotten used to performing in front of an audience and had gotten the hang of it. I hadn't. I liked having Lidia come to our house, but not exactly for that reason. I felt humiliated when, either on her orders or because I couldn't stand it, I came too soon. Besides, it was hard for me to maintain an erection in those conditions. My dick tended to be a bit soft. But maybe it was also because of the prolonged caging. So long without being able to get a real erection had taught my chick poorly. That and every time I tried to get hard, the chastity device would tug at the skin of my scrotum and hurt me. The damn Pavlov's dog! My chick has learned to prevent the pain. In the end, we were really pissed off, but it was raining on my parade! During the vacations she didn't want to cheat on Gerardo with me and now she refused to have vaginal sex with me too! Maybe, if I hadn't raised the tone of the discussion, I would have been able to have vaginal sex with my wife in the end. Maybe he had only intended to provoke me, and he succeeded! Did he really still love me? And why should he? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"At the beginning of today's story, your husband finally expressed what he really feels. He doubts that you love him. We all doubt that you really love him. Even you yourself doubt, I'm sure, and more and more. You also know that Gerardo intends to and will succeed in separating you. He is the smartest. Then Daniel has figured it out and has gone back to telling you what you want to hear so as not to upset you. He intends to be there, picking up the crumbs, until Gerardo throws him out of your life. You probably didn't intend it, but he looked very sad." 

	  

	Daniel had not written anything on my blog. He would later, in this book, but he had not commented on my blog for some time, at least with a username by which I could identify him. It couldn't be true what this anonymous person said. I didn't see my husband as sad, much less very sad. {Ignore him! This user is lying!} [Unless he is one of the readers who also follows Daniel on his Anglo-Saxon cuckold forum].  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are like politicians: you constantly repeat some words, but the facts are in charge of disproving them every day. You tell Daniel that you love him and that you love Gerardo, but your actions, your attitudes, even your mental lapses when you are not so rational prove that it is not true. I really don't know if you love Gerardo. Maybe you don't know how to love anyone, but what you show every day is that you love him much more than Daniel. Daniel knows it, today you told it in your story, but it hurts him less if he doesn't see it." 

	 

	 

	    

	 

	


Epilogue VI - cruel Flowers 

	  

	"Sodom and Gomorrah... What a pity they were destroyed! How many absurd wars would have been avoided if their example had endured! Seriously, I don't think those inhabitants have any energy left over for a war. Nor do they seem to need gold or land..." - Gem Hot Wife 

	  

	  

	Flor, the florsumisa, was pregnant. My wife followed her blog. And so did I with fascination.  

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I would prefer my occasional lovers to be athletic and hairless in their sex, but I'm not the one who chooses them. Not anymore." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Perfection doesn't exist or is very hard to find. Maybe you can have a man who is more athletic and handsome, but then maybe he lacks other things like temperance, imagination and character. In the end, physical appearance turns out to be the least important thing, if everything else is as it should be. I know that from experience." 

	  

	Occasionally, Gema, okay, but always? I understand you're turned on by the taboo, but don't you think you're going too far? Flor was talking about occasional lovers that her Master selects for her. She wasn't talking about her Master. That was a man who took good care of himself. And he's also intelligent, cultured, daring and perverse.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema. I have the condition as your husband of being a cuckold. I have been following you for a long time and the truth, as a personal appreciation, I am bored to death with your current situation. You bring nothing to the condition of a pro cuckold. I don't mean to say that you are not developing, but your husband must be very bored. In a word, he has no vertigo: he knows he's not going to lose you, because you're not going to leave him for that decrepit old man. Take a look at Flor. What a hotwife! Mmmmm." 

	  

	  

	I did not know if she and Gema chatted or if their interaction was limited to commenting on each other's posts.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning, Gema. Your relationship with florsumisa is evident. Have you thought about getting to know each other? I think you would make good friends and I would make you accomplices of your perversities. Greetings. Thanks for answering." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"She has already answered a similar question. I have even discussed it with Flor and I agree with her: we are both very jealous of our identity and prefer to remain anonymous. It is better not to mix Internet life with real life. I do chat with her from time to time and follow her blog, but meeting in person, that's another matter." 

	  

	For me, that was a possibility I loved. It even excited me, despite the well-reasoned risk. But wasn't Gema risking more than that with Gerardo and his photos? Why not establish a relationship... physical... with Flor and her Master? {Are you not satisfied with Lidia?} And with her Master, I said.  

	Despite the obvious differences, I sometimes doubted whether florsumisa was real. There were too many parallels, all of them very convenient and with just enough differences not to arouse suspicion. Who was Flor really? Was it Gerardo, to incite my wife? Why had she become pregnant? What I did know was that my wife felt healthy envy for Flor's pregnancy. If Gerardo was behind Flor, it was a masterstroke of his, even though in the end the father of Flor's baby was not her Master, but her husband. 

	As it should be! {How should it be? Don't you think it should belong to his Master? Isn't that how the natural order of things should be in a tripartite relationship of horny wife, cuckold and cuckold? We're not talking here about a strong but slumming nigger like the ones on the American forums you visit}. Yes, a "gangsta", a "thug". And now someone will accuse us of being racist, me and my little inner voice, when that was not our intention. What's my fault that in those American forums they prioritize physical appearance and thug manners over intelligence and culture and associate him with the black slums? Their ideal of a goreador is like that, but mine is not, and that has nothing to do with skin color. {Flor's Master is intelligent, educated and wealthy}. Like Gerardo, you mean? But he's physically fit, not like Gerardo. {The genetics are there, Daniel and that, for this question is what counts. In his youth, Gerardo was a formidable man. Then he stopped taking care of himself. Can you blame him, considering the misfortunes he has suffered in his life?} 

	However, our story with Gerardo would soon be over. At this point, I don't think I'm revealing anything before its time. The reader is not stupid and already senses it. As I write these lines, the florsumisa blog is still active, which proves that it was not a construct of Gerardo or any of his lackeys (Lidia, for example), intended to influence me or my wife. But that did not take away the fact that Gema was seriously considering pregnancy, even though the father of Flor's first child was her husband and not her Master. (And as I write these lines, I read in florsumisa's blog that she has become pregnant for the second time. This time, the paternity is uncertain. But everything points to the fact that this time it is her Master who is the father. Javier will have to raise someone else's child. The English call cuckolds cuckold. Supposedly, the term derives from the name of the bird, the cuckoo, which invades the nests of other birds, gets rid of one of the eggs and replaces it with one of its own. Cuckoo). 

	What I was sure of was that florsumisa was not my wife. She was not a construct to incite me. At least, she was not a construct of my wife. Gema didn't have time for that. It would have been impossible for her to maintain two blogs, at the same time she was working, doing her master's degree and studying English. And all this while Gerardo and she throws some crumbs at me, from time to time. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If I understood correctly, the fact that you have decided to have a lover who pushes you around, gives him all the benefits, for the mere fact of having managed to push you around, while your husband still has to give thanks for receiving the crumbs of what you give to your lover as a reward for not making trouble and that you can do whatever you want with your lover. Because, if that lover didn't exist, then he wouldn't get anything at all. Is that so? Is that what your husband deserves?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"For not giving trouble you don't get anything. If you want something, you have to try harder than that." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Yesterday a follower I sometimes chat with wrote me this sentence he had found on a hotwife's blog: 

	"I long to stop having sex with my husband and become exclusive to my lover." 

	The phrase got me thinking. This is something that hasn't happened to me yet, but similar trends do appear on some blogs I've seen. I wonder if this is a desire that all of us women who have a cuckolded husband end up expressing and making come true. And I worry that I may wish and do the same thing in the more or less near future." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not my case. I like having sex with my husband and I wouldn't give it up. But I've learned that it's better for both of us to ration it, especially vaginal sex. Scarcity increases value. Gold isn't worth so much because it's pretty, but because it's scarce." 

	  

	On that I agreed with my wife. Physiologically, sexually I did not need to make love to her more often. She was right when she said she valued it more. I did. I could only hope that she did too. However, as discussed earlier in this book, the lack of regular vaginal sex could be detrimental to the couple. Oh, we had vaginal sex on a regular basis. But it was spaced out and always under Lidia's supervision. And that just wasn't the same. Although I was glad of Lidia's presence. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband's chick is mine. It was in the contract when we got married, although it took me a while to discover that clause. So I can do with it what I want. It's only fair. I can stroke it, suck it, squeeze it, cage it, uncage it, re-cage it... What else can I do with it? Oh yes, replace it with another cock. Or with others. A more powerful one. Or at least one that won't let itself be caged." 

	  

	Gemma had commented with that posting on a cute picture of a cock with a heart-shaped padlock through the glans and urethra. I wasn't sure if the picture was a fake or if the slave really had a Prince Albert type piercing. In any case, the photo was sympathetic, regardless. She was right, though: a real man wouldn't let himself be caged. How could I not want a different cock than mine?  

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Want to tease and punish your man? This is one way to do it: 

	First, he rubs the most sensitive part of his cock on your clitoris. 

	... Then a little more of the same, making sure he has a clear view of what is going on. 

	Then let him get inside you... but just a little bit! 

	Fuck him a little! 

	Move up and down on his cock, don't stimulate him too much, just enough to turn him on and get him really hard. 

	Keep moving, making sure there is no real friction, but let him see what you are doing to him. 

	It's time to get his throbbing, frustrated cock out! 

	Take his cock and start jerking him off... Make him start believing he's going to get some relief after all. 

	Stop when he's moaning and his cock starts to leak... And then tease him and tickle him to distract him. 

	Ignore his pathetic moans and pleas to let him cum... And start putting on a show for him. 

	Caress your clitoris ... and watch him, watch him suffer! 

	Then give him a few more strokes of his cock... Take him as close to cumming as you can. 

	Then let go, stroke his belly and watch his throbbing, frustrated cock contract and spill out. 

	Now tell her to go wash and get dressed. 

	Mission accomplished!!! 

	He'll probably remember this the next time he thinks about having sex with you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It is a good educational method that I can assure you works." 

	  

	Yes, I can also confirm that it works. Is there any doubt that women are superior to men? They are able to delight us like this, make us suffer like this... while, with other men, their (our) gores, they give it their all.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"We often wonder how a woman can endure years of abuse and beatings without raising her voice and denouncing them. And yet, every day we see that this is the case. The same thing happens with men, except that, in this case, the abuse is not usually physical, but psychological, but the dynamics of the abuser is the same. This I believe is the case with Daniel. Many wonder how he can endure all these humiliations and the answer is low self-esteem and psychological dependence on the other, as the woman." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Don't get angry! Everyone here is here for the pleasure that this game gives us. That our pleasures are not classic, does not mean that it is mistreatment. And precisely to dare to play this game, you need a high self-esteem." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It is a bit outrageous how you try to justify the humiliation of your husband by saying that he even enjoys being humiliated. I think it borders on psychological abuse. What you and the depraved Gerardo are doing to Daniel is totally denounceable". 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What is mistreatment, is the way you write. If you're so sensitive, start by denouncing yourself - you're not a millennial?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If I had the life your husband has, with a wife who doesn't respect him, a dirty old man humiliating him and laughing in his face every day...I would have thrown myself on the subway tracks long ago. You can't get any more unhappy and pathetic." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"How self-centered you are! Look at you not thinking about the poor machinist and the poor passengers. Your attitude speaks volumes about you." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"According to José Ignacio explained to El Confidencial, his ex-wife annulled him for years. And the damage was not only psychological, but also physical. She slapped and scratched him during their marriage whenever she felt like it. She is the mother of his two children. According to José Ignacio, she slept with other men in her own bed, "because you; you are no longer worth it to me". The last thing was to fake a beating to denounce him for abuse: "If you give up the apartment and give me the money I ask for, I'll take away the complaint. Is that how you are?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, not at all. 

	1º My husband's name is not José Ignacio. So, from that point on, there is no longer any similarity in the stories that could be significant. 

	2º I have never slapped him. 

	3º I have never scratched it. But thanks for the idea. 

	4º We only have one daughter and she is Daniel's. But if we had a second child, it would not be his. This José Ignacio is much luckier than he imagines. 

	5º I have never slept in the marriage bed with other men because my husband is no longer enough for me. I have done it because he is no longer enough for me. 

	6º To keep the apartment, I would never pretend that he had beaten me up and I would never report him. I would give him the beating and I would keep the apartment directly. I am not Basque, but really, why give so much thought to something, if it can be solved in a minute with a clean slap? 

	7º I would never pretend that I had been beaten up. I would ask my boss to give it to me and it would be much more believable. 

	8º Point six does not contain any spelling mistake. That word is written that way on purpose. The power of seduction and sex is far greater than the violent scenario you comment on." 

	  

	Ah! Then the second child is already decided. {No. Only the paternity of a hypothetical second child}. Well, that's a comfort. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning. This question goes to both you and Flor. The messages you send each other on Tumblr... You are such bitches (sorry, but I want to be blunt)! Knowing what assholes, in general, we men are, can't you think that men misunderstand the message and think that all women are like you? Shouldn't you give the message, insist that, above all, we must respect you and always agree with you, before forcing the situation and it comes to gender violence?" 

	  

	Whoever raises his hand against a woman is a cowardly imbecile. In an angry argument a slap can fall. Nor should we dramatize. Nor should we reach the absurdity of the law that the same action with the same motives gives rise to a different punishment, only depending on the sex of the person. But whoever uses violence, should be severely punished, even more so if it is against a person who has a social, economic or affective dependence with this. I do not see what sluttiness can have to do with the misnamed gender violence. Those men are cowards, just as women are, in the inverse case of donjuanismo.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"All this, between consenting adult parties voluntarily consenting to satisfy each other's paraphilias." The question is to what extent your husband's consent is voluntary or forced by a psychological dependence on you or by a perception of inferiority or by his current personal and economic situation. Daniel has repeatedly stated that he does not want Gerardo as your lover-Master. Therefore, your relationship with Gerardo is not really consented to by Daniel and you would be abusing him and his situation." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Your question is along the lines of another one I just answered. And indeed, boundaries are not easy to set. What is the point of setting them clearly and neatly beforehand, if what you want is to feel truly out of control? If you set a clear limit, aren't you still clinging to control? Isn't it precisely about feeling out of control? But on the other hand, if there is no limit, isn't there a risk of going overboard in a hopelessly destructive way? But perhaps in order to avoid going too far, it is necessary to have no limits at all, because in that way, there is nothing that can be crossed. 

	I don't have answers, I just have doubts, like you. But in return, I have a bit of experience. When we started our hotwife and cuckold lifestyle, we established a set of rules. Rather, Daniel set them. I broke them. I didn't do it on purpose, it just happened. And every time I broke a rule, it resulted in anger and discomfort (anger on Daniel's part - of course - and discomfort on both our parts). Since we've eliminated those rules, it works better the hotwife and cuckold thing. 

	Although that of no rules, I recognize that it is not true. There are no rules for me, but there are rules for Daniel. Basically there is one: he obeys me. And so far, it's working." 

	  

	Because if I don't, I'm left without you. I didn't feel mistreated. But there was a reasonable doubt whether I didn't feel that way because I was suffering from Stockholm syndrome. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you sit down every so often with your husband to talk about how your relationship is going? Do you talk about the dangers posed by the other man? Do you think that man deciding on important issues in your life may ultimately destabilize your marriage? Have you discussed this with your husband as well? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"We don't have scheduled meetings. We don't sit down to talk about one issue or another. We talk about things on a day-to-day basis, as they come up. 

	It is true that as I progress in my peculiar relationship with Gerardo - or rather, as my husband and I progress in our unique relationship with him - there may be more and more of his influence over our private lives. That may entail certain risks (our daughter in the first place), but I hope we can manage them. So far, except for that episode with Lidia, everything has been very prudent. Nor has the necklace caused any problems so far.  

	I think Gerardo knows what he is doing. I trust him and I trust that he knows that it doesn't suit our relationship to cause real problems that are outside of what we can manage." 

	  

	But was I suffering from Stockholm syndrome or was it my wife? Was it both of us? Lidia had broken into our house on Gerardo's orders, not once, but several times. And she had coincided on more than one occasion with our daughter Vicky. Wasn't that risking a real problem outside the parameters we could manage? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't bother, but that guy, Gerardo, strikes me as a heartless, self-centered, selfish man, who takes advantage of his husband's kindness to take his wife away from him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Heartless I don't know. We all have our things. And Gerardo is quite loyal and generous to people he thinks deserve it. 

	Egocentric for sure. No doubt about it. 

	Selfish... well, I refer to what I said above about his generosity. But I don't dispute that she has her selfishness. Certainly, she thinks first of her pleasure, then mine... and my husband is somewhere at the back of the queue. 

	Stealing me from my husband... I don't think so. Gerardo and I have feelings for each other. Our relationship is not strictly sexual. I wouldn't like it if it were and I'm glad he doesn't like it that way either. But I wouldn't say that we are having a romantic relationship of falling in love so that he becomes my husband and I become his wife. If anything, it's not like he's taking advantage of my husband's kindness either. Rather, he is taking advantage - or would take advantage, if anything - of his paraphilias. Although I also have to tell you that sometimes Daniel errs on the side of being a bit naïve." 

	  

	Wow! Thanks for the compliment, Gema. Thank you very much. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I looked up naif in the dictionary, because I didn't quite know what you were referring to, and I found this meaning: 'naive or unprepared'. Do you mean then that this Gerard takes advantage of your husband because he is a much more prepared man than your husband, who would be naive and unintelligent? Is that the reason why you are with your lover better than with your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My husband is not unintelligent, quite the contrary. Gerardo is also very intelligent. But the difference is that Daniel is idealistic, while Gerardo is pragmatic. My husband, for example, is one of those who would not buy a VW, because they lied about diesel emissions (the famous dieselgate). Gerardo wouldn't buy a VW either, because his thing is Mercedes. But if Mercedes had done the same, Gerardo would not mind buying one, as long as he could negotiate a good discount or leather seats from the seller in exchange. 

	My husband is naïve, because he is very kind and has no malice and does not expect it from others. Gerardo is realistic and knows what the fauna around us is like. Daniel tries to change it; Gerardo is content to take advantage of it. 

	It has nothing to do with intelligence, at least in intellectual terms. It has to do with attitude towards life. 

	I am no better off with Gerardo than with my husband. And I certainly wouldn't be for that reason. Rather, I love my husband's idealism, even if he is naïve about it, because I don't think I can individually change anything in the world. What I do is learn from Gerardo, observing how he takes advantage (which is not the same as taking advantage), to support my husband and complement him better.  

	If you want a headline, I could summarize what was said in the following sentence: "I love and adore my husband for being naïve, for his idealistic vision of the world, for trying to change it, and I admire Gerardo for his pragmatism and for how he manages to take advantage of the world as it is"". 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From what you have written in the past in your blog it is clear that you are a very cold and calculating woman, that you plan things thoroughly, that you are very clear about where you want to go and that you are very much in control of all situations. That said, my question is: To what extent has Gerardo managed to alter your control of things? Has Gerardo generated uncertainties about your future? Do you think there may be any conflict of interest with Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't share the cold and calculating thing. And I don't think I control situations that much either, or at least I don't want to control them that much. Maybe that's why I want to be with Gerardo, to lose that control. 

	Some things don't change: Daniel is my partner and I want to grow old with him. The only uncertainty is how far I want to go with Gerardo, how far I want to go, how far Daniel can accompany me, what Daniel expects to receive in return, what is his path and how far does he want to go? And finally, are our paths on a sexual level - I'm not talking on an emotional level - intimately linked or are they parallel but different paths?" 

	  

	Yes, how far? Even I didn't know that. The possible, or rather probable pregnancy, the experience during the vacations, the permanent necklace... it had thrown me off balance. And it would get even worse! 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Regardless of who you actually do it with, who is the man next to whom you wish you woke up every morning? And why?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Every morning? Clearly Daniel, my husband. Why? Because I love him and I know he loves me. Because we have a destiny together. Because we are made for each other. And because on a day-to-day basis, with all his quirks, with all the things that aren't as romantic or idyllic as a Photoshop photo, he's the man whose quirks are easiest for me to accept. It's probably because I love him and also because I've grown accustomed to them. 

	Every man (every person) has his own thing. Living together, going to bed and waking up next to a person is not so easy. You have to accept things that are very natural, but that are not the nicest. Those things that are not usually shown in the movies, for example. 

	That's about the day-to-day. But at particular times or for a limited time - a weekend, a vacation - I crave a little more variety. I also don't like to wake up with just any man and wake up next to him. I don't like to meet someone for one night and leave their house or hotel before dawn, nor do I like waking up next to just anyone. I need a relationship, a context with that person. With Gerardo I have that and, as I said above, not on a day-to-day basis for every day, but at times, I love waking up next to him. I would also like to wake up next to Lidia, because I also have a relationship, a context with her (I have woken up next to her, but almost always with Gerardo in bed)." 

	  

	All the while, I had time, too much time, to reflect on the comments my wife and florsumisa were exchanging and others that were related. Very atypical of me, my mind was in chaos, with messages, concepts and desires intertwining. The following was a conversation between tarcotron and florsumisa, but Gema had reproduced it on her blog. Undoubtedly, there was a message for me in it: 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Good afternoon, Flor. A few days ago you posted a picture of a couple in a bathtub. It reminded you of your Master and you, talking about the future. So, I'm curious: How does your Master see the future with you? In what direction does your Master want the relationship to develop? Also, keeping in mind that you are going to have a baby in the not too distant future. A baby that probably binds you to you already Javier even stronger together." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Whenever my Master and I talk about our future, he talks about it in terms of progress. Of increasing our degree of commitment, of my deepening my submission much more, opening myself to new practices, of His being even more present in my life and mine in His. We also talked about the future need for my husband to become involved or at least consent to our Master-submissive relationship. 

	Obviously, since we decided that I would be pregnant with my husband, we've talked about that a lot too. What it's going to mean for me in terms of new obligations and changing priorities. My Master knows that, for a mother, the first priority is her baby and he understands that, but he also tells me that we have to find a way to balance everything so that it doesn't weaken my bond with him or my emotional dependence. 

	It is also true that the baby will unite me even more if possible with my husband, but my Master does not see that as a bad thing. He knows that I need what he gives me, that my husband cannot give it to me and that it is a different feeling than the one I have for my husband. So he is not worried about that, on the contrary, he sees it as an opportunity to bring Javier to where we want to be, to be the three of us in harmony." 

	  

	All three in harmony. Was that the hidden message? But my thoughts were chaotic and I rarely managed to focus on a single thread of reasoning. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think to call making love to that thing you do with your husband is very daring. You can call it whatever you want, but the love between you and your husband is nowhere to be seen." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's just that it's intimate and not the central theme of this blog. The central theme is my adventure as a hotwife and my evolution as a woman. My love for my husband is central to this, but it's not something I want to be in the central focus of this blog. If you want Disney, there are plenty of vanilla and Mickey Mouse blogs out there." 

	  

	It was true that the way Flor talked about her husband Javier was very different from the way Gema talked about me. Although Flor was really betraying her husband, her comments were full of love for him. Gema, in return (and I'm not saying she didn't love me), tended to show an uncharacteristic cockiness in her responses.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"At this particular moment in your life, who is the one who brings you the most and enriches you as a person, taking into account all facets of your personality?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Without a doubt, my husband. He's the one who gives me emotional well-being and balance." 

	  

	What about love? What about love? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You've said you'd like to have your husband closer and more often when you're with Gerardo. But if you really wanted it, it would have been like that a long time ago. If you demand it from Gerardo as a necessary condition to move forward, he would have no choice but to accept it without any counterpart. In reality, you are the only one who decides what your relationship with Gerardo looks like and how Daniel can participate in it. So, if you are telling the truth, as of today Daniel should be present in Gerardo's room." 

	  

	And maybe that's what was going to happen, in no time at all. Maybe that was my wife's plans: what was the point if she hadn't arranged a vacation? Did she want to go live with him and me with them, like a eunuch? 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"It's likely that if I lived with my Master my day to day life would be like this." 

	  

	Flor had commented on a photo of a woman cleaning the house naked. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's one reason I wouldn't want to be Gerardo's wife. I don't see myself like that, 24x7, forever." 

	  

	Is that the reason, Gema? That and only that? Is that why you want me at your side as a eunuch, so that I will be the one to clean Gerardo's house naked?  

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Why do I like it like this?Why am I not a normal wife who is satisfied with a missionary twice a week?Why do I need to feel like a bitch?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Because we are the way we are. In your case, you found out on your own what you were like. I at least have the excuse that it was my husband who gave me the push." 

	  

	Yes, of course! The fault, after all, is mine. {Yes it is}. I know.  

	Going back to the previous message, the one about the bathtub, with several concepts intertwining in my mind, Javier was an ignorant cuckold. I was fascinated that Javier did not initially know of his wife Flor's infidelity.  

	But Gema, what had captivated her about florsumisa's blog? Was it that her lover was a Master, her Master? Was it that Javier didn't know? Or was it the pregnancy? My thoughts kept zigzagging. 

	I knew that Gema was cheating on me. I had encouraged her to do it. I had urged her to do it. Javier didn't even know it, at least not at first. She had really cheated on him. There was something erotic there for me. Flor wasn't doing it to please him. She was doing it to give free rein to her own needs. Flor was selfish, just as I was selfish. She was more selfish than my wife. And yet she loved her husband in the same way that I loved my wife. 

	I had never cheated on Gema (except for that time with Silvestre and Nuria). In my travels, I had had occasions to do so. On one of them, the girl had even gone into my room. Gema hadn't cheated on me behind my back either. I was sure of that. Reading Flor's story, I sometimes wished she had. So much lust. So much perversion. What would it be like to have a secret lover? It was disloyalty, but... What was it like for Flower to have a secret lover who was also her Master? I could only guess. The question fascinated me. Perhaps for that reason (not because of Flor, but because I was naturally attracted to the subject), I had asked Gema some time ago, in our beginnings, not to tell me everything, at least not immediately. But Javier was ignorant, while I knew I was ignorant of things. Not knowing everything is a delicious torture. But it's something you have to be prepared to deal with. It's a delicate balance between exciting anguish and disinterest to protect yourself from the pain of anguish. 

	Gema had cheated on me once behind my back, before she started her career as a hot wife. No, I am not contradicting myself. It had happened years before. I had had a sort of crush on a girl at the gym, a trainer to be more precise. That woman had captivated me. She had fascinated me. And I had been strongly attracted to her. It was the time when Gema and I were fucking less than a married couple. The instructor was a slut, in the good sense of the word. She was notoriously promiscuous and that sexual self-assurance was what had fascinated me about her. That had been my infidelity to my wife, to have fallen in love with her. And to desire for Gema what I had seen in her. Gema had noticed my crush, so to speak. It had hurt her. And she had ended up in the arms of an instructor of the same gym, in the parking lot. It didn't go beyond a hug and feeling attracted to him, maybe as revenge for my crush, maybe because maybe I felt a real attraction for him. Although it had not gone beyond that, neither mine nor hers had been an infidelity. Gema had not told me at the time. She did it later. In the end, that, mine and hers, had served to fuel our passion in bed. We told each other imaginary stories that excited us. And that, finally, had led to my proposal to turn our sexual relationship into that of a horny wife and her cuckold. 

	That's why I was fascinated that Javier didn't initially know about his wife Flor's infidelity. But Gema, what had captivated her about florsumisa's blog? Was it that her lover was a Master, her Master? Was it that Javier didn't know? Or was it the pregnancy? 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"He has the right to touch me like that, even in public. And I love it." 

	  

	Flor had commented on a cheeky photo. I had also loved it when Silvestre had touched her like that, in a public place. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's exactly what I like about the buglers. They have the right to touch us how they want where they want. They know it (those who don't know it, aren't fit for a goreador and better leave them alone) and they do it. For them, we are nothing more than their little whore. We may be more, there may be a lot of affection and even a lot of love between us, but the important thing is that in those moments they treat us only as their little whores. Because to be treated like princesses we already have our husbands. 

	A man can be a husband or he can be a gore.  

	A husband will always treat his wife like the princess she is. He will never expose her in public and will always make sweet love to her. 

	A horn dog will treat his female like the slut she is. He will never hesitate to show off that she belongs to him, even if it means exposing her to compromising situations. Or, especially, if it means exposing her. 

	Because a woman needs both. She needs respect and love. And she also needs to feel desired and to be a mere sexual object, even if it is only at specific moments. 

	If you have to teach that to a man, he's not cut out to be a real goreador." 

	  

	You are right, Gema. I couldn't give you that experience. That can only be given to you by a horny man. Just like the experience of seeing yourself between a man's hands, enjoying your sluttiness, that can't be given to me by a mirror. Only a goreador can give it to us. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I like being submissive towards another man and my husband being submissive to me. I know he likes it deep down too, as it intensifies his submissive feelings." 

	  

	It's true, Gema. This whole thing is a mess. It's a fine mess I've gotten myself and us into. And my head hurt. It was about to explode. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In a comment to a florsumisa post you said, "I like to feel the power of my men. I like them to fuck without the slightest doubt what is theirs." You spoke of men in the plural - were you referring to Gerardo and Mario or were you also talking about all your previous lovers? Although we've only really known about Silvestre." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I was referring to the corneadores as a general concept, hence I put it in the plural. I was not, of course, referring to Mario. It is true that you only know so far about Silvestre, but in the third book (let's see if I finish it at once!) you will know more." 

	  

	Yes, I gave him that with Silvestre. Then things got out of hand with Luis Alberto. I am to blame. And now with Gerardo, he takes what's his, but he does it mentally, not physically. Am I to blame for that too? 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Blowjob "10": 

	I'm going to tell you my technique to give your man a blowjob he will never forget in his whole life. This guide can help you become his cock sucking goddesses. 

	Start by taking your time, relax. Tease him slowly. Take the time to kiss him... everywhere. Go from top to bottom, starting with  

	-the mouth 

	-the neck 

	-clavicles 

	-shoulder length 

	-chest 

	-the navel 

	-... 

	Go back up once more, running your tongue over his skin before kissing him passionately. 

	Then, slowly start kneeling and look him in the eyes, showing him your best smile, while unbuttoning his pants. 

	Don't put it in your mouth yet, even if he begs you to. Kiss him around his cock, on his pubis, on his groin. While you're doing all this, gently stroke his cock and start stroking it with your hand in a rhythmic way. Not too fast! Remember that you want to excite him only. Little by little you can go faster and faster.  

	Maintaining eye contact is one of the most important things. Look him in the eyes and smile at him while you slowly jerk him off. I can guarantee that you will make him smile, your gaze fixed on his eyes will turn him on without fail. 

	Lick his cock up and down.... love every millimeter of his cock. 

	Then he starts to put it in your mouth slowly. Start at the tip and keep looking at it as you suck it. 

	Stroke the tip of his cock. Slowly run your tongue along the contour of his glans. Let him savor the pleasure in which he is consuming himself. 

	Take it beyond what he expects from you by sucking harder. 

	Or prolong his arousal, giving him kisses on the glans. 

	Deep throat: 

	This is not essential, if you don't master the technique, but I assure you that it drives men crazy. If you can swallow his cock all the way down your throat, don't hesitate to do it. Stare at him while you pull it out of your throat.  

	This will make him moan loudly and tilt his head back from the enormous pleasure you are giving him. Much more than he could have expected at the beginning. 

	Yes, you can swallow it, don't be afraid! Practice and do it slowly, centimeter by centimeter. Make sure your partner understands what you are trying to do. Most importantly, let him know that you are in control, not him. 

	Don't forget their balls: 

	Before you do it, talk it over with your partner or lover, even right then and there. It is very erotic to ask your guy if he wants you to suck his balls. He will answer you in seconds and it won't spoil the moment. So don't be shy and ask him! 

	He will almost certainly say yes, although this will vary depending on each lover. Some men have very sensitive balls (like my boss), while others not so much (like my Master). So it's best to start carefully. 

	Start by massaging his balls. Do it slowly, take your time, recreate yourself. This way you will get a sense of how sensitive he is to your caresses before your mouth or tongue goes into action.  

	Look at it again. Savor his every reaction. You know well the intensity with which you have to lick or suck him. 

	But don't stop your hand, continue jerking him off while sucking his balls. 

	Do all this and I can almost 100% guarantee that you will have your man begging to be inside you again. 

	I hope it has helped you to make your man happier." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Let me add a few recommendations of my own: 

	When you suck your man's cock, bare your breasts and pussy. If you are wearing a shirt, unbutton it and pull down your bra. If you are wearing a skirt, pull it up and pull down your panties. If you are wearing pants, unbutton them and pull your pants and panties down to your knees. Don't do it all at once, do it gradually, as your arousal grows. And, above all, don't stop looking at him and sucking him off. Don't try to make it especially sexy; it's not a striptease. Showing off like this should be part of the blowjob. If he asks why you're doing it, just tell him that if his sex is out, it's only fair that yours should be too. 

	Men are turned on by experiencing that kind of devotion to themselves and their sex." 

	  

	And me, why had I been excited by Flor's instructions? Although I have to say that I agreed with my wife's remarks. Maybe she did because through Silvestre I had taught her that. However, why had I been excited by what Flor had indicated? {I do know}. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"Please, Sir! 

	Sometimes I have to beg him to let me blow him." 

	  

	Flor had commented on a photo with an obvious theme. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo also likes me to beg for him: not only his cock, but also his feet. 

	I know enough about psychology to recognize what's really behind it. It's not just about the humiliation of having to beg. It's that by begging, we convince ourselves that we want to do it. It's something that works on a subconscious level, by repeating and doing it in a really convincing way. In the end, you really want to do it. You notice it when for the first time he says no, just when you don't expect it, and instead of being happy for having saved yourself a humiliation, you are disappointed. Of course, by now, Gerard no longer makes me beg just for his cock and feet." 

	  

	Gema, you didn't need to imply THAT! It really wasn't! Yuck! 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have said that neither Gerardo nor you like extreme practices. So, if you eliminate the possibility of experiencing the extreme, what things do you think you have left to discover with Gerardo? Don't you think you've already gone practically all the way? Is there anything concrete that you want to experience with Gerardo that you haven't yet?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think there are still a lot of things left, quite a few of them I'm just not ready for yet. "Which ones? I'm sorry, but I'd rather not confess to you. That really would be unfair to my husband, for there are longings that even he doesn't know about." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If my husband knew some of my darkest fantasies, the ones I have only confessed to Gerardo, although even he doesn't know all of them yet, he would be scared. Is that the woman he married? Was all that already there or did it come later? Who is responsible for those fantasies arising in me?" 

	  

	No, Gema. You can't put that responsibility on my shoulders. I am to blame for having initiated you into this, for having perverted you. That I assume. But your dark fantasies, those are solely and exclusively your responsibility. I refuse to accept them as my fault. Not that. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are supposed to be with Gerardo precisely to make those dark fantasies come true. What do you think will happen when your husband finds out that you have made all those dark fantasies you say he would be scared to hear about real with Gerardo today? Don't you think he will then not only be scared, but run away when he sees what a fraud of a wife and unfeeling monster you really are?" 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"Hi, Gema! I love reading that there are fantasies that you keep from telling Daniel. It demystifies the idea that secrets are bad and shouldn't exist. Now, is this because it makes you feel more comfortable keeping it? Is it because you don't think Daniel is ready or able to know? Or maybe there's another reason or a combination of several things?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Would you say that after two years Gerardo knows more about you, your fears, your taboos, your desires, your wishes, your longings, your soul, your deep feelings, than Daniel does after twenty years together?" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"And don't you consider it unfair to confess those longings that your husband doesn't know about to Gerardo? It is very curious how you lose focus. The injustice is not in whether the recipient of the confession is Gerardo or a reader, but in that it is not your husband with whom you confess." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know if you have a partner, but do you tell absolutely everything to her? Don't you have little secrets and fantasies that you don't dare tell her? Aren't there things you tell a friend, but don't tell your partner?  

	I don't think that just because you have a partner and are in love with her, you have to be one hundred percent crystal clear with her. We all have the right to our privacy and, therefore, we also have the right to share certain things only with other people. Daniel and I don't see any problem with that. In fact, that this is the way it is, it was Daniel's idea, at the time." 

	  

	And honestly, I'd rather not know those dark fantasies of yours. They may be too dark for me. {And you say that you haven't confessed yours to her? Will you ever do it? Will you do it before I finish this book?} 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If Gerardo hadn't pushed me, I never would have done it. 

	That's one difference with my husband. Daniel, like all men, has fantasized about seeing me with another woman. If he had ever proposed it, it never came to fruition. Gerardo didn't fantasize: he simply imagined it and made it happen. It's only fair that he gets the lion's share of the profits for it. But my husband, too, gets a share of the profits. You can argue that it's too small, but, in any case, it's more than nothing, more than if Gerardo hadn't been there and hadn't pushed me." 

	  

	You almost got it right, Gema. Almost. With the first sentence, you got it right. With the following, you missed the mark.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Let's talk about mind-fucking: who has fucked your mind? Daniel, Silvestre or Gerardo? Who, with his words, attitudes, gestures and proposals has managed to make you wet your panties, to flood your dirty mind with his ideas and prostrate yourself before him? Tell me..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo has taught me many things, many of them are not sexual. For example, taking care of your feet or shoes can be sexual, but it can also be absolutely spiritual. When I do this, I am often overcome with a sense of peace and tranquility, as if in meditation. Outside sounds then recede and time becomes meaningless. Certainly, at first it was mostly a sexual game, a test of submission, a humiliation. But over time, Gerardo has taught me to enjoy it in a different way, as if it were a Japanese tea ceremony. It's not about drinking the brew. It's not even about precisely performing the ritual. It's about what it provokes in me. 

	However, nevertheless and sincerely, answering your question, that person has been Daniel. He has been the one who has fucked my mind, proposing me to be a hotwife and giving me more and more liberties. Yes, it has been his words, his attitudes, his gestures and his proposals. I've wet them and I'm still wetting them for him." 

	  

	Liar! Sweet little liar. Tell me lies, tell me sweet little lies... 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"It is I myself who clings to the chains of my submission. I like to be submissive, I need to surrender myself completely to an alpha male, who uses me as he pleases, who decides for me, who knows how to take me to the limit of my physical and mental endurance. Who makes me feel fear and danger and... the immense pleasure of the forbidden." 

	  

	Flor had commented on the picture of a woman in chains. The forbidden was also what excited Gema the most. It turned me on too. I had been the trigger. But my wife had overtaken me and that's how I felt: overtaken by what was happening. 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"What keeps us tied to our owners are not ropes or chains, but feelings. Feelings of admiration, affection, loyalty... Perhaps love? But also passions bind us to them, desire, lust, pleasure... of the forbidden. All this creates a bond so strong that it makes our union endure over time, perhaps forever?" 

	  

	Flor had commented on a beautiful photo, in black and white, like the ones Gema liked, of a half-naked woman, in a garter belt, stockings and heels, with her panties half down, tied to a thick tree in the middle of a lush forest. I liked that picture too. Yes, I know you'll never leave Gerardo, just like Flor won't leave her Master. And what brings you two cuckolds together? 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"I also sometimes have to dance for him while undressing." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I also have to dance sensually many times for him. But Gerardo has his own criteria about what is sensual. He likes me to do it with a cigar and a glass of whiskey in my hand, smoking, drinking... Sometimes I feel like Marlene Dietrich, a femme fatale in black and white. Maybe it's the jazz music he plays for me to dance to that makes that image come to mind. 

	Drinking, smoking... just what I didn't do before. I did drink, but not much, and never anything as strong, as unsweet as whiskey. Smoking, never. Daniel and I have always been totally anti-smoking. In fact, we still are. Especially he is; I can't say it anymore. Daniel doesn't like the smell of smoke at all. He doesn't share at all the stupidity of poisoning his lungs unnecessarily. I don't say the latter for myself, because I hardly smoke at all. I am referring in general, to those who have a vice - addiction... - like Gerardo. That's something he doesn't like about going home, that when he comes back, he smells of smoke and has to do his laundry. Normally I wouldn't like it either, but I've gotten used to it. I also do the laundry afterwards, but I admit that I like to smoke a cigar with my boss. Not a whole one, but sharing one with him, yes.  

	So, Gerardo makes me dance like this for him, smoking and drinking, undressing me, contouring my body to the rhythm of a music my husband doesn't like either, begging him to let me worship his feet, his cock, offering him to discipline me if necessary, earning me the right - with a sensual black and white dance - to make any of his fantasies come true, to make mine come true..." 

	  

	Yes, Gema, you are right: I hate tobacco. But I don't do it just because of the smell, nor do I do it because of the stupidity of it. I hate it because it shows how you have fallen into its nets, completely, deeply. It fucks your mind. It fucks your pussy. It penetrates your heart. And even into your lungs. You do things that are harmful. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Jazz question: since you are now used to this music, which is your favorite performer? And Gerardo's, of course." 

	  

	Ok, this question doesn't belong in this section about Flor, but since it's about music and dances, I'm putting it here. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo is very fond of a pianist named Thelonius Monk. To me, honestly, his music makes me uneasy. He seems so clumsy playing the piano, but it's part of his peculiar style. I said, I find it disturbing. 

	I am not a jazz expert. I basically listen to this music when I'm at his house and he's usually the one who chooses which records to play. That said, I like Billie Holiday. Maybe it's because she's a woman. Or maybe it's because I've gotten used to her music, because since it's a woman singing, Music for Torching is one of the records that Gerardo makes me dance sensually for him. Guess which song is the one he makes me dance to especially! I'll give you a hint: it's on side A of the album." 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"My Master has never humiliated me by forcing me to do this while he is with someone else, would I put up with it? Probably yes, but with a broken soul..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo does force himself to do it in front of Lidia. If she sucked his cock while I took care of his feet, it would be more bearable. But it was especially painful to see her curled up next to him, drinking from her whiskey glass as I usually do, stroking his chest, purring and looking at me with a hint of mockery. Yes, it breaks your soul at times." 

	  

	You never dreamed of being cuckolded, did you, Gema? Should I feel guilty for being happy that Gerardo and Lidia deliberately make you feel this way? 

	  

	florsumisa: 

	"For anyone it can be humiliating to kiss and lick someone else's feet. But for me it's already second nature. I don't even have to think about doing it. When I'm at his feet, my mouth instinctively seeks them out. I feel good licking my Master's feet, I like the way they smell, the way they taste, the way they make me feel. I think that's what a good little bitch should always do, worship her Master's feet. 

	I like the way it smells, the way it tastes, the way it makes me feel... I like to do it. I want it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I found it humiliating to do it with someone else, with Manolo at the time, because I think this is something that should be left for the privacy of my boss and me. But of course, the boss rules." 

	  

	I understand about Manolo. But with Lidia... I have no problem kissing her feet. Why do you, Gema? 

	 

	 

	


Epilogue VII - Vicky 

	  

	"Thinking is difficult; that's why most people judge."- Carl Jung 

	  

	  

	I would prefer to leave our daughter aside, but Gema has indicated that I should write a short chapter about her. The truth is that I don't understand why she insists that I do so. Here are some reflections from my befuddled mind. They are thoughts about the uncomfortable questions some of you asked on your blog. 

	  

	tarcotron:  

	"Hello, Gema. You mentioned your daughter. I know, this is a sensitive topic to talk about here. If Vicky were to learn about your lifestyle and that her father is a submissive, are you concerned that it might change her opinion of you and Daniel, especially what she thinks of her Daniel? Many daughters idolize their father, is that also the case between Vicky and Daniel? May I ask how close Vicky and Daniel are? I think it's preferable that your daughter never finds out about this." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"On the one hand, in an ideal world, I would want our daughter to know. In an ideal world, she would understand us. She would be my confidant. She would be proud of her father for allowing me that freedom. She would perhaps take a cue from me and discover another way to relate to boys, in communion with those who dare to put aside their man-boy pose. She would discover that the world is full of possibilities. 

	But on the other hand, in the real world, I fear that she would lose respect for her father, instead of being proud of him. And I am distressed that, instead of understanding and getting closer to me, she would hate me for what I am doing to her father (tacitly ignoring that it is a game of both of us). 

	I may be wrong. I hope I am. But I think that, despite being an adult, she is simply not ready to admit other points of view, other options. Surely she will later in life do what she thinks best, but with respect to her parents, I think she has a preconception of how we are and how we should be and it is impossible for her to be completely to their liking. If we appear responsible and calm, we are stale. If we appear youthful and full of energy, we are crazy. I suppose something similar happens to all parents. At the time, it was quite a change for her when we started partying and I was getting pretty, and then, the next step, when I would occasionally go out partying alone (supposedly with a friend). That change shocked her -I remember it well-. And now she is also experiencing another change in me. Fortunately, -at least for this- she is very independent and spends a lot of time in her room or at her boyfriend's house. And since I have a new job, with greater responsibilities (and salary, which is also good for her), we can camouflage many changes with the theme of work. 

	Our daughter, as is often the case, is closer to her father than to me. They are more alike in character and understand each other better. Or rather I should say that my husband understands her better. He sees parts of his personality reflected in her, although they are not always the parts he likes most about himself. And those parts are also heightened in him. Victoria is not an easy girl to get along with. She has a lot of character, a great sense of injustice and is very taciturn. These are all things that are also very present in my husband, although they are much more so in her. 

	I on the other hand, although the Gem you read in this blog may give you the opposite impression, I have always been more gentle and practical. My innate character is rather the opposite of my daughter's. It is true that I have evolved over time -like everyone else- and that my experiences have been very different. It is true that I have evolved over time -like everyone- and that my experiences as a hotwife have made me more alert, have made me a little tougher, a little more focused on myself with a little less concern for others. It has been a good change, a necessary one, because if our daughter is self-centered (and Daniel sometimes has that part of his character too, much to his regret), I have been the opposite and I have worried too much about others and not enough about myself. I think the experiences have made me better. I'm at a better point and I feel better. But maybe you will understand a little better why the domination - the femdom part - is hard for me and I have to work hard to keep myself in that plan, despite the impression I can sometimes give in this blog. 

	Going back to Virginia, all that idyllic stuff about going shopping together, trying on clothes together, exchanging clothes, her talking to me about her boyfriends... unfortunately I have only experienced all that on a few occasions, when all the stars align. It's a shame, because I would like to share all that and more with her. But to date, we haven't ended up tuning in with her, at least on a prolonged basis. I console myself with the thought that this is a normal teenage thing and that it will get better with time. In fact, she has improved somewhat. She's getting close to leaving that very complicated stage of her life behind." 

	  

	What Gema said was true, completely true. Vicky had come out to me. And she often clashed with her mother. I was sorry for her too. But it was clear that if she found out about our sexual lifestyle, she would not understand. It was clear to me that he would hate his mother and despise me. That's why I was especially uncomfortable when Lidia came to our house. To be clear, I was happy to see her. But I would have been happier (or at least more relaxed), if we had met somewhere else. Of course, we were trying to be discreet. We tried to make it coincide when our daughter wasn't there. Still, Lidia and she had coincided on more than one occasion and that made me very uncomfortable. What was Gerardo playing at that part of the board? I didn't know, but I felt very uncomfortable. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"What you said would happen in the real world if you told your daughter about your relationship is what would happen to most people around you if they knew. It's also what happens to many of your readers, myself not included. So you shouldn't be surprised at the criticism." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm not surprised by certain criticisms. But I am surprised by others, especially coming from people who spend part of their time on a blog of this type and who don't seem to quite understand the dynamic between hotwife and cuckold and even more so when it is partly hotwife-femdom and cuckold-submissive, and evidently all between consenting adult parties voluntarily to satisfy each other's paraphilias." 

	  

	Yes, but, although Vicky was an adult, she did not consent willingly. She was being dragged into that world. And when Gema gets pregnant... 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Don't you think that some of the things you have done lately, like keeping Daniel caged at home, Lidia's visit while your daughter is at home and now the always visible necklace, respond in part to an unconscious desire for your daughter to know about your double life? If she knew, whether she approved or not, you could stop hiding and you would be free to go much deeper and faster in your relationship with Gerardo." 

	  

	Guess who had asked that question. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know. But if she knew, everything might be easier. What annoys me most is lying and having to hide, although at the same time, I'm terrified of exposing what I'm really like. Maybe, if one day he finds out, he can at least say that every cloud has a silver lining. Or maybe I'll be in for a surprise and she'll be much more open than I think she is." 

	  

	So, it was true! Gema consented to Lidia's visits, because in reality, deep inside, she wanted Vicky to discover her. Because, without a doubt, she could refuse Lidia's visits, she could demand Gerardo or negotiate with him not to come! {And you? Why do you consent to them?} 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"You said that if your daughter knew Daniel's true condition she would lose respect for him as a father. But what about you, haven't you lost respect for him a long time ago as a husband, as a man and as a person, since that first time you were unfaithful to him, staying alone with Silvestre behind his back?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you think it's since then that I've lost respect for him?" 

	  

	Gema, once again, had answered a justified, if tiresomely repetitive, question with her usual cockiness. And to make matters worse, she had accompanied her answer with a full-color photo. Damn it, Gema! Did you have to do it? It was a picture of me, recent, showing me from the waist down, shaved, with my pink panties (one of the panties I had in that color), my chastity device (i.e. Lidia's) pink underneath and wearing a pair of fishnet stockings. Shit, Gema! This is supposed to be a private thing. {Yes, it is! Only Gema, Gerardo and Lidia have seen you like this. And if Gema hadn't gotten angry, it wouldn't have taken long for Nuria and Silvestre to see you like that too}. Yes, but in that case Silvestre would also have worn another pair of stockings like that. Gema had published it without my authorization. She didn't even need my authorization for that anymore. {Gerardo knows about this blog. Lidia probably does too. How long do you think it's going to take Vicky to see that photo?} 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"This Christmas you could invite Gerardo to your house, so he doesn't spend Christmas Eve alone. After all, you are the closest family he has. Besides, it would be a good opportunity for him to meet Vicky. In many ways, you are a wife to him and Virginia could very well be his stepdaughter. In fact, she could become one someday, for life takes many turns." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Regarding our daughter, I prefer to keep my two lives separate. That's the conclusion I've come to. She's not ready yet, or at least, our mother-daughter relationship isn't." 

	  

	Hallelujah! I was relieved, a little bit, at least, reading that answer. However, the anonymous questioner was wrong. I doubt the dirty old man thinks of our daughter as a stepdaughter. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Knowing now your true personality, all the things you hide from Daniel, the countless times you have lied to him, betrayed him, all the things you have done behind his back deceiving him, do you think Daniel can doubt the paternity of your daughter? Don't you think he would have grounds? I, if I were him, would have already asked for a paternity test." 

	  

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue VIII - Anais 

	  

	"Trade fear of the unknown for curiosity."  

	- Gema Esposa Caliente, English internships 

	  

	  

	This is perhaps the chapter that is the hardest for me to write. Gema has left me these epilogues to express my thoughts. And there are thoughts that I find difficult to express. I have to admit that my wife is braver than me. But it is also true that as a woman she has it easier. Yes, being a man is not the same as being a woman. And I am a man, just that. {You're wrong. Women are only women. They have two X chromosomes. Men have the X and the Y. Besides, the Y is nothing more than a capped X}. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't you think that dressing your husband as a woman and presenting him that way in front of Gerardo may be a step backwards and may worsen your relationship? On the one hand, Gerardo hates everything that looks homosexual and may feel more rejection for Daniel. And you won't deny me that Daniel dressed as a woman has a big whiff of homosexuality. On the other hand, don't you think that Daniel dressed like that in front of the man who fucks his wife may feel too humiliated and reject being with Gerardo?" 

	  

	What? Me, dressed as a woman? Where did that come from? I hadn't suggested it, that's for sure. Let alone dress like that in front of Gerardo. It was one thing to wear panties, why not? They were certainly prettier than the ugly briefs. Besides, I wore them under my pants, not in plain sight, even if at Gerardo's house Gema or Lidia would pull my pants down. But dressing as a woman, me? Not at all! I didn't feel like a woman. I didn't want to cross-dress. I had no conflict of sexual identity. I'm a man, period! {Ah, yes? Panties aside, since when do men also wear stockings?} That doesn't count! That's in intimacy with my wife and not always! {And since when do men get their asses handed to them like that?} That's pure humiliation of a submissive and pure lust. Transvestites are something else! 

	  

	 curiojotj: 

	"Certain images you post lately, especially one mentioning him for the first time, and your responses repeatedly commenting on how femdom , are you thinking of making a sissy out of Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know. I try to provoke and decide in which direction to take my husband's sexuality. What I do know is that he can't simply be relegated to the role of the caged cuckold. As much as he likes to watch, at some point, that will get boring for him. What's not clear to me is whether or not this image has just turned me on." 

	  

	The picture showed a man, with the caged chick, fully dressed in pink, wearing a pink corset and pink stockings. The only really feminine thing in that picture was a real woman's hand clutching the useless caged bird. I didn't look like that. It was humiliating. {And that's exactly why you want it}. I didn't look sissy. Even though from the waist down I had started waxing, I was still too hairy and too much of a man to be a sissy. It would be an aberration! Surely Gemma must have seen it that way too! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"If I know it doesn't turn me on in a permanent way. I want a husband, a man, not a sissy."  

	  

	Whew, thank goodness! Fortunately, Gema agreed with me and we were on the same page. She was just fucking with my mind, posting those images on her blog. She wants to see how I react. {Well, react!} 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But at odd times...don't we all dress up for carnival? Don't we all occasionally take a vacation from ourselves?" 

	  

	I had never dressed up as a woman (apart from the odd very, very intimate session with my wife). In fact, I never used to dress up for carnival. I didn't see myself dressed up as a woman, not even occasionally. That's not me. That's not what I want. {And why don't you just fucking say what you want?} Because it's complex. {It's easy. Come on, I'll say it}. I forbid you! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't know, I haven't decided yet. On the one hand, I think he'd almost be ready to bring out even more of his feminine side, the X chromosome that all men have." 

	  

	No, it was not by chance that Gemma expressed herself in terms similar to those I have used before. Actually, everything about chromosomes was my vocabulary. Gema and I would talk about things, even if they didn't always appear in the story. She would post images to see how I reacted and when I didn't react, she would ask me, directly or indirectly. Or she would provoke me. And when I tried to shield myself, I did it with scientific technicalities. Gema was more or less using my words in her answers. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"On the other hand, I like to continue to see him as a man (being caged and framing him frequently hasn't made me see him any differently...I think)." 

	  

	You think so? Very funny, Gema. You really don't see me... at all... as a man anymore? I think I did and didn't at the same time. The answer was not as simple as a straightforward yes or a resounding no. You don't stop being a man just because you get butt-fucked, just as you don't stop being a man just because you butt-fuck (other men). Most Roman emperors had been bisexual (although it is assumed that they had always acted as the active party). Often it is not a matter of sexuality, but of vice. You don't stop being a man because you get butt-fucked, but getting butt-fucked by your wife certainly changes the dynamics of the couple. It is not by chance that sodomy is one of the most important weapons of dominatrixes. It definitely changes the dynamics in the couple. But it doesn't necessarily make it worse. You don't stop being a man because of it. Although it may make the woman more open to having other sexual partners to have conventional sex with, even if it's not initially a cuckold and hot wife or submissive and dominatrix pairing. For those of you who are interested in this, in either variant or a mix of both, like Gema and me, this is something I recommend. In fact, I think it is fundamental. But every action has its consequences, you have been warned! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And on the other different side, I would love to have a friend to share things with." 

	  

	You could have her with Flor, if she is real. I think she is, but you never know on the Internet. You could have her if you went to a femdom club. But that was something Gema refused to do. I had dragged her once to a meeting, a coven of femdoms, a coffee shop meeting to chat and get to know each other, but Gema hadn't gotten a good vibe. It's hard to fit in and find the right people. After all, we're not talking about getting together to make models. I understood my wife, although I was disappointed that she didn't want to continue along those lines. It was true that I hadn't had a great vibe that time either. I knew how important it is to be with the right people for you. At the time, I was doing martial arts and had experienced firsthand the importance of surrounding yourself with a group of people with a similar energy to mine. In martial arts, if you get a partner with a lot more energy than you, you have a hard time. And if you get a partner with a much lower level, you get bored. The same applies to sex. Things are not easy. But you have Lidia, Gema. Yes, Lidia brought us a lot, in that sense. Perhaps, although she didn't admit it, she even brought more to Gema than to me. However, Lidia, although with ideas of her own to a certain extent, was also a Gerardo figure. And the fact that she came to our house and that she sometimes coincided, even though we tried to avoid it, with Vicky, did not exactly invite us to form a real friendship, since both Gema and I had to walk around with the fly behind our ears. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"So, it's not something I've decided yet. Honestly, I'm not that concerned about what he might think about it. Whatever he decided, it would be my decision. I'm concerned that it would excite me enough to go through with it, as my husband would deserve in that hypothetical case. And I worry about how it might affect my perception of him, because, of course, clothes alone wouldn't be enough (he's already wearing panties for that these days)." 

	  

	Well, it will have to be your decision, because it's not going to be mine. It's not going to come from me. 

	  

	 curiojotj: 

	"It's obvious from your response that you've been thinking about sissy for quite some time. It is interesting that you want something in a timely manner, but at the same time you are excited about sissy (permanent), because with hormones there is no turning back. Another thing: it would be necessary to tell your daughter the truth, physical changes are not hidden. And another: you do not want to damage the image as a husband, but at the same time you want him as a friend." 

	  

	Hormones? No way! No way! And I don't care who decides, NOT THAT! I have no sexual identity issues. I wouldn't have minded being born a woman, I guess (they don't give you a choice either), but I feel great as a man. I wouldn't want to be a man-woman or a woman-man. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, no, I don't think I expressed myself well. I'm not at all thinking of anything permanent, with hormones or anything like that, or even women's clothes on a continuous basis (taking off panties, instead of underpants and maybe stockings under pants). Oops, that seems very extreme to me and doesn't turn me on at all. Other than that, my husband is attractive as a man, but as a woman I'm afraid I wouldn't be pretty at all. 

	Aren't there sissys for a little while?" 

	  

	Well, Gema's answer had not been a surprise to me, except for the stockings. The hormones thing was an outrage, expressed by someone who didn't understand what it was all about. 

	  

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"Getting to the sissy level I have always believed to be the end of the road in the matter of husband-wife relationship. A new path only of companionship in their sexual adventures (friend, as you say). And the reason for staying together is not really LOVE on the part of both. One party always stays for true love and the other accepts him by her side for comfort, as usually sissys become just slaves of their ex-wife, but you know that, don't you?" 

	  

	I confess that I did not fully understand this comment. I guess that for the user curiojotj Spanish is not his mother tongue. Gema usually takes more care in refining the comments, correcting the many spelling and grammatical errors before publishing them in this book. I try to maintain her style here, in this chapter and in the other two previous ones that I have had to write entirely based on the comments published in her blog and the reaction they provoked in me. But to this comment I don't see where I can get my hands on it. From what the user had written, I only understood two things, the first and the last phase. Was that the end of the road for me? I am shaking my head. I didn't see myself as a cross-dresser, neither regularly nor occasionally, except for perhaps the odd exceptional exception. I didn't see myself in a wig, in a corset, with painted nails... As for the last sentence, about being my wife's slave, that was really the only thing that appealed to me. I already was, in a way. I might not be her slave, but I was her submissive. A submissive is voluntary, a slave has no choice. Do I really have a choice? I'm hooked on her and this lifestyle. And she is hooked on Gerardo and his lifestyle. The idea of being, sexually speaking, her complete slave, even more so than at that moment, appealed to me. I felt the attempt of an erection in my crotch. But the user said "ex-wife". The "ex" did not appeal to me at all. I didn't want to be her slave and stop being her husband. For that, I go to a random dominatrix. That neither excites me nor attracts me. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ah, but don't tell me it wouldn't be fun to go hunting together, to share those moments and those cocks or that for once it would be me watching and recording the scene." 

	  

	To emphasize her message, no doubt more directed at me than at that follower, Gema had posted a Japanese anime-like drawing. The drawing showed a girl filming the scene with a video camera. She looked happy, so much so that loving hearts surrounded her head. The girl was holding a leash in her hand, the other end of which ended in a necklace. And to that necklace was attached another girl, with long hair, drooling, her face in ecstasy. The girl with the collar was wearing the same dress as the girl holding the leash. Behind her, there was a strapping boy, who was grabbing her around the waist. He was fucking her from behind, in the South American sense of that verb. But the guy didn't have his cock in her pussy, but in her ass. That was obvious, because the girl had a hard cock between her legs. 

	That scene definitely did not represent my dark fantasies at all. If that was what my wife thought, she was wrong. I didn't see myself in that situation. The girl's erect cock was certainly out of place. She must be caged, Gema. The rest... the collar and the leash... Gema had got it right. I would never do it voluntarily, not if I had a choice. 

	Gema had asked me what I thought about her graphic response, but I took the Fifth Amendment and refused to answer her. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If you have thought about making your husband a sissy, have you thought of a name for her? Would you like her to have relationships with other sissies or men, with the role of sissy? Does she like the idea of being a sissy?" 

	  

	Someone, some anonymous soulless person, had wanted to go deeper into the subject. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What a good idea, a name for her! I think Daniel would like it. I think it would make it easier to carry his feminine side. When he was in sissy mode, it wouldn't be him anymore, it would be her, that other person. As I write it, it almost seems to me to be making it too easy for him. I don't know if that wouldn't be counterproductive, but I think it would already be too difficult in and of itself. Yeah, I think that's a good idea." 

	  

	Uh... sissy mode? On/Off? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What do you think, honey? How about Daniela? Or is she too much like your name? Would you prefer something completely different? Okay, I'd let you choose. No, I'd rather not. Okay, I'll let you: You have one week to come up with your sissy name! Then we'll see what we'll do. No, it's not debatable." 

	  

	Let me choose? Gema, don't you understand? Don't you understand how difficult this is for me? I'd rather not have a choice. I'd rather not have a choice. You of all people should understand that. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think having a sissy name and being able to differentiate between Daniel mode and Daniela mode - so to speak - would also make it easier for me. I'm not interested in a sissy husband, not permanently. I don't like it and it doesn't turn me on. But on an ad hoc basis, I think it would have a lot of potential. Of course, even outside of sissy mode, Daniel is always going to have some Daniela in him on a permanent basis. The cage and the pink panties will never go away. But you knew that already, didn't you, love? Get used to it, if you haven't already, because that's going to be permanent, for life." 

	  

	I reread those paragraphs several times - why did the anonymous loudmouth fucker ask? But Gemma was right about at least one thing: a sissy name was good for me to get into that mode, if I had to. Being able to turn that mode on and off, now that I could imagine. What I couldn't imagine was something permanent. And what I also had a hard time imagining was being a pretty sissy. That's impossible in my case. I must be an aberration. {I'm not an aberration. And I don't understand why you want to turn me on and off. Is that all I am to you? An electronic junk? Is that all you value me for?} I felt my heart racing and realized I hadn't been breathing for a minute. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As for her having relations with other men... it's a complicated step, which we haven't taken yet. It's easier for a woman to explore with another woman than it is for a man to explore with another man." 

	  

	Yes, Gema. You are so right. This is very difficult. I'm not gay and I don't want to be. I'm not turned on by men. Even if I were a woman, I was sure I'd prefer women. {Even so, you signed up for that threesome with Nuria and Silvestre} I was pissed off, confused! {And you ended up sucking more cock than pussy}. But I wouldn't have sucked Silvestre's dick alone! If I did, it was because Nuria... {Yes, she forced you...}. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But I think it's an inevitable step on this path. You know that, don't you? But I would limit it to your sissy way. I'm not interested in a bisex man. I'm interested in a man who's one hundred percent (?) straight, but with a mind flexible and dirty enough that I can take him into transgressive territories when I want to." 

	  

	Are you serious this time? It seemed that Gema had finally understood me. But where had she gotten these ideas? Not from me. I always shut up when she asked me. Had she figured it out on her own? Had her omnipresent boss suggested it to her? Unlikely. He's not into this. Quite the opposite. Unless he sees that this will make Gema lose any respect she still has left for me once and for all. Or was it Lidia who had whispered in his ear? And if it was Lidia, was Gerardo behind it? Or had he contacted Nuria and Silvestre again, without telling me anything? Had Silvestre become just that, a sissy? I couldn't imagine it. And it was not something I liked to imagine either. The thing was strange. The more I thought about it, the less difficult it was for me to imagine myself like that. That, at the same time as the pictures of sissys didn't excite me at all. I preferred to see myself like that than to see myself next to a sissy. Maybe it was because of my submissive side. I can see myself humiliated like that, but another man dressed like that doesn't turn me on at all. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What a failure your husband must feel, seeing that an old man is able to turn you on just by looking at him and wetting your panties, while he is unable to provoke any sexual desire in you! Every time he sees something like that and ascertains the reality of your feelings, doesn't that leave his self-esteem in tatters? Doesn't he feel worthless and invisible?" 

	  

	What cruelty there is in the world! No, I didn't have low self-esteem or feel worthless. Although I may have had low self-esteem when it came to my sexual performance. I admit that. So much so that I almost prefer the chastity device to having to prove my Willy's capability. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"How else do you think I was going to be able to turn him into a sissy? Do you think you can do that if he had the self-esteem of an Iberian male? How do you think I've managed to bring him to this point? But fear not, soon he will no longer feel useless, soon he will no longer be invisible. A new and exciting purpose awaits him." 

	  

	My cruel, cold and heartless wife had reinforced her verbal message with a graphic and unmistakable message, that of a sissy chained to a pole. The sissy was wearing stockings, heels and a dress that I didn't like at all. She wore it hiked up to her waist, thus exposing her caged Willy, in a pink chastity device, not unlike mine. His balls were chained by a chain that split in two at his ankles. I didn't look like that. No, I don't like that dress at all. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I knew your husband was a fag. That explains a lot." 

	  

	No! I'm not, you asshole! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"White or black. I don't know why I didn't expect anything else from you (from someone who hides behind anonymity). Daniel is not gay or bisexual. It is what it is." 

	  

	That's right, Gema. Thank you for understanding me. I am less bisexual than you, much less. And I'm not gay at all. I don't dream about men or imagine myself next to one, as a partner. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He has enough mental flexibility to adapt to different situations, if I demand it of him. If he were bisexual, I wouldn't be interested. I'm not talking about him, I'm talking about demanding him, eventually, to do something with another man. What excites me about the situation is precisely that it goes against his nature and that he agrees to do it, because he willingly wants to submit to me. I don't want a sissy husband (nor do I have one). I want a loving, submissive husband, with a mind dirty and flexible enough to allow my own adventures and be turned on by them and to accept that I take the reins, mold him and dictate his own adventures, whatever they may be, to the ultimate consequences." 

	  

	Gema had supported her words with an emotional photo, of a man with a three-day beard kissing a woman's hand, in a loving, devoted, maybe even submissive attitude. 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think it is a great idea for you to turn your husband into a sissy on a permanent basis. There are men who are not gifted for sex and satisfying a woman, but instead are very useful at home as a servant to you and your mistresses. You can hormone him to develop his chest and further reduce his useless chick. Also, you could have Mario bugger him from time to time, since Gerard is not into that. But only when he behaves himself. It's not a matter of giving the cuckold too much pleasure." 

	  

	No fucking way! No, no, no, no. No hormones! No permanent stuff! People didn't understand shit, but I couldn't blame them, because even for me it was complicated to understand me. The nonsense and aberration of hormones aside, what I did understand was that I wasn't at all into getting my ass fucked by Mario. Not a submissive Mario, of course. If I "must" do something, it is because I am the submissive and I have no choice. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're wrong about Mario. If it were up to me, it wouldn't be as you say." 

	  

	Reading my wife's short response, it seemed like we were on the same wavelength, even that she was reading my thoughts. It seemed so, until I saw below the image that accompanied her answer. It was a drawing. In it, there were two sissys, one in pink and one in purple. No, I wasn't turned on by the idea of playing with another. They were chained to posts. And the posts seemed to be inserted into their asses. They were both wearing necklaces that were linked by a little chain, very similar to how Gerardo linked Lidia and my wife to each other. The two were nose to nose, holding what looked like a little ball between their mouths, without actually biting it, as that would have been too easy. Apparently, their mission was to keep the ball from falling, but without actually biting it or catching it with their hands. The hands were impossible, of course, as they were chained behind their backs. Their Willys were erect - and that was a flaw - and they were tied together. The two were chest to chest and they were women's breasts, hormonal, maybe siliconized. And that was another flaw. {Is it? Take a good look at the drawing again. It's not that bad. Look at those heels, those nice legs, sheathed in those stockings. Even the breasts are fine; they're not overdone at all. Take a good look at it}. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniela" already has a definitive name. Almost. I had told my husband that I would let him choose the name, but I finally decided differently: I asked Daniel to come up with three names for his feminine side for me to choose from among the three. One of the names he suggested, I'm sure, was a joke. So, my choice is between two names. I've asked him to send them here, to my Tumblr, along with appropriate images for each name. I want to see what he looks like. Then I'll let you know my decision. 

	To celebrate his christening, I have sent him to buy some socks for him. I was thinking of going with him, but I think it's better for him to buy them himself. I would like to know what explanations he is going to give at the haberdashery so that they will give him some in his size... I haven't made it too difficult for him... it's Halloween. It's going to be black stockings, plain, no frills. Now that the cold weather is coming, they will be good for her to wear under her pants and keep her warm. I don't think it's flashy; men's dress socks are often stockings, albeit shorter. Only he and I - and Gerardo and surely Lidia - will know that under his pants, in addition to the cage and the pink panties - always pink or fuchsia - he also wears stockings. The only embellishment will be on the garter part, which I have asked him to make sexy. 

	It's hard for me to know if he's happy with this small step, which doesn't necessarily mean anything either. In fact, I confess that I'm not quite clear on what to do from this point on, but I'm sure I'll come up with something. I also admit that I'm blind as to whether the idea of sissy mode and what it might entail really appeals to him. It's not like I expect myself to cry tears of joy either; in fact, it would make me uncomfortable if I did." 

	  

	I tried to swallow my saliva. I had a lump in my throat. Gema was totally serious about that. The worst thing wasn't buying the stockings. The worst part was having to send her two images of sissys, one for each name. It was cruel. Gema knew that I liked to make decisions after thorough research. I put a lot of thought into things. When I shopped on Amazon, I would look at tons of product alternatives and read the reviews in detail to make sure I was making the optimal decision. Also when we built the house I had looked at various construction systems, with their pros and cons. I had no trouble making up my mind. What I liked was to be sure that I had made the best decision. {Whichever sissy you choose, this is the best decision. Trust me, but search and scour the internet, if it pleases you, which I know it does}. Gemma was cruel, because she knew exactly how I would proceed in this regard. And she knew that by making me search, by making me evaluate those photos, by forcing me to put myself in the situation, she would be reprogramming me, if not completely, then a few lines of code. 

	  

	dgl1982: 

	"Hello, Gema, how are you? On several occasions you have commented that you were not interested in turning Daniel into a sissy. Why this sudden change of opinion? Have you discussed it with him or was it an imposition? To what extent do you think that the situation of your husband's dependence on you influences his increased submission? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"They are droplets that are falling here and there." 

	  

	Yeah, right, presemen droplets, no shit! {That tongue, princess! That language doesn't suit you at all}. 

	  

	 Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Each one by itself is insufficient to make certain steps happen, but all together they come to accumulate an important amount of water. There are comments in our daily life, comments during vacations, reactions at Gerardo's house... these are insignificant things on their own, but considering them all together, I think it is a step to take, albeit very slowly. 

	There is no specific trigger. Basically I think we all need to explore and evolve. Stagnation is the worst thing. In our case, in which I am exploring, it is necessary that Daniel also does it, that his brain is busy processing new stimuli so that he does not feel excluded. His evolution will not be mine. He will evolve in his own way, at his own pace, but there may be parallels. There are things I'd like to share with him better." 

	  

	Like what, Gema? A cock? A choice of lingerie? Of the two things, I could only imagine one, at least with Gerardo, regardless of what he wanted. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That I have become the current breadwinner has a positive influence on his ease of submission. As a male provider, the testosterone always tends to be there, but as the breadwinner, doing a lot of things that in other times might have been considered feminine, it's easier for him to take certain steps. And that's the crux of the matter: it's not about it being easier for me, it's about it being easier for him." 

	  

	And why don't we just share Lidia? Don't you think that would be easier for me? For some reason, I was beginning to find it easier to imagine a three-way relationship (Gema, me and another person), than a two-way relationship. I was finding it easier to imagine a three-way relationship, regardless of the sex of the third person, than a two-way relationship. And I wasn't referring to the sexual act itself. Was I becoming unhinged? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The best thing about finding out your husband is a faggot is that you no longer have to worry about him going off with someone else. For you it will be good, because Lidia stops being a rival and Gerardo, well, I don't think Daniel has such bad taste." 

	  

	No! Gerardo, no, for God's sake! Someone had been very perceptive with his observation. And that anonymous person had not been me. I would, from time to time, write my wife an anonymous question, but most of the time the questions were genuine. Maybe they are Gerardo's, but they are not mine. But that reader had hit the nail on the head at that moment. He had read my mind. Was that what it was all about? Was that what was driving my wife? I had wondered about it before and had not come to any conclusion. Why did she want to transform me into an occasional sissy at that very moment? Had Gerardo pushed her to despise me and to separate us? Had she been inspired by Nuria? Had Lidia whispered to her? The answer was simpler than all that: It's your jealousy, Gema, your jealousy of Lidia! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Are you suggesting that I have bad taste?" 

	  

	Well, I don't know if he suggested it, but if he did, he's right. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema. Although I have been following you for a long time, I read you in batches. I don't know if Daniel has opened a company or if he is still unemployed. From what I read and intuit, your goal is to turn him into a non-hormonal sissy. My question: don't you think that, in order to grow as a person, according to the direction he is taking, you should turn him into a sissy housewife? Another thing: I've read a lot about you guys and from the beginning, Daniel dreams of being a hormonal sissy (you know that.) Don't you think? Go through the blogs..." 

	  

	No, it is not true. Never hormone-treated. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, Daniel is still unemployed, but he has his project ready. He wants to start a company and basically do the same thing he was doing before as an employee. 

	I don't want to turn my husband into a sissy, not full time. I only intend to develop part-time that part of his personality. It would just be to include a new theme in our games, something to give him food for thought, to eat his brains, to keep his mind occupied. I want something that for the most part can be turned on and off; game mode on, game mode off. I don't want anything permanent or continuous. I want him to explore that facet, which I'm sure many men have, some more than others, but which causes so much resistance and opposition. I want to expand his limits a little and reduce certain inhibitions of his. If anything, I am looking for a permanent effect, it is to promote and strengthen that tender side that he has, but that sometimes clashes with his other, more egocentric side. I think that by promoting his feminine side - the one that all men have, since they all have an X chromosome - I can make him find a new point of balance between his tenderness and his ego, a point that makes him happier." 

	  

	Gemma was right when she said that I had my egocentric side and that I hated that part of me. It was true that the more submissive I was, the happier I felt, because then that ugly side of me didn't show up. But would being sissy solve that? Wasn't there another way to solve it, for example in a three-way relationship with Lidia? Maybe it didn't make much sense what I was thinking, how could I go from dreaming of a three-way relationship with Lidia to considering cross-dressing occasionally? They seemed like opposing ideas, and they were. But to me they seemed like solutions to the same problem. But Gema has found her own solution to Lidia's problem (her problem). 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good morning, Gema. I'm so glad you're finally turning Daniel into Daniela. I think this is the best time to humiliate him, being out of work. Now that he is available to you 24/7, you could practically transform him at your whim. Could you describe to us how his transformation is going? Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I agree with you that it may be the best time for it. 

	At the moment, I've made him buy some black stockings, to wear under his pants, along with his pink panties. What you can see of the stockings between the shoe and the pants doesn't make you suspect that it's actually a female garment, but the important thing is that he knows he's wearing two female garments." 

	  

	That was true. Even if it wasn't visible on the outside, the psychological effect was there. Wearing stockings (and not panties) made me more aware of my ass, as if it were exposed, although that wasn't the case, of course. Was that how Gema felt when she wore stockings? Did she feel enhanced... and accessible? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I have plans regarding the styling of her pubic hair. I haven't quite decided yet, but I think we are going to modify how she wears it now, which is completely shaved. What I am going to ask her to do now is to get a good shave around her vagina, that is, around her little butt. 

	As for sex, I'm going to start giving him lessons on how to give a good blowjob. He should already know how, as he has seen me do it many times and when he is present I take special care. But he needs practice. I'm going to start with him practicing with the dildo in my harness and giving me a blowjob as if it were a real cock. 

	I'm going to continue to fuck her ass with my harness and I'm going to keep doing it while her clitoris is caged. We have been doing this for a while now. I would like to reduce, however, the stimulation of her penis/clit, but for the time being I think it is necessary to keep it up to get her libido up, so for a while we'll stay the same in that regard (I shake her cage to get her to feel something in her pussy). 

	She will still have vaginal sex with me, although that will be outside of sissy mode. What I want to do is to differentiate those two modes well. Outside of sissy mode he will be a man; he will be submissive, but he will be a man. On those occasions, he will have vaginal sex with me and eventually he may cum inside me. In that mode, I will also play with his cock, to keep his arousal level high. In sissy mode, I want all her pleasure to come from her ass and from getting into the female role. To enhance that sissy mode, I will buy him some additional feminine things. I don't know if I will also buy her a wig. Not at the moment, but we'll see. 

	I also want to increase her desire for anal sex. It's not that he doesn't like it. By the way, it's worth noting that anal stimulation in a man doesn't necessarily have to do with being feminine or gay or whatever. In any case, I want to increase his desire for it. I thought of making him wear one of my plugs, one of the ones Silvestre bought me. In me it had on the one hand the effect of facilitating the dilation of my anus and on the other hand making me feel empty without something inside. The latter is the effect I want to achieve. 

	All this will not happen all at once. We will go step by step, slowly. It is better for her to get into the role little by little and develop the personality of her female character than to rush things. The things I mentioned above, although they don't happen overnight, it's good for Daniel@ to know about them, so she can get her head around them. That way she has something to think about." 

	  

	Oh, yes, my imagination, my worst enemy! Some of the things Gema was talking about we had done before, but never on a prolonged and consistent basis. Apparently, she was finally determined to keep her standards high. What jealousy can do.... 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What things would you do to Daniela as a sissy? What kind of games or how would you treat it? Chores and stuff? Force her to what? A little kiss." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"(I hope that soon we will be able to take a picture of you like this, but first you should get a good waxing). 

	Anais is a bit shy. She still finds it hard to accept that she can be the object of desire of other men. Like many girls who begin to develop their bodies and thus begin to attract men's attention, Anaïs finds it difficult to fully understand this change. She doesn't look pretty in the mirror and her new shapes bother her, but inevitably, she has become an object of desire. She still blushes when she is told how beautiful she is. She is curious about the male sex, but looks on with frightened shyness, like a doe trying to escape her inevitable hunters." 

	  

	With a few tweaks in order to correct and provoke me, Gema was posting the very text I had sent her as a collaboration on her Tumblr, along with the photo I had chosen. Yes, that was how I saw myself, how I saw myself inside that character, how I would like to see that side of me. The description continued: 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Anais doesn't need to be forced into anything. In fact, she would wilt like a flower if anyone tried. But she does need to be constantly encouraged, even pushed a little. So many things are new to her..... 

	Anais wants to please and give pleasure. She doesn't know very well yet how to do it and is a bit clumsy, but she is willing to learn. Perhaps her shyness prevents her from going further, from giving herself completely, but for many, that is precisely her greatest attraction. But that doesn't stop her from at least trying. If he is well directed, he can do things with enthusiasm. Her greatest virtue is empathy and her desire to please, to live up to what is expected of her. She can adapt to any situation, if treated with tenderness and gentleness. 

	Anais, however, sometimes behaves unbearably badly. This is normal, as she has not yet reached full maturity. In fact, she is a flower that has just opened its petals. But treating her with the tenderness and gentleness she deserves and requires does not mean that she cannot endure severe punishment when necessary. It is only a matter of not lacking affection. Well behaved, her empathy will make her adapt to even those kinds of demands. She knows very well that a red ass is sometimes the best thing for her education. 

	Is that my Anaïs? Is that who you are? Sweet, vicious, shy and insecure, but eager to learn and to please?" 

	  

	And not content with that, with my complete humiliation, Gema asked (demanded) me to deepen in the description and in the previous development of my feminine side, which from that moment on would be called Anaïs. {I love the name, thank you for naming me Anaïs! You're the best. Mua!}. She wanted me to get into the character, just as she got into the characters that Gerardo had demanded and would continue to demand of her. And even though no one knew me, I was embarrassed that she also published it on her blog. If one day Vicky reads this... 

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel cheated a little bit with the naming thing. He was supposed to suggest three names and I was supposed to choose for him. And so he did, strictly speaking, but he cheated. There were two names that I couldn't accept and I think he knew that very well. 

	Lydia. No, my dear, even if you write it with a Greek i (excuse me, but I don't accept the RAE's ye, that's an aberration!) instead of with a Latin i, I can't accept that name. How can I tell you two apart when I call you? Or are you jealous of her now? Do you want to live with me what she lives? Or do you want to live like her? Don't worry, I'll give you what you need and maybe more than that." 

	  

	I knew you were doing all this out of jealousy! But is it really the "ye" that you find an aberration? Is it really that and not something else? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniela. No precious, you know I can't accept that name either. It's too much Daniel. It's not that I don't like that. In fact, I love it. Daniel and Daniela. It's so much better than Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. Daniel and Daniela. Which one is the real alter ego? You almost had me convinced, but no. I think you'd have a harder time if you were Daniela. I think it suits you to be something very different from Daniel. It certainly suits me. I don't want a gay husband. I want you to turn into her when I want you to, but at midnight you'll have to go back to being you and be at home, just like Cinderella. Not just the same, better than her! I don't want any Prince Charming to chase you. When you stop being her, you'll just be Daniel. I need my hairy, tough, strong man. I only need her from time to time. When I feel like it. Maybe you need her more than I do. That's all right. But it's better to separate the two characters; it'll be easier for you; you know I'm picky." 

	  

	{You did it on purpose, eh, Daniel? Anais was the name you liked. You knew I liked it. That's why you gave those other two unfeasible choices to Gema. Thanks for the nice name! I plan to live up to what you and Gema expect of me. I've been waiting a long time}. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think a nice Christmas present for Anais would be tits like yours. I'm sure that's the present she'd be most excited about. Can you imagine your cuckold as a beautiful shemale? I'm sure he does. Would you get Gerardo to pay for the operation?" 

	  

	My God, what twisted, filthy, disgusting minds! I'm not saying it for transsexuals, I'm saying it for me as a transsexual. I recognize that there are some who are gorgeous, but it wasn't something I saw for myself. In fact, for me, it turned me off. With a dick and tits, they could be considered the third gender. I had no problem with that. As I said, there are some who are very handsome. But I didn't see myself as handsome like that. I didn't want that for myself, hence my reaction. 

	As for the question of whether Gerardo would be willing to pay for such a hypothetical operation, I was not sure. On the one hand, I was sure that Gerardo would find it a real aberration, both in me (which would not look sexy at all) and in general. On the other hand, I sensed that he would be willing to do anything to achieve his ends: impregnate my wife and separate us. Although he had given the latter for impossible (or so he thought) and had made up his mind to live with me, that did not mean that he would not take advantage of any opportunity, even if he had to dig deep into his deep pockets. But I am not able to answer whether his desire to have my wife for himself only outweighed his aversion to that kind of homo or transsexual stuff. Anyway, it was a merely theoretical question for me, as my interests didn't go that way. Sorry: I mean Anaïs's interests. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The concept of love according to Gemma: Presenting her husband naked, with pink panties and a dick trap in front of another man, so that he can cruelly laugh at him, humiliate and despise him, while he fucks his wife." 

	  

	No, I certainly didn't see myself dressed like that in front of Gerardo. In that fantasy, he didn't fit. If he didn't exclude himself, I did. {And me}. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My concept, among other things, is to explore and expand our sexuality together. 

	By the way, Gerardo has NEVER laughed at him. And I tell you very clearly: one thing is that in game mode he dominated him more and even humiliated him as the submissive that he is towards him, but quite another thing would be that he truly humiliated him, outside the context of game mode. That would be a very serious fault on his part, just as if he despised me. Humiliation in the game is one thing, contempt is another. If that happened and he didn't rectify... Sexual inhibitions can be lowered to explore things, but there are insurmountable limits. 

	But one of the things I like about Gerardo, and even my husband admits, is that he's not a knucklehead who doesn't understand how this works or how people should be treated." 

	  

	Certainly, in that sense, I had no complaints about Gerardo. He had never laughed at me, at least not in front of me. Another thing is what he did with his friends, if he had any, apart from Manolo, and he talked about those things with them. If he had despised me, it was by ignoring me. But those things had been changing for the better over time and the summer vacations with the three of us together had been a quantum leap in that regard.  

	I would never show up as a sissy at his house. But if Gerardo read the blog, the risk was that he would end up despising me in every way and that we would end up ruining what we had worked so hard to achieve. Why was Gema risking so much, not only doing it, but publishing it on her blog? Had she already discussed it with Gerardo? Or was it because in the end, contrary to what I believed, Gerardo was not aware of her blog? But yes, the photos I've seen, on one blog, on his blog and then on hers... I was confused. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good evening, Gema. Imagine that Daniel@ likes her new identity and finds herself more and more comfortable with it and with her new vagina enjoying new erogenous zones apart from her clitoris. If things were to go further... would you be able to have one of your horny guys fuck him and suck his cock while you watch them...? Surely you've imagined it, haven't you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Of course. But the difficulty is twofold. On the one hand, getting my husband to do that. Even if in some part of his being he might desire that transgression, it wouldn't be easy to lower his inhibitions to do it AND, on the other hand, there's getting a horn player who was let's say heteroflexible or bisexual. Gerardo is not and I'm focused on him now." 

	  

	What if it wasn't Gerardo, Gema? Why always him? Don't you see the possibilities? Finally an anonymous person asking intelligent questions. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, how far do you think Daniela is capable of going in her transformation? I imagine it will all depend on whether she gets a job or not. If she doesn't... How far would you like to go with him? And don't beat around the bush, I'm sure you've thought about it. Greetings and thanks for answering." 

	  

	And for a change, a stupid question from an anonymous person. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think I just answered that in response to another question. So I'm answering you here what I don't want to: 

	I don't want a bisexual husband, much less a gay one. What I want is to fuck my husband's mind, to take him - at least in his mind - to new challenges, to certain extremes.  

	Whether it then happens in reality or not is secondary. It may be a logical consequence, once the challenge for him to accept it in his mind had been met. Or it may remain just that. Right now, what interests me is his mind. The other is secondary, though perhaps unavoidable. 

	I don't want a husband who wants that. I want one who, despite not wanting it, is willing to do it, because I want it. That does not detract from the fact that I can enjoy it later. But to desire it openly would be something I don't want. 

	Gay, no. Bisexual, no. Heteroflexible... on certain conditions yes, but they have to be my conditions." 

	  

	Just the mind? 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gemma. You said that you want to be Daniel's protector to fulfill your role as dominant. Does this include protecting your husband from other women? You have described Daniel as a more introverted person, observant, maybe a bit shy. Do you think that, if other women knew about Daniel's qualities and character, these women would find Daniel very attractive and try to steal Daniel away from him? What are your husband's best qualities? What do you love most about Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel isn't exactly shy. At least, it's not the typical kind of shyness you see in the movies. In short distances, in a small group of people, he's not shy at all. Nor was he shy in his work. What happens is that he withdraws when it comes to a larger group of friends. So, he simply prefers to withdraw a bit and observe, rather than be the center of attention. In general, he likes to observe. He can be very talkative, when he wants to be, when it's a small group and he likes the subject matter, but he's often rather quiet. 

	Love is not quantifiable. It is not a set of things you like that add up to falling in love. Sometimes you fall in love with someone who would not stand up to rational analysis. But the things I like most about my husband are: his intelligence; his ability to adapt; that he knows how to laugh at himself; his calmness and the calmness he transmits; that he is a homebody and always thinks in the long term; his idealism; that he is not at all posh, but rather practical; that he likes to do things very well, whatever he does... the trust he has in me; his sense of loyalty and that he loves me. 

	I have no doubt that other women might find my husband attractive. I think he's a good catch. But if you're referring to his spoiled cuckold paraphilia, I think that, a priori, if it were known, might be more of a drawback. It's something not so usual and something that a priori is not very macho. We women are quite conservative and that could be misinterpreted, even though it only offers us advantages. 

	But with respect to other women, first of all, it's about controlling him. The agreement we have is that I have the freedom and he does not. But that only works if I also do my part to control him. With freedom-whether by common agreement or by laziness in dominating him on my part-my husband would not be very happy. There is also the fact that, perhaps, - contrary to what it might seem, he is more amorous than I am, so yes, it is also about protecting him." 

	  

	I knew it, Gema. It's your jealousy of Lidia that's driving you to do this to me. You think she won't like me anymore. But what if she ends up liking me more, against all odds? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, Guadiana. If for some reason your CORNUDO should not succeed in his working life (remember that most of the long-term unemployed are in their forties and fifties), I propose that you make him a sissy maid at your service. At least you would keep him entertained. N'est-ce pas mon chou?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, no, I've already said it: I'm not interested in a full-time sissy. I want something to play with when I feel like it. Let's say, to say the least, ten percent of the time. Ninety percent of the time I want a man, submissive, tender but manly. Ten percent of the time I want a sissy who is shy but vicious, skittish but curious, obedient and devoted to the cause she is entrusted with. I want that Anaïs that Daniel has described." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Don't worry, sweetheart. I'll still love you." 

	 

	


Epilogue IX - Sylvester 

	  

	"Soba her ass in front of the guys who want her, and grab her ass in front of the girls who want you" - Iberian macho wisdom. 

	(Wasn't that basically what Silvestre did with me?) 

	  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My blue dress, the one with the white polka dots, do you know why I'm so fond of it? Do you know who gave it to me? Of course. Silvestre gave it to me. Those were different times. A different Gem. Those were times when Silvestre asked my husband to take racy pictures of me and to send them to him. Unlike Gerardo, Silvestre loved it when I went around the world without panties, without panties, but with his plug in my ass. It was a different time. And it was a slightly different Gemma, but a Gemma who was beginning to discover that she liked somewhat dominant men. A Gem who had not yet dyed her hair red. That's since I've been with Gerardo." 

	  

	Thinking back, I think Gema dyed her hair red for her job interview with Gerardo. Did she already know that he liked redheads, even if they were boat redheads? I asked her and Gema shrugged her shoulders mischievously. It was Silvestre who introduced her to Gerardo. And they had a drink together, while I watched from a nearby table. Had Gerardo already told her something on that date, about his preference? Gema just smiles mischievously, every time I ask her. Of course, she is within her rights not to answer me. It's clear that Gerardo influenced her very early on. It didn't take him long to change the shade of her hair to a more reddish color. It suits Gema, although I prefer her as a jet brunette. 

	As for her dress, who really gave it to her was me... through Silvestre. And I have discovered, on the blog that I think is Gerardo's, that he has taken pictures of her in that dress, not at home, but in public places. Erotic photos, of course. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In the end, you have to love Gerardo, despite your age. I think he knows how to get all your essence out of you, both in mind and body. However, don't you miss Silvestre's giddiness, the unbridled love you felt for him? To date, he is the only one who has made you feel that way. Look at how your pupils and heart palpitations have just enlarged." 

	  

	It was true that Gema had loved Silvestre in a different way than she loved Gerardo. With Silvestre, everything had been much more passionate. With Gerardo, it was a more spiritual love, stemming from her admiration for him and her submission to him. It originated in her soul, rather than in her flesh. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo is not into anal sex. Neither is he into anal play. And of course, neither is he into plugs. I have to settle for the plug-tail, to become his pet that he can finish taming. 

	Silvestre was the one who awakened my interest in anal. He started with plugs and made me wear them until I was almost screaming for him to deflower my ass. I think with him I also discovered that I liked men to be dominant with me. Certainly, my husband had tried it on occasion (the dominant thing), but it didn't work. I guess it's because I don't want to be my husband's slut, I want to be his princess." 

	  

	And now you want me to be your slut-princess. Are you really going to do that to me? You're not going to give me any choice? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When you were totally in love with Silvestre, did you ever think, even for an instant, about leaving your husband?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I didn't think about it. I did fear losing control, that's for sure. In fact, at certain times, I think I did lose it and I feared how that might affect my marriage, but I never considered leaving my husband. I don't give myself any credit, because in reality, I had no reason to leave him either. I had Sylvester and my husband. Why would I want to leave my husband, if it didn't prevent me from having Silvestre, but even encouraged it? What I did fear was that this triangle would not work, because all I had been taught was that sex and love were only for two, not for three. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In a previous entry in your blog, Daniel said that you had gone so far as to go and live for a while with one of your lovers. I presume it was with Silvestre, did you do it because you were so in love with him that you wanted to test if you could leave your husband or did you never thought about it? I'm going to send you another question with only one question mark. That way, you only have to say yes, if you thought about it, or no, if you did not. No one's going to find out what you're responding to, not even Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I've been waiting, but you didn't get around to sending me your question with a single "?", so I'm answering your full question now. 

	I have never considered leaving him. But we did talk once about trying out what the experience would be like. It was during a conversation in which we were both very excited and not of sound mind. The next day, we dismissed it outright. Family complications aside, we agreed that it had been an absurd thought. And, besides, it would have been unwise: fire can burn in the end. Spending a vacation together is a different matter. It is a brief experience with a start date and an end date and it is a vacation. It was brief and yes, it was with Silvestre. But it wasn't exactly because I was in love with him and considering leaving my husband." 

	  

	However, Gema, now you seem to be thinking about it again, and this time seriously, with Gerardo. Do you want to leave Vicky alone? Of course, she's of age. But do you really want to? And if you won't leave me, is it only because with me you can have both Gerardo and me? And what if you don't? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that when you were with Silvestre you never thought of leaving your husband, because he allowed you to have Silvestre and him. Was it then Silvestre who was not satisfied with sharing you and wanted to have you exclusively and that's why everything ended?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Certainly, Silvestre was not satisfied and always wanted more. But that wasn't the reason." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said that with Silvestre you lost control and that you feared it would affect your marriage. Can you specify in what way you lost control and how it affected your marriage? Did you think you would stop loving Daniel?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Basically, I fell in love with Silvestre, but without stopping loving Daniel. However, it wasn't real love, it was mostly passion, it was due to the novelty of the situation. It took me a while to understand that and it confused me for a while. I wasn't afraid to stop loving my husband, but I didn't understand how I could feel so much at the same time for another man. On the one hand, I felt very good, because the emotions intoxicated me, but on the other hand, I also felt guilty. If the thought of leaving Daniel had arisen in me, it would have been very painful, but easier at the same time, because things would have been simple: black or white, the path to the right or the path to the left. What confused me was to walk both paths at the same time. That, in theory, should not be possible, it was not what I had been taught. 

	As I said, it took me a while to understand my feelings and to understand that it was not love, but passion, and that feeling that passion was not a bad thing. Daniel had perhaps more confidence in me than I had in myself and encouraged me from the first moment to enjoy that passion. Or maybe he had more confidence in Silvestre than in me. 

	It takes a while to learn to walk, to learn to ride a bike, to learn to manage emotions, but I think I am wiser today than I was a couple of years ago. Or as that wise man used to say: I only know that I know nothing." 

	  

	Of course I trusted my wife. And of course I had control over Silvestre. And now, what do I have? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said you fell in love with Silvestre, but you found out it wasn't love. What differences do you see between being in love with a person and loving a person? When you fall in love with someone, you only have eyes for them. That person becomes the center of your life and everything else disappears. You just want to be with him and you would even kill if he asked you to I think that's true love Then when it passes, there is affection, affection, sometimes habit, complicity ... but would you call that love?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The feeling of love is similar to that of an addiction and, like this one, it has a lot to do with chemistry. Maybe instead of falling in love, to differentiate it, I should say that I became crazy about Silvestre. The difference is that it is something fleeting, very intense, but it is not meant to last. True love is more than that. Being crazy about a person may be part of true love, but it is more than that. Affection, habit, complicity, all these are also necessary ingredients of true love. True love is intensity, but it is also calm, it is the short term and the long term. Being crazy about a person is only the short term. When the emotions calm down, when the chemistry ceases in the brain, it dissipates and then it becomes clear that it was not true love. 

	Let me give you a music simile: You hear a song for the first time. You like it, but it's no big deal. You listen to it a few more times, in very favorable environments, with positive emotions. Everything is wonderful and suddenly you love that song. You can't stop listening to it over and over again - it's the best song in the world! (No, the song of the summer it's not!) And suddenly, almost without realizing it, you've stopped listening to it. Okay, you still like it when you hear it, but it's not that big of a deal anymore. How could you listen to it over and over again without getting tired of it? Evidently, you got tired of it. And then you go on to listen to your all-time classics, the really good songs, the ones that never go out of date. Later on, you go back and listen to that other song again and it brings back memories and sometimes you feel a little nostalgic, but that song never means what it meant at the time, while your all-time classics endure immutably." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Some time ago your husband said that, when you and Silvestre broke up, you were very unhappy, that he had never seen you so sad. Was it him who broke up, because you did not dare to give him everything he asked for? Did you love him so much that the breakup broke your heart? Did Silvestre really put your marriage at risk and made you afraid?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I prefer not to tell here and now who ended the three-way relationship that my husband, Silvestre and I had. I'll leave that for the third book. I don't want to anticipate anything and spoil the story. I only want to clarify that I did not love Silvestre, although sometimes feelings are difficult to distinguish. I did love him, but I didn't love him. And I admit that he left his mark on me, in spite of everything." 

	  

	Yes, Gema, I chose him well and guided him better. And that is something you still haven't forgiven me for. How dare you, then, say that you didn't love him? You loved his body and his manhood and you loved the ideas I planted in his head and the words I put in his mouth. What do you mean you didn't love him? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You've said you still hold a grudge against Daniel for something he did in the past, can you tell us what he did, was he unfaithful to you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, he wasn't unfaithful. He did something worse." 

	  

	I knew it! I was almost sure that what bothered you most was not my punctual infidelity with Silvestre and Nuria, but the fact that I made you believe that your encounter with Silvestre was casual! It hurts you that it was a staging with me as director. As jealous as you are, you resent me more for that than for the threesome I had with Nuria and Silvestre. I've already apologized for my infidelity, but I won't apologize for my cheating. I did what I had to do at the time. And you enjoyed it and became another woman, the woman who was a prisoner inside you. No, I will not ask your forgiveness for that. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What can a husband do that is worse than being unfaithful to his wife? Can you clarify what Daniel did to you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Not here and not now. In the third book." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I know you don't want to tell now what your husband did to you, but tell us just one thing: Did what he did to you happen while you were with Silvestre? Does it have to do with the three-way relationship?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes and yes." 

	  

	You don't want to tell it so as not to lift the mystery of the third book or because you find it hard to talk about it? I'm sorry it hurt so much, but I'm not going to apologize. Maybe I didn't do the right thing, but I did the right thing. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Is Daniel fully aware of the fact for which you hold a grudge against him? And if so, does he feel guilty about it? Was it that fact that caused the breakup between you and Silvestre? You don't need to explain anything, a yes or no will suffice. Thank you." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, he knows. We talked about it and agreed on it. By the way, I don't hold a grudge. But what we agreed on goes forward, for both our sakes." 

	  

	You're a liar! You do hold a grudge against me. That's why you threw yourself into the arms of a rich old man, because you knew that was the opposite of my ideal of a goreador. It wasn't yours either, but you adapted chameleon-like just to get even. What was agreed was that, if I wanted her to remain a hot wife, I had to accept, unconditionally, that she would decide on her gored men, whether I liked them or not. How could I have known, at the time, what she had in mind? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It's clear that Daniel has better taste than you. He would never have left a man like Silvestre or taken a lover like Gerardo." 

	  

	See, even the anonymous ones tell you! 

	   

	Anonymous: 

	"I think it's not just your husband's chick that you've replaced with a better one. I think there is very little left of your husband that is of any use to you. It is clear from your posts, that what makes you feel alive and brings you value does not come from your husband, but from other men. Even when you evoke something important to you from the past, it is Sylvester who appears and not Daniel." 

	  

	But Silvestre has been me, not in body, but in soul. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When you deny your husband what you give away to other men, it's simply because you don't love him enough. You can dress him up any way you want, as a cuckold, a submissive or a sissy, but the reality is that you don't love him. He is a toy for you, a wimp for you and your lover to mock him by dressing him up as a woman. When a woman truly loves her man, she gives him everything she has and strives for him to get more than any other, both affectionately and sexually. That's obviously not your case with Daniel." 

	  

	It is normal that Gema got pissed off and even tired of certain comments. She didn't even respond to some of them with her usual wit and cockiness. I also found it hard to understand that people who followed her blog thought that way. I could criticize Gema's choice of a goreador that I didn't like. I could reproach her for giving too much to him, so much so that she was even thinking of giving him a child. But I couldn't say that Gema didn't love me. What happened was that she didn't love only me and that, apart from love, she was addicted to Gerardo. And that he is taking her to the abyss and me with her. But I knew that part (though maybe not all, not by far...) of what he was doing, he was doing to give me the sexual pleasure I needed. I am a freak and my sexual needs are unconventional. No, obviously Gemma was making an effort. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I love it when he just plants himself in front of me and, without saying anything, I already know what I want and should do. 

	See, honey? See the hand signal I'm giving you? I'm fine. I know it tastes strange, but I've gotten used to it and I love it. You've already tasted his cum from my pussy, but I'd like you to taste his cock too. Unfortunately, I don't think that's going to happen. But, still, I'd like you to taste it. Maybe he'll let me kiss you after I give it the first few licks, when that peculiar taste from the beginning is still on my lips. I have to see how to convince you to let me do it. There must be something I can offer you in return. If it comes to it, don't forget to thank him afterwards!" 

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"It's interesting that when Silvestre told you not to take off your wedding ring, you understood how important the symbolism was, but now that Gerardo gives you something with similar symbolism, with his name on it, and that you will wear it in the same way as your ring, you just minimize and take it as childishness. It doesn't match. And lately I don't know if you're doing it unconsciously, but you're defensive about certain topics. It seems more like a form of avoidance to a new reality you're living in and you're afraid of a non-return." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Taking something away is not the same as putting something in. 

	In that scene with Silvestre, removing the ring meant that I was ashamed of being a hotwife, ashamed of my consensual infidelity. 

	Taking off my ring today would mean something different. It would mean that I do not consider my husband as my partner, that I break certain ties and with it certain power that he has over me. 

	Putting the collar on means that both Daniel and I accept that Gerardo is largely (though not entirely) in control of my sexuality. It means that we accept it and do so willingly. It has no meaning with respect to my marriage. Taking it off now, however, would somehow mean that it does. 

	Symbols therefore depend on the context and whether they are taken off or put on." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Do you think the time will come when Gerardo will screw up in the same way Silvestre screwed up? Do you think it would be for the same reasons?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Nothing is forever. If there's one thing I wish was forever, that's my family, with our daughter and my husband.  

	But on the subject of hotwifing, it is very complicated that the bugler is forever. It doesn't have to be; it's not its function. So, it's possible that someday this will end, although I don't want it to at this time. We may stop understanding each other, I may decide I've explored enough, or Gerard may get bored with me. So, it is likely that at some point -which I hope far away- this will end. 

	But I don't think he's going to screw up like Silvestre. Not like that." 

	  

	No, it was impossible that way. Silvestre had been my invention. Gerardo was my wife's. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Could you explain a little more what are the things you've done in your relationship with Gerardo, so that it's not possible for him to screw up like Silvestre did?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Forgive me, but I'd rather not. It would take the fun out of the third book." 

	 

	


Epilogue X - The symbols of power 

	  

	"There is no intensity of love or feeling that does not involve the risk of suffering a heartbreaking wound. It is a duty to take this risk, to love and feel without defense or reserve." - William S. Burroughs 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Is that a triskel you're wearing on your anklet? It doesn't look right in the picture." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"First of all, that photo is not recent, it's old (things like everything to do with the triskel and its meaning are relatively new to me). Secondly, the anklet is the symbol for hotwife, not submission. Thirdly, you can't see the symbol, because the photo is purposely out of focus. And, fourthly, I never said that photo is ours." 

	  

	Ah, but it is, Gema. It is your photo. The symbol of the anklet is the least of it. The fact that you publish that photo is already a symbol in itself. 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hello, Gema. I think your breast surgery happened a year ago. May I ask you how satisfied you are with your new breasts? Do you always feel comfortable? And how Daniel likes your breasts, does he fondle them a lot? I hope it's not inappropriate to ask, but I'm curious: What part of your body does Daniel like the most? Your breast or your ass or your legs or something else?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"The surgery went well, although it is painful at first to recover from it. Yes, I am satisfied with my breasts; I think they have turned out very well. It was a touch-up - the only touch-up - that I have and I am satisfied with it.  

	However, I will also confess that one thing I miss is to take more advantage of them with men. I'm very focused on Gerardo and I don't regret it, for sometimes I think that, since I have them, it wouldn't be bad to play around a bit and attract their looks (and hands). But then, I consider that many men are too boring and simplistic. I'm not in a phase of only looking for purely carnal sex. 

	Daniel has always liked my ass a lot. But he is also very attracted to my new breasts. Fortunately, he doesn't have to choose. He does like to fondle them, but most of all he likes to look at them. And - I think he agrees with Gerardo on this - he likes to see how they show through the clothes and observe how my cleavage looks, more than seeing them naked." 

	  

	Of course. And since Gerardo makes you go without a bra now, well... whew! I really liked her breasts. The truth is that they had been very well. They had not been natural. Gerardo hadn't wanted that. I was sure that, if I had proposed the boob job, my wife would have told me to go fuck myself. In fact, before Gerardo, I had suggested it to her on some occasions and if not, she would have told me to go fuck myself. And it was clear that, if I had proposed that shape of breasts, not exaggerated, but visibly synthetic, she would have flatly refused. If I had managed to convince her to have them operated on, she would have opted for implants that would have given her breasts the most natural shape possible. But Gerardo had managed to impose his criteria. And he had done it with amazing naturalness. Now my wife was a MILF who screamed "fuck me" (to everyone but me), but who would only let herself be fucked by the old man (whoever he wanted). Yes, her breasts were wasted. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"My breasts are his; he paid for them. So, he can do with them what he wants. That's only fair. That includes touching them, sucking them, pinching them, photographing them, exposing them, having me expose them..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo has taken it upon himself to enhance my nipples. He says my breasts look great and now my nipples need to be brought up to par. He has also advanced to me that he is considering that I stop wearing a bra." 

	  

	Gema has narrated it before: on vacation she went the whole week without a bra or bikini top. At home, she still kept her bras, but she was sure they would end up in the trash, just like the ones she had taken to the Canary Islands. In fact, Gerardo already forced her to always go to the office without a bra. He had done it before on occasion, but now it seemed a firm and permanent approach. What puzzled me was what possible mischief he was up to regarding her nipples. There's only one possibility, isn't there? {Maybe he's referring to the rubber rings he put on her in the Canary Islands. It doesn't have to be a piercing}. I had long since thrown in the towel with her. I was no longer trying to make her think and come to her senses. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Enhancing your nipples, does that mean Gerardo is going to pierce your nipples? Have you told your husband yet?" 

	  

	No, she hadn't told me. In fact, the only news I had was that comment and this unanswered question that Gema had posted on her blog. It seemed that we were again at the point where I had to find out through her blog, at least with respect to that topic. Gema had not responded, but we already know that he who is silent is silent. I didn't like the holes in the skin. It seemed slumming to me. And I was surprised about Gerardo. I had a better opinion of him. I thought he had better taste. But what could I do? Even if I didn't like it, even if it was a savage thing to do, the way Gema was with him, he would end up getting his piercings done if he wanted to. Of that I was convinced. Isn't a piercing "peccata minuta" compared to a baby? 

	  

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi. You said that since Daniel is a cuckold, your opinion of Daniel has changed in one respect. You no longer see him as a protective man. When you and Daniel are alone, do you never allow yourself to be vulnerable in front of Daniel? After a difficult day, do you never seek comfort in Daniel's arms? Today, do you never shed tears in Daniel's arms? Immediately after you and Daniel have sex, don't you long for Daniel's embrace so that you feel protected and loved? ..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Oh, of course I like his embrace. After all, regardless of what he may say at any given time, he is my one true protector. It just so happens that I believe that in order to assume my more dominant role with him I am the one who must become his protector." 

	  

	Of course. How could a sissy be a protector. I couldn't protect her, not even from getting some tasteless piercings. Can anyone accuse me of not protecting her, under those circumstances? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Gema, you have written your husband off as a person. You have isolated him socially and left him with no life outside of the paraphilia you have. The day you get tired, and you are going to get tired for sure, of having a monkey instead of a man by your side, you will abandon him and then Daniel is not going to know what to do with his sad life." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Reading some of the things you write, it gives the feeling that you hold a grudge against your husband for something. You have said that you love him, that you consider him intelligent and even brave, but yet when you answer certain questions from people who attribute positive values to Daniel, you undervalue his qualities, trying to downplay his importance and value to your husband .Is there something Daniel did in the past that you hold a grudge against him for? Is all this you do to punish him for that one thing?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes to the first question. Partially to the second." 

	  

	There she had definitely unmasked herself! What else could it mean? She was going to make piercings on her nipples not so much because Gerardo demanded it, but to punish me, because she knew I didn't like them! And I thought her motivation came from submission to him and rivalry with Lidia! {Well, at least you are at the origin of his motivation, even if he does it out of spite, rather than submission or competitiveness}. 

	Anonymous: 

	"The coldness and distance with which you write about Daniel together with the fact that you have acknowledged that you feel resentment towards him for something in the past, makes me think that it is not exactly love that you feel for Daniel and that you take advantage of his paraphilia to take revenge for that in the most humiliating and cruel way possible. Revenge is a dish best served cold, the colder the better." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Maybe Daniel deserves that and more. He probably deserves more than that. And maybe I'm taking advantage of him, at least in part. But that doesn't mean I don't love him." 

	  

	Gema had given emphasis to her response by adding a pin-up girl type drawing, albeit very different from these in its message. A woman with a defiant look, dressed in a corset-belt, stockings and heels held in her hands the strings of a wooden puppet in the shape of a man on all fours. That was me. I was not a muppet, as the other questioner had said, but a puppet, small next to her and completely in her hands. And that woman was not a domina, she was not only that. Gema had gotten the drawing right. Although she no longer wore the hot wife anklet, the blonde in the drawing did. Ah! But you're not really a hot wife anymore. You started out as a wife, then I turned you into a hot wife, then out of revenge and need you became an employee, soon a submissive out of depravity, and now you are a slave out of addiction. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"After the controversy when you first talked about Gerardo's necklace, now you yourself are the one who brings it up again! Can we know why? What has it meant psychologically for Daniel to see you at all times with the necklace on? Does it affect him to see you wearing it in the moments outside the game and to know that you are no longer his, but belong to someone else even in real life?" 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"This whole philosophy about the null (maybe null is too much, but I don't think so) significance of some things and symbols that are given a lot of importance, usually sounds like nihilism to me. I am a follower, so I am impressed. I dedicate applause to you. That aside, what do you think of non-Hotwifesque shenanigans? I ask this because I know your connection to florsumisa and I understand her position, though it doesn't seem quite right to me. I haven't seen you opine on this. Sorry if you had already commented." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Life is complicated. In an ideal world, there would be no such shenanigans, but the world is not ideal.  

	What options are there, if the wife needs something she can't find at home, but the husband is unwilling or unable to give her? Can you eliminate a need, a form of your being? You can repress it, but is that the best thing to do? Certainly not good. Neither is non-consensual cuckolding good. So, of these two, neither option is good, much less ideal. 

	Ideally, it should be discussed as a couple. The ideal would be to understand and give freedom in exchange for loyalty. But there are things that are very difficult to digest and to accept. There are too many prejudices, too many preconceptions about how things should be and especially how men should behave. 

	You refer to florsumisa. I think she is taking the necessary steps to bring her husband closer to this world, to make his way of seeing things more flexible, to broaden his perspective. I think she is doing very well, although there is no guarantee of success. Having taken the first steps with Javier down the path of the swinging world will make it easier for your husband to see sex for what it is: a pleasure, a diversion (which is not to say that it can't be and will be much more, with the right person). Still, it will be hard for her to come to terms with another man - Julio - dominating her in that way. But I don't think you can hold anything against florsumisa. In her situation, I don't see how she could act any better (except to hold back, but that can lead to other kinds of problems). 

	The position of florsumisa may not be the correct one, but as I said, I do not see that there can be in his case a fully correct and suitable position. The best thing you can do is what you are doing, I think. Is to try to introduce your husband to this world. What would certainly be wrong, would be to completely turn your back on him and not even try." 

	  

	Maybe I should have put this comment in the chapter about my wife and flower, the two cruel flowers. From Gema's response, it would make more sense to add it to the Flower section. But from the follower's question, I think it also fits here, in this context of the symbols. Regarding Flor's infidelity to her husband, I have already commented that I find it strangely erotic that she truly cheats on him and even more so that she does so not only for sporadic sex, but to immerse herself in her submission to her handsome lover Julio. It was erotic but unfair and sad. Symbols are indeed important and visible (like an anklet) or not, that of a hot wife is too. What surprised me was the forceful answer my wife had given, defending Flor's infidelity. Gema had certainly changed. Years ago, such a response would have been unthinkable. Even in the times in which Silvestre had been our goreador, Gema would never have responded like that. Rereading her answer, I felt, in a way, as if she had closed the door in front of my nose. Gerardo's bedroom door. It was a declaration that she would do whatever came out of her nose (since we are talking about that part of the body), at all costs, whether I liked it or not, whether I knew it or not. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"It is easy to talk. It is even easy to talk about great concepts, such as Love or Fidelity. It is easy to deceive with words. It is easy to deceive everyone, even the people closest to you. But the one you can never fool is yourself, even if you try. An unsatisfied heart is like a balloon that gradually fills up with air until one day it bursts just like that." 

	  

	My wife's response? A picture of a girl, middle finger extended horizontally in front of her half-open mouth. Fuck you. It was the umpteenth cocky answer. But this time the question had been asked by me, from anonymity. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You said that, if Daniel ends up intransigently opposing your relationship with Gerardo, you would leave Gerardo, but that you would also stop being a hotwife. You claim that was not a threat. I think in that comment you told a truth and a lie, you would stop being a hotwife, but you wouldn't leave Gerardo! You would still cheat on your husband with Gerardo, but behind his back, and then it would be on the sly, like another adulteress. As you yourself have confessed, once you try it, you can't leave this life anymore." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I was waiting to see who would notice. Too bad you write as anonymous. I would have given you an award for such insight." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think Gerardo chose the time and place to give you that necklace to humiliate and despise Daniel. And I think, from the way you told it, that he really succeeded. Not as a game, but as real life. And you contributed a lot to it, with your reaction of kissing and hugging Gerardo in front of everybody. Daniel must have felt really bad and very sad, contemplating your behavior. You must be so proud of what you do to your husband! I feel so sorry for Daniel." 

	  

	It is possible that the follower was right and that is why, because of what I had accumulated and experienced at that moment, I had accepted (what choice did I have?) that my wife was going to turn me into a sissy. Any resistance I might have had and had had, to a greater or lesser extent, until then, had definitely dissipated. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I read your story today and what you really should be ashamed of is letting yourself be comforted in the arms of the same old man who put you to shame with the other old man, his old man. The spectacle of making out with that old man in front of everyone, embarrassing your husband as a cuckold in front of all the people, should make you far more ashamed than anything else in the world." 

	  

	Yes, the summer vacation had had its impact on me. It wasn't the same watching Gema and Gerardo kissing in the privacy of their home as doing it in public right under my nose and on top of that having to say, "Yes, ma'am, yes sir." That and watching other things he had done to her and that I knew he would do to her. Unimportant symbols? Everything they did was full of shocking symbols! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo has taught me others, such as learning to feel like his property or pet, especially when he takes my leash." 

	  

	If that little animal, that mascot is not a symbol in itself...! 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In your story today you said that Gerardo made love to you. Love is only made with the person you love, with others you fuck, but you don't make love. At that moment there was another man in the house, alone, displaced, annulled. A man with whom you didn't make love or anything, because you simply don't love him, you use him." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Tonight you won't be with him. But he will not be alone. He will never again be alone during your absences." 

	  

	Ah, I'll always have Lidia! {As a sissy, what do you want to do with her? Do you think she'll still be interested in you?} Maybe she'll be more interested in me this way than before.  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In that game of analogies and differences you raise, another difference is that Gerardo fucks whoever he wants. You fuck who Gerardo wants and your husband doesn't fuck anyone." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's true that Daniel doesn't fuck anyone. Daniel makes love with me. He has limited vaginal sex, but not eliminated." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello, Gema. In general, I want to thank you for taking the time to answer our questions. We hear a lot about Gerardo. But I'm more interested in when you have vaginal sex with Daniel. Can your husband still give you an orgasm with his cock? And how intense are these orgasms for you, Gema?" 

	  

	Gema was lately leaving a lot of questions unanswered and that had its good reasons. After all, as I said before, we are getting closer to the end, but that's for... the end. 

	Yes, my dick was still good for orgasms, when it wasn't caged, of course. Although it was true that I was doing it less and less. Whether it was because of Lidia's presence, since for some time now we had been making love only under her watch, or because of the chastity device, my cock was not getting as hard as it used to. On top of that, Lidia had teased me about it! Since my wife was basically submissive towards her (at least in our house; at Gerardo's house they alternated roles as he wished), she had ordered me to penetrate my wife anally. That was something I had never done before and, of course, wanted to do. It was something that Gema had not let me do, as her little ass was only for her gores, as she liked to remind me. I think it was the umpteenth revenge for having arranged for Silvestre without telling her the truth. Gema, reluctantly (very reluctantly), had opened her buttocks for me. And I, following Lidia's instructions, had tried to penetrate her asshole. But my squishy cock, even though my wife's little ass was used to dilating plugs, had failed to penetrate her. Lidia had laughed at me. And then Gema had done so too, relieved at my failure. Honestly, I felt more comfortable caged. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"To this day, are you more repulsed by sex with your husband than with a decrepit old man, like Gerardo's father?" 

	  

	Of course, Gemma! All you have to say is that old Alan gets it harder than me! {And why would you care about that? You're going to be caged. As a sissy you don't have a penis or a dick}. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Not at all. They're different forms of sex and both turn me on. What bothers you more, that I control my husband's chick and restrict his frequency of sex and dictate his type of sex? Or that I get off on doing dirty things with an older man?" 

	  

	And if they were all symbols, what meaning should I give to Gerardo's father? {Easy: Well, that even a cadaverous old man gets harder than you and that even with him Gema enjoys it more than with you, at least as far as the dick is concerned. Do you understand why you have no choice but to be a sissy?} 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"Hi, Gema! Seeing some questions about boundaries, the following crossed my mind: I know you don't like to mix much your relationships with BDSM culture because of unnecessary protocols and so on. However, said culture has very useful terminology, as I see you having trouble expressing certain things that may be going on in your head. One example is boundaries, as clearly having only clear boundaries would be boring and that is what the different types of safety words exist for. For example, if a lover of yours wanted to cut off your foot, that would clearly be a boundary (obvious, it's exaggerated, but just so it's understood). What's really important are soft, soft boundaries, they're the ones that give play, things you say. Something like "I don't know how I could accept that, but I want you to push me to do it" to varying degrees. I think that's the basis of any relationship of this style - what are your thoughts on that?" 

	  

	Rituals. Symbols. Norms. Let's see what you answer, Gema. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I agree with what you say, except that, if you set a limit and brand it as soft, thereby wishing to go beyond it, at that very moment it has ceased to be a limit. Then why agree that as a limit? What you call a soft limit is in reality wishful thinking. 

	Hard limits are much simpler: no is no. Period. I would never let myself cut off a foot. I would never leave my husband. I would never do extreme things, like blood, etc. 

	The limit I have with Gerardo is that if I say no, it's no. I don't mean the specific words, I mean the meaning. I am not referring to the specific words, I am referring to the meaning. It is true that perhaps it would be useful to have a safety word so that there would be no doubt about the meaning, but so far it has worked well for us to simply act with respect, with trust in the other person and with knowledge about their wishes.  

	Maybe it has worked well for us this way, because there is nothing forced or violent. There is corporal discipline, yes, but, above all, Gerardo tries (and succeeds) in seducing me to WANT to do certain things. He doesn't make me do it because I'm, for example, handcuffed and forced to yield to him, but he gets me to do it with my hands free and my thoughts (and pussy) full of desire." 

	  

	There are no limits with him, as long as he gets you to want it. And he will, as he has been doing so far. {Except for him to leave us}. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"From what you tell, Gerardo's figure and personality are getting bigger and bigger for you, at the same time that your husband's figure and importance in your real life is getting smaller and smaller. This must necessarily affect your feelings. I think that in the end you have fallen in love with Gerardo, but his growing importance in your real life do you think it might make that feeling even deeper and you feel a true and intense love for Gerardo as you once felt for Daniel?" 

	  

	To this question, Gema preferred not to answer. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If during the week you are barely with your husband, because of your work schedule and your escapades with Gerardo, and on weekends you are with Gerardo as his partner, when does Daniel practice as your partner? Only on Sunday afternoon?" 

	  

	The question was justified. The truth was that we didn't see much of each other. Between work and the master's degree, plus getaways, Gema didn't have much time for me. Fortunately, I am not one of those couples who demands constant attention. In the end, when I saw my wife the most, it was almost when we went to visit Gerardo. Almost. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Don't you think that all the time and energy you devote to your lover is taking away from your family? Won't you regret in a few years time having wasted all that time selfishly satisfying your sexual appetite and not having spent it on strengthening your relationship with the people who really love you?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And then there's the time I spend writing and replying on Tumblr to people like you with questions like yours." 

	  

	Gema, once again, had answered a justified question in a cocky way. Shortly thereafter she would upload the following comment to her blog, "Time lost is never found again." It was a quote of sorts, I supposed. In fact, Gema had put it in quotation marks. But the quote wasn't quite correct. Originally, Benjamin Franklin had said, "Time lost is never found again; and what we call time enough, is always little enough." Yes, perhaps Gemma and I were spending enough time in intimacy, a little enough time. Gemma had written about her date, "That's another motto I applied to myself, when I decided to take this step of delving into the dark cave of my soul. With about half of my life behind me, I felt that I had no more time to waste, that the time was and is now... or never. But I am also aware that the time I invest in one thing, I cannot invest in other things." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You are a mature woman, who has reached her sexual fulfillment and has been lucky with her husband allowing her to be a kinky slut and as you say, explore your sexuality. However, this is a part of you, more or less small. Nevertheless, we know that you have once been in the abyss, due to the storm of situations you have experienced, but now the opposite may happen and you may be solemnly bored. Let's not forget that you are with an old pussy, am I wrong?" 

	  

	No, you are not wrong. But perhaps Gema has a different opinion on the matter. Too bad she decided not to answer this question, either. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I thought you were a woman, but you're really not even a whore. In fact, you're an insult to them. To say that it's a compliment to you when your boss tells you that you're a better cock sucker than others, shows your low self-esteem. You don't realize that you are walking to self-destruction. Think about it, you are a woman who appears, at times, intelligent. Others, the most imbecilic woman on the face of the earth. Start from scratch, drop everything, divorce that useless jerk and maybe you'll have salvation. what do you think?" 

	  

	Hey, whose side are you on? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Don't we intelligent women have the right to aspire to excellence in giving blow jobs?" 

	  

	Gema had responded by attaching a sequence of images, of what looked like a master blowjob, seen from the point of view of the recipient, with the woman looking into the camera (i.e. into the lucky guy's eyes). I know you chose these pictures because she, with her glasses, looks like a secretary. But did you notice that he's wearing jeans? If it's not the intern, it's a very young boss. get it? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Tonight you will be partying with your lover and you will have left your husband at home, ruminating on his horns. How will you find him tomorrow, when you return home? Will he have done something foolish?" 

	  

	Me? With Lidia? No, you don't understand us. I play by the rules too. I can stretch them, but I'm not going to break them. On that, Gema and I agree. But let's see what she has to say! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, he didn't try to remove the cage." 

	  

	Very clever. But I don't think the "questioner" was referring to the chastity device. But then again, the cage belonged to Lidia. I would not, could not and should not take it off myself. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think you're just beating around the bush, that your marriage is getting worse every day and you don't know what to do to get out of the mess you've gotten yourself into. You know that maintaining the relationship of submission with Gerardo and domination with Daniel is unfeasible and the only sensible solution and the one that suits you best is for you to leave Daniel at once and focus on Gerardo." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Why should I give up one thing when I can have both?" 

	  

	Well, Gema, because you have been warned before that with the old pussy you might get bored, and they didn't necessarily mean your boredom, but also mine. And they were not necessarily referring to your boredom, but also to mine. Are you really going to be able to do with me what you have proposed? You have proposed many times to make me feel more your dominance (as Gerardo makes you feel it), but you always end up deflating. Will it be different this time? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In your case, I think the boundary between game mode and real mode is getting more and more blurred and I'm surprised that Gerard doesn't really laugh at your husband and humiliate him. But if you think he hasn't yet, I assure you he will, and then what will you do? I'll tell you.... You will laugh at Gerardo's humor and you will also make fun of Daniel in a real way, because you are so blinded by Gerardo that you don't see what he is really like or what his real intentions are, especially towards your husband, whom he despises." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Have you ever thought that maybe Gerardo doesn't dare to humiliate him -although he should do it more, always in play mode-, because he's afraid of not calibrating the situation properly, going too far and screwing up? Have you ever thought that maybe Gerardo, although he understands the BDSM game very well, doesn't quite understand the game of the consensual cuckold and that this makes him uneasy? I have already said it many times: my husband is part of me. He comes in the same package as Gema. You can't have one without the other. You can set rules, limitations, forms... but he will always remain part of me. Without him, there is nothing." 

	  

	And with me, what is there, Gema? What will be left of me after all this, but ashes? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When the game takes over the real world, it is not that life becomes a game, it is that the game becomes reality, the only reality. Then the rules of the game become those that govern everyday life. Acts, once banal, now acquire great transcendence and their consequences are unpredictable Reason gives way to instincts and that which sustained your world ceases to make sense and is replaced by a new passion that fills everything, that clouds the mind and fills the heart." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's true that the game becomes reality, but I don't think it becomes the only reality or that it encompasses all of reality." 

	  

	And if you get pregnant, what? When I get you pregnant, what? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If you recognize that there is a high risk that the Gemma HotWife will let's say pretty much overshadow the Gemma wife and mother, what do you think the consequences would be for your real life, the mundane one, if that were to happen? Do you have any strategies to prevent that from happening or do you just go with it and whatever happens welcome?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That the submissive Gemma hotwife eclipses the Gemma wife is unlikely. For the Gemma mother to eclipse the Gemma mother is practically impossible. 

	That said, nothing is absolute. The risk you are asking me about I think could be that our daughter might find out, either because we have to tell her, or because she somehow figures it out herself, and she might not understand. It is also possible that, if she did find out, she would understand completely (hope is the last thing you lose). 

	It is also possible that as Gema's submissive hotwife aspect grows, so does Daniel's caged submissive cuckold aspect. We both evolve in tandem on this, though not necessarily synchronously. It could be that the gap is too big. Or it could be, even if it were synchronized, that we reach levels of pursuit of our paraphilias that rather than bringing us together, they separate us, by focusing too much on them. I'm not saying it will happen, but you asked me about the potential, probable and improbable risks. 

	I don't have any specific strategy to prevent any of this. You never know if what you have planned - which then may not work out - is better than what happens without having foreseen it. Often, thinking that we can foresee everything and plan for everything, staying rigid in planning and in achieving certain goals, can be the first step toward failure. Nor is it clear that being water and flowing is best. Nothing is clear. Recognizing that, I think, is the best step I can take. 

	It's also possible that, when the time comes, we'll simply cut our losses, by which I mean suddenly stop this lifestyle, not our marriage. Only time will tell." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Some time ago you said that if your husband totally opposed your relationship with Gerardo, the situation would be untenable. What could happen for Daniel to go from lukewarm opposition to Gerardo to total opposition? If he became totally opposed and, as you say, the situation became untenable, which relationship would you leave, Gerardo's or Daniel's, or both? Don't beat around the bush, please." 

	  

	Yes, don't beat around the bush! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"As to what would have to happen for Daniel to strongly oppose my relationship with Gerardo, it is difficult to know, because neither of us are fortune tellers. Probably what would have to happen is something that, at this moment, we can't even imagine, because if we could imagine it, to some extent, even if only as a feasible possibility, it would already be happening." 

	  

	And this is not beating around the bush...? But go on, let's see if you say something tangible. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"However, I believe that one of the foundations for our relationship to go well is that all parties get something out of it. In my husband's case, it's that he doesn't get bored and that he experiences new things. It doesn't have to be at a breakneck pace, but it is true that my husband needs to see some evolution from his own experiences. So, the moment that stopped happening and Daniel started to get bored and feel completely left out, we would start to have a problem. So choosing what things he should experience, how, when and at what pace, is essential... and it's not easy. Fortunately, two heads think and decide better than one..." 

	  

	Is that where you mean Lidia? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But apart from the possible boredom, if something dramatic were to happen that would make Daniel want me to end my relationship with Gerardo, I would evaluate that situation first. We would have to see if it could be redirected, if between all of us we could consider the necessary changes to accommodate all of us. And we would also have to assess that it was not a simple whim, a change of mood or a test of commitment. But if the situation was impossible to be reconducted and the only possibility left was to end the relationship, the one I would end, without a doubt, would be the one I have with Gerardo. When it comes to sex, the horned man always comes first. But when it comes to life projects, the cuckold is the one who rules. No doubt about it.  

	That said, everything has and would have its consequences, and I do not say this as a threat or as a possible revenge. If that situation arose and Daniel asked me to end my relationship with Gerardo, if I did not see the logic and did not share the reasons with my husband, if I felt forced to end it, I would rethink the idea of continuing being a hotwife. If we were to get into a situation where our criteria were so disparate, maybe the best thing to do would be to give up that lifestyle and go back to normal." 

	  

	Take blackmail! {But deep down she's right: you wanted to lose control, and she gave you that. And she's given you that. Now you're complaining, now you're getting over it? You have to be coherent and consistent?} Yes, and also cuckold, which also begins with "c". 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You just said that it is possible that when the time comes you will "cut yourselves off" from this lifestyle. Do you really think it is possible? Haven't you already passed the point of no return? I honestly believe that if Daniel's and your evolution tended to separate you rather than unite you, you would not be able to cut off this lifestyle (mainly you), but the consequence would be the breakup of your marriage (God forbid)." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You can always cut your losses. Always." 

	  

	Gema's answer was accompanied by a powerful moving image, that of a girl firing a revolver at the camera that had recorded it. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue XI - Didac 

	  

	"Finding a human being with whom you can be vulnerable and feel completely safe is priceless." - J. Iron Word 

	  

	  

	"For everything else, MasterCard," I thought as I reread the quote I had posted, remembering that famous ad from the credit card operator. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"When you're alone and you feel like having sex, who is the person who mostly comes to your mind and who do you see yourself doing it with?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"To fuck or to make love? 

	PS: She's not usually alone, so I wouldn't know. Even when I travel to Barcelona, I have company and I'm not alone in the hotel." 

	  

	The question wasn't about that, Gema. You know it well. Regarding Dídac (Mr. Ripoll, as my wife unnecessarily respectfully called her client), I have to say that I had mixed feelings about him, like everything she did. She hadn't shown me any pictures of him and never would. But I had looked him up on Google, Facebook and LinkedIn. His Facebook was closed and Google had turned up no pictures of him, but on LinkedIn I had at least managed to see his face. He had really seemed as much of an asshole to me as he did to Gema and as, she said, to Gerardo. He wasn't ugly and he wasn't as aged as Gerardo, but he was far from handsome. And, above all, as I said, he really looked like an asshole, not because he was unintelligent (which is how the RAE defines the term), but because he was conceited, a clown and an asshole. Although it was possible that my perception was conditioned by what Gema had told me about him. Even so, Gerardo had rented my wife to that man. And even so, my wife was attending him on a monthly basis. Gema was a luxury escort disguised as an executive. She had started as a secretary, but had moved up. She had been promoted in the company, but in her other job, Gerardo was seriously trying to demote her. Gema had already told me and Gerardo had confirmed it: 

	"She likes what I want her to like," Gerardo had answered me flatly on vacation. Of course, I had had to ask him about Mrs. Avril and not about my wife. "By now, you should know that." And he was right: by this point in the movie, I should know. If Gerardo wanted me to work from time to time (or on a regular basis) in a roadside whorehouse, my wife would end up doing it. She'd do it with embarrassment and reluctance, at first, but then she'd end up doing it with enthusiasm, albeit always with shame. "That's her greatest virtue," her boss had asserted. "That's what makes her unique. That's why she's a gem." That was not why my wife was a jewel. There Gerardo was wrong. But he was right that one of her virtues was that, to end up making someone else's wishes her own. Suddenly it was clear to me: She had done the same with me. She had become a hot wife because that had been my wish. She had done it reluctantly at first, but she had ended up being an enthusiastic hot wife. Until she discovered my deception. I had wanted to lose control, so I wouldn't make the same mistake again. And she had given me that. With Gerardo, I had lost any hint of control. I remember I had smiled in that instant, recognizing that Mrs. Avril was doing it for me deep down. Gerard had frowned, surprised to see my smile, unable to grasp the deep underlying truth. But then I had blanched, recognizing the real depth of the truth: She too has lost control. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You say that sometimes, when you come back from Barcelona, you feel the need to disconnect. Is it that you feel guilty or ashamed of something?" 

	  

	Gema had answered that insightful question with a picture of a woman with a bill in her stockings, held in place by the elastic band of the stocking and the strap of the garter belt. I feared that it was the umpteenth frivolous and even cocky answer to which she had become accustomed lately, to me and to the rest of her followers. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I don't feel guilty, although I do feel ashamed sometimes. With Gerardo it's easier, because I have a relationship with him. But with Mr. Ripoll, despite the time I've been seeing him, I don't connect. He knows that I am part of the service he has paid for (actually, the one his company has paid for) and he makes me feel that way. Although he is cordial and respectful, there is not the slightest bit of caring on his part. It's all very professional, as if it's about fulfilling a service level agreement. 

	Worst of all, I don't completely dislike it. There's a part of it that appeals to me, that spurs my imagination and makes me horny. But it's also not a part that I can happily embrace, without at least biting my lower lip and taking some time off. 

	There is also something else: Lidia... Gerardo's father... all of this took time to get me psyched up. Gerardo took his time, until he got me to want to do it. Mr. Ripoll was my initiative. It was a challenge I set myself, perhaps too soon, in haste. At the beginning, it was easier, but over time it has become something almost obligatory, which I do not want to do from the bottom of my soul. I have not psyched myself up for it, nor has Gerardo wanted to do anything to psyche me up, to help me, as he did with Lidia and her father. It is simply something that is expected of me. 

	I am not complaining. I think I should keep doing it. If I do it, it's because I want to. I have no real obligation. I'm just trying to explain why Mr. Ripoll's costs me more than other things." 

	  

	If she had understood correctly, it would cost her more to prostitute herself with that Dídac than to do it in a roadside brothel with dirty truck drivers without showering for hundreds of kilometers. It would cost her more, because the Dídac had been her initiative, while the brothel would be Gerardo's. Gerardo would expect it from her. Gerardo would expect her to give her all in the brothel, while he cared less about the Catalan client. That was how Gema saw it. And that was why she was less fond of Dídac's asshole, while she would be extraordinarily affectionate with the truck drivers. 

	"You who are in IT," Gerardo had said to me, "do you know if there is a way to do a quick and easy satisfaction survey?". I had looked at him quizzically, not because I didn't know what he meant, but because I did. A satisfaction survey of brothel customers? After every service? I knew that Dídac sent a report to Gerardo, after every visit from my wife. I found it demeaning, and now you want the truck drivers to rate her? I knew from my travels how they did satisfaction surveys at airports. After passing through the security checkpoints, the passenger was confronted with a nice machine with three buttons in the shape of sad, neutral or happy faces. That was the simplest way to go. But in a brothel? "Take care of that!", Gerardo had commended me, directly involving me in my wife's slumming prostitution. "Not my wife, Mrs. Avril," I had reminded myself, for that conversation had taken place on vacation. I certainly couldn't imagine a truck driver filling out a Zoomerang or SurveyMonkey mini-survey on a tablet after every service. Degree of passion demonstrated. Technical ability. Overall rating - would you recommend it to a friend? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Annually: "There was something really obscene, to do it with that decrepit man, to kiss him, to feel his hands on my body". Monthly: "With Mr. Ripoll I just don't connect. I'm just trying to explain why Mr. Ripoll is more difficult for me than other things". Such is the life of a whore." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not annually; it's been a one-time thing. If it were annually, it would be once a year. And you are not a whore if you only have two clients. What's more, when one of the clients is weekly, almost daily, when he kisses you and makes you feel something, then he's not even a client. At least not quite." 

	  

	No, of course Gerardo was not a client. Maybe Gema had felt that way at the beginning. She had felt like she was prostituting herself to him. Maybe that was an experience she really wanted, the experience of feeling like a whore. Luis Alberto had already given her that experience, although in a very different and even forced way. But Gema had quickly replaced Gerardo in that role with Dídac. And what role did she have in mind for me? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"There was something really obscene, to do it with that decrepit man, to kiss him, to feel his hands on my body". You say that sometimes, when you come back from Barcelona, you feel the need to disconnect: "But with Mr. Ripoll I don't connect. There is a part of it that attracts me and makes me horny. I'm just trying to explain why Mr. Ripoll is more difficult for me than other things". The life of a whore." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"At least I pay the IRS and have Social Security." 

	  

	And to emphasize her words and show how she looked, Gema had accompanied her answer with a sensual photo of a woman in lingerie, (the complete kit, all in black, garter belt included, even a choker in the form of a bow was not missing, looking at herself in the mirror. Luxury (money) was represented by a shawl of ferret fur. But Gemma was wrong. Or at least she was deliberately unaware that she would be practicing in a sleazy brothel, as Gerardo wished. Luxury had little or nothing to do with it. It wasn't a promotion, it was a demotion. Still, it was possible that my wife saw it as a climb, one on her ladder to the highest goals of depravity. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your absences from the blog respond to fights or problems with your husband because of the things you do? For example, they have coincided after the episode with the Croatians in Switzerland and Lidia's cage or when Daniel found out what you had to do on Gerardo's birthday..." 

	  

	 Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, I don't think it is. If it is, it's more of a coincidence. Sometimes the absences coincide with my monthly trip to Barcelona and that subsequently sometimes I feel the need to disconnect a bit. Other times it's because I have other things to do as well." 

	  

	Gema was not being completely honest. She hadn't been in her blog and we both weren't being in this book, not fully and completely. After all, this story is supposed to be erotica and not drama (even if it ends dramatically). We'd had our share of fights, sometimes even fights, and that, no doubt, had caused Gema to stop posting things on her blog for some time. 

	  

	 

	


Epilogue XII - Monster 

	  

	"The way you make others feel about themselves says a lot about who you are." - Anonymous 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Your playing with the devil in the least is very dangerous. There really is a devil and he will use you and throw you away. Have you lost or never had faith in the Creator God ? All these images of Satan are wrong. You are trying to control two lives and as you choose your Master you cannot serve Both God and Satan." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I truly only serve my husband. Believe it or not, he is at the beginning and at the end of this all. Amen." 

	  

	Gema liked to provoke and publish demonic illustrations. In them, usually the demon was Gerardo and she was the sweet but voluptuous maiden being deflowered by the monster. Of course, Gema did it to provoke and because she knew that I was into science fiction and fantasy. The Forgotten Realms books were among my favorites, not because of their literary level, but because of how much fun they were. But, in a way, those publications of my wife's also showed that she, although she somewhat idolized Gerard, well knew that deep down he was the beast. That did not mean, however, that she saw herself as the beautiful one in this story. So, for example, Gemma had accompanied her answer with a picture of what could be interpreted as a female demon. It was a beautiful woman in disguise, with huge horns on her head, scantily clad, but yes, with heels, fishnet stockings and a sort of corset-belt, if one could call the scanty fabric of that accessory that. With a stern expression, the woman extended her arm and pointed her index finger. Towards me. Gema was a succubus, a minor demon whose power was seduction and sucking the vita energy of her victim with a kiss. She was a minor demon who responded to a major demon. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good afternoon, Gema. I imagine you are about to return from North Korea. How is your relationship with Kim Jong-Un going? I imagine it's a bit strained, because lately you are not growing in followers as you expected with your books. I think you should publicize what a whore you are and, with what Mediaset would pay you, you wouldn't need to work anymore. Well, maybe go to Big Brother and fuck all the contestants by the grace of your beloved CORNUDO. Can you imagine him jerking off in front of the TV?" 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema, I guess I simply worry about you and Daniel. Yes, you are still beautiful. I hate being critical and I am sorry, but I have hated your boss from the beginning. I think you are so much better than him. If I had your email, just maybe you could help me understand. Gerado's wealth means nothing to me. You didn't like him at first, what happened?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I learned to appreciate him. I learned that he was more than what I initially expected. Much more. And I have grown accustomed to him. And finally, I have decided that this is the route I want to go. And I don't trust just any man for this. But Gerardo has shown me that I can trust him. His wealth is just a nice add-on. Besides, he is not sooo wealthy. It's not like he owns a jet or a boat. All what he has is because he has worked hard and smart. 

	I think you are too focused on his physical appearance. What if I told you that he was younger? What if I told you that he is in excellent shape for his age, that he does sports and runs marathons? Would that change the way you judge him. People are more than that. And sex is much more than just bodies. If it makes you happier, just think of him like this (their age is not so different):" 

	  

	Gema had posted the image of the famous Doctor House, that is, Hugh Laurie. I had liked him better in his Flight of the Phoenix movie than in the series, but that was because I was more into engineering than medicine. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I won't lie to you, he doesn't look like that. But then, I have never shown anybody how he really looks like. And nobody has seen a complete picture of me. Some pictures, it's not even me, although some others are." 

	  

	Continuing her answer, unusually long for what she was used to lately, she had added the photograph of a young girl kissing an old man, with her hands holding his face affectionately, both with their eyes closed. I understand the analogy, Gema, but I think it would be more accurate if he had his eyes open, don't you think? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you realize that it's mostly in your mind? You think me beautiful because you somehow like me and you think him ugly because he is a monster to you." 

	  

	Gemma had emphasized her statement with another sensual (to her!) photograph of a young woman affectionately kissing an older man on the mouth, with her hands on the back of his neck, drawing him to her. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"But to my mind, it simply isn't important how he looks like. In any case, why can't he have a relatively good-looking woman, just because he doesn't look that good? Better looking, worse looking... he is still the same man and the same boss." 

	  

	Again, Gema had added another photo of a girl kissing an older man, this time in an office. And again, the girl was caressing the man's face with her hand. Perhaps in an attempt to hide the ugly obscenity, all the photos were tinted, each one a different color, as if from a dream under the effects of a psychotropic drug like LSD (not that I know what those effects really look like). That photo, even for me, was not without eroticism. Gema may not have known it, but I had noticed: I had published that photo before, as part of a series of the same pornographic scene. But under the purple tint and with only that image, without the rest, it was incredibly hypnotic, even for me. The sweetness of the kiss was undeniable, as was the surrender of the girl, who, unlike her costumed boss, was dressed only in an open cardigan, her lower body completely naked, ready to receive it. The contrast of sweetness, despite the age difference... the contrast between the naked woman and the dressed man... the imbalance of power, she being the secretary or intern and he the boss... Now I understand it, Gema. At least in that photo I understand it. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There are so many reasons for me to not mind how he looks like. I just love his mind and what he does to my mind. Mind... isn't it such a beautiful word?" 

	  

	I could not deny that the mind is wonderful. I especially couldn't do it. Gema had added one last photo to her answer, this one in black and white and with a different, but no less disturbing, theme. The girl, naked, was looking directly at the camera. She was on the floor, on all fours, more lying on the floor than standing (if you can call standing on all fours). Her tongue was in a bowl of milk, a pet bowl, and milk had splashed out, over the rim of the bowl and onto the floor. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"P.S.: I don't blame you. My husband has trouble, too." 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"I know you say you love Daniel and that he is the number one in your life. But honestly, it appears that you have lost a lot of respect for him as a man. This may not be true, but many women lose respect when the man allows the woman to cuckold him. Your feelings can't be the same, but he must love you more as your cuckold." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Relationships continuously change and fluctuate. But I haven't lost respect for him at all. It might have shifted, it might be different, but it's not lost." 

	  

	Not yet, Gema. But if we go on like this... Will I lose respect for you, seeing what Gerardo is going to turn you into, if he hasn't already? Will I lose respect for myself, knowing that I allow it? Will you lose respect for me, knowing that I allow it... and knowing what you want to turn me into? 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Dear Gema, thank you so much four your reply. You have giving me much to contemplate. Yes, I like you for a number of reasons, one being that I have no doubt of your physical beauty and you appear very intelligent and I like that as well. I apologize to you concerning my judging Gerardo. Daniel's original opinion of him was very descriptive, not flattering, not his appearance but not a nice person. I admit that I could be wrong. At the very beginning you were an angry woman toward Daniel." 

	  

	That's where this English-speaking follower of Gema's came from. He came, no doubt, from the North American forum where I used to write. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I had my reasons to be a bit angry with my husband at the beginning of my story with Gerardo. Partially, I admit it, this was one of the reasons why I chose Gerardo, and definitely it was the reason why I didn't (and still don't) accept any interference with my choice coming from my husband. 

	Beautiful, ugly... it all depends on the point of view. For obvious reasons, I see Gerardo quite differently than my husband does. Who is right? Who is wrong? I leave that up to your imagination to judge or up to the future to proof. I don't mind if you criticize Gerardo. But I hope you understand that my opinion about him is mostly excellent. That doesn't mean that Daniel might not have some reasons to see him less... beautiful." 

	  

	In keeping with her provocative style, Gema had added a black and white photo. It was a taboo scene (and with good reason). It showed a girl from behind, perhaps about fourteen years old. Of course, it was probably an adult model, but the photo evoked a younger age on purpose, because of the model's thinness, the way she was dressed and the fact that she was only showing her body from the shoulders down, hiding her face. The girl was standing in front of an older man sitting down. The man's face was not visible either, as the model's body hid it, but her corpulence and her clothes made us think that it was not a boy of the same age. The girl was wearing a short dress, too short, and her ass was showing. She still had her panties on, but barely, because the old man was pulling them down and they were already down to her knees. Gema liked to look like that, like a little girl next to Gerardo. She claimed that it made her look younger. That's absurd, Gema. Silvestre rejuvenated you, not Gerardo's old man. 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema, I really do think about your life now. I am tired of sending anything negative to you. Daniel is married to a beautiful Hotwife. I think it is truly amazing that you are able to balance your dominance and humiliation to Daniel while at the same time submitting to Gerardo. I believe I know that you are trying to please everyone, Daniel, Gerardo, and yourself as well. You have convinced me, and I will be more open-minded. Are you both happy? If so, that is what this is all about." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I try to do it, but that doesn't mean that I always succeed. My blog is just a piece of my life but not my complete life. And I am far from perfect. So please, continue sending negative comments. I am sure I am worth more than one. Just try not to paint it all black... and neither all white. Reality has many shades of grey. (No, I am not receiving money from E. L. James)." 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema I think all men are ugly LOL.I can clearly see that you were upset before you even found another man. Daniel at first disappointed you and you tried to make him change his mind. It is okay that you don&#039;t accept any interference from you husband. But in cuckolding must couples have rules and safe words and are in agreement in everything that happens. Many are committed to if One or the other wants to stop the lifestyle they end it. I am not trying to be critical but we all have free will." 

	  

	Why hadn't he left Gema yet, other than because he loved her? Because reality has many shades and grays. Gema was right: things were neither black nor white. However, soon they would be black, with no shades. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you retain your free will if you voluntarily give it up? Of course, you do. But what is the deal about giving up control if you are still holding onto control? How much are you willing to truly give up? It is easy if everything goes as you want, but to truly feel without control, you must accept doing things you do not like. At least to some degree. But which degree?" 

	  

	This part of the answer was clearly intended for me. It was not for the English questioner. Losing control... 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Negative comments! Well, what you have done is way beyond Cuckolding in my opinion. The only thing I can negative about is your spending so much time away from away from Daniel. In most relationships, the wife comes home every night. I wouldn't like it if the woman I loved stayed away for any length of time. I could be wrong but being alone can be hard. As we get to the end of our lives, some look back and second guess all those missed times apart and wish it had been done different." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's not happening any longer. At least not to that degree. Most of the times I spend the night at Gerardo's house, Daniel is with us. I do still meet Gerardo alone for a quickie during lunch breaks or sex after the office." 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"Gema, if you think you are in control, you are delusional. If you have another child, it won't be your choice. I know better. Was all the years you were together so bad? Female-led relationships are not female led. The husband pulls all the strings. Your lover is a puppet as are you. You could never have taken this as far without Daniel in control." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"There! For once, someone who sees clear! Seriously! I am not being ironic. Unfortunately, the rest doesn't seem to understand it. You deserve something for that." 

	  

	And Gema had sent him a photo of herself as a reward. I knew, because she had shown me how she did it. "I'd fuck him for what he just said," she had told me. "But don't tell Gerardo." He'd winked at me. "Do you think he lives far away?" Being someone who swarmed the North American forum I was writing on, he probably lived far away.Or did he? 

	  

	soundshotdenyme: 

	"As I have continue getting to know you, I am understanding much better. I always have known you are beautiful. You are in more ways than one. I can see you and Daniel are doing fine. You will be together in the end and, in an unusual way to most people, you are including your husband and doing just what he wants. You are an amazing woman, Gema!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you!" 

	  

	 

	


Epilogue XIII – Daniel’s Forum 

	  

	" Some people make you feel safe in this world, not because they understand you deeply, but because they love you no matter what." - Kriti G. 

	  

	  

	In this chapter I am going to reproduce the forum conversations I used to visit. I feel the need to do so, to keep the memory of those moments. Undoubtedly, that forum thread will be deleted at some point. But in this way it will be immortalized in this book. The conversations are in English, so the unversed in Shakespear's language may prefer to skip this chapter. At the end, Gema will reveal what prompted her to write these books of her story with Gerardo. 

	The truth is that I had been visiting the OurHotwives forum for a long time, delighting myself with its stories, many real, others fictitious. Who cares? My visits to that forum dated back to before Silvestre. I had read a horny comic book, a booklet, not on that forum. And that had turned me on. Since then, I had been looking for more information about that way of understanding sex. In Spain there were no interesting forums, at least as far as I knew. And the forums in English weren't very good either. Most of the time they were about horny black guys with hot white handcuffs. The contrast was nice, but beyond that, it didn't particularly excite me. Although I understood that for Americans it was about the fascination of breaking a taboo, beyond the contrast of the color of the skins. The problem, however, was the same as always: a lot of stupid things were written on the forums, often just one or two short sentences. But on OurHotwives I had discovered long, really interesting conversations. Immediately, I was hooked. But I hadn't written anything, because I had nothing to tell from me. I hadn't written anything in Silvestre's time either, because everything was basically under my control. But with Gerardo, I had felt the need to let off steam and so, for the first time, I had started to actively participate in the forum, with my own thread. So much that I hated participating in my wife's blog, exposed in Christian language with a mainly Spanish audience, I took refuge in the North American forum and shielded myself behind the language of the sons of Great Britain. So much so that I was embarrassed by Gerardo's age, even on that forum, so excited I was to finally be able to contribute something. 

	I reproduce the content of the forum as is, in the original English. As I said before, the unversed in this language can skip to the next chapter. But the curious English speaker will find in the forum posts a good way to understand me and to understand other horny minds as well. And even if it is a spoiler, you will also find how this story ends and how, perhaps, it will continue in the future. In any case, both things will be revealed in Spanish in the last chapters.  

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Dec 12, 2016 11:52 am 

	"Hello all. I am new to this forum. I have been lurking since a couple of years, but now I feel the need of sharing my story with you. I hope that writing it down and possibly getting some advice or at least having the feeling that someone is listening to me, helps me process my emotions. 

	We are in our forties. We have been in the hotwife-cuckold since a few years. It all started when I pushed her to try it. She had a BF who expanded her boundaries, helping her become the slut I fantasized her to be. It was a rollercoaster, which I mostly enjoyed, although I have also had some tough times to deal with it. But now, we are entering a new territory, which I don't know how to handle. 

	We live in Spain and although the country is now emerging out of the economic crisis, the last remnants have hit. I had to accept a salary reduction and my wife lost her job. She has been searching for a new job, but without success. Oh, she found some opportunities, but with very bad schedules and ridiculously low salary. We could live with my salary alone, but over time, my wife has become more independent and doesn't like she is not making any contribution. Through her former lover, she found an opportunity as a personal assistant at a small firm. The salary was incredibly good, although it came with conditions.... She is supposed to be sexually available to her boss. She will still have to work like a normal professional and she is very good at what she does, but sex is a required add-on. She discussed this openly before she was hired, and it is even written down in a private recruitment contract. 

	Now, we don't really need this extra money. She has accepted the job because she doesn't want to feel being maintained while she is sitting back and because it is kind of a challenge for her. She wants to expand her limits and test if she can cope with it. I am partially excited, partially worried." 

	  

	allengt Mon Dec 12, 2016 5:04 pm 

	"Welcome to the forum." 

	  

	by GemsHubby Mon Dec 12, 2016 5:34 pm 

	"She had been working in the company for little over a month and her boss hadn't made any move so far. He had been correct all the time and she had been doing her job as a normal secretary. That was until last week. 

	Her boss wanted her to accompany him to a business trip and asked her to invest the day before and after the customer meeting, although they were bank holidays. It was clear that the time had come for her to fulfill the agreement and become his slut-secretary. 

	He booked an expensive hotel. The first night prior to the customer meeting, nothing happened, and he was just professional. But after the meeting with the customer, when they got back to the hotel, he surprised her with an expensive spa treatment he had booked for her. When she got back to her room, she found a beautiful bouquet of roses on her bed. They had dinner at the hotel's restaurant. My wife Gem said that they they he was the perfect gentleman and wasn't even touching the topic. She said she believed that although they already had a written agreement, he didn't want to press her. She felt like he wanted it to be fully her choice. So, when they went back to the room, which were on the same floor, she said she felt that she had to take the initiative. She said that he was being very gentle with her and she felt that he had done enough merits to deserve it. After all, it's what she had willingly agreed to do anyway: become his slut at work (and get a bigger salary in return). 

	She wanted to shut off or dim the lights, but he insisted on bright illumination. I believe she didn't want to see him and wanted to have the chance of thinking it was another man. She said that the sex was ok, but that she felt very strange sleeping in the same bed with him and waking up with his arms surrounding her. She has done this before with her lovers, but with her boss, this was just different. Of course, he fucked her again in the morning. 

	The next day, he had booked another spa treatment, this time for both as a couple. The treatment included access to the pool area, but she hadn't packed any swimsuit. Luckily her boss had foreseen it and he had bought her a sexy swimsuit. The hotel has some suites in the spa area, where couples can relax after the treatment and that's where they had sex for the third time. 

	I don't know what to think and how to feel about it. It is clear that she is doing this partially for money and I don't want her to prostitute herself. But also, I know that it is not only for the money, there is something dark inside her, which is driving her to do this. And I have to confess, I love this dark side of hers, but at the same time it frightens me." 

	  

	jamorgan66 Mon Dec 12, 2016 6:01 pm 

	"I think it could be erotic, your wife being paid for sex. I wish I could rent-a-wife ! 

	Possibly you'll have to wait and see how this develops and how honest your communication is." 

	  

	lonecuck Mon Dec 12, 2016 6:43 pm 

	"Hey, enjoy the ride. I'm going to guess your marriage won't be threatened by her boss. I think she's exploring something important for her, and if you get off on having a slur wife you are in a perfect position. Would you rather you wife was unemployed and fucking a lover while you work? Thanks for the post!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Dec 12, 2016 9:37 pm 

	"Yes, but being paid for sex just feels... wrong! But encouraging your wife to fuck other men, feels just as wrong I guess, but it isn't. Is it just a question of the point of view? 

	No, I don't think my marriage is or will be in danger because of her boss. For once, we have a strong bond and have been through more threatening things, which just made us become more intimate. Also, her boss is sixty-something, but he looks older, while my wife is in her forties and looks younger. They really don't make a good couple, regardless of how much money he has (well, I shouldn't say this so loud, there is a recent notorious example that could prove me wrong, if you know to whom I am referring to). 

	I guess you are right, better to fuck him and make some money out of it than to fuck a poor lover while I have to double shifts to maintain the family. But still, I am concerned about her. I know she doesn't feel physically attracted to him, there is no sexual excitement in her, but she still does it. I want her to be happy and not to have to do these kinds of things (which we really don't need). I just don't get it why she is doing it." 

	  

	jamorgan66 Mon Dec 12, 2016 10:16 pm 

	"If she really doesn't want to, she should quit. Are you sure, deep down, she doesn't get a thrill being a 'whore', giving herself to man she isn't attracted to ? She went in knowing she'd likely have to service him. Stranger things have happened." 

	  

	radio4ron Mon Dec 12, 2016 10:23 pm 

	"My wife has some experience in this department...She said the only real problem is she says you become powerless. At some point if that happens she may have to walk out the door and never return. 

	We've always thought whoever is wearing the pussy has the power, and my wife begs to differ. She also says this is the same way having sex with clients. She originally thought she could hold sex and getting business over their heads of necessary, but it worked the opposite way. 

	Since the business relationship's started out and seems to be working, you'll have to see how it all plays out. At least he's showing her a lot of respect, so why not ride the wave while she's enjoying it!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Dec 12, 2016 10:36 pm 

	"She has had lovers before who I really disliked. Attractive and successful men who were arrogant pigs, at least to me. I hated and I loved it at the same time, as it spurred my cuckold angst to new heights. 

	But the image of her boss touching my wife... I really hate it. He is not even good looking and there seems to be only one reason why she is doing it. Although, I am not sure, because I know it is not just for the money (we could do well without it). It seems like a challenge for her, as if she wanted to prove herself that she is in total control of her sexuality and that she can do it. Or maybe she really gets off by the idea of being a "whore". I am struggling with it. Not because I don't accept it, which I do, but because I feel like I am failing to protect her. When she came back from the business trip, I felt that I had to be like a tortoise shell: soft in the inside to comfort her and hard on the outside to protect her. 

	Overtime, since she developed into a full hotwife, she has become very assertive with regards to sex. It is her decision of whoever she fucks, when and how. I have nothing to say about it. I mostly enjoy it. But sometimes, like this time, I feel I am failing her. She thinks she will be in control, but like radio4ron said, she probably won't be, as time passes. But then, maybe that's the thrill for her. 

	Could you share some insight? How did your wife get into this situation? How did it develop? How was she feeling? Thanks!" 

	  

	calicolombia69 Tue Dec 13, 2016 1:08 am 

	"Tell her that she can quite whenever she wants. Express that it is important for you that her feelings go before any money. 

	My wife sexted with a supervisor of mine. She enjoyed it sometimes but then got tired of his demands. I enjoyed it a lot. However, I controlled my own desire and told her it is better to stop . Your wife is intelligent and she will eventually find another job! Good luck." 

	  

	jw_kk Tue Dec 13, 2016 2:39 am 

	"Very hot... for some women, my wife included, the act of prostitution, whether fantasy, or reality is empowering, as are other forms of sex for compensation, like having a "sugar daddy" who provides evenings out, clothing, shoes, lingerie, travel, and so on. 

	My wife has had a few encounters with her various editors over the years, and although they are not her "boss" in the traditional sense, there is a power-exchange involved that she found sensual and erotic, especially when they though I was unaware of her infidelity." 

	  

	D+D Tue Dec 13, 2016 2:46 am 

	"I agree that you should tell her if it's too unpleasant for her, she should quit. If she continues, it's her decision and she obviously wants too. I think she likes the money, but especially likes how she's getting it. I think that it might be exciting for her as a slut to become a whore. Since she's doing it of her own choosing, I would sit back and enjoy having my wife be a rich man's whore." 

	  

	wmraim Tue Dec 13, 2016 2:56 am 

	"Thanks for posting. For me the link is that the set up came from her former lover. He would know her sexual prowess. The boss obviously contracted this without kicking the tires but trusted the word of his friend. This is way better than getting married in the old day when both were virgins. 

	The boss has now road tested the deal. He has the power to terminate at his whim. I thought radio4ron's comments are very pertinent. Your wife "become powerless." She wears the pants at home but is submissive at work. Time will tell how it wears on her. Is she obligated to serve clients?" 

	  

	lonecuck Tue Dec 13, 2016 3:11 am 

	"So maybe you need to talk with her and find out what she's getting out of her arrangement and let her know that you appreciate her contribution and sacrifice but that you'd prefer she quit. To be quite honest I'm sure she prefers her job arrangement to poverty. It might not be so bad at all from your wife's point of view. It's ironic to me that one could dream and wish for years for such a situation and then when it appears find it isn't at all as enjoyable as you'd envisioned. I hope you don't feel like I'm preaching, because I've definitely felt the same way. Good luck!" 

	  

	Lovemfmfun Tue Dec 13, 2016 6:32 am 

	"I'd just ask her what's in it for her sexually--what's the thrill? If she's getting some naughty fun out of it then enjoy her experiences. If he is wealthy and sleeping with a younger gorgeous woman way, way out of his league then he should buy her expensive gifts. Salary or not, she deserves it!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Dec 13, 2016 1:03 pm 

	"The contract basically says that she is his personal assistant, which includes the duty of satisfying HIM sexually. I don't think that this includes serving other people, including clients. Or at least, I hope so. 

	By the way, although it could be a hot fantasy, I think it is a highly unrealistic scenario. After all, business is business. Do you think he would find a customer that would accept a deal if he included her sexual services? The client could just go to a plain prostitute instead. I see it difficult to bring up on a negotiation table, don't you think? (Damn, my heart is accelerating by this thought. I really hope it doesn't get that far). 

	It's the same kind of contradictory emotions we go through when we fully realize that our wives are with another man and that often times, they are more than just a sex toy: they kiss, the giggle, they go out together... 

	I guess I am just going through a different style of cuckold angst now. I still can't get the picture out of my head of when they were back to their rooms after dinner, located on the same floor. She was wearing a beautiful, long, red see-through dress a former lover had bought her. It is rather sensual and elegant than slutty. (my wife has posted a similar dress on her tumblr account, which you will find below in my signature). She was wearing a nice, red bra underneath, but no panties. Her boss hadn't made any move yet and she felt in obligation to take the first step. His room was first on the floor and when they were close to it, she took his hand, stepped in front of him, looked him in the eyes and kissed him deeply. It was kind of as she was surrendering to him. I don't know why the image of the kiss is having a bigger impact on me than what came afterwards." 

	  

	AnythingForHer Tue Dec 13, 2016 1:38 pm 

	"Yeah, that's a huge turn-on. My wife has pretended to several of her lovers that she's cheating on me rather than it being sanctioned. For the "right" guy it tends to bring out a bit of extra lust." 

	  

	D+D Tue Dec 13, 2016 3:46 pm 

	"It sounds like she seduced him. You've got to get off thinking about that and I would also imagine a woman who is as hot and sexual as your wife would gladly seduce or give sexual gratification to a client for her boss. Sounds to me like she likes her new role of assistant/mistress and that you might as well set back and enjoy the ride. Many women like to be wined and dined in the presence of powerful men." 

	  

	DavaoMike Tue Dec 13, 2016 6:19 pm 

	"As an attorney in the US, I'm amazed that such a "contract" would exist. Of course, I'm not familiar with the law of Spain, but in the US, such a contract would amount to an agreement for prostitution, which would be unenforceable, and probably serve as the basis for a sexual harassment lawsuit." 

	  

	radio4ron Tue Dec 13, 2016 7:23 pm 

	"She first got into sex with boss's working for a major corporation in a small town. He gave her attention her husband wasn't which turned to sex. I believe it happened with several bosses and she said it was a lot of fun, but it striped some of her power away after having sex the first few times. 

	Later after she divorced her and some of the girls use to go out to drink after work and they had an ongoing contest, whoever didn't get laid had to buy drinks the next night. For the most part she said there were a lot of one night stands, but when clients would come in they did a few clients and the girls all jointly agreed that after having sex with clients they lost their power. Clients wouldn't buy without sex which always didn't work out. She said she did a lot better in a short skirt and no panties and their imaginations with their flirting. 

	She has no regrets and said what happened fit the time in her life and she learned from it along the way.... 

	I've learned so much from my wife and I'm really lucky she's so open and completely honest when I ask her questions. We actually ask each other questions, and we laugh about how else would you learn about this stuff without asking? We don't read minds. It's amazing to learn things about sex from a woman's perspective." 

	  

	bradisalpha Tue Dec 13, 2016 8:40 pm 

	"Wow... A lot of exciting information here !!! I think it is always hot when a woman submits to her boss... And even hotter when she closes a deal with a client with sex. It is also very hot when, as one mentioned, wearing a short skirt without panties and teasing/flirting with a client or boss to close a deal... And leading them on as their mouth waters !!! Both are very exciting to me. I hope we hear more experiences here." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Dec 13, 2016 9:07 pm 

	"In the US you are very strict or even harsh with prostitution.... but yet it still exists. In Spain we aren't much wiser as it is neither legal nor illegal. 

	Funny, I read a few months ago in the newspapers a similar case than the one of my wife. A woman filed a lawsuit against her boss because of alleged sexual harassment. 

	You can find the article if you google with the following search string, although it is in Spanish of course (but you could use a translator): favor sexual jefe site:libertaddigital.com 

	The boss won it because he was able to prove that she had explicitly accepted to give him sexual favors when she was hired. It was even in her contract! Of course, it was a scandal and I guess that if she appeals, she will win. Regardless of what the first judge dictated, these kinds of clauses are for sure invalid. 

	But that's not the case here: my wife has no intention of filing a lawsuit. This is just a private contract between both, just to make the agreement official (and I guess also for her boss to protect himself to a certain degree in case she changes her mind, like this other woman)." 

	  

	wmraim Tue Dec 13, 2016 10:20 pm 

	"Her boss had foreseen they would have access to the pool area and he had bought her a sexy swim suit. Here's the way I see it. We have an elderly man, who still has some mojo. He's found an attractive work assistant who he gets to look at everyday. Now his mind does wander and he would be so frustrated if his advances would be rejected. So he finds a babe who can do the work he needs and will fuck. Well to ensure his advances won't get rejected he puts it in writing, she knowingly agrees. He's not a sex maniac, he's a romantic, he wines and dines and has the satisfaction that all his pre-act gests will culminate to his satisfaction. He plays the role of sugar daddy. 

	Gem has a healthy attitude to sex. She enjoys the wining and dining. She still does office work, keeping up her professional skills. So she works for a sugar daddy. She could do worse. 

	As for: "Do you think he would find a customer that would accept a deal if he included her sexual services?": 

	There are many ways to close a deal, doesn't have to be an outright sexual favor but if she were to be without underwear, and sort of showing off, while a deal was being negotiated, it may lubricate the atmosphere. There are other boards where women who were employed as facilitators describe their roles. 

	Seems to me you kinda of like her having sex with other men. Now she has a sugar daddy. Why not enjoy it?" 

	  

	 GemsHubby Tue Dec 13, 2016 11:25 pm 

	"I asked my wife if she thinks that this was his purpose when he unbuttoned her blouse (she was wearing a bra) just before the meeting with the customer started. She responded with a smile and asked me: "What do you think?". I wasn't able to respond. 

	I don't know. I am not totally against it. I am just not totally for it. Why? Because I love it when she does it out of lust, but it feels wrong when she (partially) does it for money. I have been thinking about this, reading about what drives cuckolds. Many sources say that a cuckold husband is a provider husband. His primary role is providing security (financial, emotional, etc.) to the hotwife and he accepts that he is a secondary provider of sex. A sugar daddy competes not only in the sexual area, in which the cuckold (me) has already accepted "defeat", but now he threatens to compete also in the aspect of a provider, at least the financial part. This seems to leave me to provide only the emotional part. It is of course the most important part, but somehow, I feel diminished. I am not sure if this is what is creating discomfort in me. I am just trying to think loud, to rationalize it, trying to grasp my subconscious emotions, to put some logic to them." 

	  

	wmraim Wed Dec 14, 2016 12:04 am 

	"You've just learned a lesson. She knows body language and sex is part of the economy. She has power over his clients. Maybe she helped seal the deal. The sex with an old man is just a way to celebrate a successful business transaction, to please him. It may become a partnership. The old man may be able to wine and dine better than you. You are vulnerable, you're going to have to find out whether she thinks it's worth having you around." 

	  

	 unclecuck Wed Dec 14, 2016 12:37 am 

	"I don't understand you at all. If she wants to do it and you like it, why not let her. Maybe her thing is to get paid?
 Beside, does the contract says that she can't do other men? She still can do it with the boss if she is ok with it and still do other men that attractive and gets her going. What's wrong with that?" 

	  

	 D+D Wed Dec 14, 2016 1:17 am 

	"Your wife likes it. Is that what's bothering you?" 

	  

	 loveherso Wed Dec 14, 2016 2:11 am 

	"Her blog... She started a blog with photos of what seem to be a boss and a subordinate hottie? What is up with that? It seems like the answer would be seriously fascinating." 

	  

	dcguy3 Wed Dec 14, 2016 6:44 am 

	"It's a void contract but it would be the basis that sexual contact was not unwelcomed, and that sexual contact was reasonable." 

	  

	 GemsHubby Wed Dec 14, 2016 1:50 pm 

	"It's not that I don't let her do it. I support her in all this and any other decision she takes. Furthermore, it is her decision to take, not mine; I have no saying at all in this. She can take any sex partner she wants - that's the deal we arranged long time ago. I trust her fully. 

	The contract doesn't say she can't do other men. It only says that she has to please him, but it is not exclusive. It doesn't say either that she has to please clients or other men he could demand. It doesn't say it... but that doesn't mean that she can't do it. If her boss asked her to satisfy a client, she could refuse because this is not part of the contract... or she could accept it for the thrill or because she acknowledges that he has the power (be it real, which partially is, because the extra money is very welcome and although it is not part of the contract, she could feel that she still needs to do it and obey him, or be it fantasy, which again partially is the case, because I do think she gets off on the thrill of delegating who controls her sexuality). 

	It's nothing wrong with it. I just happen to feel a turmoil, different than when she fucked other men just for sex. I can't change it, it just feels different. But that doesn't mean that I am totally against it or that I want to prohibit it (which I can't, because she is free to do as she wants). 

	I hope I knew what is bothering me. It just have this feeling, but writing here and reading your feedback helps me processing it. As I said in the previous post, I believe that it makes me uneasy that he is her sugar daddy and that he therefore occupies part of the space of the provider role which should be exclusively mine. I guess I am just getting into a higher cuckold level and I am even losing the privilege of being her sole provider. 

	About a year ago or so she started a blog to share her hotwife experience with others. It was meant to help others who were starting in this and also to write down and retain her history so that we could recall it later. The blog had great feedback and someone suggested she should write a book and so she did. Just a month ago, she polished the story and published it in Kindle format. Of course, she had to take down the blog as it wouldn't make sense to try to sell the book on Amazon but keep the full story for free on the blog. Many followers were disappointed and wanted to keep a more live contact with her and so she started to blog in Tumblr. The book tells the story of how she started. The Tumblr blog is telling her actual live (so, the experience with her boss). There is a gap of several years between the story of the book and what is happening right now (she is considering writing a second book to catch up). 

	Unfortunately for you guys, the book and her Tumblr are in Spanish, as she doesn't speak English. But on the bright side, she accepted putting her photo on the cover of the book. She normally is paranoid about posting her pictures, so this was a great step. This gave me the opportunity to use the same picture on my avatar (once it's out on the Internet, it's out, so it doesn't matter if I use it here). It seems like she is liking the experience to write her story and share it with others, and I enjoy it as well as it complements what she is telling me." 

	  

	D+D Wed Dec 14, 2016 3:51 pm 

	"I enjoy her tumblr blog. Are any of the pictures of her?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Dec 14, 2016 4:04 pm 

	"The only one is the cover page of her book, which is the same as the one in my avatar. On the book cover page, you can see her fucking me reverse-cowgirl style. On the avatar on this forum here, I have removed my legs from the pictures... she is much sexier without me. 

	She is paranoid about posting her own pictures. The cover page was almost a miracle. She got so excited by the idea of publishing a book, that I was able to convince her to put her own image on the cover. That's the only exception." 

	  

	unclecuck Wed Dec 14, 2016 6:37 pm 

	"Gemshub, Is that her picture on your avatar? Yum Yum Yum Yum. 

	Other than that, here is an idea: You might not like it or it will sound dumb.
 It seems that what bothering you the most is that she is doing it for money and makes good money out of it. And in this case you sure don't act like a cuckold and you want to be her provider or decision maker.
 How about turn things around, whore her and enjoy it, use the money for your benefits, take trips, a sports car, expensive dinners and so on using just that money? I think you might enjoy it. It seems like she just started this and pretty soon her income will go way up as she will provide some services to the bosses client and the tip on those are good." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Dec 14, 2016 7:10 pm 

	"Yes, that's my hotwife! She was riding me reverse-cowgirl, but I removed myself out of the picture with the editor. 

	Good advice. I will try to follow it. It is much better trying to enjoy the ride than continue being worried. It's really the best thing I should do, since I don't have any saying in that anyway, which by the way, my wife just reminded me with a severe spanking after I bored her once again with my concerns." 

	  

	 unclecuck Wed Dec 14, 2016 7:16 pm 

	"Which by the way, my wife just reminded me with a severe spanking after I bored her once again with my concerns."
 She really did that? Why you even coming to this place to ask for advice? 
You have the best teacher at home and can take her advice and follow her. Tell Mrs Gem we admire her." 

	  

	Luvinlife Wed Dec 14, 2016 7:25 pm 

	"A weird mixture of cuck hubby feelings is, I think, quite normal and natural but.... IMHO, things are as they should be. The boss is using the wife for his sexual satisfaction when and as he needs. What's the big deal? This is a fairly common thing. The wife spreads her legs to him and money and support is the result. She's a smart woman. How is this different from the relationship she has with hubby? Sure, there is a love connection with the hubby... granted, but so what? granted, but so what? The financial arrangement is not much different than with the boss.
 Let's face it folks, we ALL whore ourselves out for one thing or another. If it's not money then it's for something else we value. To my mind the boss and wife have no problem; their relationship is clear. The hubby needs to understand his role in all of this." 

	  

	DavaoMike Wed Dec 14, 2016 9:51 pm 

	"I'm not passing judgment here, but just as an observation, if the wife came to me with this case in my state, I'd have a field day with it. First, I could argue inherent coercion, that the boss was in a position of authority and attempted to use the color of a "contract" to sexually exploit his subordinates. Of course, as the OP points out, Spain is probably entirely different." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Dec 14, 2016 10:20 pm 

	"And this is exactly what causes the turmoil in me, although I have no doubt that she loves ME truly, regardless of financials. Still, it's not easy. Luckily for her boss, she has no such intention." 

	  

	 old folks Thu Dec 15, 2016 12:32 am 

	"Each of my ex wives have had sex with at least one of their superiors at work. No extra pay. No promotion but just job security.
 The first wife was a paralegal for a much older attorney. He kept asking her various personal things such as bra size, etc. Eventually he took her to lunch and said she would go a long way toward a future in the firm if she would go out with him socially. She did. The sex was ok. Problem is he died of a heart attack about six months later.
 The next wife was given a great position in a bank. Eventually she ended up having sex with all the bosses as they put it, we put you in this position, we can take you out of it. Two years later she went to work for another firm and the boss there made it plain he expected sex from all of the female staff members. Pay was good and he did buy some nice gifts. She eventually retired.
 I have come to the conclusion that many women enjoy sex with either superiors or coworkers." 

	  

	lonecuck Thu Dec 15, 2016 12:44 am 

	"What Uncle Cuck said!
 OK, Now I get it. Dude, it sounds to me like you married way out of your league. Be happy if you have a chance to clean your wife's aching pussy with your tongue after her "Boss" has his way with her, and be happy she's let you stay in the house. If she's hot enough to catch her wealthy boss's attention, she must be something special. And it doesn't sound like she's too put out about the situation. Most of us here would give our right not to be in your position. Is it possible that she tells you she isn't attracted to him just to sooth your ego a bit? I love the idea your concerns "Bore" her. I'm guessing you have your hands full with a really haughty, spirited classy kind of girl who'd like to think of herself as working an honest job, then the whore she really is. Let her have her illusions. It sounds like she's having a better time with this than you'd like to admit. She's used to the status her position affords her as the bosse's mistress. And one other thing to remember. The situation isn't likely to last forever, so enjoy it while you can. Good luck!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Dec 15, 2016 1:15 am 

	"Thanks for the advice!
 Since I convinced her a few years ago to become a hotwife, she has changed a lot. Initially she was a very modest girl with regards to sex, rather submissive as a spouse (outside sex). She had little experience before marrying me. And she would be very reticent to give me a blowjob or do any other stuff different to plain vaginal. But her first boyfriend really made her a slut... in the good sense of course. From there on, she has continued to evolve and she became more self-confident in all aspects of live. Now she isn't submissive at all, at least not with me. But I like that. That's the slut I always dreamed of, although sometimes it scares me a bit, thinking of the monster I have created. 

	She is not really classy. She has become classier, but deep inside her, she is still the rather modest and conservative woman I married. She has changed her spirit (for good), but not her heart (which is also good). As I said, sometimes I wonder about the monster I created.... I never thought she would go this far. 

	No, I don't think she is physically attracted to her boss. The real age difference is big, but the physical appearances are even bigger. However, she might feel attracted to the whole situation and I have the feeling that one thing that turns her on is that he actually turns her off, but she is still doing it. Do you know what I mean? It makes her feel sluttier and she seems to have gotten a taste for that." 

	  

	 BallSpanking Thu Dec 15, 2016 1:43 am 

	"Your wife entered the contract willingly, having other alternatives available. She knew what her new boss looked like, and when the moment came she took the initiative, even if you don't think he is good looking. 
 My guess is she has akin for the sex4money exchange, many women do, sometimes wanting to feel used like a sexual thing. You should ask her.
 We here are just guessing." 

	  

	 unclecuck Thu Dec 15, 2016 1:46 am 

	"I so want to respond to this just for you to see how lucky you are. Unfortunately, it is too personal, and I am not ready to be judged. 
if what you say is all true, let me know and I will PM you about it." 

	  

	dcguy3 Thu Dec 15, 2016 7:03 am 

	"1) Spain is entirely different. 

	2) Europe is entirely different. 

	3) Seems like the defense would be 'This was a welcome form of interaction by someone who had lots of opportunity, chose to avail themselves of this and now is claiming coercion to make up for a deficiency in work.'" 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Dec 15, 2016 8:32 pm 

	"Wife is getting ready for the company's Xmas dinner. She looks amazing!" 

	  

	wmraim Fri Dec 16, 2016 3:04 am 

	"She's spending the night at the boss's home." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Dec 16, 2016 11:31 am 

	"My wife sent me yesterday morning an email, reminding me that I needed to buy her condoms and put them into her purse. She asked for me ribbed, normal sized condoms for her boss and said she had also run out of magnum sized ones and that she needed them just in case she met someone interesting. She reminded me that it was my duty as her cuckold to make sure she always had enough condoms... unless I wanted to risk her boss getting her pregnant. I did as she requested and went shopping with that awkward feeling that us cuckolds know so well, partially excited, partially frightened and a bit jealous too. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I would swear that the cashier gave me a strange look because of my selection of condoms: big ones and medium-sized ones. Did she read my thoughts and knew it was for a hotwife? Or did she think I was gay, medium-sized for me and big ones for my lover? 

	She spent the whole afternoon preparing herself for the company Xmas party. I poured her a bath of course, lit some candles in the bathroom and brought her a glass of wine so that she would relax. As much as she wants to look confident about this, I can feel her unease. 

	I was wondering how she would choose to dress. Conservative in order to avoid giving her co-workers a hint of what was going on in reality? Slutty to possibly please her boss? Sensual like with the dress she chose for the dinner with him last week in Barcelona? Unlikely, as she wouldn't repeat the same dress so soon. Finally she chose a moderate, black cocktail dress. The hemline is mid-thigh and it has an asymmetrical cut, leaving one shoulder and arm naked. Sexy but conservative. I nodded with approval and admiration when she stopped for me. It was the first time I saw her in this dress; I didn't even know she had bought it. She wasn't wearing any stockings and I inquired about her underwear, but she responded that this was none of my business and that she didn't want to spoil my imagination. 

	And then off she went in her car. Before she left, I asked her about the location of the event, but she only responded with a smile in her face that I would find out later in the evening. I thought this meant that she would send me a message, but I was waiting and waiting but my phone was silent. I wanted to ping her, but I recalled her recent spanking. My fantasy was taking off, half worried, half excited. I decided to start re-reading her book again, recalling how we started with hotwifing, amazed of how she had developed over the years. I looked at this forum to find new interesting topics or responses to my postings. Then I went to tumblr, watching some cuckold blogs and finally I checked out her tumblr. There were two new posting of my wife. One, telling were the boss had invited them for the Xmas dinner. And another, disturbing one. 

	I thought that the spanking had been my punishment because I was continuously questioning her about her job and her boss. But then I recalled that she said that this was just a reminder of her authority and that the punishment would come later. I didn't give it too much thought at that time... but now... I saw a post from my wife on her tumblr, saying that she wouldn't inform me any longer about anything related to her job and her boss. She wouldn't tell me what they were planning, what they were doing or what they had already done. If I wanted to stay informed (god damned, of course I want!), I had to check her tumblr account. I couldn't believe it! I felt so humiliated. She was putting me on par with her tumblr followers. I would have the same information as them, at the same time, not earlier, not more! I wasn't angry, just speechless, humiliated... surprised. 

	It was already past one in the morning and Gem hadn't come back yet from the dinner. How long does a company Xmas dinner go? What was she doing? Nervously, I checked every few minutes her blog. Finally, a short message: they were still at the casino, where the boss had hosted the dinner. Most of the colleagues had already left and she was among the last who were still there. Apparently, she had been waiting for her boss to take some initiative, but he had just left a few minutes ago. We had expected some sexual demands from him, but he had just said good night and had left. She was wondering if maybe he hadn't enjoyed her that much last week at Barcelona during their business trip. Contradicting thoughts crossed my mind: I was partially relieved with the possibility that her boss had grown bored of her and that this was stop. But I was also partially hurt in my pride because he didn't like her. How dare this old guy not lust for my wife? I suddenly became aware of my contradictory thoughts and laughed at myself. Maybe I did want her to be his whore after all? 

	A few minutes later, another post. She had just received a message from her boss with instructions to drive to a certain address not far from the casino. So this bastard after all wanted to fuck her tonight! A surge of jealousy rushed through my head, but to my puzzlement it was quickly replaced by pride. Good girl, he wants you! 

	I waited impatiently for an update as I suppressed my desire to call her in order to get first-hand information. I kept on pushing F5, refreshing my browser and I felt how I was getting excited. The humiliation of having to wait for information just like any other follower, was making me drop precum. Can one become addicted to pressing the F5 key? 

	About half an hour later, an update. She was at his home. He had opened the door before she ran the bell and pulled her in by her arm. He kissed her deeply and fondled her ass. He shortly interrupted the kissing to tell her that she would stay the night with him. At the bottom of her message, some words specifically for me: "I love you". A warm feeling filled my heart and I felt tears of happiness lining up in my eyes. Is there anything better than your wife fucking another man why she tells YOU that she loves you?" 

	  

	wmraim Fri Dec 16, 2016 3:07 pm 

	"Looks like she went to work, and the boss wants her to work overtime. 

	Well things are different in Spain. Overtime starts after 3:00pm. 

	It seems the boss has given her the keys to his home. 

	She's being quite mean, because she says she's been given specific instructions but doesn't explain. She also hasn't said anything about what happened last night. She is really being tested. 

	She is being totally dominated by her boss without any idea of what will happen next ... a real victim." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Dec 16, 2016 6:22 pm 

	"wmraim is right and I feel really jealous now! I expected her to be home last night, after he had sex with her to reclaim her, but he insisted on a sleepover. After acceptance settled in, I thought that they would wake up late in the morning but that instead of going to the office, she would come home early. After all, she could not go dressed this way to the office. 

	The other post saying that he wanted her to work extra hours. I guessed that this would be at his home in his bed. But then, her most recent post saying that he had called her to his desk. He had given her the keys to his home with some specific instructions she hasn't told me yet. Now I am confused. So, they did go to work this morning? It makes sense if they don't want to raise suspicions. But, with which clothing did she go to work? With her night dress? That doesn't make sense. 

	So, they went to work and then in the afternoon back to his home again? I wanted to reclaim her last night, but he made her sleep over and I couldn't. I wanted to reclaim her this morning, but he made her go to work. I wanted her to reclaim her this afternoon after work (Fridays they finish at 3 pm), but he made her go to his house again! I am not pissed, just jealous." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Dec 16, 2016 7:33 pm 

	Fortunately for me, she finally got back home about an hour ago. She was wearing the cocktail dress she wore to the dinner event. I was totally confused and still am. It just doesn't match her hint that they went to the office this morning, she couldn't have done it in this dress. Everybody in the office would then have known that she had slept with someone (not necessarily her boss, but they would guess that it must be either him or a co-worker). 

	Anyway, I didn't have time to wonder. I wanted her back, I wanted to reclaim her. I kissed her and held her tight with my arms for a while. That helped me to ease my cuckold angst and I finally got the strength to tease her a bit. 

	"So did he finally wanted to fuck you again? Were you worried he didn't like you because he left after the dinner party without inviting you in?" 

	"You can be proud of me. He likes this slut," she answered. 

	"Did you fuck him good, baby?" 

	"Shh! I am not going to tell you. Wait for my tumblr," she reminded me that this had been one inquiry too much. "Don't put this sour grimace on your face. I know you love this." She went upstairs to the bedroom. "Come!"  

	I followed her like a loyal dog. 

	She undressed in front of me. My god, she is so beautiful! I don't know how, but the older she gets, the sexier she looks. I noticed that she wasn't wearing any panties or bra under her dress. Did she go commando to the dinner? Possibly. Did she go to the office without bra this morning? No, that couldn't be! I remember she was wearing a bra when she left for dinner yesterday, as I had carefully inspected if her nipples were poking through the dress, but they weren't. 

	"They are killing me," she said, pointing down to her feet. 

	I know what she wanted. I went down on my knees, crawled to her and removed one shoe. I kissed her foot. Then I removed the other shoe and kissed both of her feet. I kept on kissing, licking and massaging them. I moved my tongue through the spaces of her toes, the way she likes it. 

	"Move up," she said after some time. 

	I kissed her legs, slowly crawling up her body. I wanted to kiss her sex, but she closed her legs. 

	"Not yet. You have to deserve this first. Besides, I am too sore right now down there, even for your tongue. Did you know that older people have trouble ejaculating? But he didn't have problems staying hard though, ha-ha." 

	I kissed and licked her belly and her hips, trying to stay as close to her sex as she would let me, inhaling her aroma. After some time, I tried to move up to her tits, but she stopped me again. 

	"No, continue doing what you were doing." 

	So, I continued kissing and licking her belly, hips, thighs... circling as close as I could to her pussy. To my surprise, she was moaning even without touching her sex. 

	After some time, she suddenly stood up and said "I love you" with a glow in her eyes. Then she gave me one last, long kiss and went to the shower. 

	I write this while she is showering. I feel thankful for having such a beautiful lady as my wife. Of course, I wanted to reclaim her properly, but although my balls are aching, I don't feel frustrated, just thankful that she is back and that I could enjoy her smooth skin, taste her, inhale her, be close to her. Life is good and for the whole weekend, she will be only mine." 

	  

	Caribwaters Mon Dec 19, 2016 8:41 pm 

	"Old Folks: Wife having sex with the boss???????". 

	My wife, like your first is also a legal para and who has enjoyed sex with 2 out of three of the attorneys who were over her career her boss. After her first job with a large firm she always worked in a one attorney offices and where there was a F/T para and a P/T. She willingly became involved with two of these men, with no quid pro quo expectations. They both proved to be very generous to her over the years. The first one, many years ago after they became involved started including and extra $50-60 in her pay envelope each week. We were young and just getting by, with children, new mortgage, car payments, etc and this extra cash went a long way to help us "keep the wolf from the door". My wife who liked this guy enjoyed his generosity for the sex, which she claimed always satisfied her. As she said: What could be better? He not only gave her money, but about every month took her out to different fine restaurants to wine & dined her, while discussing "office business". My wife started this relationship while in her mid-20s and said she enjoyed the affection and company of a more mature, quite successful man. It ended after a year when his wife became very suspicious. They were never "caught", but her nonstop questions created too much stress. 

	Later she joined another attorney which operated under a very similar business model. It took a number of years before they finally crossed the line (which he said he never would) and they became intensely intimate and while he didn't add to her weekly pay, he more than made up for it in her Christmas bonus. They didn't go out for monthly dinners, but he took her to lunch sometimes 2-3 times a week (and often didn't return to the office). They made frequent trips to the casinos, where he never allowed her to risk her own money. This personal relationship lasted well over 15 years, before he got sick." 

	  

	wmraim Tue Dec 20, 2016 3:22 am 

	"I was reading Gema's story on tumblr. GemsHubby's had described her return home Friday. Her boss had told her to go to his home after work where he had set up a meal and provided a vibrator. She was tired but fucked three times and dashed home. The boss seems to have a scheming mind and has elaborate setups. She seemed to enjoy the sex but there is a sad discomfort to the way she tells the story. I can't figure how she feels about her job. I have one year of Spanish where I got 55% so language is definitely a barrier." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Dec 20, 2016 11:27 am 

	"My wife has finally "told" me via her tumblr what has happened Thursday night after dinner and Friday afternoon. I feel like I am the last one to know about it.... Is there a way to get notified by tumblr when an update has been made? I can't continue accessing her tumblr every time I have a moment, just to check if there is something new." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Dec 20, 2016 1:01 pm 

	"Thursday night: 

	I think I left the rapport when she went to his house and he pulled her in. She excused herself and went to the bathroom to freshen up and update her tumblr. When she went back to the living room, he was sitting on the couch with a glass of whiskey in his hand. She knew what she had to do and sat down on him with her legs opened, facing him. I guess her dress had to move up for her to sit on him with her legs spread. He immediately put a hand on my wife's godly behind. With the other hand, he grabbed her neck, pulled her towards him and kissed her deeply. She said that he smelled and tasted like alcohol, which she didn't like, but he kissed her anyway. She said it was a wet kiss. 

	He then offered her a glass of whiskey, but she declined. She doesn't like strong alcohol. Instead, she zipped open her dress and removed her bra. I imagine her sitting topless on his legs, after he just kissed her, and it drives me crazy. I feel partially disgusted, partially turned on. If it were a young bull, it would just turn me on, but with this older guy who is her boss.... Anyway... She took his glass out of his hand and took a sip. I said that she doesn't like alcohol in general, especially strong alcohol, but she drank it anyway out of his glass. I am not sure if this was to make him happy or because she needed a drink to be brave. She said that this way, she would have the same taste in her mouth and wouldn't taste him any longer. And as if to prove it, she kissed him again. 

	He was getting excited (who can blame him, having such a hot woman sitting on him?) and took his dick out of his pants. He pulled up her dress above her ass and tried to slip her panties to a side in order to penetrate her. But she stopped him and stood up. Half-naked, standing in front of him, he took his glass of whiskey and drank again. She then undressed completely in front of him, wearing only her fuck me pumps. This and the hotwife anklet (just a normal anklet, without any charms), earrings and her wedding ring. 

	For me, it is important that she wears both her hotwife anklet and her wedding ring when she is with other men. I don't know if others feel the same, but it has a meaning for me. It says that she has sexual freedom but that she is faithful in her heart and that I know and approve it. Do others think the same with regards to these accessories? 

	She took a condom out of her purse. Her boss undressed in a flash and she put it on his cock. When she was about to finish putting it on his dick, he stopped her and say that he would go bareback with her in 2017!!!! She was paralyzed and so I am! We never talked about bareback. We are usually very cautious with this and only a few selected lovers have had her bareback. The thought of his old sperm filling my wife's fertile womb, makes a strange feeling creep up through my body. It is a mix of revulsion and excitement. It is kind of gross. 

	She wanted to protest, but his tone was commanding. She obliged, but not before trying to negotiate something out of it. She asked him for a salary increase and that he had to previously show her a proof of being free from STDs. He accepted the latter, but with regards to the salary increase, he said that she would need to wait for the performance review upon the finish of her trial period. Yes, he explicitly said "performance" and I guess he does not only mean work performance. The tone of his voice made clear the negotiation was over. Gem said she was unsure if she had won or lost with this negotiation, but she complied and moved to sit on him, letting his protected cock penetrate her. 

	While they were fucking, her boss took another sip of whisky and offered the glass to her. She took it but instead of drinking, she poured the remains over her tits and he licked it up. 

	My wife says that her boss has a high endurance, maybe because of his age. But unlike her younger lovers he is a one-shot canon only. Apparently, it took a while until he came in her (well, in the condom, fortunately), but my wife hadn't cum yet. She said it wasn't because he didn't go long, it was because of the angle of the penetration or whatever. I wonder if she just wasn't excited enough. How much of this is she doing for the money and how much is naught pleasure? Anyway, she said that women not only need to cum in order to feel pleasure. After he had cum, she stood up rapidly, fearing that he would go soft soon and she didn't want that due to his softness semen could leak out of the condom while still inside her. I have to say that she currently isn't on birth control, other than condoms (I am fixed). 

	Her boss stood up as well, took her hand and reminded her that he wanted her to stay with him the rest of the night. He explained that it didn't make any sense for her to go back home, just to have to wake up in a few hours and go to work. His home is close to the office and she would be better up sleeping over. She accepted his logic, but didn't realize at this time (she must have felt tired because of the long night and the fucking), that she couldn't possibly go to the office with her party dress. They went up to the bedrooms and there, lying on the bed was a complete secretary outfit: white sheer blouse, black mini skirt, black bra, black panties, black garter belt and... white stockings with a seam line on the back. 

	As I was reading this on her tumblr, things didn't make sense to me. So, he had envisioned already that she would be sleeping over and had bought her some clothes? This bastard is a devious planner! But why did she come back home the other day wearing her party dress? I am thinking of it and the only explanation I find (I am not allowed to inquire) is that she was teasing me, making my mind work hard on fitting the puzzle together with her scarce hints. 

	Apparently, the clothes were laying on the guest bedroom. But he took her hand and walked her to the master bedroom instead. They slept together. Naked! She said that she was laying sidewards, with her back to him, while he was embracing her from behind (just as he did the previous time in the hotel). My wife sleeping naked with her older boss while he is holding her, sleeping so close together, young skin (she is in the forties, but she looks younger), touching old, crumpled skin (he is in the early sixties, but looks older). Somehow, this is having a bigger impact on me than her just bouncing on his dick. I don't know... him kissing her... both sleeping naked, close to each other... Is this something that has more importance for the other cuckolds like me or am I the only one? 

	The next morning the alarm clock went off early and they went off to the office." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Dec 20, 2016 1:51 pm 

	"Friday afternoon: 

	She said that she had been waiting for me to ask on tumblr to tell this part of the story, but that although I hadn't done it yet, she didn't want other followers having to wait for it because of me! I guess I have to create a tumblr account and start asking her if I don't want to wait for the details. 

	So, Friday afternoon they finished at the office at 3pm, as they usually do on Fridays. Everything apparently normal. Her boss stayed a bit longer in the office but had instructed her to head to his home. He had given her the keys so that she could wait inside. I think this was a good strategy in order to not raise suspicions. I can only guess that in the morning they didn't arrive on the same time, but I am not sure. 

	She entered the living room and found that food was already prepared and waiting on the table, still steaming. She thinks that he had called some kind of catering service. She also found some roses and a letter from him: 

	"Take off your blouse, skirt and panties, but leave all the rest on. Redo your makeup and when you are finished, send me a full body selfie in front of the mirror and send it to me." 

	WTF? Now he is even asking for pictures? That was never part of the deal! She did as he had instructed. Damn, Gem, this was risky! How could she not think about the risks of what he could do later with this picture? 

	She received a reply on her phone. He told her to look in a living room for a small red box and to open it. It contained a small device with instructions to use it until he came back home. He said that she had to use it until she was about to cum, then stop and start again. 

	She wants her wet and creamy when he gets home! 

	She sat down on a chair and started to masturbate with the vibrator. She said it didn't take her long to start feeling wet. Such a slutty wife, so easy to have her become wet! She had to stop once in order not to cum and was about to climax again when her boss arrived. He didn't say anything, no hello, nothing, he just observed her silently, nodding with his head. After some time, he moved towards her and gave a brief kiss on the lips. He even told her that she was precious! 

	He then asked her to serve the meal. While they were eating, she had to continue using the vibrator, always stopping shortly before cumming. Meal and wine were good, she said, although she was not able to concentrate on the taste. 

	When they finished eating, her boss asked her to fetch her a box of cigars. She moved slowly, allowing him to watch her half naked in garter belt, stocking and bra, but with her ass and pussy exposed. He said thank you and offered her a cigar. But she doesn't smoke. In fact, she hates it. I know she finds it repulsive. While he smoked, he asked her to use the vibrator again, but this time while she was standing. She complied. She said that she was soaking wet and that her wetness was dripping down her thighs. His boss was taking his time and she edged two more times. 

	After finishing admiring her, he stood up and took her by the hand to the bedroom. The bed had been freshly made (I guess he has some house service) and there were rose petals all over the bed. Romantic. Damn! That wasn't necessary, he is paying her! I don't mind that he is a gentleman with her, I of course prefer this, but this romanticism was a bit too much for my taste, specially coming from him. 

	Standing next to the bed, she embraced him and kissed him. She knew she would feel the disgusting taste of tobacco in his mouth, but she still took the initiative and kissed him. She kissed him deeply! Definitely trying to show good "performance", I think. Such a brave wife. He was holding her ass with both his hands. Oh yes, I understand that he likes her bottom, this is one of her best parts. She undressed him (again taking the initiative), still kissing. He unhooked her bra. 

	He laid with his back on the bed and told her to ride him. She was going to put a condom on his cock, but she had left her purse in the living room. Fortunately, he took one from the drawer. He said: "2017". She said that she suddenly shivered, thinking of his old, slow but still fertile cum swimming through her body. 

	While riding him, she came three times (three!!!!). She said that it was either because the angle of penetration was better this time or because she was already so wet from edging with the vibrator. Her first orgasms was small, but the second one she felt it like an earthquake. The third one, she really didn't need it to feel satisfied, but since he hadn't cum yet, she felt in the obligation of riding him to orgasm and while she did so, she came this third time. 

	They were both tired because the previous night had been long and they hadn't slept enough as they went early to the office. Also, the wine... and the long fucking. She felt asleep on his chest, with her legs still spread over him. When she woke up after the nap he was snorting. She tried to move away, but although he was sleeping, he held her tight. She was still sleepy, so she didn't resist and took another nap, laying on him. I imagine her face on his chest, her arms surrounding him (as she wouldn't have any other place to put them), his arms holding her back... 

	When they finally woke up, she suddenly realized that he had his dick inside her when she felt asleep. Damn Gem, you must be more careful! He might be old, but his swimmers can still reach the finish line. She reached down, trying to find out if he was still in her. His cum had drained out of the condom because of his softness and she was all wet down below. Apparently, his dick wasn't inside her any longer, but she (and I) could only pray that he took it out before he fell asleep and went soft. She said that her belly was wet and sticky with his cum. I guess this means that it didn't happen inside her. Fortunately, she was not on her fertile days anyway. 

	She gave him a short goodbye kiss and rushed back home. When she reached her car, there was a letter on the windscreen. I don't know yet what it said. I guess I need to ask her on tumblr." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Dec 20, 2016 2:02 pm 

	"Sudden realization: 

	While I was writing what had happened, translating her posts on tumblr, I suddenly realized something. A hidden aspect in her story, which I didn't realize previously because she is telling it slowly, long after events have happened and not chronologically (she first posted about what happened Friday afternoon and then what happened Thursday night). I wonder if she was planning for this. Maybe she is learning how to become a devious schemer from him. 

	As I told before, Friday afternoon she slept on him. Cum leaked out of the condom while they were sleeping and soaked their bellies. When she came back home on Friday, we had sweet, submissive sex. No penetration: she just wanted me to massage her feet and lick her. She didn't let me taste her pussy, she just wanted me to kiss and lick her all around. I thought she was teasing me, denying me her pussy, but.... I was licking his dried cum! It wasn't a cream pie, because they don't do bareback (yet), but it was still his cum on my wife's skin which I was licking. Ahrg! :( I have done this before, with other lovers. I do enjoy it, because the smell and taste of sex excites me and because I like the humiliation and devotion of doing this for her. But with her sixty so and so year-old boss? This wrinkled cum! 

	If I had known before..." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat Jan 07, 2017 2:09 pm 

	"I am somewhat disturbed because my wife just posted that she likes kissing her boss. She said that he tastes bad (tobacco and oftentimes whisky) and that on one hand she is repulsed by it, but on the other hand, it is her who takes the initiative of kissing him DEEPLY and looks him in the eyes when she does it. She says it feels special when she does it, even though he is not attractive and doesn't taste good. 

	I feel kissing is a very intimate thing. Sometimes it is just part of sex, but sometimes it is a major act by itself. Her taking the initiative, her kissing him deep, tasting the tobacco in his mouth, which she usually hates completely, her looking him in the eyes, getting naked for him... it's a vision and a feeling I have not experienced before when she has been with other lovers. Why is it different? I thought I had already seen it all, but I stand corrected and distressed." 

	  

	Serrand Sat Jan 07, 2017 9:17 pm 

	"Hi, Gemshubby. 

	I'm following this thread eagerly it's one of the best here. 

	Somehow, I share your "concerns" about a sleepover. Sleeping together is, for me as well, a very intimate, you can even say a "sacred" act between wife and husband. At least as intimate as having sex together. Of course, I only can speak of my own experience with my beloved wife. We both agree that we would never spend the complete night with another person. To be clear, I would never agree a sleepover and my wife knows this very well. Enough about me. I would like to ask you if your wife actually knows about this forum and your writing here? 

	Hope to hear from you soon." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat Jan 07, 2017 10:59 pm 

	"Thanks for sharing your thoughts. 

	When we started hotwifing some years ago, we had the following rules: It had to be preferably at our home, or at least, I had to be present. Condoms. She had to tell me everything.  

	It didn't take long for her bull to push the limits and have her break the rules. First time she broke it, it was at our house, but I wasn't present. To be precise, I got to see only the grand finale. It was very exciting to find them making out unexpected on the couch. The surprise was for me, because they had arranged it on purpose, so that I would "catch" them. It was very exciting and I wasn't pissed. Then later came her first sleepover at his apartment. We had planned to go out together, but I was having a terrible headache. I didn't want to spoil them and asked them to go out without me, but to come back for sex. Her bull got her a bit tipsy and she ended up sleeping with him at his apartment. He texted me and said that I could either call her and break this off or accept my beta status and remember that I had tasked him with slutifying my wife. The cuckold angst was killing me, but in hindsight it was a great move. And I have to say that I trust my wife completely. I thought about the whole rules thing and I realized that it was not only constraining us, but also creating more friction than necessary. So, I proposed her that instead, she should have complete freedom. And that although I want to know all details, she would be entitled to hold back about 20%. That would give her some space for well-deserved intimacy, would enable her to surprise me by telling some hidden details later on and would keep my cuckold angst and excitement high by wondering it something else was happening. It has worked great for us this way. Did I say already that I completely trust her and that inspire of what it may seem, she is not a crazy wild bitch? 

	So, sleepovers have happened in the past with other lovers. But I could always understand the reasons for her excitement, because they were well endowed and attractive. But this is different. 

	As of the question of whether or not she knows that I am posting on this blog: she kind of knows that I am writing somewhere, but not exactly where. She doesn't speak English, so it is unlikely that she will search and find this forum. If she asked me, I would tell her, but she is leaving me some space; she knows I need this to digest my feelings." 

	  

	D+D Sat Jan 07, 2017 11:44 pm 

	"Great thread. Sleepovers are hot for me. 

	My wife and her lover sharing a bathroom while preparing for work as well as dressing together. It's just so intimate. I get excited just thinking about it. My wife has done this. Your wife is extremely sexy and is such a fantastic slut. It's very evident by your writing that you are so proud of her and so proud to be her cuckold. Will she let him cum inside her? My bet is, yes, she will. She cannot say no to him for some reason. He owns her. I have experienced my wife unable to say no to a lover. It makes a husband feel helpless." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Jan 08, 2017 12:34 am 

	"But I wouldn't call him a lover. He is her boss and he hired her for sex. And he is much older. It's a kind of sugar daddy, I guess. 

	Yes, she will let him cum inside her. She has just started to take the pill again, because he insisted that in 2017 he wanted to go bare. My wife is fucking with my mind: she doesn't tell me anything; she just posts on tumblr and that's my only source of news, like a common follower. He made clear in December that this was a requirement. It wasn't a surprise for her and she accepted, but she asked for an STD test. Yesterday she went to see him. She didn't have to, it was a bank holiday, but she took the initiative. She said she wanted to give himself nice Xmas present (here in Spain it's on the 6th of January because it's the Three Magic Kings). She said he deserved it because he was being good toner: respectful and he had given her extra holidays. She said she wanted to keep him happy. She went to his home in a sexy Santa Claus disguise. As far as I could read on her blog, she was going to give him a blow job, which she hadn't done yet with him. She did, although not to completion. She then took a condom to let him fuck her, but he had a surprise on his own: the STD test. So, no STD and it is already 2017, and he is her boss and is demanding bareback. But she just started the pill and isn't safe yet. So what did she do? I can only guess, but I fear the answer. There is a picture on her Tumblr of young girl cowgirl riding an old man (his favorite position) with his dick in her ass. 

	When she came home this morning (sleepover!), I of course wanted to reclaim her. She let me fuck her, but previously, she insisted that I licked her whole body, with special attention to her ass. I hadn't seen this post either the picture before, because she blogged it later on in the day. But she is either completely fucking with my mind or it all adds up to..." 

	  

	D+D Sun Jan 08, 2017 2:08 am 

	"It adds up and you know what it is." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Jan 10, 2017 10:39 am 

	"Apparently she wasn't happy with my performance of reclaiming her. She said that She didn't like the time when I asked her if she had showered and that she found that I hesitated to go down on her. I usually love it (I didn't at the beginning she we started, but she has trained me well), but if I am honest, I am guild of what she accuses me of. I guess I don't mind it if it is a well-built bull, but her boss is the opposite of what I would call a bull, at least physically. 

	Long story short, I am in chastity now (we hadn't played that for a long time), until I improve and fully accept her partner choice. At least, I got to come inside her this weekend." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Jan 31, 2017 10:32 pm 

	"Wifey has been away because she has been ill (caught the flu two times in a row). Yesterday she went back to work. She reported that things were pretty tense in the company with one of her bosse's partners. Apparently, the company is not performing as well as expected. Today they had a very tense meeting with the partner. She said this younger partner was quite impertinent with her boss. 

	After the meeting, to relax him (or was it out of pity), she gave him a nice blowjob in his office. She said that it tasted bad, as usual (coffee, cigars), but that she swallowed it all. He didn't ask her for the blowjob, she did it on her own initiative. I remember years ago, before she started hotwifing, she would barely give my dick a few licks because she hated the taste of precum and now... she has much evolved. She said that after she gave him the blowjob, she remained on her knees for a while, with her face on his groin, close to his now soft dick, while he was caressing her head. 

	And what I fear is that very soon he will take her cunt bareback. He insisted several times last year that he would go bareback with her this year. She was late to take her pill and she gave him a few weeks ago her ass instead. So now he has already cum in two of her holes and I am sure he will hit the main one soon. She has gone bareback with few selected lovers in the past. But they have been strong, good looking, younger. I kind of bothers me thinking of his old sperm swimming through my wife's beautiful body. Cum is cum, but it feels different." 

	  

	D+D Wed Feb 01, 2017 1:07 am 

	"Looking at your wife's blog which I can't read leads me to believe that your wife is becoming fixated with older men and bosses. Sucking and fucking. Hot to think of your wife on her knees worshipping his cock. The picture that she posted of a cock emptying into a pussy pretty much sends you the message that soon and very soon her cunt will be filled with his sperm making it all three holes. Everyone should have a secretary like your wife." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Feb 01, 2017 9:33 am 

	"Good for my wife she doesn't live in the US or SHE would be in jail. I think she would strongly disagree with prohibiting prostitution. One should be able to do with her body what she wants. Funny that porn production is allowed but not prostitution. One could debate which is "worse". 

	I don't think she is getting a fetish about old men. I believe she just posts these images just to tease me, because she knows I don't like it. It's hard for me to understand what she gets out of it. A stronger and younger stud? Sure! But an older man? I don't get it, but I respect it. I am not sure if I am right, I just hope this is an exception and she is not getting into it. 

	I agree with you about how you define her boss. He is taking advantage of the situation because he has the money and the power. He really disgusts me. But my wife wouldn't agree with us. Seeing how she eagerly pleases him and takes the initiative she doesn't seem to be pushed into doing it. Although I cannot understand it, she seems to enjoy it in some strange way. I always have to remember that from the beginning she knew what it would be like. She didn't have an interview with him and the he put his requirements on the table. Instead, she talked with a former lover and he put them in contact, knowing very well what he was looking for. 

	I still don't get it how she one half says that his taste disgusts her, but that she nevertheless eagerly puts her tongue into his mouth, seeking for that rancid flavor. How can she like it and not like it?" 

	  

	D+D Wed Feb 01, 2017 4:49 pm 

	"Maybe she is turned on by being his paid mistress. I can understand how that might turn a woman on and make desire to please him." 

	  

	D+D Wed Feb 01, 2017 8:56 pm 

	"No big deal to me either way. Just hypothesizing about what could be motivating her. If the OP is uncomfortable enough, he should talk to her. I have a feeling that she pretty much does as she pleases, which leaves him in somewhat of a predicament that no one here can do anything about. If the OP wishes to tell his story that's fine. Also, his wife has a very interesting blog on tumblr." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Feb 02, 2017 7:22 pm 

	"It's happening today. In fact, at this time, I think it already has happened. My wife posted a "Do not disturb" message on her Tumblr and she was prepping herself yesterday evening. I sneaked a peek and she was wearing WHITE lingerie, including stockings and garters. She has been on the pill for little over a month now, so at least she should be safe in that regard." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Feb 03, 2017 9:08 am 

	"She's stayed overnight at his home. Not sure if she is exaggerating just to tease me, but she says it has been wonderful and that he has cum in her already three times. :shock: They will head from his home to the office. Can't way to have her back in the afternoon." 

	  

	inNC Fri Feb 03, 2017 12:37 pm 

	"Very, very interesting & exciting life you & she are living. I'm really enjoying my thoughts of your wife with her older boss & how unique your situation is as a cuckold this way...and hers enjoying it how it's been arranged." 

	  

	pancuckold Fri Feb 03, 2017 3:11 pm 

	"I love it when my gf wears white for another guy, only wish she were taking some of her guys bare like your wife is. Maybe this year. 

	She's been with 54+ guys, 16 since we've been involved. My numbers are about half of hers, I'm not jealous, maybe a bit envious." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Feb 03, 2017 3:14 pm 

	"Thank you. Wife is about to return home. Can't wait to have her in my arms again, here all the details and reclaim her. Too bad she has decided to not give me any additional information other than what she publishes and that I am currently locked. But I always hope she will reconsider in both regards. Wish me luck that today will be my day!" 

	  

	inNC Fri Feb 03, 2017 3:47 pm 

	"I hope for you she does start telling you directly what occurs between her and her boss so you don't have to wait & read her Tumblr....as for the chastity...drip precum from it with no orgasm like the rest of us for as long as she decides you to be locked. It's sexy how she suits what her boss wanted in her & from her in their agreement & I won't think you'd loss her to him SO ENJOY as I feel you are. Get ready to suck his old sperm filled cum from her & remember your fixed so the sperm part should excite you as much as performing that for her." 

	  

	D+D Fri Feb 03, 2017 3:50 pm 

	"If you enjoy her doing this, you must be really turned on. Can't tell if you like it or not. I would. I think she does. Of course, that's just the opinion of someone observing from afar, but I think she's doing it because she's having fun and not just for the money. Whatever, she's a very, very hot woman and I can only imagine what it would be like to fuck her and she's yours every day. You're a lucky guy, I think. Are you locked out of tumblr or locked in a cage?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Feb 03, 2017 5:46 pm 

	"Get ready to suck his old sperm filled cum from her". You had to say it, didn't you? 

	"Are you locked out of tumblr or locked in a cage?" caged." 

	  

	D+D Fri Feb 03, 2017 6:21 pm 

	"Oh my! Hope she lets you fuck her used pussy." 

	  

	inNC Fri Feb 03, 2017 6:31 pm 

	"....admit it, you're looking forward to it...the cuckhold kink of it !!! U've already licked his dried cum from her body....she just teased you with that. Just imagine his sperm filled cum running out of her sexy lips as she sits on your face and tells you to taste, lick & suck it from her. I know too how exciting it is." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Feb 03, 2017 6:35 pm 

	"My wife came home a couple of hours ago. I was so happy to see her again! I took her in my arms. My cage pressed against her belly, reminding her that I am her loving and supportive husband.... but nevertheless wanting to be at least temporarily released from these chains to be able to reclaim her. 

	She took me directly to the bedroom and asked me to undress. There I was standing in front of her, naked except for my chastity. She said: "Don't ask any questions, you'll soon find out." And then she added: "I will only advance you one thing. Whatever you imagine, you will fall short!" 

	Then she asked me to undress her slowly. I helped her to step out of her blouse and business skirt and there she was, my beautiful wife, all in white lingerie. Before she left Thursday morning, I was able sneak a quick peek on her underwear, but now I was able to contemplate her in full glory. White like purity. White like unstained. White like a virgin... or a bride. She slowly turned several times around, letting me admire her. 

	I was getting a boner and my dick was aching in its cage. My wife noticed it. She reached out to my caged and asked me: Oh dear, does it hurt? I nodded silently. She was holding my balls and the contact with her hands just made it worse. Poor little hubby, she teased me. But you are much sweeter and docile now that you are locked, don't you agree? Isn't this a small sacrifice to show me your love and be the gentle husband I deserve? I was only able to nod. I swear I had the feeling I was going to burst through the CB6000. 

	She turned and asked me to unhook her bra and so I did. She turned again to face me, covering her breasts with her hands. You have no idea how much I love you, she said. But heart took a brink. She lowered her arms, uncovering her beautiful, natural breasts and reached out for my hands. I was imagining that some other man had just sucked on her pointy nipples, but I was avoiding to bring up the specific image of her old boss. She put my hands on her hips and asked me if I wanted to remove her cute panties. Once again, I was only able to nod in silence. She pulled down my hands, signaling that I should slip down her panties. I did as required and they slipped down her legs to the ground. Her white stockings and white garter belt were just emphasizing her smooth and bald pussy, just as I liked it, without any her. She is a MILF, but I swear she was looking like an innocent teenage babe to me in this very moment. 

	You know who else did that? Her question had just reminded me about something I was trying to get out of my mind. I love it when she fucks other men. I love it when she is slutty. Damn, I love it even more when she does this slutty-innocent thing. I just don't like the image of the rancid hands soling her body. But she keeps on teasing me, fucking with my mind. And you don't mind?, she asked. In spite of my excitement, I noticed this was a trick question. The reason why she had locked me up was, that I was mentioning to her too frequently that I didn't like him. This time, I silently shook my head. 

	Good boy! Now, take me to bed and make love to me the way you know. In my case this usually means a lot of caressing and kissing. She made me lick her all over. Her breasts, her belly, her thighs, her back, her buttocks... and yes, also her pussy and ass. I was allowed to make her cum by licking her pussy, while she was teasing me: Yes baby, lick me clean, make me yours again! I swear I could taste a rancid flavor inside her pussy. 

	She orgasmed and I laid next to her. While I was holding her, she took an afternoon nap and I was thinking what a lucky man I am, for having a wife with such an imagination. I would have been completely happy, wasn't it for the foul taste on my tongue." 

	  

	inNC Fri Feb 03, 2017 6:52 pm 

	"She sucks and eats his sperm from his cock as her duty to him....you have to out of your duty to her & it's what you really want & need." 

	  

	Say_Oy Fri Feb 03, 2017 9:59 pm 

	"Great thread, GemsHubby. 

	Of course, you realize that sex is in the mind first... and her boss is a master mind player. You sort of have to be to be successful in business. I have to admire him and you should too... Despite his age and NOT being hung like a porn star he has made your wife love his dick and mouth, his smell and taste. First, he baited her by NOT making his move too early. When she was too curious and apprehensive and made her move to have sex with him he had won the first round of control. He had led her to desiring him, even if it was just curiosity and impatience it was still exciting for her. With women it almost does not matter if they come or not if there is sufficient excitement. Reading between the lines he has continued to increase his control over her through surprises and romance and just keeping her interested. He is has also been training her to accept things she did not like before ... booze and cigar smell and maybe other things. His actions are constantly increasing his control over her. Her action of sucking him in the office and then just resting with his soft dick in her mouth (guessing....) and her head in his lap indicate that she is emotionally attached to serving him (and his dick). He is a Dom and is making her his sex slave. At this point he owns her while she owns you... 

	Does he know you are a cuckold? I bet he does and I think it was probably his idea for her to force you to read Tumbler to get your info... he can read it too, read her tone and know more than what you know. 

	  

	If you think she is in control and doing it for money, I think you are wrong. At this point, I think if he reduced her salary "due to hard times" she would still serve him. 

	Telling her how she is being manipulated and turned into a sex slave may not change anything. She is letting him control her orgasms and seems to love it. Some women are just totally submissive to one guy and totally dominant with another. Has he started to spank her yet? 

	If you don't think she is infatuated with him ... how many other lovers has your wife bothered with since serving him? 

	What you should consider is what your roll in this is going to be. One, you can stay home and clean her and hope he eventually gets tired of her - which won't be for a long time with her looks and the pace of training. The other possibility is to ask to be part of it - go with them on a trip and be a servant while they have sex... though he may not be into that in which case you are SOL. 

	BTW, us old guys can do just fine in bed with just an average dick. It helps to set the woman up mentally, to last long enough and to know what you are doing. Obviously, he is doing just fine keeping her turned on and cumming. 

	One more thing - obviously he is not a one-shot son-of-gun... just needs a little rest between. My prediction is that as her submission to him grows and he gains more control and plays more mind games with her his attraction and interest will grow. It's possible that once he has total control he might get bored and discard her - or demand less ... Maybe after she has his baby... You say he is old but if he is in his 60's he could work another 20 years+ if in shape - or retire but still have her serve him. I know of one Dominant who had a sub 30 years his junior and she was in service to him when he died.... - at 94." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Feb 03, 2017 11:56 pm 

	"You definitely got my attention! You got me hard (as far as my cage allows it) and scared at the same time. I feel the urge to reply to you, not just out of courtesy, but to digest what you said. 

	I now see it! It comes crystal clear. She was hired with certain conditions, but instead of rushing it, he didn't make his move until more than a month had passed. Yes, I remember she said (when she still communicated with me directly about this topic instead of limiting me to tumblr), she was worried about what was going on, because he was paying her premium, but he hadn't even mentioned the topic of her sexual services again since after he had hired her. She was worried that he might have lost interest in her, find her not attractive enough... That made her stir in anticipation. It was a slow but sly way of preparing her mentally, making her looking for it. And he succeeded, as it was her who took the first step and ever since, she is oftentimes making the move without waiting for him to require her. :up: for him. 

	The thought of her face in his lap and his soft dick in his mouth revolts me at the same time as it excites me. My wife is neither an actress nor a professional prostitute. You are right, if she does this, there is some emotional attachment. But, do you really think he is a Dom? It makes me very nervous, half for positive reasons, half for negative reasons. But I don't think that he owns her... at least not yet (although she does own me). You think this is only the beginning? 

	Yes, he knows about my condition. My wife was very open from the beginning. He said he didn't understand that, how I could act this way, but was ok with it. 

	Now, I am shocked, I never thought of it. You think it was his idea about limiting me to tumblr? It's a possibility I have never considered, but it would explain some things. And you believe he is reading it too? So she would be putting all those old-young porn not just to tease me, but also to please him? It's a possibility, but... in those messages she is also saying that his mouth stinks and that she finds it repulsive. Of course, they could have a prior agreement to post this just to fuck with my mind. But then, she also posted that she was going to surprise him for Xmas. That would have been counterproductive if he knew about the blog, wouldn't it. I don't know, man, I don't know. 

	I agree that she is not doing it just for the money. Somehow, she is getting something out of it on a personal level. And yes, she would probably do it for much less at this stage. But do think she is still in control of it. 

	She is definitely dominant with me. And as it seems, she is behaving a bit submissive with him. I am not aware that he has spanked her yet. Would she tell me if he had? Would she post it on tumblr? Maybe yes, maybe no. Does he have this kind of fetish? You seem to be convinced. I am just... not sure what the right word is or if even a proper word exists... I will just use anxious for now. 

	None. Do you always have to bring up the facts this way? 

	(The weekend before the business trip and her first night with him, she went out and picked up a random guy and stayed overnight with him. She said she needed it to prove herself that she was able to wake up next day in the hotel room with him. But after the trip, no lovers). 

	I am not sure if he is into this cuckolding thing. But I will gladly do as my wife requires me. As long as it means staying close to her, I would even accept that. 

	Again with the hard, blunt facts? I am locked, she hasn't had any other lovers, but yet she seems satisfied. Can't argue with your damned logic. 

	That's curious because she always reported that he was a one-shot guy. Except when he had her vagina bareback, then he suddenly landed four shots instead. It must have really gotten him excited. It is strange he appreciated her pussy so much more than her ass. 

	No, no. No, no, no, no, no, no, no. We will not go down this path. Pregnancy risk is a hot but risky fantasy. But you are being serious with it, right? You are not just teasing? I am clipped, because we didn't want to have more babies. And now you are saying she might still want to get pregnant by him. Oh dear, no, no, no, no. Please get this out of my head! 

	Amazing! Mind to share with me how it worked and what they did? Did she become pregnant too by him?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat Feb 04, 2017 12:48 am 

	"Wife and me here in the living room, each one with our own laptop.... She has just posted some updates. She must have seen the shock on my face and become aware that I had just discovered them, because she gave me a devious smile. I'll summarize: 

	Someone was asking her if she likes older men. Her reply was that she has never find them attractive, but that she was curious to find out how it was to be with an older man who at the same time would also be her boss. But then, she has found that she increasingly likes having sex with Gerardo, her boss. She says she doesn't know exactly why. She pinpoints that it might be just because it's different or... because it pisses me off. She says that she is not taken back at all because he is older and not good looking. 

	She asked me to send her a message on tumblr, explaining my feelings after I reclaimed her with my mouth this afternoon. I told her that I usually love doing this for her, but that this time, I had a foul taste in my mouth. It turns out that she has tricked me, just to show me that I am having prejudices towards Gerard. She said that she had showered (with him) before coming home, because previously they had to go to the office (she didn't want everybody knowing she was his whore, the moment she entered the office smelling like him). But she has promised (or shall I say threatened?) that soon I would be tasting him. 

	And then, there is a large account on what happened this Thursday with him: 

	She said that the experience has been rather... unsettling. She is still digesting it, especially her feelings. :o 

	She wonders why having first time unprotected vaginal sex with him made her feel like a virgin (he had taken her ass bareback already before). She wonders if it could be because unlike the anal sex, which was not planned, this is something that was expected and planned (she has been taken the pill now for little over than a month in preparation for this). It hasn't been the first time bareback with a lover, but it felt differently with him. She wonders if it might be due to the age difference, that she felt like a teenager again. She says that she had selected the white lingerie on purpose as she was feeling like a virgin ready to be deflowered. Funny, Gerardo had the same idea and had laid ready in the bed room a set of white lingerie for her. They had laughed because they had had the same thoughts. The laughs and the evidence of the same thoughts had improved their connection. 

	She repeats that she doesn't find Gerardo physically attractive and describes him as obese, dry skin, etc. She would not search for this on a lover. And again, his foul smell and taste. She rather finds it disgusting. But then, nevertheless, when she thinks of his swimmers entering her body, she gets wet. And instead of facing away when he kisses her, he does all the contrary and digs deep with her tongue in his mouth. Somehow this smell has become his personal brand and the stronger it is, the more she wants to kiss him deeply. She should feel repelled, but instead she is attracted even stronger. 

	She wonders if something is wrong with her, that she is behaving counter-logic and asks her followers for opinion. And then she admits that while she is writing this post, she is fingering herself, although I just had made her cum. 

	This post of hers makes me think that Say_Oy's assessment might be quite close to reality.... too close." 

	  

	Serrand Sun Feb 05, 2017 2:35 am 

	"Thanks for the updates. This must very intense for you. But I don't think you ever have to worry about your wife and her boss. Maybe she is "curious" about him for a little while, but probably sooner than later she will get tired of him. 

	Oh, had you finally penetrative sex with your wife? That's not quite clear for me from your last comments. 

	I have to admit that I'm curious, what would happen if you would be more dominant with your wife? Would she turn submissive towards you? Maybe you should try, at least it could be an exciting turn of events. 

	Hope to hear from you soon." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Feb 05, 2017 3:40 am 

	"No penetrative sex for me since several weeks, as I am still locked up. 

	Several years ago, before I suggested her becoming a hotwife, I tried several times to be more dominant with her. I guess I am kind of a switch and I like it both ways. But she completely refused. As of now, I am submissive to her. I guess that if I try to become dominant at this stage, it will earn me a severe spanking at least, for misbehavior and not being respectful. But bulls are different..." 

	  

	Serrand Sun Feb 05, 2017 10:29 am 

	"Thanks for your quick response. Honestly, I don't know if this chastity-play is such a good idea, at least not over such a long period of time. 

	In one of your earlier posts you told that your wife said, that you had no idea how much she loves you. So, I assume if you would be really serious about it, telling her you simply need her loving now, she would have penetrative sex with you immediately or am I wrong? 

	You also mentioned that you and your wife don't want to have more babies. So, means this, that you and your wife have already children together? 

	Please, excuse me for this personal question, but I have to admit I'm curious to know, because of your earlier statement that you got clipped and the pregnancy risk." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Feb 05, 2017 12:36 pm 

	"We are in our forties. We took care of our procreational instincts in our twenties when we married. I think we are done in that chapter. For sure I am, since I am clipped, but my wife has her maternal instincts covered as well. I find pregnancy risk exciting as long as it stays as a pure fantasy. My wife wouldn't even talk about it, not even as a fantasy. 

	It's not been so long since I am locked up, "just" about a month. The max we have done has been about two months. It does have an effect on my attitude. Obviously, I hate being locked, it I have to be honest and admit that I use to masturbate obsessively. Having the libido high, makes me act sweeter with her, and I like this, because sometimes I tend to answer a bit harsh and being in chastity makes me be much softer we have. I hate the device, but I love the softness it produces in me. 

	And I miss fucking her, but I understand that this is part of her dominance play. By the way, we are in a female-led relationship. She is sweet and loving, not a feminazi. She wasn't dominant at all in our beginnings, but over time, since she started hotwifing (after I pressed her), she has become much more assertive. I enjoy it when she is bold and takes her own decisions, because that's just the opposite to how she started. She was ever so concerned to not hurt my feelings, that she wasn't really enjoying. I trust her and so once I proposed to eliminate all rules. She should do as she best saw fit. Who, when, where and how... that would be her own decision. I also gave her some room for intimacy and suggested that she didn't need to tell me 100%, she could delay some information and even not disclose some pieces. I find it exciting not completely knowing what is happening. She has been quite imaginative with this, to my best enjoyment, but never to the extreme of treating me in this aspect like any other Tumblr follower. I both love it and hate it. But I really appreciate her being so bold. This has been a big step in her evolution. She has had lovers before which I didn't like. As I said, that's her choice. And I admit it, I have had the most intense feelings in these cases. Intense is both good and bad, just as the cuckold angst is. But with Gerardo, I am having extra difficulties. Being locked up helps, though. 

	I believe she will release me soon and I am looking forward to reclaim her. But at the same time, I am also scared. Usually after being locked, I tend to ejaculate prematurely. Does this happen to others too? Sometimes she would be understanding, wait for recharge and try again. Sometimes she will tease me for bad performance and make me admit that she needs her lovers. Other times she would be cold and lick me way again, saying that I had my chance and failed and that I am better off this way so that I don't even try to disappoint her. It's all very exciting play, but I would especially hate the latter two options with Gerardo." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 06, 2017 12:00 am 

	"Another update from her blog: 

	Ever since she started as a hotwife, she has been shaving bald and smooth down there. I love it this way and I was so very happy when she did it for the first time, even knowing that it wouldn't be for me. But app entry her boss is more classic inclined and he wants hair down there. I don't what will the extend, but my wife said she would let it grow for him." 

	  

	D+D Mon Feb 06, 2017 12:08 am 

	"You know that your cock will press against the cage in agony, trying to explode when you see her neatly trimmed, but hairy pussy knowing that she did it just for her Daddy." 

	  

	Say_Oy Tue Feb 07, 2017 9:08 am 

	"GemsHubby - I didn't know the 94 year old Dom well. I inferred the relationship by observing him and his GF. She was 60+ and a Grandma to my nephew (no pregnancy concerns) but I could tell she was a service sub to him from their behavior during family gatherings. I am a Dom and have a sub myself and if you are into BDSM you start recognizing patterns. It's funny, I put it in terms of BDSM and D/s but sometimes the people I am categorizing are not aware of it - they are simply living in a "traditional" manner. 

	So I will admit that some of my thoughts are speculation - but I will also say it's based on observation of real life and reading. While women might like a good-looking guy, they are built to be affected by head space. There is a 2 hr PBS documentary about human sexuality and one of their main points is that natural selection drives our desires. If you look at having kids as a genetic selection factor then men want to screw around a lot - drop their seed in lots of women - but not hang around to raise the kids. So men are more physically driven to fuck and leave, and less emotional. You could never be sure the kid was yours but you could increase your chances of spreading your genes if you fucked a lot of women. Women were stuck raising the kids - they knew it came out of their body and was their kid, regardless of who the father was. So women are programmed to look for men that are able to support and protect them and the kid. It increases chances of the woman surviving. So a rich or powerful leader is more attractive than the muscular field hand. On the other hand, the field hand is likely in shape and can survive physical hardship better - so a woman is driven to first find a sugar-daddy for a comfortable life... but is having a spare lover on the side has selective advantages - if he feels attached to her then if sugar-daddy gets knocked off during war the lover will step in and rescue the woman and her kids... So natural selection is to have kids by the fiscally successful guy but sneak in a kid by the physically superior guy as well... Women react emotionally to $$, social status and "trappings of success". Once the $$ feelings are satisfied they might go for the physical specimen. Of course, it's not black and white. Some of us like people of the same sex - genes get mixed up - some genes for family ties get into men so we also want family (and there is natural selection for a man to protect his harem (think of Baboon society). So having your wife attracted to a powerful and rich man - "The Boss" with the obvious trappings of wealth (house, invisible servants to prep meals / bed) is very natural. Never mind that he is not hot looking - his wealth and therefore everything about him is fascinating and attractive. 

	The liking his taste despite hating it in the past is Pavlovian response. She is learning to associate the cigar and booze taste with emotional satisfaction, excitement, pleasure and orgasm. The first time she sort of forced herself to accept them to do her duty. With exposure she has acquired a taste for them. It's like learning to smoke - first you cough and cry and hate it - but with practice you start to crave cigarettes. Same with drinking scotch or whiskey. At first they taste terrible. Eventually you learn to appreciate a good black Rum or smooth Polish Rye vodka... (of course I am biased.) 

	Kids - don't mention them to him. i.e. don't plant the idea. See above about men spreading seeds but not investing in raising their offspring. But he may not have thought of it in those terms and may simply want to go bareback for the sensation - and knowing she is taking his sperm home to you... a form of him dominating you indirectly. 

	BTW, your being locked up a month is bad for your prostate health unless you ejaculate some way. Basically you need to empty your prostate or you will increase the risk of Urinary tract infections. I heard there are some studies of monks that total celibacy indicate it may also contribute to prostate cancer. This is per one of my docs when I had a UTI and he prescribed sex and prostate massage to avoid recurrence. If your wife does not want to let you come she should stick a finger in your butt and massage the fluid from your prostate. Or let you out to whack off quickly a couple times a week. 

	Finally for today - women like to "belong" to a strong (powerful) man. That can translate to a disinterest in sex with other men. At least until they are very secure in the relationship or bored.... My sub is married but hubby is not very assertive about having sex. So when I expressed concern that he might have an affair and so bring an STD to us - and expressed a small amount of jealousy - my sub told me she stopped having sex with him. That was about 11 years ago. (And yes, I am going by what she said - you have to believe in something - I have not had a chance to quiz him.... ). I would like you to observe and report on her interest in others as the relationship with the boss progresses whether it is short term infatuation or long term love. But I seriously suspect that he is training her for a longer term relationship since she does seem quite hot. I also predict that she will do things for him down the road that she would not dream of doing when she started the relationship - or even now - but will after training. 

	Yeah, I get blunt - women are better at saying things gently. I have to work on being to direct and blunt.... " 

	  

	Mari55 Tue Feb 07, 2017 8:44 pm 

	"@softcantfind and @Say_Oy: I fully agree with you. It has been always something I could never agree with the cuckold and to some extent the hotwife lifestyle: the eventuality of the wife becoming submissive to a third while the husband becomes submissive to the wife and/or third. It's rather odd and it seems that, at least on a sexual level, the wife loses respect for the husband while saying "I love you so much" to him as if to tame him. It's only when the mainstream deals with the theme that the husband role is elevated to that of the cool, confident, alpha-male type that's calling the shots and still has his wife completely smitten by his charms. Reality seems very different in most cases. At the end of the day, there's still the Darwinistic race going on. It would be interesting to know how many real good lovers enter into monogamous relationships only to later on delve into swinging, hotwifing/hothusbanding and even cuckolding. Why are "sexually compromised men" so inclined to expose their weakness? In the evolutionary, competitive race, that would be the last thing one would do, right? 

	@GemsHubby, I've read the blog, or at least the recent entries. If not for your thread here, I would call it fake. It's so unreal to the point that its plot could easily had been taken out of several stories of the same genre published on lit and other websites. Two key observations from the website and your posts here. Firstly, I've never read a post expressing her love, actual towards you. At best she's happy when you accept but she teases/offends/lashes out (whatever you sensibilities towards her words incline you to think about it) at you whenever you follow her script . Secondly, there''s the caging you become you don't like her lover. That makes the act belong to the realm of physical punishment/domestic (psychological) violence. She's not doing it to enhance your experience, even in a D/s scenario; she's doing it out of spite and in order to conditioning you like you train a pet. You've given consent, I believe, but from this observer POV, there any positives (for you) in your situation. If fact, it might be a bit childish but I would stop reading her blog altogether as there's no real intimacy with you about her exploits any more. You're just another follower, the best fan who gets to be her personal toy. With this said, you married and entered the lifestyle with her and you've been doing it for years. You must obviously get something out it. The thing is, your words don't reveal a very happy man and you wife's words and actions don't reveal a woman who respects and loves her husband - actions speak a lot louder than words. If possible try to address this issues because, you (you and her) are describing a falling marriage where the wimp husband is made a fool but the cheater and the old but extremely accomplished player, at least in the art of seduction, god knows whose ass he had to kiss to get where he is now, though that's an important skill on its own." 

	  

	wmraim Tue Feb 07, 2017 9:44 pm 

	"Gema used to answer my questions on her blog, but no longer. 

	Emotions do change and there is no way to be sure, but right now there is no doubt both Gema and Daniel are each other's number one love, by far. If Daniel doesn't screw up in the next week (especially about the ski trip) he could be back in business. But he lacks the discipline and hasn't shown her sufficient compassion or trust." 

	  

	Mari55 Tue Feb 07, 2017 10:07 pm 

	"I didn't read the last entry that way wmraim. I read a wife trying to placate a husband with nice words and with a conditional promise which strikes me as just another way of conditioning him and string him along. Your POV is valid and your may know more about their situation than I do. Call me biased if you want, but I simply can't envision a good situation where a husband has to be caged and then "behave well" in order to be back in the wife's good graces. But as I say, I'm biased as I don't condone any relationship that's not as close to full equality as possible. If I recall, on the first page of this thread GemsHubby claimed to be in a female-led relationship. For that reason, and with respect to the "informal" rules of OHW topics, I won't touch the subject for much longer as I've already expressed my opinion." 

	wmraim Wed Feb 08, 2017 12:01 am 

	"The problem with you critics is a rush to judgment. This is a slowly evolving situation. Daniel must stay disciplined." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Feb 08, 2017 12:10 am 

	"I have to say that her apparent behavior might be all my fault. Back in time, I discovered that I loved NOT being in control. Before hotwifing, I have been rather the dominant one (not sexually, just normal relationship). But I discovered that not only I love her to be with other men, but that I especially do so when she just does what she wants, when it is her who takes the initiative rather than me encouraging her or knowing at every moment what she was doing. I told her once that I preferred if she held back some information, that she didn't need to tell me all of her plans beforehand and that even afterwards, I like to be teased with bits of information that I will know over time, at a time of her choosing. I also love the humiliation part, like when she compares me with her lovers and calls me small dick or whatever. 

	But as it is usual with cuckolding, all this brings up a set of contradicting emotions. I love it and hate it at the same time. I like it when she humiliates me, but I hate it also. I guess that if I didn't hate it, it wouldn't really feel humiliating at all. 

	I think she has just taken the next level, bringing up something new. She has never gone this extreme, but I think she does it largely for my benefit. But she is smart, she knows that if she told me "love, I am only doing this for you, I don't mean to call you small dick in reality" (just an example), it just wouldn't work out. 

	The thing is that she has taken several new steps at the same time, which really are feeling awkward: an older man fucking her, she doing it for money, she being extra humiliatrix and she being extra "I take the initiative, I know what I am doing". How much of this is pure roleplay for my benefit and how much is due to being really into it? I don't know. Could I take her aside during a timeout? Yes, but that would be "metagaming", it would break the spell. And as much as I dislike some aspects, I do also love some others. After all, she is my domme and I am her sub (kind of). Isn't it her "obligation" and right to bring me to the limit and expand it? I could say my safeword of course, but as I said before, that would break the spell and I would deprive me from going deeper into my sub self. And I would possibly also prevent her from exploring this side of her sexuality. Again, this doesn't mean that I like the situation completely (otherwise, I wouldn't have posted my worries here). It just means that by writing and reading your answers, I am trying to find a better way of digesting it. After all, this is the cuckold sub-forum, not the hotwife sub-forum, isn't it? There is a slight difference between both. 

	I do completely trust her. 

	As about our relationship, we love each other. But her blog is about cuckolding and I don't expect her to post "love letters". It was meant as a way of teasing the audience in the first place. But then she (was it she or was it Gerardo?) had the idea to take one more step and restrict my information to what she is posting. I think that was quite smart of her, and I love it and hate it at the same time, but it is in accordance to the rules we agreed, even before we started the femdom part of the hotwife-cuckold relationship. I am not completely happy; it does bother me. But I am not unhappy. There is much more going on in our marriage, behind the scenes, which she doesn't talk about on her blog and which I haven't mentioned here. We talk a lot about ourselves. We kiss and caress each other (being in chastity just outs one specific way of sex, but there is much more. It actually heightens the other forms). The only thing she doesn't allow me is to ask for more details about Gerardo or to express my concern about him and her selling her body to him. But again, I could use the safeword and step out of play. 

	Having said this, I do see the risks Say_Oy so brilliantly explained. The possibility of her becoming his sub, rather than just his whore freaks me out and it does it because it turns me on and scares me at the same time. She has been submissive with her first bull, but Say_Oy is going beyond being submissive to actually becoming his submissive, which is different. And she does have a tendency of developing emotional attachments - which I again love and hate at the same time - but this has never questioned our feelings for each other and our stability as a couple. But it's playing with fire." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Feb 08, 2017 12:24 am 

	"This is moving fast. We had an unexpected development today: 

	Her boss has invited her to ski to the Swiss Alps this afternoon! She didn't say yes to him immediately, because she wanted to talk to me first. She didn't ask me for permission either, but that's because she is my domme and it wouldn't be appropriate. But she did want to feel me out. 

	I told her I needed to think about it and that she should let me take a walk to meditate: 

	When she told me Gerardo's proposal, the words of Say_Oy resounded in my head again. But, should I tell her to drop it? I know she wants it. I travel enough for business reasons and I am fed up with traveling. I rarely take her somewhere. If he is her sugardaddy, isn't that one of the benefits having one? If I told her no, would she possibly resent it, even if she honestly tried not to? Does it turn me on knowing that he will be fucking her the whole weekend? Hell yes, as a cuckold yes, even though I wished he were a young stud. But then if he were about her age and rich, that would really scare me off. Thinking it that way, I guess it is better that he is old. 

	So when I came back from the walk, I decided to encourage her to go, if she wanted (which she did). I think having said no, would have been the worst option. Now, encouraging is a risky option also, but I think it is the least bad one. She is living her fantasy as a paid whore (not a street-whore open to every man, just a sugargirl for one daddy). She started hotwifing just to fulfill my fantasy. I think I can take one for the team even though I don't like Gerardo and I don't like her doing it for money. 

	Now, it is going to be funny, because she has absolutely no clue about skiing. But I guess she will find a way to compensate him." 

	  

	wmraim Wed Feb 08, 2017 1:20 am 

	"I think you should have left it totally up to her. Let her weigh the issue and have her know the consequences of her decision affect your feelings . But yes, it is a good decision. She doesn't get out much because you don't like to travel. 

	You are getting used to Geraldo fucking her. After a while this fucking will be the same as in a marriage, even now it's not a great turn on for her. 

	So far there is no sign Geraldo is sweeping her off her feet. 

	I certainly agree with the others, you must stay vigilant." 

	  

	wmraim Wed Feb 08, 2017 1:38 am 

	"I feel I was giving my opinions and feel you challenged me. Clearly there is a lack of information and your questions were rhetorical. We both look at the same text, which all there is. No need to challenge my opinion." 

	  

	Mari55 Wed Feb 08, 2017 2:02 am 

	"GemsHubby, I'm glad to know you're fully into the cuckold lifestyle after your previous posts had given me mixed messages. As you seem to know what you want, enjoy it to the fullest! Best Wishes." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 13, 2017 12:32 pm 

	"Wife is back from her ski weekend with her boss. She was very happy and apparently she had a great time. I can only infer this based on how she looks and smiles, because she still won't tell me any other details than what she posts on her Tumblr. 

	They left on Friday and on Thursday he fucked her in the office during lunch break. She came home early with a creampie for me. I knew what she expected. She loves it when I adore her with my caresses, kisses and licks when she comes back from a date, especially while I am still locked. I feel very submissive when I do this for her, which is a warm feeling that I usually like. However, this time it was mixed with bitterness, as if I was failing her somehow. Am I failing her in the role of the provider and is he taking over this role. 

	She made me write her a message to her Tumblr, which she published. She asked me to write down this experience and to thank Gerardo, as if he was reading this blog (which she neither denies nor confirms). That was quite humiliating. 

	She brought me her soiled panties from her trip and put it on my nose. Then she unlocked me and fucked me. It was sooo good to be able to reclaim her after her weekend trip. On the downside, shortly after cumming, when the libido is down, I was wondering what the hell I was doing. I was doubting if I was doing right leaving her in his hands. " 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 13, 2017 12:34 pm 

	"She also posted that Gerardo is into photography and that he took some sexy pictures of hers in the snow. I am amtonished that she let him do this, as she usually is very shy about pictures where she could be recognized. Of course, I don't know if they were just body shots or if they included her face as well, I can only imagine her posing for him." 

	  

	wmraim Mon Feb 13, 2017 3:34 pm 

	"Sorry for taking this off topic, but I sensed this yet I was unduly criticized for my advice. Daniel was disciplined and is free. I truly was trying to help him." 

	  

	inNC Mon Feb 13, 2017 5:10 pm 

	"Continue worshipping her & him by letting them fuck and do what you do best.... " 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 13, 2017 9:58 pm 

	"Disturbed. 

	She said that they shared the cottage with two other couples he was friends with. First night they went to dinner together and she was wearing this extremely sensual dress she wore on the business trip with him. It's see-through, except on the strategic places. It was probably over the tone, but he loved it. 

	Second night he and her staid in the cottage. They fucked in the living room, next to the lit chimney. I can imagine how romantic this is. I am disturbed because she didn't use the word fuck, she said that he made love to her (she put a question mark after the l word). 

	She also said the he looked revitalized, ever since he is hitting her unprotected pussy and that she was amazed how agile he was with the skis. 

	She ended her report by saying that he was her boss in a double sense (at work and I bed?) but that he seemed more than that to her, that he considered him a friend." 

	by Mari55 Mon Feb 13, 2017 11:05 pm 

	  

	"Put her blog on Google translate and read some of the latest rounds of Q&A. One of them is very tellingly: "hubby's pleasure is my enjoyment and his pain/torment". The person questioned if she was going to stop telling hubby she loved him and start actually doing loving acts for him instead of messing with his mind ("tormenting him"). Her answer was the one above. 

	GemsHubby knows her better than we do. One can say that the woman was honest and forthcoming because she stated what she wants from her husband. Now, it's up to him to figure out if his needs can meet hers. Since he's still married and has been playing a role "in the game", one can say he's getting his needs - at least some of them - are being met. Now he needs to figure out if he can leave without ALL of his needs being met and I believe that's the reason for the thread to exist in the first place. With that conundrum I can't really help since I've always walked out from relationships where my needs weren't being met and my current (and longest relationship) has only been going for 2 years. Such a short relationship doesn't have the same emotional and financial investment as a long(ish) term marriage as GemsHubby and Gemma have. Hence, I can understand that's very difficult to decide if a relationship like that is worth saving or if it's just better to end it and cut the losses. Reading a lot of threads here made me realise that my go-to option is not always possible nor is it the best decision. There are many different paths to happiness." 

	  

	D+D Tue Feb 14, 2017 4:18 am 

	"Maybe it's the red flags that drive them and turns them on? The playing with fire aspect. The thought of another man pleasing her more?" 

	  

	D+D Tue Feb 14, 2017 3:28 pm 

	"Not arguing that point at all, but I'm just trying to get some to understand that when a cuckold gets addicted to these things, they don't think the way you do. Some may not say no because they don't want it to stop. It hurts, but that's part of the turn on. They're extreme cuckolds. In fact if they did say stop and "put their foot down", their spouse might actually say no. We've all got different mindsets about many different things. It's frustrating for some when they see what they consider a train wreck coming or if something is intolerable to them and someone else actually lavishes in it. I've warned people before too, but once warned, the ball's in their court. They will do what they will regardless of sound advice. I've seen people harassed by others for their point of view and just quit posting. Not good. Some need this outlet. It's not just for entertainment. Telling their story is therapy for them. Kind, gentle advice is awesome, but sometimes it gets pretty bad. Softcantfind, you're always a gentleman. Some are not always as kind." 

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 14, 2017 5:46 pm 

	"Concerned and stressed. 

	Wife came home early today from work. She was in a strange emotional state, which is unusual as she normally is a very calm person. She was having all kinds of feelings, many of them contradictory. She was stressed, excited, nervous, bothered, disappointed, anxious, aroused. All at the same time. I have never seen her this way before. 

	She said that we needed to talk, that something had happened. She was going to tease her Tumblr followers by telling them what happened in pieces along the day. But she didn't want me to wait that long to know it, she wanted to tell me immediately. She was doing a long introduction and wasn't getting to the point. This to a certain degree is typical in her, but in this case, I was certain that she was teasing me, but that at the same time, she was searching for the right words and mindset. I was increasingly growing anxious. 

	Yesterday (Monday) her boss had given her a day off, after their skiing trip. So today was the first day she met him after the trip. He was very stressed and concerned, even depressed. Her co-workers told her that he had had a meeting with this partner again and that the situation was critical because the company was not performing as it should. The partner was putting a lot of pressure on him and everybody was very concerned about their job safety. 

	She said that she then went into his office, locked his door and silently crawled under his desk. She was giving him a blowjob to help him relax, but he stopped her in the middle. He apologized for unbuttoning her blouse before the meeting with the client during their first business trip to Barcelona. He said that this hadn't been correct and that he felt that they were now in a different place and that he wouldn't do it again. He said that it was his fault doing it and that he was to blame with what happened afterwards. The company is low on contracts. This customer is vital to them, but the contract keeps on slipping from one month to the other. He has been trying to compensate it with other contracts, but mostly unsuccessfully. He said that he had the feeling that the client was delaying the signature, coming up with excuses for not signing. He said that it was probably his fault, but that he thought that the client wanted something more, that she had caught his eye. He asked her to go to Barcelona and "negotiate" during dinner the signature! So now its called "negotiating". He was clearly pimping her out! 

	My wife said that she felt smashed and aroused at the same time. She said that she accepted his proposal, because she wanted to help him and she knew how much he and her co-workers needed this deal. She said that this was going to be very difficult for her. Yes, she felt excited. But she also felt sold out. It was being very difficult for her, but yet she wanted to do it. And she needed me to support her in this, she really needed to feel my love, my assurance. 

	I have said it before, I am her cuckold and I usually really like being it. I like it when she dares new things, when she is slutty, when she tells me how good her lovers are, how they kiss and fuck her and how they make her do things for them which she hasn't ever done for me. I like not being in control. Back in time, I proposed her that she should just do whatever she wanted, that I didn't want any rules to inhibit her, that it excited me that she was free to do things without being concerned of whether I would approve or not. And she is exactly doing this, so I can't really complain. But some things are rather extreme. I can't use the term off-limits, because we agreed on no limits. But sometimes I wonder how much I can handle. Sometimes I am asking myself if I have created a monster when I begged her to become hotwife and when I proposed her to have no limits, no rules. A lovely and slutty monster, so exciting... but yet so frightening or unsettling. 

	She wasn't asking me for permission. As I said above, our rules are that there are no rules. She doesn't need my permission for everything. She was asking me for emotional support. She really needed to feel me close, to have me on her side, on her team. As much as it unsettles me, as much as I don't like her to do it for money and much less to having her pimped out by her boss, I decided to give her my full support. She is my wife, my life partner, my soul mate. She wants to do this and I will help her. I will handle my own feelings, but I will make her feel supported, I want to make it as easy as possible for her. But yet, I hate her doing this. I hate thinking that she is doing it for him or that he is tricking her. 

	She will take the train to Barcelona tomorrow afternoon and she will have "dinner" with this customer, hopefully securing with her skill the contract. 

	I think I am feeling like her: I don't know yet which feeling is stronger." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 14, 2017 8:07 pm 

	"Thank you for your kind and wise words. But this is a female-lead relationship. It's not BDSM style, it is just our understanding of her taking the lead. How can I as a submissive impose any rules on her if she is leading? Of course there are rules like she cannot damage me physically or emotionally, etc. but I don't think I can or should impose any rules on her sexual relationships with other people, that would be topping from the bottom. In the end, I think that trust is more important than rules. 

	Having said this, I feel very uncomfortable with the situation, but I guess that following my own logic, I should just accept it and cope with it, as the submissive cuckold I am. I am just trying to understand and digest my own situation and writing and conversing with you guys helps me. 

	  

	I wonder, are there any other submissive cuckolds that have no say on what wife does and that have suffered on occasion because of the sex partners she has chosen? Or am I the only one?" 

	  

	D+D Tue Feb 14, 2017 8:23 pm 

	"Believe me you are not alone. There are some here who are under far worse circumstances than you. I communicate with a gentleman whom I now consider an online friend who is in what would be excruciatingly difficult situation for me. What many don't or won't understand is that we're all different." 

	  

	D+D Tue Feb 14, 2017 8:30 pm 

	"Are there really more failed marriages in this lifestyle than in vanilla lifestyles? Rules are broken everyday in everyday lives and off times by the very ones who made the rules. Some seem to overlook the fact that we can't set rules that will govern someone else's emotions, in this case the wife's. The only sure thing, never make your hotwife fantasy a reality." 

	  

	wmraim Tue Feb 14, 2017 8:42 pm 

	"Those pictures of Gema naked, could they have been sent to the client, for client approval? 

	Geraldo is a shrewd businessman. Instead of buying the Barcelona client an expensive escort, he uses cheap employee labor, saving lots of money. If Gema is successful, she deserves much more money that what she is paid." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 14, 2017 9:22 pm 

	"Damn, I haven't thought about this! Yes, that would fit this devil! I am wouldn't be surprised if he had it planned all way long. If he did that, then he is not trustworthy. But I don't know how to tell Gema this, without annoying her and being accused of don't liking her "lover" or sugardaddy or whatever and just being jealous. I still remember what happened to me the last time I raised my objections. 

	As of cheap labor, I don't think so. She is being paid very well. She is doing her normal job and also the extras, but payment is good. It would probably cheaper to hire a professional prostitute. I don't think it is about saving money. But who knows, it might indeed be cheaper as she gets paid anyway and and prostitute needs to be hired and paid in addition. But still, I don't think it is about saving money. And I don't think the client wanted a prostitute. If he wanted this, he could have hired one himself. No, I think some people just get off exerting their power and getting sexual favors. This is more exciting to them than to just pay a prostitute. Gerardo falls into this category and his client probably as well." 

	  

	leander99 Wed Feb 15, 2017 8:02 am 

	"Wow, it sounds to me like your wife is being setup. The whole event is probably just another game to get her to take another big step. One big test to see how far she will go, simultaneously also seducing her to take another huge step towards where he wants her. 

	She will end up having sex with many different men, on his request, many, many times over. He will profit from it, one way or another. This is just the first time of many. If he doesn't own her already, he will tomorrow. That is NOT a good thing. 

	I wonder where this goes, but I don't think it is wise to go there." 

	  

	D+D Wed Feb 15, 2017 3:06 pm 

	"This very likely what he's doing. Having her for his personal use but also sharing with clients or people who can do him favors. Not unlikely at all. He's a businessman. Gemshubby, does it get you aroused thinking that he might actually be going to pass your wife around? Do you think that she would be agreeable to doing this as part of her job? Maybe she already knows? She doesn't seem the naive type to me." 

	  

	
GemsHubby Wed Feb 15, 2017 5:52 pm 

	"She is traveling to Barcelona to meet the client this night. Her boss gave her yesterday a dress and the underwear he wishes her to wear. 

	She isn't naive, but then, sometimes she is a bit.... She didn't seem to expect that she would be asked to also pleasure clients. She is seeing this as a one-time thing, just to please and help Gerardo. Really, I think she might be a bit naive here. 

	She says that she feels sold and prostituted, but that at the same time she also feels strangely aroused. She feels proud that she will be able to help Gerardo. And she seems to be fond that Gerardo's partner will have to apologize and take back his offensive words towards Gerardo and her co-workers, when the customer signs the contract. But she is scared that she might not be up to the expectations. She says that she is only a normal forty year-old woman. "So many thoughts. 

	How do I feel about it? As I said before, my wife asked me to support her decision, to make it easier for her as this was already going to be tough. She wants to do it and if that's what she really wants, I will give her my full support. I will not nag around, showing my discomfort. At least not with her, but allow me to use this forum as an outlet for me stress. So how do I feel? I feel strangely aroused as well. And I will feel proud of her when she comes back with the signed contract. She is so brave! And in the end, in her own way, she will have secured an important contract for herself, for Gerardo and for the company, which other more experienced executives failed to achieve. But at the same time, I feel disgusted. Gerardo is playing her tricks on her, maneuvering her to where he wants. It doesn't matter if she is totally naive about it or if she is completely aware of what he is doing. In the end, Gerardo is winning and I don't like this. I don't like him. And if I think that he might have taken the pictures this weekend to bait the customer... :twisted: If I think that he just took her skiing this weekend to deepen the bond between them so that he could ask her this favor... :evil: She is still in charge, but the words of some you guys resonate in my head and I am frightened about the power he might gain over her. Not that I think she might leave me, I totally trust her and I am convinced that our love and marriage is much stronger than that. It is just that it displeases me thinking about how he manipulates her, regardless of whether she knows and plays along or she being naive and ignorant and not seeing it coming. 

	Is this heightened, extreme cuckold angst I am feeling? It is good to write here, write down my thoughts, process them and read your responses. Many warnings, some people recommending me to continue, some making me feeling that I am not unique, that they have been in a similar position too. All good, all useful. Thanks a lot, guys! 

	P.S.: I don't know how I will survive this night, knowing that she is being whored out for him. I don't know if I should stroke my dick to death or bang my head against a wall until unconscious. My consolation is that she will tell me what is going on if time and opportunity permits it. She said that she will continue to limit me to Tumblr with regards to Gerardo, but that this client wasn't Gerardo and that she would keep me promptly informed and with all details." 

	  

	D+D Wed Feb 15, 2017 8:42 pm 

	"I understand your frustration and your arousals. No one really knows how that it would really feel unless they are in your position. Just fantasizing, it seems that it would be hot as hell for me if my wife was doing that. On the other hand, it would also be very clever for your wife if she begins to work on Gerardo in such a fashion as to slowly start manipulating him. I've always been told, she who has the pussy, has the power. If she comes back with a signed contract, her worth and hence her power could become relative." 

	  

	Say_Oy Thu Feb 16, 2017 7:18 am 

	"GemsHubby, sounds to me like you might feel threatened because she has emotions for her boss. Past lovers were exciting because they were young but it was a physical thing. This seems more emotional with a physically unattractive man... well, unattractive to you by your definition. Obviously, your wife finds him attractive, and more importantly, attractive emotionally. 

	  

	How much of your angst is due to your own bias? How old is he and how unattractive is he really? If he can ski there is a good chance that he is not totally out of shape. You express disgust that she is having sex with an old wrinkled dried out man... but have you actually met him? You are disgusted by his age and looks - but sex for men is more physical then for women. She is seeing someone who is powerful, rich, romantic, despite his age still horny and most of all, very interested in her sexuality. He is sweeping her off her feet. 

	You were comfortable when her interest was physical, but now you are threatened emotionally. But can you accept that this is what she wants and that she likes it? What are you really worried about with this relationship?" 

	  

	Say_Oy Thu Feb 16, 2017 8:17 am 

	"GemsHubby,  

	I don't know Spanish but I google translated part of Gemas post and got the impression that she is going to Barcelona on a business trip - and is expected to seduce the important client into signing a contract. Essentially, I am under the impression that her boss is prostituting her. He has really tapped into her submissive service mindset and owns her. 

	You need to figure out if you can deal with that (some cucks love the idea). Your wife seems to be turned on by it - at least from the pictures and what I could make out of her post.... But you may need to have a reminder talk with her - even if she is on the pill if she has sex with the client she has to worry about STDs and should use condoms. 

	You may need to take her on a long vacation and get her away from her boss for a while to help clarify her thinking and your relationship. Or acknowledge her boss as master to both of you... and figure out how you yourself can serve." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Feb 16, 2017 10:55 am 

	"Some answers to your questions and comments: 

	I have never seen Gerardo. I only have my wife's description and his LinkedIn profile picture. He is in his early sixties, but he looks much older than that. There are some silver wolf men out there, but physically, Gerardo is not one of them. I can't imagine what she finds attractive of him or how she is able to ignore his physical appearance and focus on other things. Wife said that Gerardo was good at skiing. Honestly, that doesn't really mean anything, because she has no clue about skiing. She would find the smallest tricks outstanding. But yes, it seems that he his physical condition is better than how you would judge him by his looks. 

	I can't deny that. I actually think you got exactly to the point or at least one of them. 

	I have decided that I will be a good cuckold hubby and support her in this, because this is what she wants. I will stop complaining to her, but yet, it will take a while until I can convince myself and until then, I still need this forum as an escape valve. I am worried because with other lovers, it has been about sex and physical attraction. With her first lover, there has been also a strong emotional connection. At that time, I was too naive and inexperienced and I let myself be taken away by the cuckold addiction. I craved for that emotional bond between her and her lover at that point of time. She really got caught in a big NRE. But we did well as a couple, it made us stronger. I think this is when she started to value the emotional connection on top of the sexual part. But at least, I was still her hubby, her provider, her home. This is where I feel threatened by Gerardo, because he has partially taken over the role of the provider. Fortunately, I don't think she would ever leave me for him. Besides the age gap, we are strong as a couple. But this doesn't make it easy, it just avoids that I go totally nuts. 

	He has been married twice, divorced once and separated once. 

	Interestingly, my wife once commented that he was surprisingly unexperienced sexually. I guess that she meant that he was fairly classical. Probably he is amazed by her sexual prowess. He must have been in really boring marriages. 

	While I do dislike Gerardo, I have to step in and defend him on this accusation. Gema would be enraged hearing you call him scum, and to be fair, he probably isn't. He is treating her well, at least in her point of view. He is treating her well, at least in her point of view. And he really hasn't taken advantage of his position as a boss. Gerardo and Gema were put in contact by a former lover exactly for the purpose they agreed on. She knew well beforehand that she would be her bosses slut. She had been searching for a normal, acceptable paid job, although unsuccessfully, but she wasn't that desperate that she forcefully had to take this opportunity. This is something she wanted to do and the money was rather just a trigger or excuse. Having said this, I still dislike him. I am just trying to be fair (and if it is true that he took the pictures to bait the client, then he truly is scum, but I don't have any evidence yet). 

	Yesterday night's "negotiations" with the client seem to have been successful. She is heading now to his office to get the signed paper. I hope she hasn't been tricked and it wasn't all for nothing. 

	Quick recap: This past weekend they went skiing to the Swiss alps. Apparently, it has been quite romantic. 

	Her boss gave her Monday off to recover and as a bonus for being the weekend with him. 

	On Tuesday, while she was giving him a blowjob in the office to relax him (lots of stress because business is not going well), he told her that he needed her help. He said that they needed this contract but that the client had been delaying it apparently without reason. He suspected that the client wanted a special treat and that it was all his fault because he had unbuttoned her blouse prior to entering the meeting. He apologized for that and told her that he shouldn't have done it and that in fact, their relationship was now in a different place and that he wouldn't have done it today. But nevertheless, he asked her to give the client a special treat. She continued sucking him until completion and accepted to go to Barcelona to meet with the customer, which she did yesterday. She is coming back today, hopefully with the contract. 

	So yes, he is prostituting her and she has eagerly complied. 

	Yes, she is excited by this. But also frightened at the same time. It's kind of funny that she is having these contradictory feelings, because that's just how the cuckold angst works. The same as her, I am aroused by it, but at the same time, I am repelled. 

	She has this clear. She usually only has sex with condoms. The exceptions are when she has a long-term relationship, with trust and with proof (at least at the beginning) of being STD free. Gerardo met those conditions and therefore goes bare (it was an agreed requirement in their "contract", but she seems to enjoy it). She won't go (hasn't gone) bare with the client." 

	  

	D+D Thu Feb 16, 2017 4:04 pm 

	"My guess, she will be well rewarded money wise if her trip was successful." 

	  

	Chubby Fri Feb 17, 2017 4:42 pm 

	"How did Barcelona go? Any update?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Feb 17, 2017 8:37 pm 

	"Wife is back home and in my arms. She is in a difficult emotional state. She is happy, but at the same time, she isn't. She is in a difficult emotional state. Her mood oscillates over time. I think this has been a major challenge for her, something that she wanted to proof herself that she could do it. She has succeeded, and now she has to digest it and accept that she has been whored out. 

	She had dinner with the customer in a high-class restaurant. She was wearing the dress and lingerie her boss gave her for this purpose. It was a black dress with some strategic transparencies. A bit daring, but not slutty, actually quite elegant and sexy. The bra was a shelf bra: it lifts her tits but lets them exposed. She said that her nipples were poking through the dress. 

	After dinner, they went to her hotel room and had sex. Fortunately, she has decided that she would give me the details directly instead of through tumblr, because it doesn't involve Gerardo. She said that sex was passable. Not really good, rather to the negative end of the spectrum. The client is in his fifties, not great looking, but way better than Gerardo, although that doesn't seem to me to be a big merit. So after dinner he drove her to her hotel and his hands were all over her body, already in the lift to the hotel room. She sucked his cock for a while and then he made her put a condom on him and he fucked her. They did doggy and cowgirl and then he came missionary-style. After relaxing for a bit, he left. 

	She admitted that it excited her doing it to get the contract. She had more fun because of this than because of the raw sex. She said that all through dinner her heart was racing. She felt proud that she did it, both for her and for Gerardo who would be happy. I got to reclaim her on Thursday night. She has been clinging to me more than usual and mostly just wanted to be in my arms. It's been even more so after she came back from work this afternoon. But let me go back to the "story". 

	After she had sex with the client on Wednesday night, she went to his office on Thursday morning to get the contract signed and bring back the papers to Gerardo. Her boss had instructed her to wear the same garments that she wore when they visited this customer in December. He also asked her to unbutton her blouse the way he did it back then, prior to entering the office. But this time, she was wearing this shelf-bra instead of a full bra. I find it quite humiliating, but the customer had seen and fondled her tits anyway the night before, so there wasn't really much more to lose. She complied. The customer signed the papers, but before doing so, he asked her to drop her panties. Again she complied and handed them over to him; I guess he wanted some kind of souvenir. Afterwards he signed the contract, gave it to her and she rode back in the train pantyless. 

	The next is from her blog, as this involves directly Gerardo and she won't disclose it to me other than this way: This Friday morning, she went to work with the papers and handed them to Gerardo, who was eagerly waiting for them. He was extremely happy and she felt proud. He has promised her a sales commission and then on a personal level, he gave her a gift: a nice choker. Afterwards he asked her if she knew what he would like now. Apparently she knew it very well, because she crawled under his desk and... 

	Well, I am going to have her this weekend fully for me. This has been very emotionally intense for both of us. I am going to make sure she feels safe and supported in my arms. I am worried, but she doesn't need my worries now, she needs a loving and supportive husband and I am going to give it to her." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Feb 19, 2017 5:48 pm 

	"I wasn't aware that wife had posted an update, wraim alerted me. It explains why she has been cuddling in my arms the whole weekend, with ups and downs in her mood. 

	Friday, after she delivered the contract to her boss, he asked her if he knew what he wanted at this moment. She knew and crawled under his desk. While she was blowing him, he received a phone call. From what I could deduce based on her Tumblr post and her reaction when I carefully and softly tried to inquire, it was this Barcelona customer. In summary, he wants to make sure that his account is well attended and Gerardo agreed that she would go there once a month. He didn't say any names, but it seems clear who he was referring to. 

	If my extrapolations are true, then what some of you have predicted has come true: he is whoring her out. So this hasn't been a one-time thing. I don't know yet if she has accepted or not. I think she has been thinking this over the whole weekend . But as you know, whatever involves Gerardo, she will only tell me via Tumblr. I can only infer based on her blog, her reactions and mood. At this point I don't know what will happen. 

	I am not so much concerned about her meeting this customer regularly than about the apparent fact threat Gerardo has gained so much influence over her that she might willingly allow him to pimp her. How has he done this? What else is to come? I am scared." 

	  

	goodtimes2 Sun Feb 19, 2017 7:31 pm 

	"It sounds like she is part of the 'package' in the deal that they have done." 

	  

	Say_Oy Sun Feb 19, 2017 10:54 pm 

	"GemsHubby, for years I've been meaning to learn Spanish but never made any progress. Tell Gema her blog is inspiring me. I am cutting out parts and emailing to myself, using Google translate, then comparing the Translate to the original. With my other language experience and the hints Google's bad translation provides I can make out what she is saying. :) So she is not only sexy but inspirational. LOL. 

	So, looking at the pictures she is posting she is very into being his sex slave. She seems to identify with prostitutes on Flower street and I love the doggy and under the table pictures. Very expressive. He asks her what she wants... and she responds NOT by asking for gifts, a higher position or even fucking him for her orgasm but by sucking his dick for his pleasure. She admits that her mind was in turmoil after the trip to fuck the client... but she does not object and continues sucking his dick as he is telling the client that she will be visiting monthly. He is now her master and her pimp. She is focused on his pleasure and pleasing him no matter what it takes and her own orgasms / pleasure are not important - they are incidental to what she is doing to serve Him (Gerardo). 

	This is actually similar to my sub's motivation. While she really loves getting fucked, preferably doggy style, she is there for my pleasure. We do what I want to do and she gets her satisfaction from my pleasure, even when I am in a sadistic mood. Luckily our moods usually match well. 

	  

	Also, he gave her a necklace and told her to wear it all the time... just like a BDSM slave collar, though possibly more publicly acceptable than a dog or black leather collar. Very classic Dom/Sub behavior. 

	I am curious how much of a bonus your wife gets. A $1,000 bonus on a $500,000 contract does not seem like a lot. 

	Also, I have a feeling this is going to escalate. Gerardo will complain that when she is away no one is satisfying him - and will want her to find him a second girl to satisfy him ... :) well, it may be a few months and a couple more new clients before that happens... Or he will tell her she needs to find a second girl to take over her sexual duties to the clients, but that he needs to test her and "train" her... How much will your wife participate in those acts will really define the depth of her submission." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 20, 2017 10:42 am 

	"You turn me and scare me at the same time. I really appreciate your comments, even though they frighten me. 

	I'll let her now that you are re-learning Spanish because of her. She will be excited to know. I wished she had better English skills and could communicate on this forum. 

	Do you think, in your experience, that she is being submissive to him? Obviously she is her boss and they have a specific contract, but what you are implying goes beyond - how to say - sugardaddy/sugarbaby. She is dominant with me. How can she be dominant but submissive to another man? How does this work? 

	It is more a choker than a necklace. It's actually quite nice and I couldn't see anything indicating BDSM, other than the analogy you commented. Couldn't it be just a present with no other meaning behind it? It is strange that she commented that he didn't seem to be very experienced sexually, but that now all of the sudden he would be a Dom instead. I wonder if we are over thinking it, or if he was hiding his real motivations and experience so far. Or maybe it was true that he wasn't very experienced but that he is awakening and learning fast. I don't know what to think. 

	BTW, she hasn't been wearing it during the weekend. But I just looked into her drawer and it's not there anymore. I think she might have take it to work. Will she really wear it all day, every day for now on or only when she is with him? Or maybe she did only take it to return it to him? 

	I don't know it yet and I don't even know if she knows it. I would guess that between 1% and 2% should be fair. 

	Don't scare me please. 

	I can't say that this thought hasn't turned me on." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 20, 2017 2:16 pm 

	"Apparently she has accepted his proposal to service the client once a month. I believe she has been thinking this over the whole weekend, which was the reason why he wanted my to hold her. I am her pillar and she needed a solid place to stand. That's how I interpret her behavior this weekend. 

	For her ongoing efforts with this client, she will be getting a company car. It is strange that she didn't tell me anything during the weekend and it also saddens me. I am the car man whereas she has really no clue about cars. But she didn't ask me for advice. She said that she has been thinking this over and that finally she decided to got with Gerardo's suggestion, both in type of car and color. It will be a Class A Mercedes in red. Apparently she has sealed the agreement with another blowjob under his office table. 

	She has posted a picture with cum of her lips and her tongue reaching out to lick it up. It's not a picture of her, of course, but it could very well be. I can visualize doing it. She is driving me crazy. 

	P.S.: Company car is in addition to the bonus she will get for getting the contract signed. I can't dispute Gerardo's logic: getting the contract is a one-time thing and she will get a one-time bonus for it. "Assisting" the client on a monthly basis is an ongoing thing and she gets an ongoing benefit." 

	wingman Mon Feb 20, 2017 3:31 pm 

	"Maybe he is setting this up to be one client per girl, and he has a stable your wife in not aware of? Just kidding of course. Sounds like for the business, desperate times call for desperate measures. She should also negotiate an exit payment in the unlikely event that her boss or client decide to change up to a new girl. 

	You've mentioned you are caged. Is this a game you guys play or did her boss put some restrictions on your sex life? 

	Wingman 

	I've got her back, he's got her front." 

	  

	D+D Mon Feb 20, 2017 3:47 pm 

	"I've got no criticism or advice or congratulations or anything like that, but I look for your updates each time I log in. I don't see an accident waiting to happen nor do I perceive myself as a cheerleader. Instead, I'm a student of this lifestyle, learning how different people handle different situations. Yours isn't unique, but it is very well told and you do a great job of communicating your feelings. I don't know for sure, but I don't think that I would be uncomfortable in your shoes. I do have one question tho, if you set her down and sincerely ask her to quit her job and walk away from her boss, his power, and his money, do you think she would?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 20, 2017 4:47 pm 

	"You've mentioned you are caged. Is this a game you guys play or did her boss put some restrictions on your sex life? 

	It's a game we play from time to time. Usually it's not continuous. Back in time, it was a suggestion from one of her lovers. " 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 20, 2017 4:58 pm 

	"That's a difficult question and I honestly don't know the answer. Is it just about quitting her boss? Or is it about the whole lifestyle. Is there a difference between both? Do you think I could ask her to quit her boss, but keep the lifestyle and just take a different lover? I think both are the exact same thing. Her power to choose her lover and do with her sexuality whatever she wants is part of this lifestyle. I could not tell her no and wish to continue with the lifestyle. I think this would be very unfair and selfish from my side. Of course, if I saw immediate danger, then I would get very serious and give a crap about the lifestyle, but the fact is that I am just feeling uncomfortable. Sexually, she leads the way and I follow. I still haven't answered your question about whether or not she would quit if I asked her, but that's because I don't envision this scenario. 

	I think it is very unfair from husbands to beg their wives into hotwifing, asking her to take the lead but then reserving a veto because they feel uncomfortable with a certain lover. It is her body, her sexuality. You can either control your jealousy or you can't and if you can't, you shouldn't enter this lifestyle. Wife's are doing a big emotional investment and they deserve better than having to opt out because hubby got cold feet. If I need to whine - and I do need it - I look for an outlet like this forum. I don't ask her to stop. I care for how she feels and the emotions she invest in each relationship. 

	Did this answer your question, at least partially? I didn't confirm nor deny." 

	  

	D+D Mon Feb 20, 2017 7:02 pm 

	"Yes, basically you don't really know or have an idea if she would quit her job if you ask. Furthermore, you're never going to ask because you're afraid she might quit the lifestyle which you don't want her to do. I understand because I've been in a similar situation although not as extreme or dramatic as this. I was concerned so I told my wife my frustrations. She said she would quit, but never hotwife again. I told her never mind. I was comforted though because she did offer to quit. Like you my desire for her to be a hotwife outweighed my concerns. I lost lots of control that day. We have very few rules since most of which are for her safety when she's out fucking around." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 20, 2017 8:06 pm 

	"Not exactly. It's not that I don't want to ask because I fear she would quit hotwifing completely. It is that I find it unfair to do so, and that's regardless of possible consequences. I convinced her to start hotwifing and I have committed it. I trust her. She has and is investing a lot emotionally. I trust her in what she does and she trusts me that I won't get angry or get cold feet. I have committed and hence I go through it. I don't do half things." 

	  

	D+D Mon Feb 20, 2017 9:49 pm 

	"I'm not arguing at all, but is this what you had in mind for hotwifing?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 21, 2017 12:07 am 

	"Yes, absolutely. I had thought this extreme through very carefully. I had read before many stories and have been lurking on this forum for a long time. This is the conclusion I came to. If she does it, I wouldn't call her back, I would go through it as long as she wanted to continue. I have felt uncomfortable sometimes, but I have never regret it. I guess it is a question of trust." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Feb 22, 2017 10:48 am 

	"Yesterday morning she blogged from the office. She said that her boss had invited her to lunch and that they would take the afternoon off. This is very unusual because for Gerardo work always comes before fun. She said that most likely he would want her to sleep over and that's what finally happened. He lives close to the office, so this morning she went directly from his house to work. 

	Then she has posted a picture of an amateur hotwife, saying that she might be doing the wrong thing, because if Gerardo saw it, he might leave her for this other wife. Of course, she was joking. But it makes me wonder if Gerardo is reading her blog, as someone suggested. I have never been able to find out. I think she is just mind fucking me, but who knows. She has never played that tough with me. I love it and hate it." 

	  

	Chubby Thu Feb 23, 2017 1:46 pm 

	"How has she gotten used to being used by Gerardo for the contract? How does she like the idea of being used monthly by this customer? Does Gerardo regulate your sex life through her at all?" 

	  

	D+D Thu Feb 23, 2017 4:35 pm 

	"She must have a wardrobe at his house since she is staying there frequently. Does she have her company car already? 

	It's amazing to me how she tells her story in her blog! If only I could read Spanish! She is definitely playing mind games with you, but also just looking at the picture because I can't read the narrative, I'm thinking she's showing you in her blog too as her rock and source of safety. She obviously enjoys her life now, even one picture shows a prostitute on the street, but she loves you. You give her the freedom and support to have this adventure." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Feb 23, 2017 5:21 pm 

	"She seems to like it being his sugarbaby. I think she is taking this as a challenge. There are elements she likes and others that she had to overcome, but at this stage, she seems to be excited about the whole situation. 

	Same goes about being used by the customer. I think she doesn't like him a lot. Or at least, she said that sex with him was meh, So I don't think he likes being used by this particular person, but she seems to like the idea of the whole situation, where she is being "forced" by Gerardo to do it. 

	No, Gerardo does not interfere in our sex life. He knows that she is married and that I am a knowing cuckold, but he doesn't interact with me in any way. He just accepts that she is married and that's it." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Feb 23, 2017 5:33 pm 

	"Yes, she is getting her doctorate in playing mind games with me. She wasn't that way at the beginning. She was rather submissive and didn't have a rich fantasy (unlike me). But she has developed a lot since I convinced her to hotwifing. I have created a monster, but one that I love and that I feel proud of her and her evolution. 

	Company car will take over a month, they usually don't have it on stock. Definitely not Mercedes, who usually builds on demand. 

	I am not aware that she has a wardrobe at this house. She stays frequently over there, but just for one night mostly. So it's ok that she wears next day the same business clothes. And while she is in the whose, she is mostly naked or in lingerie. Well, I guess the panties don't last long on her. But it's possible that she has a second set of clothes there. It would make sense and I wouldn't be astonished if Gerardo had bought it. But she hasn't told me that, so I can only imagine it as something likely, but no confirmation. 

	Yes, she wouldn't be able to do this without me. That's our role as cuckolds: to be the anchor, the pillar on which our wives can develop and grow. They wouldn't behave as slutty as they do if they didn't have the safety of a loving and supportive husband who is at her side, regardless of what she does and how strongly she messes up. The past weekend she was seeking my care and my support; she didn't say anything but I could feel it. 

	I guess she was thinking about the situation with the customer in Barcelona. She must have thought it would be a one-time thing but then found out that Gerardo whored her out. I think she felt partially deceived by him, but at the same time, also partially aroused. After all, she did want this job not just for the money but for the experience of being paid for sex. She wouldn't escort, but having one regular sugardaddy, makes it easier for her. But she had to think if she really wanted this customer to become a monthly requirement. It was her decision and she said yes. Getting the car wasn't the motivation - I think - again it was about the experience. That's what I believe. She didn't tell me, that's just how I read the images of her blog, the way she behaves, etc." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Feb 23, 2017 5:49 pm 

	"She has started to tell what happened Tuesday night at her bosses house. She hasn't finished the story yet. Again, she is teasing everybody and I am the first on her list. That's what she has revealed so far: 

	They took the afternoon of and went for lunch. She parked in his garage and then they went in his car to a restaurant. His hand was on her knee. The stepped out of the car and he was very gentleman and helped her into her coat. Before entering, he took her hand, they walked a bit and then he kissed her. I guess that in Switzerland they have openly behaving like a couple, but it is the first time they do it in public in Madrid. Also what is strange is that so far, she has always told that she was taking the initiative to kiss him, but now it was the other way around. It could mean nothing, but I wonder if she is saying this on purpose and if there is a hidden message. 

	Back at his house, he asked her to undress, while he poured himself a whiskey and sat back. He stopped her before she took off her panties and told her that she was very beautiful. She flushed. Then he asked her if he could take some pictures of her. She thought of the possibility that he had used the pictures he took of her in Switzerland as a bait for the Barcelona customer, but finally she decided that she trusted him. She agreed and he asked her to fetch him the camera. He took some pictures of her while she was in lingerie, garter, stockings and heels. Then he asked her to remove the panties and he shot again some pictures in the same pose as before. She said that she felt a bit uncomfortable this way, because he wants her to grow a bush and since she has started hotwifing, she has been having the habit of going bald. She doesn't like the bush (she was used to it before hotwifing), but he wanted her natural. By the way, I prefer her bald. He asked her to put on her coat and took some more pictures. Finally he asked her to keep her coat on but to open it in the front and finished taking pictures. 

	He then asked her to fetch the vibrator he had bought for her and which she had used on a previous occasion. She sat down, legs opened and masturbated with it. Each time she was close to orgasm, she had to stop. He repeated the process several times and started asking her about how she lost her virginity (vaginal and anal), her first kiss, etc. All that while she was masturbating. Then he stopped her and asked what her biggest sexual fantasy was. She screamed out: "Fuck me and cum in me!". 

	  

	wingman Mon Feb 27, 2017 3:54 pm 

	"This is definitely hot!!! Any more to tell?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 28, 2017 11:09 am 

	"He asked her to move over to him. He was sitting on the couch, drinking whiskey and smoking a cigar. He touched her sex and verified that she was dripping wet. He told her to undress, because her wetness was soiling her stockings. She put one feet on the sofa and slowly slided down one stocking. Then she did the same with the other leg and put her heels back on. 

	He asked her to masturbate for him with her hand, while she was standing in front of him. She complied, although she knew that he would not permit her to cum. Gerardo offered her his glass of whiskey and told her to drink while she was masturbating. She hates strong alcohol, but yet she did it, sipping slowly on his drink, while at the same time she involuntarily was inhaling the smoke of his cigar. She was close to orgasm, but the dizziness in her head prevented her from cumming. 

	He then asked her to remove her bra, slowly, and her garter as well. She did it. She was standing naked in her heels in front of him. She said that strangely, she felt less exposed now than when she was wearing garter and bra. 

	Gerardo asked her to sit down on his knee. He started to caress her very lightly, which sent sparks through her body. From time to time he touched her clit, which made her charge up again on electrical energy. She moaned as he touched her breasts lightly and her nipples protruded like missiles. 

	He then asked her to sit on top of him and do a lap dance for him. She opened her lags and sat on his lap. She started to move like an exotic dancer, fretting her naked body against his clothed body. He put his hands on her hips, but without forcing her to move; he was letting her take all the initiative. Again, she knew that she wouldn't be allowed to cum this way, but she was satisfied feeling his hard on under her trousers. 

	The situation made her recall her first time she lap danced: I was present at that time. Her first lover took her to a large strip club. He made her hot in the car while I was driving and he continued fondling her in the strip club. Then we went to the VIP area, where a dancer he knew danced for us. Well, not for all of us. She rubbed her body against his and against my wife's body, but I wasn't allowed that pleasure. Her lover had made her promise to do him a special favor, which he would disclose later on. My wife gave him her word, not realizing that he had given him a free check. But she always keeps her word. He was teasing her with making her strip in front of everybody. She was scared, but she would have eventually done it. Fortunately for her, this was not what he wanted...The exotic dancer finished with us and went to dance for two guys in another place in the VIP area, in front of ours. Her lover than told her that he wanted her to lap dance for him on one of the guys. She didn't need to undress, but she had to rub her body against his until she came. My wife was shocked, but she was already a bit tipsy and wet because he had been teasing her the whole night and she complied. While she was dancing on one of the guy's lap, rubbing her clit against his hard on, the exotic dancer moved from the other guy to her back and slit her dress down, uncovering her tits, which this guy gratefully took in his hands. She ended orgasm on him, as required by her lover. This was the first time I realized how much power a lover could have over my wife. This was her first lover, a very special guy who was into the game of cuckolding. She developed a very high NRE with him. In retrospective, she was in love with him, although in a way that didn't compete with her love towards me. 

	Coming back to Gerardo, he asked her again what she wanted in that moment. And as before, she responded that she wanted him to cum inside her. He took her to the bedroom. 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 28, 2017 11:09 am 

	"She has disclosed a bit more about that encounter. Anybody interested?" 

	  

	viking53 Tue Feb 28, 2017 12:46 pm 

	"Definitely interested to hear more." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 28, 2017 3:04 pm 

	"Good to hear that. The lack of comments during the last week was making me thinking that people had lost interest in this thread. 

	He took her hand and they went upstairs to the bedroom. He told her to undress him. She wanted to do it fast, she wanted to feel him insider her and to cum, but she knew better. She knew that he wanted her to do is slowly. She unbuttoned his shirt, then untied his shoes and took them off, then his socks, his belt, his trousers... and finally his boxers. His hard cock sprang into her face. She said that it is smaller than mine, with similar girth, maybe a bit wider, but nevertheless, at least in that very moment, it was the cock she wanted to feel inside. She didn't want me, she wanted him. She says that her psyche might be twisted somehow, because it was his cock she dreamed of more often than she would admit it to herself. Now, here she is teasing me! Or she is serious? I mean, he is old... 

	Gerardo asked her to lay on her back across the bed. He usually prefers her to ride him or the classic missionary, but this time he had something different in mind. He stepped behind her head. His cock had become soft already - might be how it works with older people when they don't receive constant stimuli. He asked her to get it hard again. She reached out with her lips and tongue and put his semi-soft cock in her mouth and began to suck it. She loves to suck semi-soft cocks and experience how they swell in her mouth. It makes her feel proud about her skills. 

	His cock kept on growing until it didn't fit into her mouth. Gerardo was sticking in and out the tip of his cock. She was already tasting tobacco and alcohol on his pre-semen. She hates these flavors - usually. She reached out with one hand and began masturbating. 

	She was already closed to orgasm, but she knew that he didn't want her to cum yet, not this way. He is her boss, he is paying, so she complied and removed her hand. Gerardo kept on fucking her mouth gently and she licked his cock viciously. She masturbated again and stopped close before orgasm. Apparently this went on for some time. 

	Then suddenly, Gerardo came in her mouth without warning. He filled her throat with his load and it tasted bad as usual. She had to force herself to remove her hand from her sex and stop masturbating. He had told her not to cum. 

	Any others want to hear the rest of the story she has revealed? There is a bit more." 

	  

	Froboxx1 Tue Feb 28, 2017 3:09 pm 

	"Please." 

	  

	D+D Tue Feb 28, 2017 3:46 pm 

	"Yes. 

	Looking at your wife's blog, it appears that she is requiring you to do household chores and she is denying you sex. It my presumption accurate? If so how long since you've fucked her. It also appears that she craves Gerardo's cock now." 

	  

	norbertrichard Tue Feb 28, 2017 3:48 pm 

	"I can understand the pleasure, and reward that your wife receives from her boss, and his associates, but other than the money, what reward or pleasure do you derive from this association? Does she come home and screw your brains out, tell you how much she loves you, and appreciates you letting her have this affair? Does she show you that its only you that she cherish's, and has her heart? Is there anything special that she reserves just for you, doesn't sound like it? I would like to hear something that the two of you share, that no one else gets to experience." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 28, 2017 5:56 pm 

	"After her boss came in her mouth, he fell asleep for a short "siesta". But before, he asked her to take a nap with him. However, he told her he had a special fantasy and asked her to make it real. He wanted her to sleep with her head on his lap, with her cheek next to his soft dick. As his cock went soft, the rest of the cum it was holding in its conduits, started to leak out, soiling her cheek and her nose got impregnated with his particular odor. 

	She wasn't able to sleep, as she was still horny because she hadn't cum yet. She suppressed the desire to masturbate while he was sleeping. She knew he wouldn't want it and she complied. 

	After the nap and before going for dinner to a restaurant, they had sex again. And after dinner again. She hasn't revealed yet any details. All she has said is that she was astonished the he acts like rejuvenated. I have said it before, but this seems to be this way since he can cum freely in her pussy. Before, when he had to use condoms, he was a one-shot cannon, but now, he cums more than once, if he has the necessary rest period. 

	Finally, someone asked on her blog if she had a replacement set of clothes in his home, because of her frequent night-overs. She doesn't. But she answered this person that it might actually be a good idea." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 28, 2017 6:01 pm 

	"No, fortunately you are not interpreting those images correctly. 

	This was an answer to a poster who inquired about chastity devices and sharing household chores. 

	The reality is that we play sometimes with chastity, but fortunately I am currently not locked. Also, she does most of the chores and I barely help her. Shame on me! When she locks me up, I become more gentle and I do many more chores and I do it lovingly. 

	We had sex this weekend. 

	She loves Gerardo's cock? I don't know how much of that is she playing with my mind or really wanting it. I guess it is both, but I don't know how much of which." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Feb 28, 2017 6:18 pm 

	"I don't write about the normal stuff that goes on in our marriage between her and me, because I consider it mundane, and after all, this is a cuckolding blog. I am not sure if people here are interested in hearing that she took me out on for dinner and that she paid (our money belongs to both, but she took out the VISA from her purse). Or that we exchange kisses and hugs, just like any other couple. 

	And we do constantly tell each other that we love each other. When I told her that I didn't want any rules, that I wanted her to be free as a hotwife and I wanted her to surprise me, I only gave her two conditions: first, she needed to get me involved somehow, but she was free to withhold or delay information, and she could have encounters on her own, but that sometimes I would like to watch or at least her telling me in detail or sending me an audio or video of some sort. Well, in the case of Gerardo, she has interpreted getting me involved in a particular way, writing publicly down her experience with him. The second condition was that she needed to remind me often that she loved me, just to make sure I didn't go completely crazy trying to manage my natural doubts and jealousy. The last one wasn't really a condition, just a reminder that I liked to be teased and could take a lot, but that I still needed to feel cherished and that I needed her to step out of the cuckoldress role from time to time. 

	Having said this, although she makes sure that I feel loved, she secures her freedom. She doesn't thank me for letting her live this affair, instead she reminds me that this is her right, because this is the freedom I once gave her and now it was completely up to her to do with it whatever she wanted. 

	We share a profound love, which we feel every day, and that is reserved to just me and her. But if you mean sexually, if she does something with me which she doesn't do with others, well, I have to say the contrary is rather the case. For example, I am rarely allowed to cum in her mouth or take her ass. This is mostly reserved for her lovers. However, I do get the chastity device and the strapon, which is something she doesn't do with her lovers. Does this qualify for you? For me it does, it is special and makes me feel special. I do feel partially humiliated when she takes me with the strapon and tells me that her lovers can take her ass, but not me, but that instead she is taking my ass. But I do feel also very warm in my heart at the same time." 

	  

	D+D Tue Feb 28, 2017 6:48 pm 

	"Thanks for clarifying. I'm glad that I misinterpreted. 

	Also in response to your other post about what you do together as a couple, I for one am very interested and I think that it shows a side that rarely is shown here and that is, most cuckold couples for the most part are like everyone else. They are just kinky when it comes to sex and their recreation involves sex and playing for the hotwife. Thank you for telling us about what you called mundane things." 

	  

	norbertrichard Tue Feb 28, 2017 9:55 pm 

	"Yes, I appriciate your candor. You have more than answered my questions. I am glad that you are happy with the situation, and I am sure we all would like to here more of the mundane aspect of your life." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Mar 06, 2017 11:35 am 

	"Wife came home from the office freshly fucked and with a creampie for me. She said that she actually had to beg Gerardo to fuck her in the office, because he always prioritizes work during working hours. He accepted, but only if she was able to make him cum quickly. Well, apparently she had no problem with it. 

	Before eating her creampie, I had to lock myself up. So now, I am locked again. She says that it is not a punishment, that I have actually been a good boy and she thanks me for this, but that it is good for me. Being locked up actually helped me fulfilling her wish of eating Gerardo's creampie. She says that I secretly love doing it, but I don't. I do not like tasting him, but I do like doing it for her, making her feel like a goddess. There is a difference in that. 

	I have no clue how long I am going to stay locked this time. I feel humiliated but excited at the same time, thinking that I can't fuck her, while her boss and soon this Barcelona client again, will shove their dicks inside her." 

	  

	Say_Oy Wed Mar 08, 2017 7:38 am 

	"I can't say that this thought hasn't turned me on. 

	Well, I am glad it turns you on. You do seem to have a good relationship with her from things you have said. I am curious how the Barcelona connection works out. Being given a car for that indicates a long-term commitment and not being given it outright but as a company car is putting strings on the relationship. i.e. she only gets to keep the car as long as she is fucking that customer. Also, it takes her off the train so she can't flirt with random passengers - only who her boss says... 

	BTW, friend of mine told me she loved her new boyfriend's cock because it was short but very fat. Going deep hurt and only the edge of her vagina feels much stimulation anyway. Also, cock size does not equate with dominance - sex is in the brain and when your wife submits to a man taking his cock is a tool for her to please him. My sub gets very turned on and wet when she sucks my dick... I don't need to touch her, just let her suck me then position her and fuck her wet pussy. The foreplay is in her mind." 

	  

	Archie457 Thu Mar 09, 2017 1:57 am 

	"GemsHubby, your journey is somewhat similar to mine, with one really significant difference. My wife, too, fucked her boss in a long-term affair. Actually, she fucked bosses quite regularly. This particular boss, though, took her on "business trips", including "client development" trips. And he pimped her out to at least one client. 

	But she fell in love with him and tried to get him to leave his wife for her. That clearly would have included her leaving me as well. He declined, and so the relationship ended. 

	The difference? My wife was cheating, and so very secretive. 

	But I think that difference is determinative. As long as your wife is open with you, and tells you whatever you want to know, you should be fine. If she starts closing up, or being evasive, then it is because she is starting to choose him over you. Just be careful, and I wish you the best of luck." 

	  

	isinlarsa Thu Mar 09, 2017 4:24 pm 

	"How did you find out your wife was cheating? Did she cheat with all her bosses? How did you and your wife deal with it after you found out?" 

	  

	Archie457 Thu Mar 09, 2017 11:59 pm 

	"I don't want to derail this wonderful thread. I will pm you at some point." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Mar 10, 2017 12:21 am 

	"She didn't really cheat on me. Our story started a few years ago, when she gave in to my proposal to become a hotwife. We have both evolved since then and now she enjoys total freedom without any rules. In my case, that's the first time with a boss. 

	She is open with me, but in her own way. With regards to her relationship with her boss, she is limiting me to her tumblr updates. I think she is just teasing me, bringing the game to a new level. But you can never be sure of course." 

	  

	D+D Fri Mar 10, 2017 3:08 am 

	"I love your story. Since I can't read Spanish, I try to imagine by looking at the pictures on your wife's tumblr blog coupled with what you tell us as to what is going on. Actually it's quite intriguing to say the least." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Mar 10, 2017 10:27 am 

	"She hasn't received the car yet. I usually takes two or three months, because these manufacturers basically build on demand. In any case, she will continue traveling by plane or high-speed train to Barcelona. It's over 600 km away, too much to be done comfortable by car. But you are right, it's a lever he has now: she gets the monthly benefit of a company car as long as she services the customer monthly. He hasn't said this, at least not as far as I know, but the implication is clear." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Mar 13, 2017 9:46 am 

	"I believe I didn't write about it yet: last week I got my second creampie from Gerardo. I still have issues with that; I haven't had it with other lovers. My penis was locked and she facesitted me. This expression of dominance made it easier for me to accept it and lick her clean." 

	GemsHubby Mon Mar 13, 2017 9:46 am 

	"Wife just left towards her work place with a bag. She will sleep today at her bosses home, as requested by him, and head on Tuesday to Barcelona. She will have dinner with him and afterwards... and then on Wednesday morning she will be at his office, reviewing documentation, etc. 

	I don't like it that she will sleep at Gerardo's place before going to Barcelona. I think she should sleep at home, but Gerardo requested this sleepover and she accepted. I am getting used to her sleepovers at his place, but doing it the night before going to the client, just doesn't feel right. I should be the last man she sees before doing this with the client. It feels like she is letting him have too much hold over her sexuality. 

	I am looking forward having her back Wednesday evening." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Mar 17, 2017 10:12 am 

	"She didn't come back home on Wednesday evening. Instead, she went back to his place from the rail station to pick up her car, but he convinced her to stay overnight, saying that it was already late and that in a few hours she had to go to work anyway. He lives close to the office. 

	So now I didn't have her neither before nor after the meeting with the client. This is difficult to digest for me. It's like if he was reclaiming her after the date with the Barcelona client, but that should be my role! 

	Finally, she came back home Thursday afternoon and finally I was able to hold her in my arms. She didn't allow me to fuck her though (I am still locked), but I was able to kiss and lick her. Hopefully I am released this weekend. I really need to make love to her, to feel being her man!" 

	  

	Zone Fri Mar 17, 2017 11:42 am 

	"Finally she came back home Thursday afternoon and finally I was able to hold her in my arms. She didn't allow me to fuck her though (I am still locked), but I was able to kiss and lick her. Hopefully I am released this weekend. I really need to make love to her, to feel being her man! 

	Really? 

	That made you feel like her man? 

	I'd tell her if she doesn't unlock you (permanently), you are going to unlock it yourself with some garage tools. 

	And I'd tell her that her not coming home is unacceptable for ANY wife, cuckoldress, Dom or otherwise. 

	But that's just me. 

	She apparently has lost all respect for you, and considers you not even a man, let alone her husband." 

	  

	norbertrichard Fri Mar 17, 2017 11:56 am 

	"It doesn't sound like you have much say in the matter. She does as she pleases, or I should say " as her lover pleases" with little or no regard as to what you want, or how you feel. You are not even master of your own cock." 

	  

	D+D Fri Mar 17, 2017 1:08 pm 

	"Her boss wanted to seed her before her seeing the client and reclaim her when she came back. He is slowly, but shrewdly taking dominance and ownership of her. He may be the reason behind you being locked so much. Viewing her blog, it looks as if she's fixated more and more with being her boss's love slave. But the pictures of a beautiful woman with a younger man, I guess you, who is locked, but is holding her and she is wrapped in him should make you feel more secure about all this. You desire to be cucked and she's definitely giving it to you. And, you're probably not the master of your own cock." 

	  

	D+D Fri Mar 17, 2017 10:08 pm 

	"Cuckolding can include about anything a couple wants it too as evidenced many times on these threads. She is getting off on being "pimped", not to mention the money, wining and dining, and the new Mercedes. If gemshubby is unhappy enough to say stop, which I believe would stop it if he did say stop, then he's riding the train that he wants to ride even if it does wreck, which I don't think it will. But I've been wrong before." 

	  

	minos_dis_crete Fri Mar 17, 2017 11:09 pm 

	"Definitely, everyone is different, and there's no single definition of this lifestyle. I try to make that point on a lot of threads, usually defending the controversial behavior of those involved. 

	I will say, though, that this sounds less than promising for GemsHubby. As mentioned, she seems to have been seduced by the money and the sexualization, like a hooker might be. Of course she's happy to see GemsHubby because he gives her the one thing these other men aren't: emotional support. But it sounds like outside of that, she's gotten a glimpse of the "fast life" she can have with richer, more powerful men, and isn't really attending to her marriage except the bare minimum. 

	Is it hot? Depends who you ask. I hope GemsHubby finds it sexy, because it sounds like there may not be a happy ending at the end of this rainbow." 

	  

	Say_Oy " Sun Mar 19, 2017 6:22 pm 

	"I can see where her boss, as her Dom/Master, may want to fuck her before and after she does something like whore herself for his gain. Obviously she is making lots of $$ for her boss with her pussy, and even her brain if she is good at her office job. The fact that he has become her master gives him the right and power to claim her at his will. I don't think you can say that you "re-claim" her at this point - I think you get to be her pet that she cuddles to as a break from serving her Master. She is serving in the office and she is serving in the evenings which means she is constantly on call and you are her mini-vacation. But he is the Master and is solidifying his grip on her. Both in turning her on with kink and unconventional behavior - prostitution - and supplementing that with monetary rewards and glamour. 

	I've heard of cuckold couples where the hubby does not get to fuck the wife at all. That is the case with my sub and her hubby - by her choice, (he does not know she is my sex toy). The question for you is "What are your limits?" - At what point does it become unacceptable to you? You may be so turned on by this development that even though it hurts it hurts so good... 

	My suggestion is that you speak with her not from a sub/cuck angle but from a husband/man/parent angle. Yes, Parent. You may need to point out to her some of what is happening and more importantly, how that is affecting you. 

	- Is she able to stop or is she so caught up in this that she can't walk away? 

	- Would she be willing to stop to make you happy? Or are you now a footnote in her glamorous life? (And ask yourself it that does not turn you on and if that is not acceptable - if it is acceptable, enjoy.) 

	- Can you set limits on how far this can go? 

	- What if Gerardo tells her to move in with him and serve him full time? 

	- Has she asked Gerardo if he is having sex with another woman... or man? The issue is that if he is, that increases the chance of STDs... 

	- Can you be more directly involved (and do you want to be)? 

	- What if this gets into physical BDSM - bruises, cuts, tattoos. 

	- And do you get consulted about tattoos, piercings or markings? If Gerardo ordered it, would she have his name tatooed on her pussy? 

	- How many "special" clients is she willing to service? 

	- Some of this is driven by her own fantasies and instigation. 

	- Ask her what are her real desires and fantasies? 

	- At what point does she stop being a hotwife and become a sex slave? 

	- How debased does she want to be by Gerardo? Or anyone else? 

	- How much of the situation can she control? 

	- If Gerardo dies from a heart attack would her job continue? 

	- Can she work this into a promotion 

	- What is she doing to ensure future job growth, especially if she quits or gets fired? 

	- Point out to her that men need to ejaculate. Rates of prostate cancer are higher in monks and those who abstain from ejaculation. For your health she needs to let you cum at least once or more per week and 2-3X is better. 

	This is getting too long. The bottom line - you are feeling angst that Gerardo is controlling your wife more and more and taking more and more of her time. It's time you talked with her about your needs and relationship. Point out to her that you both need to get something from this. Simply ignoring your emotional needs is not good, even if you do get a hard on when she sits on your face to make you eat his cum that is not an indication that things are well. But you also have to really know what it is you are willing to accept and where the limits are." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Mar 19, 2017 7:57 pm 

	"I have been freed for the whole weekend and tomorrow is bank holiday here in Madrid. Gema said I could make love to her as much as I wanted. I am a lucky man! Unfortunately, her period has come faster than expected, so since of today her pussy is off-limits. But I still consider myself lucky. 

	Thanks to all for your comments, I really appreciate reading your feedback." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Mar 19, 2017 8:36 pm 

	"Insightful thoughts, as usual. I will try to discuss with my wife; for now, see my answers below. 

	I do think we are both able to stop, but to be honest, it would probably be more difficult for me than for her. I would be partially relieved if she broke up with Gerardo, but it would be difficult for me if she abandoned hotwifing completely. I am probably not the only cuck for whom this has become kind of an addiction. 

	We have a single bank account. Her money is my money and vice versa; we make no differences. Therefore, her life is not as glamorous as it might sound. Of course, she spends more than she used to, but that is well deserved and by far most of it is being saved for the future. We both know that this won't last forever. For one reason or another, it will end at some point of time. 

	We have a daughter who still lives with us. Just for that reason, it is extremely unlikely she would move out of the house. A weekend, a couple of days, yes. But week after week, no. Also, I don't think she wishes to serve him full time. If you like movies, you go to the cinema, but you don't live your life in the cinema. 

	That was one of the requirements for having unprotected sex: he is not allowed to have sex with other people. Of course, he could cheat on us. That's why the other requirement was to do an STD test every six months. There is still always a risk, but so is car driving. I think it is quite reasonable what we have agreed on. 

	I would like to see her in action again, I really miss watching her. But Gerardo is not really into this hotwifing thing. He knows about our lifestyle, but he doesn't understand it and he definitely is not willing to have me around. I think as many vanilla man, he fears something gay could come out. Maybe over time he changes his ideas. I think I mentioned before, that he is not much experienced in sex and is quite traditional. 

	Definitely no cuts! I am pretty sure Gema would be as vehement as me about it. 

	As of BDSM, I don't know if she really would be into this. Yes, she has a submissive nature which she is exploring with Gerardo, but that does not automatically equal BDSM. 

	I don't think she needs to consult me about these. It is her body and I respect that. If we were not in a female-lead relationship and I wanted a tattoo, I would ask her for opinion, but if she said no and I wanted it, I still would do it, because it is my body. Same applies for her. I don't expect her to get my approval. 

	I generally don't like tattoos, but some of them are sexy. Personally, I find that most of them soil an otherwise beautiful skin, but some of them really enhance and adorn it. 

	But I don't think they are yet at this stage. She is his "personal assistant", not his slave. She is submissive to him, yes, but not to that point, unless she really wanted a tattoo by herself. 

	Good question and I don't know. I guess the answer is as many as it turns her on, which doesn't mean they turn her on (she didn't have an orgasm during the last encounter, but the whole situation of being pimped apparently does excite her. 

	I am amazed how bold she has become and I feel proud of her. But I wouldn't like her to become an escort. And before someone says that she is already an escort to Gerardo, that's different. I mean, it is not the same as fucking with random men. A sugar baby and an escort are similar in some ways, but different in others. 

	All of it is driven by her own fantasies and desire of exploring her sexuality. But this is a difficult topic to talk about. Some fantasies are dark and hidden and you are not willing to unveil them even to your life partner. I do have some fantasies I haven't shared with my wife, or example. So chances are that she won't tell me all of it and I can understand that. I need to find a good way of approaching this subject. A straight question won't help, it needs to be more subtle. Maybe over a cup of wine or two. 

	Yes, at what point? 

	At what point is she doing this because she wants it and at what point is she doing it because she thinks she wants it? 

	I am not sure if I got the right meaning of the word debased. Does it equal "worthless"? Or do you mean being corrupted? 

	I don't know what is her limit. But I do think she likes the situation, because he is able to take her into uncharted land and probably none of us - neither her, nor me, nor Gerardo - know how it will look like in a couple of months. 

	I think that without Gerardo, she would lose her job quite soon. She is way too overpaid for her official position. Any new manager what review her abnormal salary and probably fire her. But we don't depend on that money. It is a nice extra and we are saving most of it, because we know it won't last forever. 

	I am not sure if she can get a promotion in the company, but it's worth a thought. In any case, she is getting lots of experience (no pun intended), which will be very useful for her future professional career and cv. 

	3 x a week? I didn't cum that often before hotwifing. We had sex much less than that. 

	When my bird is in jail, it doesn't mean that it doesn't get released. I oftentimes get to cum about once every two weeks at least, even though afterwards it might mean back to prison." 

	  

	DCharles Sun Mar 19, 2017 10:12 pm 

	"WOW! Just read through this thread and it is HOT!!! What an erotic arrangement. I think it is so hot that she makes you taste and eat Gerardo's cum. Something very submissive and hot about it. Especially since you don't care for him and I assume that she knows that. Do you know if he knows that she has you eat his cum from her?" 

	  

	BallSpanking Sun Mar 19, 2017 10:16 pm 

	"You may want an STD test every 3 mos." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Mar 20, 2017 1:13 am 

	"I am pretty sure he knows. A couple of weeks ago, she wanted to bring home his first creampie for me. She usually sleeps over and then goes to work from his home, which means that she showers in the morning and washes away all her overnight sins. So if she wanted to bring that creampie home, he had to fuck her in the office, just before finishing work and coming home. But Gerardo is very disciplined with regards of work vs. sex priorities. Or maybe he was just teasing her. He made her beg for him to fuck her and only committed to a quickie. She had to double her efforts and make him cum in a short time, which isn't easy, as he is older. I think he pretty well knew that she wanted to bring me a creampie home and was using this as a lever to tease her." 

	  

	Say_Oy Mon Mar 20, 2017 7:05 am 

	"GemmsHubby, I have to say you assuage my concerns very well. In one post you complain about how he is taking control and taking her away from you, but when I raise concerns you point out things that make your relationship solid and show logical consideration to the entire relationship. I'm glad to hear that you are being logical and having fun. Enjoy your angst." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Mar 20, 2017 12:50 pm 

	"Torn between repulsion and arousal, I guess it is the angst." 

	  

	DCharles Mon Mar 20, 2017 6:30 pm 

	"I can completely relate to the mixed feelings of angst and repulsion combined with the turn on of what is happening. I was once dating a girl that was also seeing someone else that I really did not like. It was a real mixture of feelings. She did not tell me that she had just been with him the first time that I ate a creampie from her. She told me while I was doing it and it both repulsed and turned me on at the same time. The taste of his cum in my mouth combined with knowing who it came from was quite humiliating, but I did not stop. It is hard to explain why but it sounds like you can relate. 

	After I had done it, she said "I think I am going to tell him, I think he would get a kick out of knowing that you tasted and swallowed his sperm". As you can imagine, my mind was going in all directions. Knowing that I did not care for him and he was going to have the satisfaction of knowing that I had tasted and swallowed his cum. 

	VERY HOT!!! Cannot wait to follow your updates." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 22, 2017 12:06 pm 

	"I forgot to mention it: last week, before she went to the Barcelona client, she spent the night at her boss' house and he shaved her! 

	Since she became hotwife, she mostly always went with a bald pussy, which I love and most bulls apparently also. However, Gerardo insisted that she didn't shave. He wanted her to be wild down below, which I hate. She let it grow for several weeks. 

	But then last week, he shaved her pussy. Now her pussy lips are cleanly shaved, but she sports a landing strip. I still prefer it bald, but landing strip is much better for me than wild." 

	  

	Chubby Wed Mar 22, 2017 12:56 pm 

	"How did Barcelona go this time? Did she enjoy it at all? Going back to her boss after he sent her out is very hot, good thing you are locked up. Does her boss still have her where the choker? I wonder if he puts it on her or she puts it on." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 22, 2017 3:51 pm 

	"The customer fucked her twice, but she didn't cum. She came the next day with her boss. The customer also made her give him a blowjob next day in the office, when they were reviewing some paperwork (she doesn't just fuck, she is in charge of the project). 

	She wears the choker usually when she goes to work, but takes it off during weekends. It's not BDSM style, it's just a normal looking piece of jewelry." 

	  

	BallSpanking Wed Mar 22, 2017 4:19 pm 

	"So is Gema the company slut now? 

	Can her boss tell her whom to fuck? 

	Is Gema happy with the arrangement?" 

	  

	D+D Wed Mar 22, 2017 5:43 pm 

	"The choker may not be bdsm type, but it is a symbol between the two of them that she belongs to him. There's nothing wrong with that, but it is what it is. I think that it's very hot that your wife uses her pussy to make deals. After all she gets rewarded for it. I wouldn't mind for my wife to use her pussy to barter deals if it was necessary. A hotwife just gives it away, what's the difference if she uses it for business?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 22, 2017 9:31 pm 

	"No, she is not the company slut, just her bosse's whore. 

	He can try telling her who to fuck, but she doesn't need to accept it. It is more subtle than that, but apparently her boss knows how to seduce her into doing things for him. It has only been one client and realistically I don't expect more. I don't think it is easy to find managers who have the power to sign a deal and are willing to do it for sex. Also, l guess it is not easy to approach them. But maybe I am just being naïf. 

	Gema is happy with the arrangement. The extra money is welcome, but she is not doing it just for the money. Besides the fantasy of being a sugar baby and being pimped, there must be something about Gerardo which she likes, even though I am not able to grasp it." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Mar 27, 2017 10:56 am 

	"Wife had an overnight last week again at Gerardo's house. This time she took a suite case with some stuff, since the weekly overnights are becoming a habit. Gerardo freed a full cabinet for her. 

	While she was at this house, Gerardo blindfolded her. He made her prepare his cigar and whiskey blindfolded and he was giving her precise instructions. 

	On Friday, she came back with a creampie for me. She says that it is a gift for me. She asked me to wait at home for her, in my chastity cage and with stockings. I did as she required. But the real gift for me was that I have been allowed free access to her during her weekend. I was supposed to have free access the previous weekend, but then she had her period. One thing she said: in exchange for the creampie, Gerardo asked her a favor. She hasn't disclosed yet what it will be. It drives me crazy thinking of all the devious possibilities! And all because it is a present for me... which in reality or at least from my point of view it really isn't." 

	  

	Luv2watchher Mon Mar 27, 2017 8:01 pm 

	"In this day and age it is natural for a wife to feel that she is not financially dependent on her husband. It seems that your wife's terms of employment, being mutually agreeable, are just fine. Many personal assistants to powerful businessmen provide various services to the boss outside the office environment. Your wife is merely taking things a little further than most. I hope she continues to tell you all the juicy details of her encounters with him." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Mar 27, 2017 8:41 pm 

	"She just disclosed what she had to promise her boss to get the creampie from him "for me". Well, at least I don't have to torture myself trying to imagine what it is, although I am not happy about it: 

	She agreed for another photo session, somewhere under the blue, in the open air. I have to carefully make her reconsider and think about the possibility that he used the previous pictures to pimp her to the Barcelona client. She just doesn't want to hear about it. And in any case, it's probably too late, as she always keeps her word and agreements." 

	  

	elina Mon Mar 27, 2017 9:27 pm 

	"Well, 

	Maybe She (in some way) wanted this to happen? 

	Maybe She even (in some ways) wants Her boss to pimp Her out again? 

	Thanks for keeping us posted." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 29, 2017 9:47 am 

	"She doesn't need him to take more pictures if she wants him to pimp her out. The pictures he has already taken must surely suffice, IF he is using them for this purpose. I think she is a bit exhibitionist in nature, but at the same time, very shy about certain things. For example, she does enjoy when I take pictures of her and I can understand that she enjoys it as well when Gerardo does it. But then, she is very prudent about posting on the Internet, even when it's only parts of her body and not her face. But then again, she is taking a risk with him, because she really has no control of what he might do with the pictures. For example, if what some of you hinted is true and he is using them to pimp her out (I am not entirely convinced), then he might be sending them out electronically and once they are out, they might end up anywhere. But then again, maybe he is not doing this. Or maybe he is not sending them around and just showing them in a live meeting on his laptop. 

	I am not sure if she wishes to be pimped out to another customer. Can this be like a drug? Certainly being a cuckold oftentimes is like a drug. I think this experience with a single customer should be enough, but I really don't know if she wants more of this." 

	  

	D+D Thu Mar 30, 2017 1:51 am 

	"As far as pictures, you are right they are his and she has no control. But maybe he just gets off on photographing s beautiful woman. You do I'm sure. So it's just as likely that he just does it for himself. 

	As far as her sleeping with another client, surd she will if he wants her to." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Apr 03, 2017 11:30 pm 

	"Wife stayed overnight on Friday and came back Saturday evening. On Friday, he did the "usual" stuff with her: blindfold her and make her fetch whiskey and a cigar for him. But before that, he made her put an LP (yeah, those old vinyls) and danced with her, while she was basically naked (stockings, garters and heels) and he was dressed. Then he made her lay on the table, with her head over the edge and she sucked on his dick in this position. 

	I know that on Saturday he took her outdoors to shoot some pictures, but I don't have any details yet. 

	She also came home with a slightly different hair color, a more reddish tone. To my astonishment, she had also dyed her landing strip! I didn't even know that this was possible. 

	Prior to arriving home, she asked me to put on some stockings and pink panties. I am still wearing the chastity cage, although she lets me out on occasions, like the previous weekend. This time however, fucking was different than what I expected. I thought I would have to eat her out and then I could penetrate her, however this time, I ate her out and afterwards she penetrated me! She said that she wanted me to be her bitch. It has been a long time since she hadn't pegged me and it felt somewhat uncomfortable, but also good at the same time. What I feel sad about is that I wasn't allowed to reclaim her in a more "manly" way." 

	  

	D+D Mon Apr 03, 2017 11:46 pm 

	"Wow! I've got check her blog." 

	  

	elina Tue Apr 04, 2017 5:49 am 

	"Thanks Gemshubby. Good to see how She is stepping up Her dominance over you. You are very lucky to me married to such a smart and sexy Lady." 

	  

	Hidden59 Tue Apr 04, 2017 6:27 am 

	"Too extreme for my taste. Control your fantasies or your fantasies will control you!" 

	  

	MaxCargo Sat Apr 08, 2017 3:57 pm 

	"I follow your thread for a while, it's quite an intriguing journey you share here with us. A big thank you for that. I know you're very into this, though, I have to tell you, that I'm sometimes worried about your emotional well-being, at least I wished sometimes you wouldn't be so passive about everything. Has your wife ever voiced any concerns, that she's afraid to push you too far and hurt you emotionally? I assume Gema is also emotionally dependent of you? 

	I know it's very personal to ask, you mentioned you two have children together, aren't you worried they could find out and misinterpret everything? 

	Hope to hear from you again, soon." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Apr 10, 2017 1:21 pm 

	"Our daughter is an adult now. Of course I am concerned about her learning about this situation. I think I could handle being outed as a cuckold, but I am not sure how she would interpret things. Sometimes the younger generations seem so conservative. 

	As of Gema pushing things a bit to the extreme, I have to admit that it's all my fault. I have told her in the past that she should push for more, that I love it when she does so. And finally she has taken a huge step in this direction. Sometimes I feel that it is too much, but then I remember it was me that asked for it. If this is her fantasy now, I don't want to stop her from living it, not after it was me who asked her for more cuckolding. 

	She does ask me frequently if I am ok. However, she doesn't do it in a way that would indicate that she would step down if I weren't. Yes, she is concerned about how I feel. But at the same time, she seems to have very clear what she wants to live." 

	  

	D+D Mon Apr 10, 2017 11:14 pm 

	"Viewing Gemma's tumblr blog, it appears that you're doing a lot of oral reclaiming, but you're still caged? There's also a pic of s wife spanking her husband. Has Gema spanked you?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Apr 11, 2017 11:01 am 

	"Yes, she loves oral reclaiming. It has become a ritual for us. I can't say that I like it especially, but I usually don't dislike it either. I have become accustomed to it and I do usually welcome this part of the ritual, as with it I am reclaiming her. However, with Gerardo, thinking of his rancid sperm in her, I am having more troubles than with a younger and more attractive bull. 

	We play ON-OFF with caging. Sometimes she cages me for a few days, sometimes for some weeks. It depends on her mood, on if I have bin loving and tender or if she thinks I need to think about my behavior. This week is Eastern in Spain and she is on holiday, although I still have to work until tomorrow. I am not caged currently. She has told me that I have free access to her, although this doesn't include her rear entry, which is reserved for bulls. Anyway, I am taking as much advantage of it as I can. I just wished that I were more sexual, like the first lover she had, who could and would fuck her the whole day. But I am not this way; I guess this is why I am a cuckold and not a bull. 

	Gema does spank me sometimes, when she thinks I need some corrective measurements. It's not frequently, but she does it. And to be honest, she should probably do it more often. I do not enjoy the pain at all, but I think it is good for my "education". It makes me switch to a better mood, be more submissive and sweet with her, which then makes me feel better with myself. I think marriages would work better if spankings were a normal part of it, instead of arguing loudly and pissing each other off (not literally)." 

	  

	D+D Tue Apr 11, 2017 3:26 pm 

	"Thanks for answering gemshubby. I think, from my own experience, that when we become more beta as cuckolds, our sex drive somewhat diminishes too. Maybe subconsciously we want it that way? Having a more alpha man take care of our wives sexual needs? I don't know, but it sounds as if you are quite content for the most part which is good and all that matters. A woman of Gemas' beauty deserves to have her complete sexual freedom so kudos to you for giving her that. Although I can't read Spanish, I follow her tumblr blog and she tells her story very good with pictures. It would be awesome to see a picture of the real Gema. 

	Please keep posting." 

	  

	ArizonaGuy Tue Apr 11, 2017 5:23 pm 

	"My HW after the first time her FB took her anal, she told me there was no turning back and her ass was his anytime he wanted. I don't guess I'm a cuckold, I know I'm their cuckold and have no issues in that role." 

	  

	D+D Tue Apr 11, 2017 5:51 pm 

	"My wife too, gave her ass exclusively to an ex lover. The right guy will own it again, but it's not gonna be me." 

	  

	DCharles Tue Apr 11, 2017 7:40 pm 

	"I am curious about what she likes about the oral reclaiming. What are her thoughts on it? I personally think it's very hot. Love it that you are eating Gerardo's sperm. Back to earlier comments, the fact that it is repulsive is what makes it so important to go through with it. I have to believe that he gets a kick out of it. Thanks for great commentary." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Apr 11, 2017 11:42 pm 

	"For her it is a demonstration of my love for her and my unconditional support for what she just did with her lover. Well, actually it's for both of us. I am kissing the pussy that had just been "bad" and had just fucked another man. If a creampie is involved, the "sacrifice" is even bigger and hence more meaningful is my demonstration of love. Plus, it also means that I am somehow accepting him. So if creampie is involved, it is not just that I support the lifestyle, but that I accept him. I guess that's one of the reasons why it is more difficult for me with her boss." 

	  

	D+D Wed Apr 12, 2017 12:59 am 

	"One of Gema's latest pics on her blog shows her and a camera. There are others of a beautiful woman in various stages of dress. Are these examples of photos that her boss have taken of her? Are her looks similar to the photos?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Apr 12, 2017 1:40 pm 

	"I haven't yet seen the pictures her boss has taken of hers, but according to what she has said, yes, these would be some examples, depending on the pictures. She has written a rapport of some pictures he took of her in a public park and some pictures that she has posted, are similar to how she posed for him. As of the pictures in garters and stockings, that's mostly because he wants her to dress this way when she goes to the office. And he has also taken pictures of her in that dressing. 

	She does look similar to the women in the pictures. She tries to avoid posting pictures of blond women, because she is brunette. So most of the times, there is some kind of similarity. Obviously my wife is not a twenty year old professional model, she is a natural woman, but indeed, there are similarities in what she posts." 

	  

	D+D Wed Apr 12, 2017 8:50 pm 

	"A middle age natural woman is more beautiful and sexy any day than a twenty something model." 

	bradisalpha Thu Apr 13, 2017 3:12 am 

	"Hmmmmm... Your cravings took over your mind. Did she tell him ? What is the rest of the story ??" 

	  

	tit4atat Thu Apr 13, 2017 5:14 am 

	"Wow, beautiful story. What a hot wife you have there. Looking forward to hearing more as time goes on. 

	There does seem to be some sort of challenge that some woman have when it comes to fucking a boss or company client. Have seen this theme several times here. My wife played with some men while we were dating and it seemed the biggest kick she got was seeing how much she could get from these guys. There was a pride in knowing she got some good money from being used like a slut. Keep up the excitement. You must have been in heaven all this time. She really knows how to press your buttons." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Apr 18, 2017 11:07 am 

	"We've enjoyed Eastern holidays last week. We are back to work today. I've had her for me, which was really good, because it allowed us to reconnect. She said that I could enjoy her anyway I wanted, except anal, which is reserved for lovers. And damn, I did enjoy her! I just wished that I had more stamina, like some bulls she has fucked, who could keep going the whole day. For me, once I orgasm, I am usually done, until libido builds up again. But I guess that's one reason why I am a cuckold and not a bull. 

	I don't know what's going to happen today, but I wouldn't be surprised if she is going to have a sleepover with her boss." 

	  

	Say_Oy Tue May 09, 2017 9:13 am 

	"GemsHubby - why don't you learn to control your orgasm? i.e. not cum until you decide it is time to cum. I typically fuck my sub for about 45 minutes to an hour. This is after 45 minutes of spanking and sensation play, flogging or other BDSM stuff. When she tells me she is exhausted I usually flip her on her belly and ride her pussy for my orgasm. Sometimes we are both exhausted so I don't cum and we go to sleep, but she sets an alarm for an hour before she has to go home. She wakes me with a blow job and then we have a quickie to get me off. Then we nap until she has to leave to get home - before her hubby wakes up in the AM." 

	  

	The Observer Tue May 09, 2017 6:54 pm 

	"Hoping this thread hasn't died......It is a very hot one." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri May 12, 2017 10:02 am 

	"Still alive, just busy with mundane things. Will follow up soon." 

	  

	ArizonaGuy Wed Jun 07, 2017 6:45 pm 

	"Please more......" 

	  

	D+D Wed Jun 07, 2017 9:47 pm 

	"Yes, anxious to hear. 

	Lensman2000 Thu Jun 08, 2017 6:43 am 

	I've just seen this thread for the first time and am fascinated by the dynamic of your marriage and the direction your cuckold relationship has taken. In this, or a separate blog, could you tell us about your journey to this point? How did your wife evolve from the conservative girl to the sex toy of one man and the domme of her husband?" 

	  

	BJohn56 Mon Jun 12, 2017 10:49 pm 

	"I've read through this thread and been thinking a lot about it all. Personally, from more of an alpha male's point of view (though one who would enjoy sharing his lady as part of the Vixen-Stag dynamic), I was thinking that this looked like it was heading towards an unhappy ending down the road. But, on further reflection, I realize that I was mostly picking up on your angst-ridden viewpoint as written here and not looking at it objectively. After all, admittedly, you're a fairly extreme cuckold, at least from my point of view. So taking a fresh look at it this is what I see: 

	You've encouraged your wife all along to push her boundaries and take ever more control of her sexuality which it seems she has. Likewise, you mentioned she had an interest in exploring the escort side of that sexuality, seeing if it were something she could do and possibly enjoy, and even seeing how much her pleasures were worth maybe? I think she's accomplished all of these objectives and more. She's found out that she can get paid top dollar for her favors, that she can pull off being sexual, exciting, and attentive for a lover whom she may find rather repulsive, at least in a physical way. This being something escorts need to be able to do obviously, since if a man is some kind of awesome hunk he probably wouldn't have much need of paying for an escort. By taking her boss's assignment to use her sexual prowess to pull in a client, and even to seal the deal with her body and charms, she has found out how powerful her sexuality can be. And she's also managed to keep her loving cuckold on pins and needles and played his game throughout it all. Sounds like one helluva a woman to me! 

	Her reward? A loving husband who is turned on no end by her sexiness and living his fantasy with him, a boss who enjoys her favors so much that he not only pays her top dollar but wines and dines her, romances her, takes her on lavish trips to the Alps, and makes her a player in his business dealings as well... with a nice new red Mercedes as a bonus! She even maintains a very sexy blog through all this and keeps all of us attentive readers happy just to hear about it all as well. I mean, where is the problem? This woman does it all for the men in her life! And I, for one, would love to be one of those very lucky guys. Although granted, not cuckolded to the extent you are, since I'd like being more of an equal partner in our adventures together and not denied, etc. and without any humiliation, but hey, that's me. To each their own. I mean, she's doing this according to your turn-ons, not mine. And she seems to be giving you as much or even more of what you most enjoy, no? She, my friend, is close to perfect. I think just the idea that a woman like her exists in the world is a reason for all the rest of us to hope, and too, just thinking about her brings a smile to my face. She's most certainly a woman worthy of our awe and praise. Just one man's opinion of course." 

	  

	BJohn56 Mon Jun 12, 2017 11:04 pm 

	"Oh, and as for her seeming growing attraction to her older boss, maybe part of it is a result of her sexual power being able to get all this attention from him. Let me tell you, someone having overwhelming desire for you can be a powerful aphrodisiac! And, too, I read that some of the porn actresses like working with older men because, naturally, they're more appreciative, excited, and giving, thrilled to just be getting to work with a younger woman. Plus, just like you providing all your loving support and strength when she needs it, Gerardo opens up new worlds for her and lets her expand into them as far as she wants to go. All very powerful reasons for her enjoying it, and him, all the more." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Jul 24, 2017 8:13 pm 

	"Sorry for the lack of updates. I have been kept up with mundane things. I'll try to make a short recap on what is happening. Just as someone hinted before in response to my concerns, things are going slowly but surely into a specific direction. 

	She continues being his office her. Sometimes they do it in the office, when everybody has already left, but most of the times they go to his house. About once a week, she has an overnight at his house. Since this has become a habit, she has moved some clothes to his house, so that she can change a go to work with different clothes next day. She also has some nice dresses there, as he takes her out when she stays the night with him. Most of the time, he work outfit are the classical secretary outfit, as this is what he demands: heels, stockings with the seam behind, garter belt, skirt (normal length), white blouse. But in summer he is more permissive and accepts that she wears a summer dress or skips the stockings. He does seem to have a fetish towards panties, because she always has to were them beneath. He seems to like it when she takes them off for him. 

	He is also paying her a monthly visit to a specific beauty shop, where he sets up the appointment for her. That's usually just before she goes to see that client. She has dyed her for him and it now has a reddish tone. She is brunette and she has worn some dark red before, but now it's even more reddish. Fortunately I can't see I don't like it. The beauty shop also waxes her pussy when she goes there. I prefer it completely bald, but he has chosen a landing strip for her. Again, fortunately I can live with it. At the beginning, he wanted her natural and this was an issue for me, but I am lucky that he has thought otherwise. I think it might turn him on that he sets up the appointment at the beauty shop and she gets waxes for him. They also dye her pubic hair, matching her other hair. 

	He blindfolds her when she is at his house and directs her to prepare him a drink or fetch his cigarettes. She says she loves the sensation of being blind, having to rely on being guided by his deep voice. She never liked to drink (she easily gets tipsy) and definitely disliked strong drinks. She has also never smoked and didn't tolerate the smell. But somehow, he has managed to have her drink whisky and smoke cigars with him! She only does it when she is with him, though. I still can't believe how he has managed that. I mean, she was totally against smoking and could only drink sweet cocktails. He seems to have trained her, always making her nab on his whisky and take a smoke while she was sexually aroused, either masturbating for him. or sitting on top of him on the couch and fucking him. 

	He has taking it slowly though and it has taken him over half a year to get her to this point. He is really in no hurry and I feel that over time he will make her do whatever he wants. The thought of it both turns me on and scares me. This guy is very different to any other lovers she has had. Her other lovers were younger or about her age and it was mostly about the sex (except her first lover, with which she kind of felt in love with). But with Gerardo, it seems as if he has some kind of long-term goal with her. He is making her take baby steps, but it's one after the other. 

	He likes to watch her masturbate, He has bought her a small vibrator in the past. Sometimes he blindfolds her while she masturbates. She says she doesn't know what he is doing during that time. He is supposed to be sitting on the cough, watching her, but he might as well be filming her. It told her, but she doesn't seem to care. She instead responded that he has already taken lots of picture of her, both inside the house as well as outdoors in semi public places. His latest addition has been a dildo with a suction pad. He has made her fuck herself with it, while it was attached on a chair. But before, he made her handcuff herself behind her back! 

	The handcuffs have been an agreement he negotiated in exchange of filming her with her phone while she was blowing him. Isn't my wife sweet? Always thinking of me! That's really one thing I don't like about him, that he has e.g. taken so many pictures of her, but he is not willing that I see them. Now the handcuffs have become a regular in their games. I mean, it's pretty obvious which direction this is going, isn't it? I have enjoyed it in the past when her lovers fucked her hard, being dominant during sex with her. But I sense this is different here. He is slowly turning her into a submissive, I don't have a clue where this is going to end. It's hot, but I also feel so out of control. I love my wife being dominant with me and I understand that he wants her lovers being strong, but Gerardo's strength is of a different type and yet one she seems to lust for. I have asked her where she wants to take it, but she said that she doesn't know, that she is just walking the path, exploring it, enjoying it. 

	He has presented her now to his family and friend as his girlfriend. That has happened at this birthday party. At the office, nobody knows that she is with him, so I was astonished that he would want to present her to his family. She did go with him and slept at his house afterwards. His brother and his wife came to the city for the birthday party and slept at his house. He fucked her and make her moan loudly, I guess to impress them or make the jealous. Apparently she was not moaning loud enough and he pinched her nipples, so that she would scream. Her nipples are quite sensitive and she has never liked it when I applied too much pressure, but she apparently didn't mind that he did it. I asked her why she let him do that and she said that she just wanted to help him and make the family know how good at sex he was. 

	At the party, there was also a friend. He is about the same age as Gerardo. She said he couldn't take his eyes off her. Last week he invited them to his house for a beer and swim in his pool. Gerardo asked her to remove her bikini top, so that she could better sunbath, and she did in front of his friend, showing him her boobs! Her boobs are nice, but natural, and she has always been shy about showing them, but she didn't hesitate when he told her. Afterwards Gerardo applied sun cream all over her body, including her tits, in full view of his friend, who could watch how he was squeezing them. Later in the swimming pool, they were playing in the water and his friend "accidentally" touched her almost everywhere. She said that she was frightened going to his house, because she thought that Gerardo wanted her to fuck his friend. Now, he isn't good looking either, so it's not normally a man she would be attracted to. I asked her if she would have fucked him if Gerardo had asked, and she said she didn't know, but probably yes! I asked her why she would do that, if she was not attracted to him and it also had nothing to do with the business. She responded that she just wants to make Gerardo happy, because he is a good man, he is generous with her, treats her with respect, teaches her things and she thinks he just deserves it. Now, Gerardo did not ask her to fuck his friend. Instead, he asked her to massage him with sun cream, including his feet (apparently he has trained her to deliver nice foot massages). Then he offered his friend to apply sun cream on her. She was sitting topless on top of him, feeling his bulge building up beneath her crotch. Strangely, his friend didn't touch her in any intimate place: no boobs, no pussy. He only rubbed the sun cream on her legs, belly and exposed buttock (the bikini had gotten half into her crack). I asked her if she got excited and she admitted she did. I insisted on how she could get excited if she wasn't attracted to his friend. She said that the situation was exciting and she just wished I could have been there, watching her. 

	The last thing is the birthday present she did for Gerardo: he bought her a one-week holiday trip to Mexico with him. Of course he has taken care afterwards of the costs, but he was very happy that she took that initiative. I don't know yet if she will get one extra week in holidays, because if not, this would be one week less she will be spending with me. But unlike him, I cannot take her to such a beautiful place. My job is currently at risk and we are becoming more dependent on her income. But what concerns me more is what he will be able to do her with a full week, 24 hours a day together. 

	As I said above, I feel excited and concerned at the same time. I don't know how much of it is the natural cuckold angst how much is real concern. For example her booking one week holiday with him, gives me an instant boner (it's not easy for me to admit it, but I had to free myself and say it), but scares me at the same time. 

	With regards to myself and sex with her, I do get to fuck her regularly, but it's always her who dictates when, where and how, and if I am allowed to cum. She has also become more demanding with me eating her out. She asks this of me more and more often, which I love, by the way. We have discussed my concerns and she has listened carefully to me. She says that she will try to improve things for me, getting me more involved, lower my angst. But she also reminded me of her sexual freedom and ordered me to put on my cage, as a reminder of that. So now I am caged once again and only she knows when I will be freed." 

	  

	Wingman Tue Jul 25, 2017 3:02 am 

	"First off, I love your adventure! 

	Second, DO NOT tell Gerardo that you job is at risk, nor tell him if you lose it! Unless he is a truly honorable man, he will take advantage, ask more of Jenna, who might possible be living at his house full time until you are employed again. 

	Third, do you think you would like to speed thing up to where Gerardo is taking your wife? If so, let Gerardo know you're ok with things accelerating, GEMMA HAS YOUR OK, and she is ok with moving faster as well." 

	  

	Serrand Tue Jul 25, 2017 5:24 pm 

	"Of course, I could be all wrong, we all have only a limited view of your affairs here, but it wouldn't surprise me at all, if your wife's boss tries to break you and Gema up and ruin your marriage, at least in the long-term. Probably he won't be successful, but be prepared, that Gerardo will try. I assume you already know this yourself. 

	Do you know, if Gerardo ever belittled you or talked bad about you or towards Gema, has she ever told about something like that? 

	You said you talked about your concerns with wife. Are you able to be a little more precise about what your concerns are? And how Gema reacted to them specifically? What does she particularly to reassure you of her love for you? 

	Well, I wish you and Gema all the best. Hope we don't have to wait for your next updates too long." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Jul 26, 2017 7:11 pm 

	"I think Gema likes the pace just as it is. In fact, that seems to be one thing that she loves about Gerardo. She says that this is because he is a mature man, unlike some other lovers that in the end turned out to be big boys. I don't believe that she would feel good about speeding up things. She just likes to take it slowly, especially in this strange voyage she is having. She is not a submissive who would instantly fell down to her dom's feet. Instead, this seems to be something that needs to evolve step by step and neither she nor me really know where this will stop. She just says she feels good about how Gerardo is handling it (her)." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Jul 26, 2017 7:18 pm 

	"As far as I know, he just prefers to ignore me completely. Unless he needs something from me, like videotaping my wife while she masturbates at home for her. He bought her a big teddy bear and asked her to fret against it every Sunday in anticipation of her meeting him on Monday at work. I have to video tape it with her phone, so that she can later send it to him. I think that if he would talk bad about me, it would just backfire on him. He is smart and he would know. But again, I think he just ignores me for the most part. 

	Well, I gave up trying to be the Alpha in our marriage. It didn't work too well and honestly, we are having great fun since her lovers take this place and I am relieved to being "only" the husband and provider. But with her now earning more money than me, with my job not going all too well, with the way she is earning the money... I think you get it. I feel like am failing her because I am failing being the provider I should be. If I am not able to provide, what's left of me? We have discussed it and she has told me that she doesn't care about the money (neither the one she is earning nor the one I am earning), that she just loves me and I shouldn't believe too much in this pseudo-science about cuckold stuff." 

	  

	yloduck Wed Jul 26, 2017 9:47 pm 

	"Does Gema continue to make visits to Gerardo's client in Barcelona?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Jul 27, 2017 12:55 am 

	"Yes, she does, about once per month approx. She typically goes to the customer's office to work, then they have dinner together and sex and next day she goes again to his office to finish working. Just before she heads to the train station, he typically asks her for a blowjob in his office. Several times, he has asked her to crawl to him, to blow him. 

	In exchange for this ongoing service, she got a company car. I am not sure what would happen if she refused continue seeing this customer, but I guess she would lose the company car." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat Jul 29, 2017 9:22 pm 

	"She had an overnight yesterday and came back home today. She is on holidays now and won't be seeing him until their trip to Mexico. Her boss gave her the dildo and handcuffs to practice at home. He instructed her to put it on a wall or mirror with the suction, and practice deep throating, while her hands are handcuffed behind. 

	It's going to feel weird seeing her doing this for him, but I have to admit, I am excited. He told her that he wanted me to video tape it on my phone and send him the recording every day!" 

	  

	Serrand Mon Jul 31, 2017 3:29 pm 

	"Well, it sounds these are intense times for you. Please, keep us updated as much as you can. Will you be in contact with Gema while she's away in Mexico? 

	Another thing, it's a little bite off topic, but I have to admit I'm curious. I hope it isn't inappropriate to ask how you and Gema actually have met and fallen in love with each other? 

	Existed other suitors for her love and you had "to win" her? 

	It would be great if you could a little about it." 

	  

	Say_Oy Tue Aug 01, 2017 8:04 am 

	"I like how Gerardo is slowly enslaving Gema. Cuffs now... more later. Pinching her nipples so she screams - and her being willing and probably turned on by the torture. (My own sub complains about the pain, but puts up with it and admits it turns her on. Also holds her tit up for me to bite hard.) 

	Have you noticed that he is now more in control when she is NOT with him? She is masturbating and performing tasks for him at home, thinking of him and having orgasms even when not with him... Just the thought of him turns her on and makes her want to cum. He is very talented." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Aug 01, 2017 5:33 pm 

	"In about two weeks. 

	We fell in love when we were in our early twenties. Shame on me, I was still virgin at that time. And she had had only one boyfriend before me. The same party where I won her over (she was single at that time), she had another guy after her. That guy was a gigolo type. He was very successful with girls. He had been a long time after her and even managed to get her into the car with him and kiss her once (nothing more happened). She had just broken up with her boyfriend and this guy was smelling his chance. And so did I. But I won." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Aug 01, 2017 5:35 pm 

	"No doubt he is. Do you understand why I am frightened at times?" 

	  

	yielding william Tue Aug 01, 2017 8:32 pm 

	"I encouraged my wife to fuck her school supervisor. Because it was the first man she had sex with, other than a brief work affair a few months before, that was one of the most exciting for me because it was her first. That lasted until recently and she is now seeing others. All but the first have been white men, which is apparently her preference." 

	  

	Say_Oy Sat Aug 05, 2017 1:18 pm 

	"Yes, I thought you should be concerned early on that he would simply take her from you. However, you pointed out how strong your relationship is with Gema. I also think there is a ray of hope for more participation. They are starting to involve you more, not to service Gerardo in a homosexual way, but to act as servant and enabler - filming your wife is a service to him. If she emphasizes to him that this is not "gay" and is useful to him he may start to develop an appreciation of your service." 

	  

	yielding william Sun Aug 06, 2017 2:45 am 

	"Good points. My wife has suggested that when they're finishing fucking her and about to go home I should suck their cocks. I'm not bi but she thinks I could better understand why she likes doing it if I just tried it once or twice. She added, "You might get addicted." It's crossed my mind." 

	  

	Say_Oy Mon Aug 07, 2017 3:59 am 

	"@yielding william - I don't think you need to actually suck a man to understand what the wife sees in it. Just look at how you feel when you go down on her... and simply imagine what it would be like to suck the bull, the humiliation, that you are giving pleasure to a dominant man. However, I suspect that your wife wants you to do it partly to help further dominate you." 

	  

	Say_Oy Mon Aug 07, 2017 4:14 am 

	"I think that the dynamic between a cuckold and the bull is highly dependent on the bull's willingness to interact with the cuck. However, the cuck also needs to be slightly assertive and make his desires known. If the bull keeps the cuck at a distance but the cuck wants more involvement then you will end up with an unhappy cuck, and tension in the relationship. A good bull will make sure that the cuck is satisfied so that he will encourage the wife to serve the bull. 

	The cuck who wants to be of service and is not being included should realize that sometimes you have to serve without getting credit or rewarded. For some that is enough, knowing that you are facilitating the wife's happiness. For other cucks, the focus is on themselves. Indeed, for some, the wife is just a tool to satisfy their own fantasies. For most, it is a balance - you both have to be getting something out of this (my sub said that!). The challenge is finding that balance, which involves the communication of desires from the cuck to the wife who then has to bring the suggestion to the bull in an acceptable way. The wife is kind of stuck in the middle, trying to satisfy two very different men...." 

	  

	yielding william Mon Aug 07, 2017 10:03 pm 

	"After I had been encouraging my wife to let another man fuck her, her boss at her temporary job was the first. That went on for three months and a few times after. She has since been with a dozen guys and I love it all." 

	  

	MaxCargoMon Aug 14, 2017 8:53 am 

	"Hallo. How were you last days with Gema before she went away on her vacation to Mexico? Did she do something special to make it up to you for leaving you alone for a week, to demonstrate her deep love for you? 

	I'm relatively sure she did, if I translate it correctly she said in one of her blog entries that "she will be forever faithful in her heart to you." 

	I hope I don't sound too impatient, but I really hope we get an update soon." 

	
  

	GemsHubby Mon Aug 28, 2017 12:58 am 

	"She told me that I could do everything with her, whatever I wanted. I have to confess that it turns me on visualizing how Gerardo dominates her and I am somewhat jealous of him. I am always the bottom with my wife. It's ok, I like it this way and I feel better if she takes the decisions and the initiative. It's just that sometimes, I would like to be on the top, just from time to time, to experience it. So I took advantage of her offer and tied her up with Gerardo's handcuffs. I could even have her ass! I have never had her anally. This is something she reserves for her bulls. I am mostly supportive, but... this was my chance! However, at some point of time, I stopped. Suddenly it didn't feel right dominating her. I stopped before taken her ass. It was my chance, I wanted it, but it wasn't right. I told her that it wasn't working and asked her to dominate me instead. She donned her strap-on and took me instead and I loved it. It felt sweet and calm. I guess I have a bit of a switch, but it seems I am mostly submissive in nature." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Aug 28, 2017 1:26 am 

	"Interesting and troubling things have happened during her trip to Mexico with Gerardo. As we all expected, it has been quite intense, but believe she didn't expect it to be it from the very beginning. Beware spoiler alert! If you are following my wife's blog, you probably shouldn't continue reading this post. She hasn't told yet most of it, but I am sure she will over time. She has told me of course, and I feel I need to write it down to process it. 

	Just an example: he made her travel without suitcase. She did pack quite a big one (women!) and she went with it to the airport. But he had some friend there to help with the suitcases. When they arrived to the check-in, his friend and her suitcase were gone. He told her that she wouldn't need it with him. 

	She also bought some very nice boots especially for him and she was wearing them in the plane. But at the first trip to the beach, he made her abandon them in the sand. Kind of starting over without unnecessary baggage. Of course he bought her afterwards new boots and clothes, all to his liking. She came back home with a new big suitcase full of things. 

	And then the strange thing occurred: while she was becoming more and more submissive, she suddenly told him over dinner that she wanted to fuck one of his employees. He is a cocky one and always flirts with me wife. She says she isn't sure why she mentioned this to him. Maybe she wanted to rebel. She told him that she would love to be the boss of this guy and she would seduce him into doing nasty things for her. As you can see, my wife is a switch. She loves dominating me, but is mostly submissive with her lovers. Now, bringing another man in to dominate him is a new thing. Maybe she is trying to reaffirm herself and balance out her submissiveness towards her boss. 

	Anyway, this lead to a discussion, or as she states it, negotiation, and Gerardo agreed on restructuring some departments and put her on charge. It's a promotion. But it comes at some costs (and also some other benefits I am not going to list here right now). He wants her to have more overnights at his house. And he wants her to have her once a month for almost a week (several consecutive days). But that's not all. He wants her to show commitment by accepting to undergo a boobjob! She is smart and asked him to show commitment himself by including a golden parachute clause in her contract. 

	The boob job... the idea is breath taking. Since her motherhood, she has always been very self-conscious about her boobs. They are ok, natural and having lived all the stress of lactation. I have been encouraging her from time to time to get a boob job. I imagine her very sexy with new boobs. She is very attractive, but she could be so much more.... She has always turned me down on this and I don't reproach it. Her tits are nice the way they are, she doesn't need plastic ones, she doesn't need the risk of a complication. I haven't insisted, I have just teased her from time to time, trying to open her up to the possibility, even just as a thought experiment. But she has always categorically refused. And now... she is considering it. Because HE told her. Isn't that going too far? I mean, it's hot, it's something I wanted, but it's HIM. 

	He has given her some free time to think about it and we are discussing it. She doesn't need my approval. First, she takes the decisions and that's ok. Second, it's her body. But it's something that affects us both and we are both thinking about it together. I am quite a mess. I don't know what to tell her. Should I encourage her? Forbid it because its HIM and it's creating an even bigger attachment? Should I be neutral, step back and let her make the decision? The latter is the least complicated for me and fits into my submissive nature. I am tempted to just do that, but then I think that I should also protect her and that this is probably going too far. Is it? 

	  

	Zone Mon Aug 28, 2017 7:34 am 

	"Yes. It is." 

	  

	Say_Oy Mon Aug 28, 2017 9:26 am 

	"Gema needs to explain to Gerardo that if she gets a boob job with silicone inserts he won't be able to slap them, at least not hard. I'm not sure if he likes that, so far he seems to be content with pinching nipples. Also, I'm just going with experience / input from one friend that had very large implants. She looked great but could not stand / was scared of rough treatment due to fear of damage to the implants. 

	Submissives modifying their body for their Dom is not unusual. Some accept tattoos, scarring, piercings. The friend I mentioned had the implants done at the request of her Dom. She also lost a lot of weight and had a lot of belly skin removed. Looked great with a scar like a string bikini. Then they split when he got other subs - a girl wants attention. 

	In a way, Gema getting a promotion - supervising others - is a great move on her part. 

	As part of this maybe she can negotiate you being more involved when she is at Gerardo's house for a long period. Maybe you can act as butler? 

	I am wondering who the "friends" that show up at airports to dispose of suitecases, etc. are. Are they hired help or are they other submissives? Or other cuckolds?" 

	  

	MaxCargo Mon Aug 28, 2017 9:33 am 

	"Wow, first thank you for the update. I agree there are some exciting but also concerning developments. 

	You ask if this all probably going too far? Well, of course, I don't know every detail of your situation, but I would tend to say yes this is going probably too far. As exciting and tempting this all sounds maybe this going in a direction, which is not necessarily healthy for your marriage. I think it's not the time for you to step back and simply let Gema decide. You should do it together. I hope you clearly voice your concerns about this all to Gema. 

	From my point of view, it's quite obvious that Gerardo wants a permanent stack of Gema. Not only of her body, but also of her mind and more important her heart. That's probably why he wants her to spent a complete week with him. I would be very, very reluctant about that. To spend an overnight once maybe even twice a week, ok, but a complete week, and I bet Gerardo doesn't want Gema to have any form of contact with you during that time, that would be way too much, in my opinion. 

	About the boobjob, yes, this fuels many male fantasies, I completely understand (If Gema getting one please don't go overboard with the size). But it would probably let to further obligation on Gema's side towards Gerardo, if he's paying for it. 

	I know, you have told that your job situation is difficult. It's probably a "crazy" idea of me, but if Gema should decide to go for a boobjob is it economical possible for you to pay at least half of it? I mean to balance things out with Gerardo. 

	However, of course, the decision is only up to you and Gema. But don't do it in haste, but you certainly know this yourself. No matter what you do I wish you the very best. 

	I hope I don't sound too demanding but please don't let us wait too long for your next updates. 

	Take care." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Aug 28, 2017 10:49 am 

	"Thanks as always for your wise advice. I don't think she would want him to slap her tits anyway. She is submissive to him, but she doesn't like pain. I don't think it would ever happen, regardless of if her tits were natural or had implants. 

	The airport friend? I have no clue. I don't think he is a submissive. Gerardo doesn't strike me like having male submissives. My guess he was either a friend or someone he paid for it, or maybe both. 

	Damn! I just read your last words. I had totally overlooked them! You think it could be another cuckold? Like if he has a hotwife harem with cuckold husbands who are submissive to him. You are such a scary creature! I don't know, but I think Gema is the only one he is seeing. But maybe I am wrong. He keeps surprising me." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Aug 28, 2017 11:06 am 

	"I don't know if he wants her heart, but I am sure he wants her soul. 

	Yes, he is paying for it. 

	It's a good idea. We do have some savings we could use. 

	She said that if we decided to go for the boobjob, it would be him deciding the size. That was one of his conditions. She said that he wanted this as a proof of trust in him. That's scary. What if he wants balloon-sized tits? I like them rather medium to small. I love them firm, but they should look natural. There is a saying here in Spain: if it doesn't fit into your hand, than it's not a tit, it's an udder. If it does fit, then it's not a tit, it's a grain. Size is different. Not too small, not too big. I have no clue if he likes them big. I guess not, because otherwise he wouldn't have "hired" my wife. But even he likes them medium, he might just want to go for big, to prove his power over her. Damn! Scary! I know, doctors wouldn't just put her an implant she hasn't agreed on. That's not realistic. That probably works on TV or in books, but not in real live. But I also know that if my wife gives her word, she keeps her promise. If she tells him that she will accept that he decides the size, chances are very high that she will go with it, regardless of his choice. She has always been this way, keeping her promises. But with Gerardo, that also adds to her submissiveness. So that's a matter I can't trust her about, because I don't trust HIM." 

	  

	MaxCargo Mon Aug 28, 2017 6:03 pm 

	"Therefore, I strongly recommend to you, if you have the savings, you should insist to pay half of it, to have a say about it. I think you also should make this clear to Gema that this is non-negotiable, if she really decides to have a boobjob. You're right, it's her body, but this all affects you as well. Certainly way more than Gerardo. 

	I know, you're comfortable with Gema making the decisions, but no matter what, if she's saying she trusts Gerardo, in this case, if she really goes for a boobjob, you have to step in, this matter is far too serious. 

	To be blunt, to hell with Gerardo's condition he wants to dictate the boobsize and probably other things as well. You all should agree. Again, you should insist on this. If Gerardo doesn't want to agree to these terms, the surgery or at least any involvement of him in this case should be off the table. 

	Another issue I already ask you earlier about. What do think about Gema spending even more time with Gerardo? I would assume this is even more important than a possible boobjob? 

	Please excuse me, if I got a little bite emotional. I hope I'm not too intrusive, but I feel occasionally a little concerned about you. 

	Please keep updated soon." 

	  

	BJohn56 Tue Aug 29, 2017 12:16 am 

	"Sorry, but I think this whole situation has become a little ridiculous. At first, I thought you had exactly what you wanted, and that Gema was doing a masterful job of keeping the men in her life happy. But as this has proceeded, I don't think that's the case after all... or at least not anymore. He wants her to get a boob job? Seriously? And Gema has so little self-esteem that she would consider this? If nothing else, I would think that the idea that Gerardo wants this shows it's not Gema that he cares about at all, but the idea of Gema, the fact that she's his whore, to do with as he pleases, and as his money dictates. And to say it is a matter of trust is a joke. It's a matter of control, pure and simple. And Gema has already shown him that she's obviously for sale, the price is the only thing that's actually negotiable. I've attempted talking with her on her blog several times, trying to get a read on what the situation truly is, because I'm concerned for you as well, Daniel. But she dodges the questions she doesn't want to answer every time because she KNOWS the answers and is afraid you'll discover the truth if you check her blog and she admits as much there. or maybe it's simply because she doesn't want to admit the truth to herself, I don't know. But the fact is that you're slowly but surely losing her, Daniel. Losing her. She's your wife, not Gerado's, yet what you really think doesn't appear to matter to her as much as what she wants, which is determined by what her boss/master/pimp wants. And surprise, surprise, if she accepts this surgery, then she will also need to spend yet more time with Gerardo and less with her husband. Time spent in luxurious locations, in pimping her out on business deals, in letting her fuck other men at his whim and pleasure, when he decides to, all very exciting I'm sure. She doesn't have to think at all, just do as she's told, and pretend it's a negotiation because that's the game he has her playing. Letting her think she has a say in things when she truly doesn't. More like she does what he wants and he pretends to make little concessions so that she'll think she maybe still has some semblance of control but doesn't. She's long since embraced this whole situation, and I can even see a mock wedding or binding of some sort shortly down the road, where he cuts the nuisance husband even further out of the picture. It was her idea to give Gerard a week away with her, no? Was that something she discussed with you so as if you had any real input in the decision? She wanted to do it, and so made pretense of giving her poor husband one single night where he could have her how he wanted as some kind of sham compensation, so he wouldn't give her a hard time about it or actually, maybe, grow a set of balls and simply tell her... no. No. NO. 

	Look, I understand that having a hotwife is an exciting lifestyle or I wouldn't be on this forum, but as I pointed out to her, she's no longer really a hotwife at all, she's simply Gerardo's whore now, and it makes life a lot easier to not have to scratch out a living like the rest of us anymore, with a golden parachute in her boss to pay her way and ask nothing of her but her body and soul in return. I asked her on more than one occasion what would she do if you, her husband, said enough was enough, and she avoided having to answer that every time, which of course, is an answer in itself. She will not give Gerardo or the lifestyle he provides, or the fascination of being his whore, up, period. Not even for you, it seems. or, if there's any hope to be had, maybe she would if you said no, and gave her a "you or him" ultimatum as a choice, but she didn't want to admit it on her blog as you might see it and realize you still had a chance to save your marriage, I don't know. 

	It's long since moved beyond the hotwife lifestyle in my opinion. In the lifestyle, this is all done as something that both partners agree to, that turns them both on, and that actually enhances their love life. When's the last time you felt like you could even get laid by your own wife with any kind of certainty? The night of the compensation for her week away? Gerardo has turned you, her husband, into nothing more than a prop for his fantasies of controlling your wife as he so wishes. You even film her for him. However he wants. Whatever he wants you're compelled to do for Gema. Obviously, I'm not there to see all the interactions between you and your wife, or your wife and Gerardo, so I can only base my opinion on what you both give us in your own words here and on her blog. And on my gut feeling from having read so much of what other couples in the lifestyle have experienced and/or gone through in their own journeys. But I honestly worry about you both. Gema, in that, unless she's something other than a good-hearted person and is actually just manipulating you as much as Gerardo manipulates her, she's going to lose the love of her life and herself if she continues all this much further. And I worry for you that out of love for her and playing the slave/cuckold you'll lose your marriage and your wife to this old fart who enjoys you both like playthings or toys, and that even if you keep your marriage intact it'll be nothing but in name only, as Gema/Gerardo keep you as her pet, like a good dog, or fancy bird in a cage, simply for their amusement. 

	Anyway, I want you to know that I don't say all this in judgement of either you or Gema, because I respect your rights to live in any kind of lifestyle or arrangement you both wish naturally. I say it more as in a warning of what it seems like is already happening in hopes that you may still be able to see this relationship she's gotten herself into for what it is. And that maybe she'll see it as well, unless she already knows it for what it is and simply prefers it over your marriage without the money, master/pimp, car, and exotic trips. But mainly that maybe you still can put your foot down, at least take back some bit of control, and stop the obvious downward spiral into what may end unhappily in the near future. 

	I truly wish you both luck. I think Gema is a good woman who has maybe gotten herself into something so completely, that she no longer can seem to see the forest for the trees and may end up losing what matters most, her own love in you, and for her marriage. And if that ends up happening, all the love and support from you may not be able to help her if she falls into the abyss too deeply. But whatever happens, I truly hope you both find happiness in whatever choices you make, or don't make. I just wanted to say my long piece here, because, for me, it's like seeing a car wreck or something, and only wishing I could've said something to help forestall it. And now I have." 

	  

	Serrand Tue Aug 29, 2017 1:34 am 

	"Well, I don't see everything as negative as the previous commentator, but he has some valid points. 

	I can't imagine that Gema really would go against your wishes, the wishes of the man she deeply loves without a doubt, if you would clearly formulate them to her. But I think that's exactly your problem. At least, you have the impression that you're so damn passive about everything. But like another one already said this not the time to stay submissive. You should be more dominant and in control of the situation. 

	You should be extremely suspicious about Gerardo's motives. He seems to a scheming old varmint. 

	Most important, you shouldn't agree, under no circumstances, that Gema starts spending a whole week with Gerardo every month. From there on Gerado would surely soon start demanding more and more time from Gema until she spends most of the time with him. So beware of the beginning. 

	It also wouldn't surprise if he would try to cut off your sex life with Gema. 

	Maybe I'm painting Gerardo in a too negative way, but please be very careful about him and his actions. 

	Oh, I also agree the suggestion that you at least pay of half have the boobjob, if Gema decides to have one, I think this quite a sensible idea. 

	Please, keep us updated." 

	  

	Say_Oy Tue Aug 29, 2017 6:55 am 

	"A marriage that works well. The only problem is that she's out of her mind and he's forgotten to stop her." From Gema's log. Is she trying to tell us/you something? 

	Sometimes you negotiate and have to refuse the deal. Or add conditions on your side. 

	How badly does she want to fuck that co-worker? - and why when she is smitten by Gerardo? - and why is he so supportive about letting her do it? Something important is missing from the picture... 

	I think that if Gema wants to take the deal she needs to add a condition - you have to be able to be able to come with her to the house and somehow participate when she is there for the full week. Gerardo does not have to play with you, enjoy watching your misery in denial while he has your wife - but Gema needs to touch base/connect with you in some way. She really needs to make it clear that she can be his, but you will always be hers. Maybe she can equate it to having a pet that has to come with her.... :) 

	Side item - if your job is in danger - should you be looking elsewhere? Or consider a career switch and learning a new skill while you are still employed? (What field do you work in?) Maybe you should blog in a place that pays you if you have enough followers?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Aug 29, 2017 7:27 pm 

	"Yes, that she is fucking with my mind, driving me crazy! If I protest too much, I get punished and reminded that she takes the decisions. If I don't insist, she teases me saying that I am letting her take the wrong decision. Do I need to stop her? Or should I rather encourage her? Of course I will voice my concerns and in fact, she listens and considers them. That's not the question here. It's going beyond voicing concerns, insisting too much, which she doesn't allow (because we have agreed on this lifestyle and I am mostly very happy with her taking the lead). Again, she is just trying to drive me nuts! 

	I think she could perfectly live without fucking him. I think there are several things here: one, she seems wanting to be rebellious here, trying to gain some space in Gerardo's dominion of her, maybe making it a bit more difficult for him to submit her. I am not sure how much it is about rebelling against him, or to be more precise, against her own desires of submission. I am not sure how much this is about boycotting or hindering the situation and how much it is just about playing with Gerardo and fucking his mind, just as she does with me. But I am pretty sure it mostly isn't about having sex with her co-worker. He is rather a tool for something she feels she needs to do, even though herself is unable to rationalize why and with which goal. And then it's also maybe about making me happy, showing me that she is not totally focused on Gerardo and that she is still a free hotwife. And finally, I have the feeling that she will mind-fuck this poor guy. She mentioned something about trying to "twist" him. I am not sure what this means exactly, but I am pretty sure that he will get some kind of surprise. Maybe she just gets off with the thought of dominating an employee, just as Gerardo dominates her. Maybe it is a way of balancing something out. She is a switch after all (she submits to him and dominates me, that's clearly a switch to me). Maybe she needs both sides to be balanced. 

	Crazy bitch of a wife I have... That's not the woman I married... but it's the woman that I love even more. I wouldn't have dared to marry her if she were that way, but I do enjoy seeing her transformation. It keeps things being interesting. 

	Well, she is rather submissive with her lovers or bulls, since the first one - Silvestre - she had. But it's not easy to find a truly dominant bull. It's not even easy to find a bull. Most men, at least here in Spain, are driven aback when they learn that I am aware and supportive. And those who claim are dominant, they are either really not or are immature assholes. And that's what she likes from Gerardo, that he has a long-term vision, that he is slow, builds it up at her pace, that he mind fucks her rather than just having rough sex. And she does get off on feeling a bit whorish and being paid for the service. Being paid is also a way for her having an excuse for doing certain things. It's like she is saying that she isn't doing it because she wants it, not even because she is submissive, but because it's a deal and she has a commitment towards the "business" (I don't mean the company's business, but rather her business with him). 

	I don't know. But could he really stop her from doing it anyway? Maybe he is smart and knows when to take a step back, instead of trying to test his authority over her and end up losing. Or maybe he is enthralled because she dared to propose it and thinks it's gonna be fun watching. Or he thinks that she will get bored with this coworker soon and he will only be a momentary nuisance. Or maybe he has a plan to team up with the coworker and plan to come back together strong on her. Or maybe he plans on using this situation to gain a leverage on both of them, maybe he has certain, hideous plans for him as well. This guy IS very smart. It could be any possibility. You see why though it mostly excites me what my wife does, I am scared at times? 

	That's devious! You could be Gerardo's sensei... You are a scary guy as well! Having said this, the idea is indeed appealing to me. It's just a pity that she doesn't read this forum. She is quickly improving her English, but this would probably too much text for her. And although she knows that I write on OHW, I want to keep this a bit private. But still, if she would read this and come up with the idea... I just don't want to suggest it myself. I am submissive, but I have my limits. It's not the same being "forced" to do something humiliating than coming up yourself with the idea. The latter is harder and much less fun. Maybe someone could suggest it to her....? 

	I work in IT. That's not bad, now that the economy seems to be growing again. I am not a techie, I am more of a project manager and I am good in what I do. I don't want to leave the company myself, because I have been working since many years here and the way employment protection laws work in Spain, they will have to give me a substantial amount of money if they fire me. So I am kind of trapped: If I leave, I lose the money they would give me. If I stay and get fired (not sure if this will happen), then it will be more difficult for me to find another job, than switching before it happens. 

	What do you mean with this? Blog our story and make money out of it? She has written a book and is finishing the second volume. It's on Amazon. It's more of a hobby to her than something professional. It doesn't make enough money to pay e.g. the monthly electricity bill. Maybe I should translate it to English. I am not sure if my skills are sufficiently good, but I could try. Maybe if they fire me and I have enough spare time..." 

	  

	Samanthasman Tue Aug 29, 2017 8:15 pm 

	"The greatest investing in my life was my wife's boobs!!!! Go for it!!!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Aug 30, 2017 1:31 am 

	"Should I pay half or should I let Gerardo have the pleasure of paying and me reaping the rewards afterwards?" 

	  

	Ky_Da Wed Aug 30, 2017 1:34 am 

	"Wow... I mean Wow! I just finished reading through this thread and I've got to say, I loved it. If I were in your place, I would be terrified by how far this has gone. Don't misunderstand me, what you and your wife are doing is something I fantasize about all the time. I would love my wife to be doing a lot of things your wife is doing. The Tumblr account is genius! Imagining my wife as a corporate whore, pimped out to clients and selected management - damn that thought is amazing. But I doubt I could handle things as well as you have. I'd be terrified all the time I was losing her, then again, that's always part of the thrill. This post has been inspiring, and given me and my wife a lot to talk about. 

	I have to confess, though. I just can't get to a place where eating cream pies seems like a good idea. I suppose I'm a little hypocritical because I love it when my wife holds cum in her mouth and swallows it. But the thought of doing it myself I find repulsive. I know my wife likes the idea of coming home and sitting on my face with a fresh cream pie, but right now that's one of my hard limits. I don't know how you do it. 

	Thanks for taking time to write. I'll be following this thread for as long as it continues." 

	  

	wingman Wed Aug 30, 2017 4:34 am 

	"If he pays, or you split it, don't let him pick something too big. That IS going too far!!! Gema should take his input, and yours, then pick the size. If he does not agree to this, don't do it." 

	  

	Ky_Da Wed Aug 30, 2017 4:42 am 

	"Wingman is totally right. But admit it. You want him to pick and then for your submissive little wife to come home with massive tits. Fun to think about." 

	  

	elina Wed Aug 30, 2017 5:59 am 

	"Let Gerardo pay! 

	Even if you pay half, your Wife will still feel the same obligation to him. If you insist on paying half, you will sort of pretend to be equal to Gerardo. Just face it, Your Wife is submissive to Gerardo, you are submissive to your Wife." 

	  

	Say_Oy Wed Aug 30, 2017 6:39 am 

	"Some Blog sites show advertising and if you have enough viewers will pay you a small % of what the ad revenue brings. YouTube is an example. I really don't know which ones but at least that is what I heard. You can also set up a web page with links and if people click on those.... or click and buy... you get a tiny bit. 

	From what I can tell Gema writes quite well so it may be her that could move the Gema tumbler thread to a blog with pay per click ads. 

	IT security is a good place to be lately.... real shortage of people and everyone at Corporate is scared." 

	  

	Samanthasman Wed Aug 30, 2017 7:55 am 

	"Hummm... if he wants to foot the bill I suppose I'd let him. Sounds like she be more willing to accept them from him - he is her dom. If you get involved, it might slow things down." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Aug 30, 2017 10:29 am 

	"Training and being eager to please her and to share with her what she is experiencing. It IS disgusting. But it is kinky as well. I can't do it on my own, I need to be "forced"." 

	  

	MaxCargo Wed Aug 30, 2017 10:29 am 

	"Well, you know where I stand on this, as I was pretty vocal about it ;) 

	But seriously, put this "submissive/dominant-fetish" and all the other stuff about this aside for moment. This would be quite an inversive surgery for Gema. It's not a game you could forget a second later. Please, think rationally, I can't imagine you want a third party like Gerardo to determine the condition on such a far-reaching surgical procedure. 

	You're the married and loving couple, you two should have the final say about everything regarding this. Therefore, to not leave any doubts, I would really like to request you at least to split the cost of a boobjob. 

	Btw. you wouldn't be the only one reaping the rewards afterwards. Gerardo would too, so he shouldn't be complaining about anything." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Aug 30, 2017 10:47 am 

	"No, no, not at all! I hate massive plastic tits. But I would probably go one or two steps bigger than what she probably has in mind. She would like something very natural looking. I think it doesn't matter if it is obvious they are fake: no matter how you try, it will be obvious anyway, so why not be proud of it? In fact, it would be even better to let men know that she is sexy and she knows it... But not bimbo style, please." 

	  

	yielding william Wed Aug 30, 2017 10:57 am 

	"My wife's first experience was with a boss she was temporarily assigned to for four months. It began just a couple of weeks after they began working together and lasted only two weeks after she transferred. The likelihood of losing a wife to her boss is slim. She most likely isn't his first employee he's been inside and won't be the last. 

	I wouldn't worry about it unless she begins giving indications of a deep attachment beyond the temporary feelings a woman gets at the moments she's being fucked. When another guy's dick is inside her, it's common for a wife to feel she's in love with the other man but that flaming emotion isn't lasting." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Aug 30, 2017 11:18 am 

	"I wouldn't say she loves him. Definitely not. But she has developed some kind of bonding with him. It's probably due to her submissive feelings towards him. It's a strong affection, but not love. I don't think she would want to replace me as a husband with him. But I do see how he is becoming more important in her life. And she is not about short-term relationships either, she is thinking long-term with him. That's ok, I honestly prefer as well as a more stable relationship than switching the lover every few months." 

	  

	HowardRoarke Wed Aug 30, 2017 4:02 pm 

	"Him becoming more important to her shouldn't be an issue. That's part of the progression, especially with Dom/sub relationships. Also agree that he doesn't seem interested in replacing you in your role as her husband. 

	Her actions frequently seem to be more in line with an attempt at replacing you in her affections, though. The gradual molding of her, his refusal to include you in any meaningful way, breaking her down on this recent trip to Mexico. It all seems pretty strategic. 

	Ask other Doms. He's "grooming" her. Or at least he's trying to. 

	So, "more important"? No problem. 

	"More important than you"? Problem. 

	Find a way to pay for her boobjob yourself. He gets to enjoy them as a "thank you" for helping convince her to get the procedure. That ought to be the extent of her "indebtedness" and "commitment" to him. 

	Good luck. And I really enjoy your wife's writing." 

	  

	Samanthasman Wed Aug 30, 2017 4:58 pm 

	"Reading this whole diatribe honestly got me a little hot. 

	"...she is his whore...pimping her out...submissive...", ummm, yeah, that's the whole point! That's all really hot. Is she getting lost is this? Probably, who would not? Is he getting lost is this? Ummm, yeah, what cuck would not. It's an ultra hot scenario. 

	We don't really know these people. The hubby knows his wife better than we do. A wealthy dom buying his sub tits? Ummm, yeah, that's how it works." 

	  

	Zone Thu Aug 31, 2017 7:10 am 

	"It has become clear to at least one commentator here--BJohn56--that Gema has allowed herself to become a prostitute. I agree. And a rather cheap one at that. She fucks Gerardo for a few bucks raise in salary and a company car. She fucks Gerardo's clients for a small bonus, and now she has wangled a small promotion so she can supervise an employee she wants to fuck. 

	She is considering allowing her boss to spend more overnights with her, but that is not enough. Now he wants her for a whole week every month. 

	That, my friend, is the very definition of prostitution. 

	Now I'm not getting all moralistic here. If she wants to be a whore that is her prerogative. I'm just saying that since she already is one and is apparently comfortable with it, she could do a LOT better financially setting herself up as a high-class call girl--for example $1,000-1,500 USD for a two-hour fuck. She could also establish herself as a submissive whore and earn an additional few hundred dollars a night. 

	The sky is the limit if she just gets herself out from under that cheap pig who is paying her peanuts for what she is worth." 

	  

	Zone Thu Aug 31, 2017 7:15 am 

	"It has become clear to at least one commentator here--BJohn56--that Gema has allowed herself to become a prostitute. I agree. And a rather cheap one at that. She fucks Gerardo for a few bucks raise in salary and a company car. She fucks Gerardo's clients for a small bonus, and now she has wangled a small promotion so she can supervise an employee she wants to fuck. 

	She is considering allowing her boss to spend more overnights with her, but that is not enough. Now he wants her for a whole week every month. 

	That, my friend, is the very definition of prostitution. 

	Now I'm not getting all moralistic here. If she wants to be a whore that is her prerogative. I'm just saying that since she already is one and is apparently comfortable with it, she could do a LOT better financially setting herself up as a high-class call girl--for example $1,000-1,500 USD for a two-hour fuck. She could also establish herself as a submissive whore and earn an additional few hundred dollars a night. 

	The sky is the limit if she just gets herself out from under that cheap pig who is paying her peanuts for what she is worth." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Aug 31, 2017 1:56 pm 

	"Well, prostitution is an ample concept. Being paid for sex? Yes, she is a prostitute. But she doesn't work the streets. She is not a high class escort, having to deal with multiple men, often with new men too. She's only had paid sex with Gerardo and this Barcelona customer. It doesn't make her less a whore if you want to see it this way. But it's not the same as being a true professional with an open service. It's for sure less profitable, but it's not (just) about the money. She rather sees herself as a sugar girl, as she has recently stated in her blog. Again, a sugar girl is a prostitute, but there are big differences. 

	An about establishing herself as a submissive whore, that wouldn't work at all for her. She is submissive to Gerardo, but the level is not comparable with what would be expected from a submissive. He hasn't even spanked her (yet) (as far as I know). 

	I think you are taking things to the extreme here. I am not offended, I just wanted to clarify." 

	  

	Samanthasman Thu Aug 31, 2017 2:58 pm 

	"Anyone that calls her a prostitute, is a moron, that clearly does not understand the lifestyle (and probably should find some other place to go). She is a sugar baby, but mostly she is fulfilling everyone's fantasies: her husband, her boss, her own!!! Hell, through her blog she is even fulfilling my fantasy and my wife's!!! A prostitute is not fulfilling anyone's fantasies other than her customer's. 

	It's sad to me that after someone posts on here for a while, they tend to start to attract haters that say stupid and sometimes hurtful things. People should think before they post, else all the really great threads, like this one, eventually go away." 

	  

	Mari55 Thu Aug 31, 2017 4:35 pm 

	"@Samanthasman, please tone down. In the last few months you've become a lot more "upfront" with your views in your posts to the point that I believe that it's becoming hard to have a discussion with you. Even if you disagree with the previous poster, you did not need to use words that turn your post into a personal attack. You're a CEO of a company, right? A very intelligent and successful person, no? I am sure you can word your views better. 

	People wrote their opinion and the OP was candid enough to offer his answer, disagreeing. What that has anything to do you? Oh, I know, the irony. What that has anything to do with me? Well, I don't like to read personal attacks mixed with the actual discussion and account progression. 

	BJohn56 voiced his opinion from a long time, Gemma's blog reader POV. It reeks of frustration and should be read with that in mind, IMHO. I don't quite disagree with Zona's POV either. Nevertheless, GemsHubby voiced his own POV about the sex worker issue and he knows Gemma better than we all can ever know. To me that puts an end to the discussion, at least until new developments arise." 

	  

	Samanthasman Fri Sep 01, 2017 3:49 am 

	"On the contrary, I am defending the OP and not attacking them. Re-reading my comments, I have to admit, my point was made pretty well.  

	My comment was not specifically directed towards an individual, but instead designed to illustrate this as a potential example of a broader problem. To repeat, I have witnessed numerous threads essentially end because the OP gets tired of dealing with haters. I've ended my own threads simply because I was tired a dealing with haters. My wife ended her thread because she got tired of dealing with haters. It feels like most of the ladies on this site have stopped posting because of a small number of people, that I broadly refer to as haters, posting a diatribe of attacks in one form or another. The truth is that the most interesting threads are often the ones that push the boundaries, etc. These also tend to attract the most negative feedback." 

	  

	Ky_Da Fri Sep 01, 2017 4:26 am 

	"The challenge with this lifestyle is that it's naturally conducive to push the boundaries. What feels taboo, crazy intense and thrilling one day, quickly feels mundane and ordinary the next. We're always thinking and looking for that thing that will take it to the next level. My wife and I are already talking about how we want to escalate our experience, and I plan to write about it when it happens. And I already know it's just a matter of time before certain people are posting and telling me I'm being an idiot and I'm going to lose everything, and all the while they'll say they're only saying it because they care. And hey, maybe they do, and they might make some good points I need to think about. But in the end I'll be making my own decisions. Nevertheless, when all you get are those types of negative comments, as "well intentioned" as they may be, it saps my motivation to write about it and share." 

	  

	elina Fri Sep 01, 2017 4:43 am 

	"Thanks Samanthasman. I agree with your points, although I personally prefer to think of what you call "haters" as the "The moral majority". 

	As numerous persons have stated before, this section is called the "cuckold forum". It is intended to be a forum where the Ladies make decisions, are free to fuck and submit to whoever they want to, while the husband-cuckold frequently discovers that he actually likes to submit to Her decisions, likes to demonstrate his devotion to Her by encouraging Her and sharing Her joy of Her sexual freedom and how She decides to exploit this. 

	This will take many varieties and not all people will agree or will be able to place themselves in the position of the sometimes "humiliated-beyond-what-most-people-would-like" cuckold. But this section is not for most-people. This section is for those interested in sharing experiences in various degrees of cuckolding. So please allow those of us that do find this fascinating and wants to openly share the experiences and emotions this generates in us cuckolds or wanna-be cuckolds a place where we can interact without being subjected to attempts to cure us or put us right." 

	  

	Samanthasman Fri Sep 01, 2017 8:54 am 

	"You state your points well. Haters... moral majority... moral minority... whatever... It takes courage to post your story on here - especially if your story is pushing boundaries. Many people that do publish their stories have made the big boy decisions that this is what they are going to do. Some just want to share their stories, while others may want advice. 

	Sadly, there are a handful of posters that pound on, judge, criticize, harass, and taunt any OP that they judge to be doing something they disagree with. Yes, it's a free forum and anyone can say anything... but please be civil. If you are asked to leave a thread by the OP, you should leave. If the OP specifically states they don't want advice, don't give it. If someone is posting on a cuckold forum, don't judge them for being cuckolded. These are reasonable rules of discourse. I hope more people consider this so that we maintain an environment where people share their stories." 

	  

	cuckoldfan Fri Sep 01, 2017 9:23 am 

	"I have read the whole story and it is very confusing. It is without a doubt an extreme over the top situation. But all else being said none of us are Gemshubbie and we can't live his life or her life for them. I have no respect for Gerado in the least but that is just me." 

	  

	Mari55 Fri Sep 01, 2017 10:05 am 

	"Sigh. I didn't want it but I may have opened a door into the past and hijacked the thread. I'm sorry Gemshubby. Samanthasman is pretty much bringing back the thematic of the old and ugly " Churchladies thread" and I don't want to go there. I simply wanted civil discussion but I don't have any say in what peoples' write. 

	I will just share this "churchlady" approach if I'm allowed. Once OP motives, wants and needs become known, there's no point in offering advice or voicing feelings of worry. People here are adults capable of making their own decisions. Even if I don't like those decisions and feel disappointed with the poster who claims to have made them, that really doesn't matter. It's their life, a life that has nothing to do with me. To try influence posters of accounts then becomes a very selfish and toxic action that should be avoided at all costs. That's why I tend to stay silent while I still keep an eye on the account, like this one from Gemshubby. 

	PS1: Just to add a pinch of salt: substitute "cheerleader" for "churchlady" in the second paragraph and make your own conclusion about the validity of my argument. 

	PS2: I don't want to add anything more to the topic and revisit the old thread because no matter what I or others write, people will always write what they want- especially if they are new and don't know nor agree with any unwritten informal rules." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Sep 01, 2017 10:37 am 

	"These were exactly my thoughts when I doubted whether I should place this thread in the hotwife or the cuckold section. The differences initially were not clear to me, oftentimes they are subtle. But I placed it in the right place for a good reason: she takes the decisions and I don't have to always agree with them. In the overall I am happy, otherwise we would break up, but that doesn't make the individual decisions she takes less... hmm... troubling. But I guess this is what you get when you first create a hotwife and then push her to take her own decisions freely: you end up being married to a lovely, seductive and troubling cuckoldress." 

	  

	BJohn56 Sat Sep 02, 2017 2:07 pm 

	"I would like to extend my apologies to Daniel, first and foremost, and to the rest of the posters and followers here on this thread... the last few posts have made me realize exactly where I am here, on the cuckold forum, not the Hotties section where I usually am. (gotta love getting to see the ladies) While I love the idea of sharing my girl, it's sharing, yes, not giving her away in the extreme cuckold sense that some guys seem to really enjoy. I tend to check out the other forums here from time to time and Daniel's story kind of sucked me in. I thought he really was worried and upset from the way he sounded, like I would be if my wife had gone as far as Gema has with Gerardo, but I know now, from his own words, that that's not the case. He's enjoying it all just as it is and would even like it more extreme if anything. But I didn't realize that until the last couple of posts. My opinion in my previous post was based on my frustration with actually trying to see what was really going on with Gema and Gerardo over on her blog, and on my interactions back and forth with her, and not here with Daniel. My mistake. I honestly don't mind what kind of lifestyle anyone lives as long as they're all consenting to it, and hey, if they're happy, more power to them. So I guess, as it turns out, it was my post that was ridiculous being posted here, and not Daniel's and Gema's relationship together. From my perspective, which admittedly is more of a dom's if anything, I still stand by what I see happening, because I recognize Gerardo's slow but insidious taking control of not just Gema's decision-making, but the couple's lives, essentially. He's doing a masterful job working Gema and thereby Daniel... course, it doesn't hurt to have money and power to use in that training. I imagine if he was simply an office clerk or a garbage man he wouldn't have ever gotten the chance to be with Gema in the first place. 

	Anyway. Never meant to be negative, just stated my opinion based on what I thought was happening. Enjoy yourselves all." 

	  

	mundyman Sat Sep 02, 2017 5:47 pm 

	"Personally I'm hoping your wife gets the big D cup implants. Big enough to be obviously fake and let the world know what she is. 

	Gerardo's little sex toy, his sexy plaything. 

	How deliciously naughty." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat Sep 02, 2017 11:06 pm 

	"No need to apologize, at least not to me. I haven't felt being offended. On the contrary, I appreciate your involvement and your insight - there were valid points. 

	I wouldn't exactly say I enjoy the situation, but neither could I say that it is complete distasteful. I am cuckolded, because this is what I chose. But it's neither black nor white. Sometimes it is astonishing, sometimes exciting, sometimes frightening, even threatening and sometimes also a bit hurtful. It's all normal for a cuckold situation, but..." 

	  

	mooncucky Thu Sep 07, 2017 3:55 pm 

	"I have to agree with samanthaman and others that some people tend do be very negative towards the choices people in this forum make what's a bit strange because this forum is kind of made to openly discuss these topics in a positive way (and positive doesn't mean cheering, it's an attitude). 

	That said, Daniel, your wife and you seem to have a very strong connection but as you say a cuckold has a lot of conflicting feelings. You get turned on by her fascination for him but at the same time you're scared she might actually get to fascinated by him. I think it's very common for cuckolds to have these conflicting feelings but they also keep us sharp. They make us question what we do and although some choices might look as if they weren't thought through, most of the time we thought a lot about it exactly because of those 'scary' feelings. 

	Anyway, I wish you both the best on your journey!" 

	  

	cuckoldfan Fri Sep 08, 2017 5:20 pm 

	"Daniel you are having your fantasies fulfilled . I have read your thread and much of what is going on in your life is very much an adventure in itself . It seems that you have a cuckold life that know one else can relate 100% to because we each have our own. You struggle with Gerado but is that really a bad thing. what you wrote here is right on..... But it's neither black nor white. Sometimes it is astonishing, sometimes exciting, sometimes frightening, even threatening and sometimes also a bit hurtful. It's all normal for a cuckold situation, but... You are a cuckold without any doubt. I say if you can handle the feelings both good and bad , then embrace it and enjoy it. How many have fantasized about having their wives fucking someone they hate? Many do and they say the thought of it happening is HOT. IT is humiliating and at the same time fulfilling your needs. Over the years I have had and lost many woman and it hurt like hell but today as I look back I am glad it happened. You and Gemma are doing just fine. The chance of losing her is always a threat in a cuckolds life but that is one thing that makes it exciting for some of us. Keep going and don't worry about what any others think about your situation." 

	  

	BJohn56 Fri Sep 08, 2017 9:09 pm 

	"I just find it beyond my ken that someone would so enjoy their kink to the extreme where they could very well lose the love of their life rather than either slow it down, or even stop it for a breather to reassess things maybe. I also kind of find it interesting that I'm admonished for pointing this out to someone who is playing an extreme cuckold "game", and yet this poster has no problem encouraging someone to keep going no matter what others may think, or even Daniel's own fears as well it seems? While I understand that this depth of cuckoldry is beyond what I'd enjoy and be comfortable with, and that I am here in the cuckold's forum, I still think that when someone (Daniel) is voicing his concerns even as he enjoys it for the most part, that both sides of advice or warning shouldn't be heard and/or considered without prejudice? 

	That being said I think it's too late in reality at this point, so Daniel probably should enjoy it as much as he can while he can. I don't think Gemma would stop with Gerardo for any reason. Including Daniel. And for some here, I know, that only makes it all the better. Granted." 

	  

	Say_Oy Fri Sep 15, 2017 9:58 am 

	"If you read the entire thread you will find that others have expressed concern, and predicted the domination. ;) The OP also explained he feels they have a very strong relationship and understanding and while he has some concerns he also feels confident Gema is sufficiently in control, and she makes sure he gets rewarded. One think he pointed out is that while the discussion here is about the sex and boss, they also have a real family life and ties outside the sex. 

	It's cool that you expressed your concern, and your lack of understanding - but you also seem to accept that others are cool with the situation. 

	But, if it is beyond your ken... then you need to learn more and try to accept that it's different strokes for different folks. If you don't understand read some more. Might not get a full answer but gaining insight helps over time. It's kind of neat when you think you understand the other guys view point. You may also find that things you thought were an absolute show stopper are fine with others, and by being accepted by others are something you want to consider... finding others in the same boat makes it OK. Or not. 

	I think I understand, partly, why the cucks are turned on but also like to put myself in the role of the dominant lovers. And I learn from the reported behavior of the bulls/doms; Be polite but persistent and consistent... and accepting of the cucks needs as well. My sub's hubby is not in the scene with us, but knowing that some cucks simply don't want to know helps me accept her limits. I also hope that having some understanding of the cuck mind sets will help me make another cuck happy when I make his wife my second submissive." 

	  

	MaxCargo Fri Sep 22, 2017 3:40 pm 

	"Well, it has been nearly three weeks since the last time we heard from you. I can only hope everything is alright between you and Gema? 

	Though, I have to say, that I'm a little bite concerned not hearing from you for so long. Don't get me wrong, I know there are far more important things to do in life (family, work etc.) than to post here, but it would be great to hear from you, again. And get an update about the latest developments. I assume it must be quite an intensive time with Gerardo's "offer" on the table and all the implications that may come with it? 

	My best wishes to both of you, and like I already said, I hope to hear from you soon. I bet I'm not the only one." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Sep 22, 2017 9:22 pm 

	"Everything fine here. I do have family, work, etc., which keeps me from updating more regularly. However, in this case, my wife has asked me to go radio silence for a while, so that I don't spoil her blog. Some people seem to be reading it, although it's in Spanish. I have been told that Google Translate works fine, for the most part. 

	To summarize up to the point I am allowed to: 

	She has been off from work for a week, to think about his proposal. He asked her to take some free time, so that she could come to a decision on herself, without his daily influence. However, she hasn't taken yet a decision after that week and she is back to work. Apparently this week without seeing him, has let her feel what it is without him and I can say that she did miss him. So she is back to week and she has already fucked him, although only in the office. She hasn't been at this house again. In her last post she said that crawling naked in the office towards him felt good, but the sex in the office is not comparable with an overnight at his house. 

	So basically she is testing herself, trying to find out how much she wants to go deeper into this lifestyle with him. No decision yet, but she does seem to crave his dominance and her submission to him. Will that craving be enough to undergo a boobjob and spend more time at his house? I don't think so, it's just too much time. I think Gerardo overshot with his proposal." 

	  

	Zone Sat Sep 23, 2017 8:14 am 

	"I hope so. For your sake." 

	  

	jodi5456Sat Sep 23, 2017 12:06 pm 

	"Looked at her blog, WOW!" 

	  

	Wisher Sat Sep 23, 2017 1:00 pm 

	"When my ex had hers done, they didn't turn out well at all. I've seen a few sets here that just look silly, like the implant is glued on the outside. Overly obviously fake. If they're done well, they can be decent and there's something extra slutty if they're 'almost too big' and done in this sort of arrangement ... someone buying them for his toy. And then promoting her to a position where someone else can play with them at work. 

	If everyone is game and on board willingly, why not? 

	Big enough that he has to buy her all new clothes too. Sexier clothes to show them off. 

	Keep telling the story here. I have enough trouble with English so I don't need to try to read any other language." 

	  

	Wisher Sat Sep 23, 2017 1:22 pm 

	"I've often fantasized about the wife being a company whore/slut/plaything (whatever word you wish to use and find acceptable and least offensive) and having them send her away for a while for modifications such as a new tits, lips and whatever they deemed desirable. Once done and recovery complete, she would return to the home area in her new form on a Friday. The husband would only be able to greet her at the airport briefly and see her in new clothes before a limo would take her away to be with the boss and company execs for the weekend. She would be returned home to the husband late Sunday for him to enjoy before she had to return to work and her other tasks Monday." 

	  

	Samanthasman Sat Sep 23, 2017 1:24 pm 

	"My greatest investment was my wife's rack!!!!! 

	Breast augmentation has a very high success rate and a very high satisfaction rate. Most women absolutely love the confidence it gives them. My wife was already a beautiful woman, but going from a B/C to a full D made her a head turner for sure. 

	The most common complaint women have after the surgery is that they wish they had gone larger." 

	  

	ArizonaGuy Sat Sep 23, 2017 6:49 pm 

	"Yep, that's my HW's complaint. I hear it all the time from her." 

	  

	mwc33 Wed Sep 27, 2017 9:36 am 

	"I could not agree anymore...gave my wife a total change in confidence!" 

	  

	questionthe Fri Sep 29, 2017 3:06 pm 

	"Been following the blog (via translate), what are your feelings with the latest developments?" 

	  

	MaxCargo Fri Oct 13, 2017 5:48 pm 

	"Again, hoping not to get on your nerves, but curious to hear from you again. Hope Gema is extra loving towards you these days? 

	I know you're comfortable with your arrangement, and that's great 

	But I have to admit, I wish you would tell us one day, that you when Gema came home from work, you just bent her over and penetrated and took her from behind and reminded her that at the end of the day she's still yours. Maybe be a little rough with her. 

	Please, excuse me for letting my fantasy going wild a second. ;) 

	Hope to hear from you soon." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Oct 13, 2017 7:38 pm 

	"It's rather the other way around: she comes from work, bends me over and sticks me with her strapon, reminding me that I am hers. And I love the feeling. Less the dildo in my ass, but seeing her so dominant with me, reassuring me this way that I belong to her and that therefore, we belong together. When she does it, I totally feel loved and I feel so much I love her. 

	Sorry if this role reversal disappoints you. I am not a sissy and I am not gay either. But I love when she is dominant with me. And I get excited when I think of a strong dominant bull taking her that way (which used to happen in the past; Gerardo is a different kind of dominant)." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Oct 17, 2017 6:04 pm 

	"My wife finally decided to get the boob job done. Her boss, Gerardo, has paid the complete bill. 

	I did accompany both of them to the clinic, but I was never allowed to enter with them to the boob doctor's office and had to stay in the waiting area. I never got to know beforehand what he would be choosing for her and I was quite nervous, but also excited. I had to completely trust him, an almost stranger, but at least I could also rely on my trust in her common sense, knowing that regardless of the promise, she would never allow an aberration. Even so, shouldn't I the husband have to say a word about how I would like her new tits to be? I guess not if you are a cuckold. LOL. 

	He has kept his word and has reorganized the company, upgrading her to a manager. She is now the boss of Mario, a coworker she would like to fuck or as she says it, to pervert him (she has Gerardo's blessing). I don't know if Mario will fall into her trap, but with the new boobs... I pity him. She doesn't want to just fuck him, he wants to twist him." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Oct 17, 2017 6:10 pm 

	"All the while she was going to the boob doctor with Gerardo in order to decide and prepare, he has made her live another session with his friend Manolo. This was the second time at his pool. The first time she was made to strip topless and had to give him a massage. This time it all started similar, but Gerardo had tasked her with the mission of seducing his friend into sex. She was not allowed to touch his genitals though or to be too explicit about her intentions. Manolo was very aroused, but for inexplicable reasons, he didn't touch her boobs or sex and she failed seducing him. She was quite disappointed having failed Gerardo in this mission. 

	Gerardo did seem to get off on her fruitless efforts and on displaying his domination over her. He made her crawl like a dog, dressed only in her bikini bottoms. And then he made her give him a foot massage, including kissing and licking his toes. Afterwards, he made her crawl towards Manolo to give him the same kind of attention. 

	As I said, they didn't end up fucking, but I find it even more obscene and hot. I will be allowed to be at his house most of the times when my wife visits him. I wonder what he has in store for me. Neither of us, Gerardo nor me, are interested in anything remotely bisexual, but he seems to be such a devil. I am not sure if I am just to stand silently in the corner, or if I have to play the butler or if he has something even more humiliating in mind." 

	  

	MaxCargo Wed Oct 18, 2017 1:47 am 

	"Great to hear from you again. Of course, I have to admit I'm quite curious, how is it to make love to Gema with her new breasts? And how is her size now? 

	You also told about the possible involvement of this Mario guy in the future, then there is of course the dubious Gerardo, who wants even more time with your wife, and not to forget his friends, the customer in Barcelona. Also the greater workload. I mean, is this all not a bite too much? Isn't the risk that there is not enough "alone time" left just for you and Gema as a married couple? 

	Hope we don't have to wait too long for your next update. Take care." 

	  

	Xalar11 Wed Oct 18, 2017 3:02 pm 

	"It took me a while to read your complete thread. It's quite an adventure you're sharing here. Maybe you're a taste too submissive, but as long as it works for you, that's the only thing that matters. 

	How do you think the situation with Gerardo will develop with Gema spending even more time? Do you think he will try to dominate you? Didn't you mentioned that Gema said you have a bigger penis, so, from a pure physical standpoint this could be appear quite ridiculous, if he tries. 

	You also mentioned that Gema was improving her English, is she following your thread here?" 

	  

	Say_Oy Wed Oct 18, 2017 8:34 pm 

	"I was wondering how it ended with Manolo - her blog just kind of drifted off to wondering about new levels of submission. 

	I'm glad that you will get to go to Gerardo's. A new adventure for you. 

	I am realizing Gerardo does not communicate intentions but springs things on people. Before reacting to something you might not like take a deep breath and give yourself a minute to think things over. You may want to review some rules / limits with him... or Gema as intermediary if he ignores you. I think he does not understand how you let your wife be used by another man which is why he ignores you. At the same time he obviously gets turned on by having her fuck another man... he just doesn't understand your side since you are submissive." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Oct 18, 2017 9:49 pm 

	"I don't think Gerardo is really interested in dominating me, at least not in any remotely related sexual way. But he might get off on ordering me around, expressing the power he has. I do have the feeling that he gets off on feeling powerful. I mean he for sure enjoys being the boss at work and that's - except for my wife - nothing sexual. So penis size is not really important here. I am stronger and faster as well, so physically he wouldn't have any chance in any aspect. But that's not the point of his power. 

	Anyway, I know that Gema's goal is dominating me more with the help of a bull (which now is Gerardo). I am ok with that. In fact, I am curious about what both of them can offer ME, besides sexual intercourse between them. I am a bit frightened and not totally comfortable with it, but I guess this is understandable. But I do want to play along. A part of me is looking forward. I certainly feel better with myself and my relationship with Gema when I am in submissive mode. That's when I feel that I love her most. But although I am open to being dominated, it's something she or both of them have to wrestle with: I cannot just be submissive, I have the need to oppose (at least a bit) and make them earn it. Not sure if that's the case with all subs. 

	Gema can now read English pretty well, but not to the point where she really enjoys it. She understands the meaning, but it takes her some time to digest the sentences. I don't think she is following me here and I would prefer she wouldn't. I need this escape valve and a certain feeling of privacy." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Oct 18, 2017 9:54 pm 

	"Yes, you have a good point, it might be all too much. Mario is low priority. It's a project of hers, but it is not top in the list. But still, there are a lot of things happening, which leaves us less time for us. The good thing for you guys is that I have "volunteered" to translate her books (she has just launched the second one), to fill up my alone time. 

	The risks are there, but it's also a unique opportunity. How many times does a wife meet a bull that satisfies her on a psychological level? There are many young studs out there with big cocks and great endurance, but quite immature and not really dominant, at least not in a way my wants. I think we have to take the opportunity, while making sure that we have also time for us. The good thing is that now I will be present when she goes seeing Gerardo. It's not alone time with her, but it's good." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Oct 18, 2017 10:03 pm 

	"The story with Manolo ended just there, were she finished telling it. Nothing else has happened with him since then. Summarizing for the rest of the folks: Her boss Gerardo took her to his friend's house, to play at the pool. That was the second time. He tasked her with seducing Manolo, but forbade her to be too explicit (e.g. no touching of genitals, unless he made the move). Unbelievable, she failed! It's a weird thing. Why would he refuse. I don't know, but there must be something going on between Gerardo and his best friend Manolo. Then he made her crawl like a dog, give both of them a foot massage, and even made her lick their feet! The worst: she got off on this! How could she? And that's where it ended. After the foot massage, Gerardo and Gema left Manolo's house and nothing has been heard of since from Manolo. But I have the feeling there will be a third part. 

	Yes, I think Gerardo gets off on having people do things and controlling them and the situation. And I think it's not just him controlling her, but also at the same time controlling his friend Manolo. So this might be the key to this weird scene. He doesn't just want her to fuck him in order to show his dominance over her, he somehow wants to control Manolo as well, maybe by showing him that he can fuck her thanks to him. Something like this could be an explanation for what happened." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Oct 18, 2017 10:54 pm 

	"Well, at the moment I have to be extra careful with her breast. She is using almost 24x7 a special bra, but of course, we have made love with them at plain sight. It's... amazing! There are so firm and round, so protruding, so suggestive... Of course they are fake. Not only I know it, but they are visibly fake! I would never thought I would have said it, but that's not a bad thing, it's good. Gerardo told her, when he chose her implants, that it's about upgrading nature, not imitating nature. And to my shame, I must say that I agree. I am looking forward when she can get rid of these special bras and go braless with a dress or blouse. It really makes a difference now that they are so firm. 

	She was B cup, now she is C cup, possibly on the higher end, but they have to settle yet. But the thing is not just the bigger size, the point is really how they seem to invite to touch and suck them. They are now very... how can I say?.... sexual! It's this unnatural attraction that makes them obviously fake, although they are not oversized." 

	  

	cuckoldfan Thu Oct 19, 2017 1:33 am 

	"Daniel. Hi. May I ask you what are the most thrilling parts of being Gemma's cuckold ? She is a beautiful woman what does she like about her life. As long as you both are happy and your trust in each other is in place that is very important. I have read your whole thread and it has been a wild ride . As far as her new boobs go, that would be humiliating for me mostly because very large, medium or very small it don't matter to me , but I want only natural. That is just my choice. No matter what else happens good or not so good enjoy thrills that seem to be one of a kind. Have you found yourself in cuckold heaven very often? There are some many cuckolds out there that would love to be in your place as for me maybe I would but for how long that I don't know. Gemma really loves you I can tell by her blog." 

	  

	tit4atat Thu Oct 19, 2017 4:20 am 

	"Has anyone translated this blog into English with all the pics and vids mixed in? Would love to read the blog!" 

	  

	Archie457 Thu Oct 19, 2017 11:06 pm 

	"I have thought on occasion my wife was considering it and contemplated the notion that she get something larger like DD...in for a penny in for a pound. Really glad you like them." 

	  

	Say_Oy Sat Oct 21, 2017 6:43 am 

	"Try Google Translate - interesting translation that I am using to try to learn Spanish.... very slowly ... by looking at the original and English. No Pics." 

	  

	ArizonaGuy Sat Oct 28, 2017 12:22 am 

	"My HW went from a B to a C and complains she should have done bigger. I told her I fell in love with what she had and no problems with her B cup. She feels more better with her larger size I am good with it." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Oct 30, 2017 5:51 pm 

	"Well, I think one of the most thrilling things is knowing that she is my creation (after all, I incited her to start it and kept on inciting her to become sexually more aggressive and free) and that this creation is now out of my control and acting on its own. It's like I sometimes feel I were Dr. Frankenstein and I am mostly amazed and proud, but also sometimes terrified but what I have created. 

	The thing about her boob job is not the size. It's why she did it and that they are now stinging into the eye, demanding to be touched. It's how they stand out, firm and proud, apparently voicing: I am a hotwife!" 

	  

	Xalar11 Sun Nov 05, 2017 2:10 am 

	"Wow, I have read your thread very eagerly. What a story!!! With everything going on, I hope Gema doesn't forget to reassure you of her love for you? 

	Can you bring us up to date, about what happened with you and your lovely wife recently? I bet, there are quite a few, who would like to hear about it, even if they aren't posting here constantly. Hope you find more time in the future, again to do so." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Nov 05, 2017 6:37 pm 

	"I am now allowed to accompany my wife to her boss' house. It's not always, but most of the times. I am happy that she was able to negotiate this deal with him, as I love seeing her. It was being difficult for me to have to live with her stories only. 

	Having said this, it is being very intense and I am having difficulties processing it. She is dominant to me, she is my goddess. But then at his house, I see her crawling towards him, asking to lick his feet, asking him to give him a blowjob. He oftentimes blindfolds and cuffs her. I think one of the reasons he blindfolds her is to prevent her seeing me and reducing my potential influence over her. How can a goddess allow to be treated this way? It's painful for me to see her this way, but I have to admit that it is exciting at the same time. It's a contradictory feeling. 

	Gerardo for the most part totally ignores me. He even deliberately doesn't look at me at all, except a few times when he did, probably by instinct. I have to say that now that I know him in person, I despite him even more. But strange as it is, it just makes it more exciting seeing him dominating my wife, although also somewhat painful for me. My wife has instructed me to prepare the table for dinner, but as I said above, Gerardo mostly ignores me. I am invisible to him. She doesn't want me to be in the way and possibly disturb him. So for example if we stay overnight, I am supposed to have breakfast on my own and prepare it for them and then stay blend into the background. I know she would like things different, but she is afraid to piss him off. 

	He now necklaces her when she is at his home. Previously, months ago, he had given her a nice choker, which she always wears, except during weekends at our home. It's a non-distinctive jewelry. But now, when at his home, he puts a dog collar on her. Sometimes, when he wants her to dress up for him for dinner, he temporarily replaces the dog collar for the choker. They sit together, like a couple, why I am on the other end of the table. 

	The fist overnight, I slept in the spare room. My wife cuffed me to the bed. That was Gerardo's idea, as I found out later. He wanted me secured, while he could stain her in the master bedroom. I was also in my CB-6000, which was her idea. In fact, I always have to wear it while in his house. She let the door open and I could hear them fucking loud. She was screaming and howling and I actually began to worry for her. These were more than moans. As I learned later, he was squeezing her nipples while she was handcuffed in the back and riding him. She sneaked over to me during the night and straddled me, feeding me her creampie. It was humiliating, after how Gerardo had treated her, but it also it also also felt good experiencing her reassuring dominance over me. She was in that moment like a lighthouse to me and little did it matter that she was still handcuffed. 

	Then the next day, after breakfast and shortly before we were about to leave, he made her crawl towards him. He lectured her about her responsibilities as a manager in the company and reprimanded her because her last report was incomplete. He reminded her that she had accepted being punished for her performance at work. This was a requirement for her to upgrade her from secretary to manager. She crawled over his knees and he spanked her. He took his time and spanked her until she cried and a bit more. He was lucky that previously he had make my wife handcuff me to the radiator! I talked with my wife afterwards. I was worried that he might have gone too far, but she said she was ok. In fact, she didn't resist him. She said that the tears were not just because of the pain. Rather, she felt liberated from all the stress and tension and that at some point of time it actually started feeling good. Not excitingly good, but liberating and calmly good." 

	  

	 cuckoldfan Sun Nov 05, 2017 10:11 pm 

	"Hi Gemshubby. What an asshole he is. Are you still happy and turned on? The cream pie during the night was really special for you and her even if it came from an asshole. I can honestly say I am not sure what I would do in your place. The thing that is sexy about all of this to me is you and her relationship. You would walk across hot coals for her. So many cases of cuckolding I hear it said "It's all about her" but then many to their wives say "what about me" . With you it has always been about her and still is. You are a great submissive cuckold." 

	  

	DCharles Mon Nov 06, 2017 2:06 am 

	"Gemshubby. This is all SO HOT!!! I think it is awesome that she made you eat his cum after all that happened. Does he know that she made you do that? 

	Thanks for amazing updates!!!" 

	  

	Samanthasman Mon Nov 06, 2017 2:13 am 

	"This all sounds like a hot and surreal fantasy. Yes, this might be extreme for some, but I suspect that if these guys did not get a lot out of this, they would walk away. It's a hot ride, enjoy it!!!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Nov 06, 2017 10:55 am 

	"If he knows, he prefers to not know it or act as if he didn't. I don't really know if he knows it. I don't really know if he knows it, but he isn't stupid and my suspect it. 

	He does know that Gema has fed me his creampie previously, when she came back home from a date with him. In fact, he has always negotiated something in return for filling her up shortly before coming back home. So he does know about what Gema does with me. But doing it in his house, that's and entirely different dimension and I believe he would rather not see it and know about it. Which is fine with me." 

	  

	MaxCargo Mon Nov 06, 2017 11:06 am 

	"I'm curious, when you return home from Gerardo, how is it then with Gema. I mean, do you both engage in tender love-making? 

	I assume with her new set of breast you're even more sexually charged for your lovely wife. But who wouldn't." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Nov 06, 2017 11:12 am 

	"Yeah quite an asshole. But Gema likes him. 

	The creampie that night wasn't easy. I was handcuffed to the bed. And Gema had her hands cuffed at her back. I only found that out when she came visiting me, I didn't know he had her tied while he was fucking her. It wasn't easy for her to straddle me this way, but she had the determination to do it and she did." 

	  

	DCharles Mon Nov 06, 2017 3:32 pm 

	"Was the creampie eating not easy just because of position or because of the thought of what you were actually doing? Just curious." 

	  

	svene Mon Nov 06, 2017 4:50 pm 

	"OMG The photos on your wife's tumbler are incredible!" 

	  

	Wisher Fri Nov 10, 2017 3:11 pm 

	"Yes, but since there are so many different women pictured, it's impossible to tell which, if any are her." 

	  

	svene Fri Nov 10, 2017 4:20 pm 

	"You teasing bastard!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Nov 13, 2017 12:36 pm 

	"Actually both. It was physically difficult for Gema to straddle me, with her hands tied in her back. And for me, it was a mix of feelings. Having heard her screaming loudly a couple of minutes before, in a mix of pleasure and pain, but then feeling her confidently face-sitting me, being the usual dominant she is, although she had her hands cuffed... Also, knowing that the creampie came fresh form this old bastard... I felt thoroughly humiliated and turned on at the same time." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Nov 13, 2017 3:16 pm 

	"She is currently telling and interesting story in her blog. This happened during the night after Halloween. Gerardo took her to a party, thematically focused on the 1920s. Unfortunately I wasn't allowed to be present. 

	She arrived at his home in the afternoon, sharp on time as she usually does, especially if it is about him. She knew she would be going to this party, but she didn't know much more. He told her she didn't need a costume, because he had already taken care of. When she arrived, he made her undress and handcuffed her, with her hands in her back. He inserted a vibrator in her vagina and made her sit down, facing in opposed direction of the entrance of the living room. Shortly after, the doorbell rang. Gerardo invited that person in. She didn't barely talk, just a few words to confirm the theme. It was a woman's voice and Gema thought she knew her from somewhere, but she couldn't identify her. The woman was working at her back with her hair, preparing it for a short wig. Gema was having the feeling that it could be someone from the office. She was quite shocked that a colleague would see her this way, but the vibrator must have been having its effects, because she didn't complain. 

	When the woman moved forward to do her make up, she suddenly realized who it was, just a fraction of a second before she saw her. It was the women from the beauty shop, where Gerardo sends her to from time to time. It was still a shock for her, but at least that woman had seen her naked already before. 

	Gerardo's friend Manolo was also present at the party. Gerardo dared her to seduce him. As before, a direct approach was prohibited. For example, she could not tell Manolo directly that she wanted to have sex with him. Neither could he touch his genitals or force him to touch her. Gema turned the dare into a bet. If she won, she wanted Gerardo to be more involved in "my education", instead of mostly ignoring me when I am at his house. In exchange, Gerardo asked her to drop Mario, her co-worker which she wants to fuck, if she lost. 

	Instead of helping her, Gerardo actually seemed to be boycotting her efforts of seducing his friend, even though it had been his idea. He challenged his friend to flirt and hook up with a young girl at the party. And Manolo apparently succeeded and they all ended up at his house: Manolo and the Girl, Gerardo and my wife. 

	She hasn't told me yet the ending of the story. She said I should wait for the tumblr update. :( But what I know is that they played the bottle game. You know, someone makes the bottle spin and the person it points to when it stops spinning, has to do something. They were drinking tequila shots and the dare consisted of licking the salt from someone else's body and taking the lemon from its mouth. On Manolo's turn, he made the girl lick the salt from my wife's breast. She was already topless that that time. Since they were sitting on the floor, the girl had taken off her dress, to be more comfortable and to avoid damaging it. And before my wife could say anything, the girl had quickly lifted her dress and had helped her out of it. Unlike the girl, my wife wasn't wearing any bra, as this was not part of Gerardo's costume for her. 

	I don't know yet what else has happened. It's ruining my nerves, desperately wanting to know the end, but my wife insists that I have to wait for her tumblr update. She knows how to make me be permanently excited." 

	  

	MaxCargo Mon Nov 13, 2017 6:09 pm 

	"Oh man, this all happened nearly two weeks ago, isn't it a little "cruel" of Gema to make you wait that long. ;) 

	Seriously, if you really wanted to know she would tell you or am I completely wrong about that? Another thing, does she actually spend more time with Gerardo now, as he wanted when he suggested the surgery?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Nov 14, 2017 6:35 pm 

	"Yeah, she loves writing and teasing, including me. I could insist and try to get this information earlier, but I know better. Even if I succeeded and she told me, I would have to pay some kind of penalty. She doesn't like to be pressured by me. She loves me submissive and accepting. I do ask her softly, that's within the limits, but I don't really insist. And so far she has only answered me with a broad smile. 

	Yes, there have been more overnighters at Gerardo's house now, but I have been invited most of the times. I don't know what he does with her the times I am not there. This is a rule she resurrected from about a year ago. When she started her tumblr blog, she limited the information I was getting to what she would write on her blog. After several months of teasing me this way, she fortunately abandoned that rule. It was exciting, in deed, but it limited communication. Now, since I am most of the times present, she has resurrected the rule and won't tell me what happens when I am not there. I might eventually learn via her tumblr. I hate and love it at the same time. She knows for sure how to tease me and have me looking several times per day at her blog." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Nov 17, 2017 12:22 am 

	"I have teamed up with someone to translate my wife's first book, where she relates our beginnings. I am posting the first two chapters here. Please comment if the translation is good enough to make the book worthwhile to be read. 

	ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

	"It's the good girls who keep diaries; the bad girls never have the time." - Tallulah Bankhead 

	My name is Gema. I am 39 years old and this is the story about how my husband convinced me into becoming a hotwife and how he finally probably got more than what he had bargained for. This is an erotic novel based on my life, written by a woman for women. Of course, in order to preserve privacy, I had to modify some things. And indication of this is the altering of the spelling of my name in this story. I want to share my own experiences with you, so that other couples and especially women may know sexual options other than that of a chaste and devoted marital life. And yes, the pictures you will find in this book are mine. 

	My husband Daniel is a consenting cuckold. He had been begging me for years to have sex with another man. To many of you this may sound weird, but it really isn't that much. This is a sexual orientation that exists since men and women live on earth and it even has its own scientific name: kerataphilia. What happens is that it has never been socially accepted and therefore people have been hiding it, but it is a valid sexual option, just like any other. 

	Having said this, I do have to admit that even to me it sounded strange at the beginning. I cannot therefore blame you if you think it is weird. All I can say is that my husband got very excited every time he thought of me having an affair with another man. And why should I deny it? Once this fantasy had awaken inside me, it started to excite me too. Maybe I had just always been just to conventional or maybe even puritan (I grew up educated by nuns and I had only kissed three men before: one was a kiss without any importance, the other was with my first boyfriend who took my virginity and the third man is my husband). The case is that I had never even fantasized about being with other men since I had married Daniel. This fantasy of his was strange but arousing to me, but I always thought it sufficient to leave it as what it was and what it should be: just a fantasy. 

	My husband Daniel however had started to chase me almost every day. He insisted on making it true, until I finally gave in. In retrospect, we might both have gotten more than what we had expected, maybe even too much, but knowing Daniel, it is possible that he had hoped for even that extreme. We have broken the marital monotony that had established itself in our life and we now feel more vivid than ever. We are also more united and seldom have we been happier, even though each of us in its own unique way, because what I get from this lifestyle has nothing to do with what my husband is getting out of it." 

	  

	Xalar11 Fri Nov 17, 2017 8:38 am 

	"Oh, the translation is great and it's definitely worthwhile to read, more than that. Great to get a look on your beginnings." 

	  

	MaxCargo Fri Nov 17, 2017 3:21 pm 

	"I agree, it's a very intriguing read. Don't worry about the perfect grammar, the translation is great. And thank you for giving us an insight of the start of your and Gema's adventure. It seems Gema has some fiery temper at times. I assume you as her husband must be careful not "to get burned" by it? Obviously you're addicted to her." 

	  

	desertsub Fri Nov 17, 2017 4:05 pm 

	"Excellent start on the book! I would definitely buy a copy for my wife in Spanish or English, as she is Hispanic and fluent in Spanish." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Nov 17, 2017 8:06 pm 

	"You can buy the Spanish version in Amazon (both Kindle and hard print). She has two books, part I and part II." 

	  

	 alex7419 Sat Nov 18, 2017 11:00 am 

	"The beginning is great, your wife's way of writing is really engaging. 

	please continue with the translation." 

	  

	MaxCargo Sat Dec 02, 2017 2:06 pm 

	"Well, you were relatively calm during the last few weeks. I guess Gema and the translation keep you busy ;) . None the less, I hope you don't forget us here. I bet I'm not the only one, who would like hear more of your adventures, especially about the dynamics/sex between you and Gema." 

	  

	Xalar11 Tue Jan 02, 2018 6:09 pm 

	"I see you're logged in. How are you and Gema doing. Hope everything is still ok between the two of you? It's quite a time since you checked on here. I read a little in Gema's blog. I know it sounds lame, but don't let yourself get dragged down. I wish you and Gema all the best. And I hope will hear from you again." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Jan 03, 2018 5:49 pm 

	"I am halfway through with the translation. It's difficult for me, mostly because I get horny rereading our story. Somehow, writing it down in English makes me relive it as if it were the first time. Damn, there are a lot of things she is saying in her book and which I know understand much better. She really fell for that guy. 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Jan 03, 2018 5:52 pm 

	"By the way, she has launched a promo today and her both books (in Spanish) are free on Amazon for the remaining of the day. If you "buy" it and like it, please rate it in Amazon and write her a note. She loves fan post." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Jan 03, 2018 6:39 pm 

	"Quick summary: 

	I am now unemployed. I got a nice compensation and I have unemployment money from the government, so it's not a completely bad situation, at least in financial terms. However, I feel really bad about not being the provider any longer. I had already felt that way when my wife started with Gerardo. Back then, she was already earning more money than me, and indirectly, Gerardo was filling the role of the provider. Now it's evidentially even worse. I try to compensate by trying to make myself useful by translating her book and taking care of the house chores. 

	I love her so much, I support her, but sometimes I have the feeling that I am not up to the task, that I am not significant any longer. I partially feel relief because of it. I felt some strange relief when she took her first lover, as that put away the pleasure to satisfy her sexually. Not that she hadn't been satisfied with me, but I always knew there were better lovers out there. And maybe I also have a compulsive need to masturbate. And now, that I am not the provider any longer, I do feel partially relieved as well. I still feel bad about it, but there is something positive in it. I know, that's not right, but it is as it is. I wonder if that's because I have become over time more and more submissive towards her, maybe even towards Gerardo. 

	She is loving and supporting all the time, caring and understanding. But sometimes she can be quite a bitch as well. I mostly love it when she is in bitch mode, though. For example, when she tells me that she is going to tell Gerardo when I did something wrong, as if he was going to discipline me. It hasn't happened yet and I don't necessarily look forward to it, but I accept that sometimes the thought of it makes me horny, although most of the times it scares me. Yes, I see that this could be a possible scenario, at least if it just depended on her. 

	As it seems, she has taken the decision to intensify her relationship this year with Gerardo. She has been reflecting on it, not without many doubts, but has decided to move forward. At the same time, she is still toying with her employee, Mario. She has fucked him already two times. He is very good-looking and very cocky. Apparently, she has a project on her own with him and wants to tame him. For example, she has made him wear her pink panties, before allowing him to fuck her in the car at the company's Xmas party. I wonder if that project of hers won't collide in the future with what Gerardo want's for her. By the way, after she fucked him in the car, she made me tie his cum-filled condom to my chastity device and made me wear it for the rest of the party, while I had to dance with her female colleagues. It was quite humiliating, but it was the kind of fun I love. The only thing I regret is that I haven't gotten to see her with Mario. That guy doesn't know I know. It was funny seeing him talking to her and me at the party, always cocking, as if he was superior, while it was me, who had the superior knowledge. 

	New Year's Eve has been a kind of a break point. As I said, she has come to decision that she wants to advance in her relationship with Gerardo. Apparently, one of the things Gerardo was demanding was a threesome with another woman. She already had a threesome with him and a girl they met at the Halloween party, but they only orally served his dick. He wanted more and he wanted it to be a steadier thing between them. Now, my wife is not bisexually inclined, as far as I know. So this has been troubling her, ever since Gerardo asked for it. I don't know how she could be so naive and think that being submissive to him, he wouldn't want that kind of thing. It's the number one male fantasy! Anyway, she decided to go for it and fully please him in 2018. So we went to a disco to party and met this girl again (she is in her twenties, my wife is in her forties and Gerardo is in his early sixties, so that quite a troupe). The bastard had stuck a remotely controlled vibrator in her and was making her horny during all night. The disco was an old theater and has several levels with balconies. After we had danced and chatted, Gerardo took them downstairs to the main dance floor and commanded me to stay in the upper floor. This asshole didn't want me to watch, as my wife would be making out with this beautiful girl (she looks to me like a famous soft porn star - in her younger years - called Justine Joli). I tried to watch from the balcony, but I was too far away to really see anything. Anyway, she told me that Gerardo had put a collar on both, that he fixed a short chain between them, basically forcing them to keep their faces, and for that matter, their mouths close. She said that they kissed, while the vibrator was rumbling between her legs. 

	For me it's a love and hate thing with him. I mean, I do appreciate that now I am included somehow. I am at his house and watch them do in the living room, although I am not allowed into the bed room. Is has started to give me orders, instead of ignoring me. That's good and bad at the same time. For example, telling me that I was not allowed to watch my wife making out with that other girl, was that something hot or should I be truly pissed? I honestly don't know. This relationship is not simple and neither is my mind." 

	  

	elina Wed Jan 03, 2018 9:13 pm 

	"Thanks Gemshubby. Really good to see you posting again and that you are making progress on the translation. 

	Also very good to see that you are able to see the positive aspects of being out of work. Have you spoken with Gema about this, does She want you to find another job or would She actually prefer you become a homekeeper for Her? It will enable Her to take an even more dominant position towards you. 

	It will be very interesting to follow Your Wife through the new stage in Her relationship with Geraldo. Her little boytoy to me sound more like a sidekick for her? 

	Happy new year and sincere regards." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Jan 03, 2018 11:21 pm 

	"We both want me back to work, but we are in no hurry. Fantasy-wise, it would be a turn on to become her houseboy, but financially it wouldn't be wise; it would in fact make her mode dependent on Gerardo, then what would be wise. The situation is already delicate as it is. 

	Mario is a sidekick, yeah good term. It's a little distraction a fun project of her. But there is more to it than it may seem. I believe it's also an act of rebellion against her submissivenes towards Gerardo, at least on a subconscious level. It's not casual that she has started this at the peak of her submission to him, don't you think so? As of me, I can cope with it as long as this is just a small project of hers. But to be honest, it doesn't exactly make me feel good, that first zig have been replaced as the provider and now, I may get (partially) replaced as her pussyboy. 

	It's exciting as hell, but it also puts a big emotional strain. Even if you rationalize it, subconsciousness is still following its own emotions." 

	  

	MaxCargo Thu Jan 04, 2018 3:06 am 

	"First, I'm glad to hear from you again. It's not taken for granted. So, a big thank you for continuing and sharing your adventure here. I'm very sorry to hear about your job situation. It's tough and kind of depressing. Something like this is a blow to everyone's ego, no matter how self-confident that person appears. I know it's only words and it doesn't help you much: But keep your head up :) . I wish you the best in this situation. Are there any potential job opportunities? If so, you should definitely go through with it, I think you agree with me it's a matter of self-worth. I guess, the wage payment in most cases isn't even that important. 

	Considering this, you have said you feel sometimes not to be significant any longer. Have you expressed these feelings towards Gema? How is her reaction on this? You're correct that's not right and it sounds a little concerning for me. 

	Considering the Gema/Gerardo-situation, I think I understand your conflicting feelings about this, at least partially. I assume it's sexual stimulating for you, but emotionally it simply doesn't feel "right". Maybe it's even hurting you emotionally? You said she wants to advance the relationship. Can you explain a little further what this means? 

	In general, I would advise you to be very careful about this. Especially, you should be careful about any attempts of Gerardo to humiliate you further. And you should clearly reject any development this direction. 

	I know, Gema is the dominant. That's maybe the main dynamic of your and Gema's sexual-relationship. I get that. But I can't imagine, that Gema (or any other wife in that regard) wants you, her husband, to become a complete submissive wimp. I mean, I don't doubt Gema's love for you, but aren't you afraid she will lose a great deal of respect for you, if you're acting all too much submissively all the time, especially in your sexual relationship? 

	Therefore, I would strongly recommend to you, for example, not follow through with every of Gerardo's "whims". If you want to watch Gema making out with another woman, then simply do it the next time. Don't be a complete pushover, at least not all the time ;). 

	Sorry for rambling around here and excuse me, if I was too intrusive about your affairs. But your and Gema's "journey" is quite captivating. Sometimes I'm a little worried about you. I hope you're able to answer my questions, at least some of them. Hope to hear from you soon." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Jan 04, 2018 1:57 pm 

	"Of course I have. She says that I am foolish, that she understands me, but yet I am foolish, because she loves me and wouldn't be able to live without me. Shae says that she wouldn't be able to do all those things without me. She said that I don't need to be concerned about brining money back home, that I have been doing this for the most part of our relationship and that being unemployed is no shame. She said that she is positive that I will find a great job soon, but that I don't need to feel pressed to rush it. She also says that sexually, I give her what no other man can give her. It's regardless of how we have sex together, it's doing it together has a special meaning for her. 

	It's good to hear those words, but as I expressed before, rationalizing doesn't always help to cope with feelings. I have no doubt about her love towards me. 

	It does excite me, I couldn't deny it. And that's the issue, because if it wouldn't excite me, things would be much easier: I would simply ask her to stop. But although I sometimes hate this, I oftentimes crave it. 

	Basically, she wants to overcome her inner barriers. Specifically, Gerardo has been pushing her to have a threesome with a girl, but she is not into girls. She has been thinking about it, deciding what to do, and has come to the conclusion that she wants to further submit to Gerardo, that she wants to experience that. To put it straight: she has decided that she wants him to be a daddy dom and that she wants to be his sub. She has proposed herself to try to experience whatever he proposes. 

	I wouldn't say that I am a wimp. I know, you didn't mean any offense, and I don't feel offended, I just want to elaborate a bit. I am not passive. Gema wouldn't like me this way. I oftentimes take the initiative in sex and push her to bed. It's just that sometimes she lets me do (I don't dominate her, we just have normal, passionate sex), but other times she would flip me over, take charge and spank me and/or peg me. But I am not a wimp that simply says yes to everything and pathetically waits for her to take the initiative. However, I am obedient and if she decides something, I tell her my opinion (unless we are in game mode), but accept her decision. And with regards to Gerardo, she has asked me to obey him, so in that respect, I see this as an extension of hers. So for me, it's not like he humiliates me; instead it comes from her. In any case, I prefer that he humiliates me rather than he excludes me and just lets me watch or listen. It feels better if I am somehow part of it." 

	  

	MaxCargo Sat Jan 06, 2018 10:15 am 

	"Thank you for your response and giving us a better insight. It's really appreciated. It's always important to get the reassurance of her love for you. I guess Gema is aware if this. But still aren't you both concerned Gema could push you too far? I strongly assume she would notice, if you would feel that way? 

	Can you tell us a little more about what happened on New Year's Eve?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat Jan 06, 2018 7:22 pm 

	"As I said above, New Year's eve we went all three to a disco and he made my wife make out on the dance floor with another girl. I wasn't able to see it from where I was standing, but apparently they kissed passionately, danced together tightly, fondled their buttocks, etc. Back to Gerardo's home, I was hoping to see some action, but Gerardo instead asked my wife to blindfold me, which she did without hesitating, then she cuffed me as well. I sat on a chair and could only hear how they were making out in the living room. I heard sloppy sounds of kissing, both girls moaning... I would have been rock hard weren't it for my chastity device. My cock trying to break free hurt. I also heard some loud spanks and my wife moaning again. I remember that before going to the disco, Gerardo had messaged her with a picture, warning her that she would receive a spanking that night. But I never thought that was going to be in front of that other girl; we both thought it would happen before leaving for the disco. 

	I don't know exactly what happened, as I couldn't see and because my wife won't tell me. I guess Gerardo has instructed her to keep quiet. After some time, she moved me to the guestroom, undressed me and tied me to the bed. She took off my blindfold and I could see that her eyes were gleaming. She then kissed me deeply and disappeared to the master bedroom, leaving my door open, and I guess hers as well. When she turned away, I saw that her ass was red. A few hours later, she came over to see me. She undid my chastity device and wanked me off, edging me, but she didn't allow me to cum. She went back to Gerardo and the girl. I heard some more moaning and after some time, I must have fallen asleep. I don't know how much time had passed, but my wife came back to put my chastity device back on, kissed me and disappeared again to the master bedroom. 

	One more thing that's probably worth commenting: When at his house, my wife always accompanies Gerardo to the bathroom. He has now the habit of making her hold his pee-pee while he is peeing. I find it erotic, but disgusting at the same time. I don't know what to think about it. In any case, while she was with him in the bathroom, the girl sat on my lap. I was blindfolded, but I could feel that she was half-naked. She whispered some dirty things into my ear, which would have made me have an instant boner, weren't it for the damned chastity device. She even touched my crotch to feel it. When Gerardo and my wife returned, she moved away from me, as nothing had happened." 

	  

	Xalar11 Sun Jan 07, 2018 2:53 pm 

	"Wow, this sounds quite intense. I'm a little intrigued about this young girl. Do you know, if Gema's has seen her sitting in your lap and dirty talking to you? If so, didn't it make Gema a little jealous to see another woman close to you? 

	Of course I don't know, but I imagine that Gema has quite a fiery temperament and maybe is a little possessive when it comes to you." 

	  

	desertsub Mon Jan 08, 2018 6:44 pm 

	"My first wife had that same fetish of wanting to hold my penis while I was peeing! She never explained it to me, only saying it was something she just liked to do." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Jan 08, 2018 9:03 pm 

	"I don't know if she saw her sitting on my lap; she hasn't told me. But I do know she saw her talking into my ear in the disco, while she was dancing with Gerardo. She looked at me somewhat pissed when she came back from the dance floor with Gerardo and threw a killing look at the girl. Yes, she is quite possessive about her men, not only about me. I don't think she likes sharing Gerardo either." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Jan 08, 2018 9:05 pm 

	"Except that in this case it isn't her fetish, but his. I believe she found it a bit disgusting at first, but now she seems to be happy doing this for him." 

	  

	MaxCargo Thu Jan 11, 2018 6:09 pm 

	"I have to agree with one previous commentator the situation with this new girl sounds intriguing. Maybe you should start teasing Gema a little about you and this young girl (of course in a playful manner ;) ). Her sitting in your lap and dirty talking to you. Come on, aren't you tempted, at least a little, to tease Gema that way? It could be fun and exciting. Probably Gema won't ever admit it, but I'm quite certain it would inflame not only her jealousy but even more her lust and passion for you. Don't you think so? 

	Another thing, when you both return from Gerardo's home, how are you dealing with each other? I mean, how long does it take before you and Gema reconnect and make love to each other? Is Gema extra affectionate with you then? 

	Again, excuse my curiosity. Hope to hear from you soon again." 

	  

	Polleny Mon Jan 15, 2018 2:41 pm 

	"Hallo! I'm really looking forward to the book in English and think I you have done good job with the translation, from what I saw. 

	I would not recommend you to tease Gema about you and Lidia, not right now at least. Maby I'm wrong, but I got the feeling that she has been somehow different in her posts om Tumblr lately. My advice would be: Be careful. I might be wrong, as I said, but that is my feeling. You don't need to listen to me at all. Only you can decide what you should do, but hopefully I can be some help." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 19, 2018 9:09 pm 

	"Sorry for my absence. We are fine and we are continuing our adventure. My wife is away with Gerardo in the Swiss Alps for skiing, like about a year ago. That's what she thinks, but Gerardo told me at the airport before leaving that he will take her to some special party. He has taken her phone away, so I cannot communicate with her and I don't know what really is going on. I can of course call him for emergency, but he doesn't want me bragging around. It's his vacation with her and he wants privacy. I am normally not the guy who would immediately miss his wife when separated for some couple of days, but this whole situation of knowing and not knowing is really bugging me. I really miss her already." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Feb 19, 2018 9:18 pm 

	"It depends on her mood. Sometimes she is extra affectionate as you say it, some other time she plays submissive and lets me experience what Gerardo feels, and some other times she is in boss mode. When she is in boss mode after being with Gerardo, she is not bitchy with me at all, she is rather demanding but sweet. Those times, she might take my ass, but she does it tenderly. And when she's finished, she would flip me around and fuck me conventionally until I come in her. I love her in any of her moods, but I have to admit that although I do enjoy seeing her behaving submissively (like crawling towards me), I actually love it when she is in boss mode, mostly because it makes it easier for me to digest the previous experience at Gerardo's house. It's just easier for me when I feel that she is completely in charge. Maybe it's because it makes me feel less guilty for letting all this happens. 

	Unfortunately reclaiming doesn't always happen and when it does, it's not always immediately after arriving home. Sometimes we are just both tired. Sometimes my daughter is around and demands some attention too." 

	  

	elina Mon Feb 19, 2018 9:41 pm 

	"Thanks Gemshubby. So good to see that you are still happy. 

	Have you made progress in finding a new job or are you now starting to enjoy being a house-husband so much that this is becoming less important to you. I really hope you will share with us what happened at Gerardo's party when you find out." 

	  

	Wisher Mon Feb 19, 2018 11:35 pm 

	"A special party at some Chateau .... why am I reminded of a girl named Corrine?" 

	  

	maxbud Fri Feb 23, 2018 2:14 am 

	"This is just tooooo sexy! Great scenario... all three of them domming you, and you being able to hear but not see... While Gerardo deeply French-kisses both women and creampie's them. Your wife's enthrallment with him, and loving to please him in every way, including getting girls for him... Makes her his cuckquean, doesn't it?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 07, 2018 10:54 am 

	"I get two years of unemployment benefit from the state, which is between 50% and 60% of my former salary. Therefore, I am not in hurry. I am rather thinking along the lines of creating my own company. At the moment, it's just a project I am looking into it. I haven't decided yet what to do. 

	Gerardo's party: 

	He took her to a Swiss "chalet" to a sex party. It was maledom themed. It started with a regular dinner. Men were dressed in in tailcoats and that kind of stuff. Women were sporting elegant, but daring dresses. After dinner, they all danced. At some point, women were made to undress and the dance continued, with the women naked and the men clothed. Sometimes men would step back to watch and let the women dance with each other. That was the warming-up. After the dance, women went all fours, aligned in a row, with their butts in the air. What seemed like the organizer of the party and presumably the owner of the chalet got the privilege to "test the waters". He put his dick inside each woman's pussy and fucked each of them for a few minutes (Gema told me that he put on a new condom between each fuck). After the last woman in the row got his dick, the real party started. All kinds of crazy stuff happened. One woman for example got publicly whipped, as part of some kind of demonstration. Gema got fucked by some other men and was made to lick pussy too. 

	It was a surprise party. Gema didn't know beforehand. What still baffles me is how willingly she complied to Gerardo's wishes". 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 07, 2018 11:00 am 

	"Who's Corrine?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 07, 2018 11:04 am 

	"Guys, I am happy to announce that Gema's first book is now published in English on Amazon. I've indicated below in my signature the link to Amazon.com, but it should be available on other sites as well. For those interested in her beginnings, this might be fun to read." 

	  

	Wisher Wed Mar 07, 2018 12:27 pm 

	"I thought everyone knew 'The Story of O'. Considering your situation, you might be interested in reading it. 

	Somehow in my mind, 'O' is associated with Corrine, maybe because of the actress that played the role in the film." 

	  

	MaxCargo Wed Mar 07, 2018 2:46 pm 

	"It's always great to get an update from. You and Gema are a quite fascinating couple. I only hope we'll hear a little more frequently from you again in the future. 

	It looks like it was quite an hot and intense trip to Switzerland for Gema. Maybe you'll be able to share more details about it on a later stage. You said you were baffled how willing she complied to Gerardo's wishes. Have you exactly expressed this to her? If so, how was her reaction to your feelings? In general, I'm quite curious how was your reunion and "reclamation" with Gema when she returned? 

	Oh, a big thank you for giving the heads up about the translation of the first book. I will definitely buy it. I'm wondering how you and Gema started all this. I hope we don't have to wait too long before we hear from you again." 

	  

	Wisher Thu Mar 08, 2018 4:53 pm 

	"Sounds like a cool scene. Did she mention how many? In my mind I picture 6 or 7 at least. 

	Again, did she say how many? 

	Sounds like he has trained her well. Do you wonder if she would participate in that scene at your direction?" 

	  

	Latte1961 Tue Mar 20, 2018 2:15 pm 

	"I am an avid reader of this blog and that of your wife, although I would prefer that Google translate did a better job on your wife's blog. 

	I am particularly fascinated by wife's decision to explore her dark desires and fantasies by entering into a submissive relationship with her lover Geraldo. She has increasingly come under his control. Geraldo is apparently a very experienced dom, who has probably trained many subs in the past. Gema has previously told you that "She has proposed to herself to try to experience whatever he proposes." Therefore why are you now baffled by how she willingly complied to Gerado's wish at the chateau party. She feels is only able to do these things because of her relationship with Geraldo. 

	I get the impression from these and other comments that you and Gema have spoken little about the future directions of her relationship with Geraldo and what it may actually entail. I think you may get some insight to what she may be thinking from an article she posted on her blog in January. The article was titled "Controlling submissive sexuality" and detailed how a dom could increasingly control his sub by using various methods to control her level of sexual excitement/arousal and orgasm control/denial. These are the same methods that Geraldo is currently using on your wife. In the article the author also writes about the dom expanding the submissive's sexual practices. He lists "exhibitionism, bisexuality, deep throat, sodomy, double penetration, sex with other people or groups, sex with strangers and or public places, bukkake ... In advanced cases can also include sporadic prostitution, bestiality and scat." After your wife's visit to the chateau, there only appears to be the darker perversions left for your wife to explore. 

	Perhaps another sexual practice - perversion which can be added to the list is watersports. Geraldo certainly appears to be grooming your wife in this area, by requiring her to hold his penis whenever he urinates. I definitely believe that Geraldo has more ambitions in this area. Perhaps Geraldo hopes that one day your wife will allow him to pee on her, or swallow his pee, or even to gently suck his cock while he pees in her mouth and she swallows. Is it common for men in Spain to have an interest in this perversion? 

	The last statement in the article is perhaps the most insightful of all in regard to what your wife considers her relationship with Geraldo could potentially develop into. "The Master becomes the only reference in the life of the submissive, the only person in the world who can give happiness to the submissive." (excuse any errors in translation) 

	I am not sure if your wife wants to go that far, but I believe that she may be currently intrigued by the idea. Also, I believe, your wife has previously stated in her bog that "once you start down a path it is sometimes difficult to turn around and come back." Perhaps she realizes that she may not be able to control how far she goes - she will go as far as Geraldo wants. Geraldo, I believe, would like to totally control your wife, not just have unfettered 24/7 access to her, but to own her body and soul. She would then willingly do whatever he requests. She would become his toy, to do with as he wished. He would become the most important person in her life. I fear that it may already too late for her to turn back! You and your marriage to Gema are an irrelevance. 

	Anyway, these are my current musings on your wonderful wife. I unfortunately only see increasingly dark clouds on the horizon for you. 

	I look forward to the next book. Do you have a publication date?" 

	  

	perradeplaya Sat Mar 24, 2018 10:20 am 

	"I swallow pee too. But I like cum much better." 

	  

	Serrand Sun Apr 01, 2018 11:54 am 

	"It has been a little while since I last checked on here. I have reread parts of your thread and want to thank you again for sharing your journey with us. 

	In general, how are you and Gema doing, hope everything is alright, it's been nearly two months since Gema's trip to Switzerland? How often does she meet with Gerardo these days, actually? Of course, I know they see each other daily at work, I mean besides that, in the evenings, the nights, on the weekend? 

	
Like others already said, I really hope you'll post more regularly again in the future. It always great to hear from you. 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Apr 13, 2018 5:51 pm 

	"She said she lost count. I pressed her to name a number, but she wouldn't. Either she can't remember, or she is ashamed of it. Either she can't remember, or she is ashamed of it. But in my mind I figure the same as you. 

	No, I don't wonder about that. I know she wouldn't. It's just the way it is: I am the cuckold and he's the bull. Bull's always get hotwives to do much more than husband's could ever achieve, and that's ok." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Apr 13, 2018 6:05 pm 

	"My wife sees Gerardo as a great opportunity for her and for us. A lucky shot. Not only he gives her financial stability, but also he knows how to take her down a path she was curious to walk. She has always behave rather submissive with her lovers, but Gerardo is taken her to the next level and the level after that, and she loves the way he does it: not too fast, not too slow, no false macho-man but caring and understanding authority, etc. 

	I don't know where this is leading us and neither does she. You are right in saying that we haven't talked much about our future, and I am not sure why we haven't done it. For the most part, we just prefer not to plan, I guess. But I realize that it may also be because the future could look a bit uncomfortable in some way for which neither of us might be prepared yet, which brings us back to the point that it is better not to plan, because what we may think in future is not what we think now. 

	I have no clue if watersports are top fetish in Spain. I guess it is just like everywhere else. I don't know if that's what Gerardo wants to do with her. But furthermore, I don't even know if he isn't already doing it with her. That's something she wouldn't tell me. It's kind of private for her, and I respect that. Remember, we have an agreement where she doesn't need to tell me everything. She can delay information and she can even withhold it. I respect that, because I believe in privacy, even within a couple. I trust her. But sometimes it freaks me out, although in a good sense, as I don't know when she is just teasing me or when she just doesn't want to tell me. But that's ok." 

	  

	Wisher Sat Apr 14, 2018 1:12 am 

	"I sure would like to know more about that event. How many other women for example. 

	But I guess I'll never know. I don't read books anymore, so even if she wrote about it in detail there I wouldn't know." 

	  

	alex7419 Sun Apr 15, 2018 12:42 am 

	"Hello Daniel. In some ways I envy you for the point where you are with Gemma, I think that she knows you very well and has learned to play with your darkest fantasies giving you moments of extreme pleasure, but at the same time your situation would create a lot of anxiety to me. 

	I think that in some moments I would feel extremely jealous, sad, humiliated and inadequate because not only I am unable to give the woman I love what she needs but I am not even close to her during some experiences so profound and important for her. 

	The fact that in those moments there is another man at her side would drive me crazy, I'm not talking about sex but the experiences that are marking and changing the soul of the woman you love, I don't know how you can bear that situation. 

	I just read about when Gemma in Switzerland sees your picture with Lydia and after asking Gerardo to spank her to calm the emotions that the photo has caused her, she indulges in his arms crying for twenty minutes. Not being able to be next to her in those moments would make freaks me out, I don't know how I could stand it, it's like creating a furrow with the woman I love. 

	The fact that in those moments there is Gerardo at her side and not you, it does not make you feel as if your bond with Gemma was weakening while on the contrary the one between her and Gerardo is strengthening? you're not afraid that those moments can be the real threat to your relationship with your wife?" 

	  

	Samanthasman Sun Apr 15, 2018 1:04 am 

	"I would guess that Gerardo understands what is happening. I'm sure he feels angst, he says as much, but he also realizes he is living out a fantasy at a level few will ever experience. Kinda like flying to the moon. Would you risk your very life for such an experience? Not everyone would, but an astronaut would in a heartbeat, and a true cuckold would do just about anything to experience what Gerardo is currently experiencing. 

	Beyond that, I don't think at this point he could stop this train even if he wanted to... and I don't think he even really wants to... so at this point, just enjoy the ride. It's one hell of a ride!" 

	  

	Zone Sun Apr 15, 2018 1:06 am 

	"It certainly sounds that Gemma is having the time of her life. Yet somehow I have the feeling that both she and you realize that you are flying way too close to the sun and someday it is going to consume your marriage in a fiery demise. It is obvious that you are both enjoying this adventure (her a lot more than you, but you seem to be coping). As long as it continues to be fun for both of you I'm all for you continuing. But please--both of you--keep in mind that this cannot continue forever. And that it might very likely escalate to a point of disaster. My advice: Continue, but be ever vigilant--and pull back when it escalates too far too fast." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Apr 26, 2018 2:58 pm 

	"Yes, it certainly does. There is no doubt that the strength of her bond with Gerardo is increasing. I think he knows very well what he is doing. My wife is aware of it herself, but she consciously accepts it, even lusts for it. As someone else said it, we are both aware that we are maybe flying too close to the sun, but the sun is so beautiful... Awareness doesn't avoid getting burned, but it may help, yet. I think we've moved too far into it to stop this right now. I don't know how strong we will get burned, but I am still convinced that we are going to survive it and that this will just make us stronger for the years together that are still to come." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Apr 26, 2018 3:09 pm 

	"I am not supposed to release any information before she posts it on her blog, but I cannot avoid the temptation of advancing you an interesting thing that happened. I know that that part of the story is in her queue, waiting to be published, as she made me write it to tell it in first person. 

	While my wife was in Switzerland with Gerardo, Lidia (the other girl Gerardo has and who joins them from time to time), came to my house. She is a crazy, innocent looking bitch, I can tell you. She came by unexpected. I guess Gerardo gave her our address. She had teased me before and I initially resisted inviting her in, but she threaten me to undress at the door, where our neighbors could see her. I allowed her in, and as I feared and secretly wished for, she teased me. I got a hard-on, but she used ice to cool me down... and I ended up in a chastity device of hers. Then she left. I had to explain afterwards to my wife what happened. She wasn't particularly happy, of course. But after all, those were "the captain's orders", weren't they day? 

	It was extremely embarrassing, but exciting and funny as well. The really bad thing was that I couldn't reclaim her after picking her up at the airport. I wanted to make love to her, as I oftentimes do when she has had sex with another man, but with that chastity device on, I couldn't." 

	  

	MaxCargo Thu Apr 26, 2018 8:11 pm 

	"Very interesting development. Curious what role Lidia plays in all of this. Do you think Gerardo tries to use her to put a wedge between you and Gema? But far more important, how long did it take until you were freed from that chastity device and you could finally make love to Gema and reclaim her? I hope you are able to tell us a little more about your reunion after her trip. 

	Please, don't let us wait too long for your response. It's eagerly awaited." 

	  

	 alex7419 Thu Apr 26, 2018 9:04 pm 

	"What did Gemma tell you when she found out you had not done anything with Lydia? did she try to make up for what she did and said with the two Slavs when she thought you betrayed her? didn't she feel that she acted unfairly against you? 

	I would like you to intervene more often in the forum, I think so many would like to have your point of view on the trip you are doing with Gemma, I know it is difficult to talk about things so intimate and personal, even if the anonymity that allows you the web should still help a little, but what you are living with your wife is so wonderful and intense that many of us would want to be part of it even if indirectly through your story." 

	  

	vicg Sat Apr 28, 2018 8:14 am 

	"They live in Spain." 

	  

	Xalar11 Wed May 16, 2018 1:48 am 

	"Oh man, your thread is really one of the most exciting ones on this forum. I wish you would post more often again. Is there a specific reason why you have stopped posting more regularly? Is it too time consuming? Which would be understandable, of course. 

	If I'm correct the trip to Switzerland and the immediate aftermath took place about three months ago. I hope you're able to give us a summary about what has happened since then? You have talked about maybe getting "burned". 

	But especially, like another commentator already asked, when did you finally reclaim your beloved Gema and you two had penetrative sex with each other again? 

	Please take care yourself and your wife as well." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Jun 03, 2018 6:01 pm 

	"I would have normally reclaimed my wife after her trip with her boss, but locked as I was, that was not possible. My wife was somewhat pissed at first, but then she adapted quickly and took my ass. I guess this was a different way of reconnecting. She is still a bit angry with me because I let Lydia lock me up, but she is understanding for the most part. It is exciting for me to be locked up by this beautiful but yet crazy girl. I honestly don't know where this is leading to, but it is a fun play, even though I can't have fun with my dick. Gemma is a somewhat jealous as well. But she also has a good relationship with the girl for the most part. And believe that she sees that the advantage for that girl playing dominance with me is that she can submerge herself more into her submissiveness towards Gerardo, which I know is what she wants. So I guess she is experiencing contradictory feelings, just as we cuckolds do oftentimes." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Jun 03, 2018 6:36 pm 

	"It's nothing special why I don't post more often. I guess one goes from times when you feel the thrill of posting an update and times when you just don't. Sorry guys (and gals, if any). 

	You are correct in your assumptions, that trip happened several months ago. As I just explained above, I wasn't able to reclaim my wife, because Lydia had stopped by the house and had played with me, fooling a bit around. She ended up putting me in chastity. But I was still able to reclaim my wife, just not as usual. But as a write these words, I realize that it was rather she who reclaimed me, instead of the other way around. She pegged me and took my ass. I can't say I didn't like it. 

	The weekend after her arrival, we thought that we would meet at Gerardo's house. I honestly was hoping to see Lydia again. She is a fine young lady. A crazy bitch, but always refreshing and true. And she has the lock to my chastity device. So I was hoping to see her and let her play with me a bit more, or at least see her and my wife together. But instead Gerardo had a different plan. He called my wife and told her that he wanted her to go out with Lydia, just the two of them. I felt both excited and frustrated. But I got to see Lydia, as she arrived at our house to pick my wife up. While my wife was preparing herself upstairs, Lydia fooled a bit with me around. No kissing, nothing like that. She was mostly fucking my mind. She asked me to show her my chastity device and so I did. And then she took her panties off and asked me to put them on. And so I did. Gemma was not overly pleased to hear this later on when I told her, but she understood. A bit of fooling around and flirting is not like I am cheating on her, don't you think so, guys? 

	Before they left, I got to see them kissing in the living room. That was amazing! It was so sensual. My dick tried to stand up, but of course it couldn't, and instead it just hurt. But the pain was worth it. I haven't seen them having sex yet, and I so much wished I could. But seeing them kissing... Amazing! 

	Lydia had two gifts for my wife before they left to party. One was a temporary tattoo (A kind of sticker. The ink is transferred to the skin by applying water on it). She had the same one on her shoulder. It was too sexy fey kissing. The tattoo was well visible, as it was not covered by her dress (I forgot to mention that she had given her a dress as well, which she was to wear for the night). The second one was a choker, with a triskelion sign on it. She put it on my wife's throat and then gave her a second one, so that she could return the favor. So off they went, sexy-dressed, with matching tattoos and chokers. 

	I learned afterwards that Gerardo had asked my wife to make Lydia feel very special that night. He had asked her to behave like her lover. He didn't want her to just act, he wanted her to feel it for that night. Now, my wife is not bisexual. She has had threesomes with Lydia and Gerardo and she enjoyed it, but she doesn't have feelings for persons of her same sex. But Gerardo insisted that he wanted her to try hard and to feel that way for that night. I don't know how my wife managed to do it, but she assures me that although she knew that it was all staged, she did feel like Lydia's lover. I don't know, I guess this is how good actors do their job. They don't just act, they believe what they are doing, they believe being that character, even though they know it's just a show. That's my explanation on it. 

	Gerardo was extremely pleased with her performance. Apparently Lydia reported back to Gerardo and told him that my wife had made her truly feel like her beloved couple. Gerardo said that this was an important test for what was yet to come. He said that he didn't just want obedience. He explained that what he wanted was someone who truly desired and enjoyed what she was doing, even though it might be contrary to her nature. He said that this flexibility of the mind to truly desire and feel it is what he wanted and what she needed for what was yet to come. 

	And then he told her that for her great performance he had earned herself a special gift. He asked her to tell him a wish and that he would grant it to her. It took my wife some time to think about it, as she was rubbing herself against his shoe, but she finally told him what she wanted. I first thought that she wanted to have the key for my chastity device. It's strange, but I wanted her to say it, but then I also didn't want her to do so. In any case, she ended up wishing for a holiday with all three of us together." 

	  

	Xalar11 Mon Jun 04, 2018 7:55 am 

	"It's fantastic to hear from you again. It must have been on amazing sight, Lidia together with your wife. Can't wait about the report about your vacation, if you already have taken it. 

	But, in danger of getting on your nerves you still haven't told when you finally had vaginal sex with Gema and reclaimed after her trip to Switzerland? Please, I really hope you have done it together since then, otherwise I would be very worried?" 

	  

	elina Mon Jun 04, 2018 9:45 pm 

	"Thanks for the updates GemsHubby. 

	So are you still locked in chastity controlled by Lydia? 

	Are you let out on a regular basis to clean, and maybe be allowed to cum? 

	Very hot to hear that Your Wife wished for a holiday for all three of you." 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Jun 04, 2018 10:32 pm 

	"This is embarrassing... why are you guys so fixated on the question of vaginal sex?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Mon Jun 04, 2018 10:37 pm 

	"My wife has a key now. The second key, actually. It just wasn't practical not to be allowed out until seeing Lydia: safety, washing, etc. She has the key, but she had to promise not to unlock me for sex without asking Lydia for permission. And I believe she wasn't extremely unhappy about that." 

	  

	maxbud Tue Jun 05, 2018 2:02 am 

	"Very hot!!! I love your story, and I am looking forward to you watching Lydia, your wife and Gerardo in a sensual superhot threesome. Any hope for that? 

	I see several similarities between your story and OHW member Chris15. His fiance's boss is fucking her and some other women in a harem of sorts. Totally dominating her and they seduce women together. There is this also sexy seductress sarah or so, who behaves a bit like your Lydia behaves." 

	  

	Xalar11 Tue Jun 05, 2018 7:50 am 

	"Excuse me if I made you feel uneasy. Sometimes I'm too curious. 

	Still, I hope you allow me a question. Did you actually later asked Gema, when Gerardo offered her any wish, why she didn't ask for the keys and instead wanted to go on vacation?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Jun 08, 2018 8:53 pm 

	"Of course I hope to see Lydia, my wife and Gerardo in a threesome. I probably would rather prefer if it was Mario as he is much better looking, but I am past this. However, Gerardo seems to be very private with this. I am not sure if he does it to actually humiliate me or to emphasize his power over me and over my wife. Or maybe he is planning to use it somehow to negotiate something from us, in exchange for letting me watch. I have to give him that, he is rather long-term focused. I don't know if he has planned everything or if he is lucky when he improvises, but oftentimes the things he do fall together like pieces of a bigger puzzle. So honestly, I hope I get to watch my wife with another woman. I think I will at some point, but I wonder how much this will cost her or us. That's the reason why I don't want to push it too much. Plus, it's very exciting to fantasize about it and imagine it, maybe even more than seeing it. I guess I love to be mind-fucked." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Jun 08, 2018 9:04 pm 

	"No problem, man. I just felt that people on this forum should be more open-minded, if you allow me to use that term, and to not focus exclusively on vaginal sex, as if it were the only way of making love. 

	Of course I asked my wife about the key. She messed with me and said that she is not missing my dick, but what she is missing is more interaction between me and Gerardo, that she would really love to see him being more dominant over me. And then she added that leaving Lydia with the keys would be a great test to check how faithful I really am towards her. She said that in a very stern voice and I was like :shock: . But then she laughed out loud and said that she thinks that I need more "discipline" and that maybe teaming up with Lydia wouldn't be a bad idea to better educate me. She said that Lydia probably has some crazy ideas, some of them she never thought of and some others she just didn't have the courage to try with me. So after that I was like :????: :oops: :roll: :?: :!: and she was like :whip:" 

	  

	elina Sat Jun 09, 2018 7:26 am 

	"Wow; after Lydia put you in chastity without your Wife knowing about it, who would doubt that Lydia has some interesting ideas. 

	Good luck my friend, I hope you will enjoy what this threesome decides is the next thing to happen to you. 

	Please update as things progress." 

	  

	maxbud Tue Jun 12, 2018 12:50 am 

	"Great! I would sooooooooooo love to hear about a threesome with your wife, Lydia and Gerardo or Mario. What would your wife feel about it? 

	Perhaps you can whisper the idea to her/... mention that you won't get any action, just watch, perhaps that will encourage her naughty side." 

	  

	norbertrichard Tue Jun 12, 2018 2:30 pm 

	"Hi, long time reader here, and of your wife's blog, and I just got her book. I have to say ,I sure am glad that I am not in your shoes. I could never tolerate what I consider ABUSE that you put up with. As far as reclaiming ones wife, for most I would think that joining together as one with your wife, and feeling that you and she are truly one person again, is what it is all about, to feel that your bond , and commitment is stronger than ever. To me "pegging" is no comparison. I wish you both the best, but I fear that you have already lost your wife." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Jun 12, 2018 7:05 pm 

	"I think that either my wife or Lydia or both would probably need Gerardo's authorization for that and he doesn't seem to be interested in letting it happen in front of me. I am not sure if it's because he doesn't like me, or because he thinks that by denying me this he is fulfilling my wife's wishes of dominating me, or simply because he doesn't want to "share" his girls that way, even if I was only to watch." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Jun 12, 2018 7:09 pm 

	"Thanks for buying the book and reading it! 

	I don't feel it as an abuse. I think that's part of being in a female-lead relationship. I am to some degree the instigator of this, so I can't really complain, even though things are not always comfortable or even though I sometimes her decisions would be different. But I guess it wouldn't be female-lead if she just did what I wanted." 

	  

	Wisher Wed Jun 13, 2018 12:33 am 

	"If you had followed that poster's history here, you'd see a pattern in their posts. There used to be a TV commercial here in the states for Life cereal. One of the lines in it was 'he hates everything!!!' 

	Me? I'd like to know more about that chalet event and hear from her here on this board." 

	  

	norbertrichard Sat Aug 04, 2018 10:32 pm 

	"Waiting patiently for the continuing adventure, or a brief update." 

	  

	MaxCargo Wed Aug 08, 2018 3:28 pm 

	"How are you and Gema doing? Hope everything is well between you and your lovely wife. We haven't heard much of you in the last months, actually in complete 2018. So, is there any chance you'll start to post more often again in the future? 

	Btw. I can't reach Gema's blog currently. When I click the link or try through Google I get connected to the Tumblr.com main page. But maybe it's only myself problem? 

	  

	viking53 Thu Aug 09, 2018 4:55 pm 

	"Tumblr have put a privacy filter in place which means that you have to register with them to open protected sites such as Gemma's blog." 

	  

	Serrand Sun Aug 26, 2018 9:39 pm 

	"It's been about two and a half months since we heard anything from you. What all have you and Gema experienced during the summer? Is there any chance you'll post more often again? It would be fantastic to get your perspective on the developments as well, not only Gema's, as exciting as it's not follow them in her blog. I think there are many, who would like to hear from soon." 

	  

	cuckoldfan Wed Sep 26, 2018 7:56 am 

	"I am not there, but I see Gemma's twitter and comment on it. This is one of the most extreme and cases of what I don't know but Daniel is the bottom rung on the ladder. This has gone way beyond Cuckolding and I don't know why Gemma even has a blog at all because she wants questions and comments and she gets them. She is as slippery as an eel and never answers the questions that are asked. If Daniel is content with her sick view of life now, and I don't believe he is at all truly happy. If we all go back to page one and read through the thread again we see Daniel not as this happy husband. Gemma has basically told Daniel if he was to divorce her she would throw him out into the street with nothing and uses the law to say she would have every right to do just that. That is not love and is evil and sadistic beyond words. Almost everyone on her blog is telling her she is selfish and has some mental issues. Gerado is nothing but a piece of garbage and is a disgusting excuse for a man. She blames Daniel and everyone else for her sick choices. This is what I have witnessed through he own words on her blog. As I have now voiced my view on all of this, if anyone disagrees with me or norbertrichard who I don't know but he uses common sense and is just plain realistic, than write what you want. I will not debate anyone on here at all. So say what you want." 

	  

	Samanthasman Wed Sep 26, 2018 8:20 am 

	"My question is, are you a cuckold? 

	My experience is that non cuckolds usually don't "get it". They often see what cuckolds see as hot and exciting as evil and cruel or selfish acts of the Hotwife. 

	As for this story, I don't know exactly what is going on, I don't read the blog, but I do know that nobody knows someone else's marriage. Only Daniel can comment or not on your comments." 

	  

	DavidnDaria Wed Sep 26, 2018 10:39 am 

	"I'm not a cuckold, but I get it. 

	My wife and I think Gem's answers to the negative questions she gets are hilarious. Yesterday, she posted a picture of a BDSM Barbie in response to someone. C'mon...that's classic stuff! 

	People ignore her serious answers though. One answer they totally ignore is this: She loves Daniel with all her heart and without him, none of this would have any meaning or purpose. That's something people just conveniently forget about so they can berate. Fortunately, those comments just roll off them." 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Wed Sep 26, 2018 12:50 pm 

	"Dave - How is your project to translate Gema's book2 from Spanish to English progressing?" 

	  

	Samanthasman Wed Sep 26, 2018 2:02 pm 

	"Dave, you are a cuckold (of the stag variety). That's why you get it." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Sep 26, 2018 5:34 pm 

	"I haven't been active here since quite some time. Gema is making me help her writing her third book, including some chapters written in first person from my perspective. I am not very good in writing. Actually, it's strange, but I have the feeling that it is easier for me to write in English than in Spanish, in my native language. Maybe it's because writing in a foreign language lets me have some distance to what I am actually writing. Anyway, that's keeping me quite busy. 

	I just wanted to say that I am fine. Gema knows how to make my heart race. She is touching areas which are not easy for me. But it's not like she is forcing me to anything and it's definitely not like she would divorce my if I didn't accept. 

	Some questions she gets on her blog, we kind of respond together. Especially the ones that don't understand how cuckolding/hotwifing works are sometimes funny to respond to. It seems to me that some people picture the situation like in the porn movies with the frail husband pushed around by the woman and her bull. My wife decides and I am not always happy with her decisions, but that happens in normal marriages too. And I actually want her to decide. The difficult part of course is accepting her decisions when you don't like them. It's easier to play the submissive cuckold when you always like her decisions anyway. 

	As many of you might have seen already on her blog, she has become very submissive towards her boss. That's what she wants. She wants to experience that and I respect it. It's an experience I can offer her, although not directly. I can offer it to her indirectly, by accepting that she wants to experience that with another man. I am okay with my role. I get my kink too and I get the best part of her. 

	Still, this doesn't mean that it's easy. It's not. Sometimes you run through doubts. I don't doubt her love, but sometimes I doubt if I am doing the right thing. But I guess that's what all cuckolds feel sometimes. And I still don't like her boss completely. I have grown accustomed to him. But I think it would be easier for me if he were younger and more handsome. I guess I just want the best for my wife. But then, I realize that I am lucky that he isn't. I mean, imagine that he had my age, was better looking, wealthier... you see the point? So I guess I am lucky after all that she has chosen him. 

	As I said above, sometimes it's not easy, though. I have had my rewards, like being able to watch my wife making out with a young, beautiful woman. I wouldn't have been able to make her to this myself. So why not "outsource" it to someone who knows how to make her to this? Outsource... it's a nice word, which helps me feel being in control. But as I said, sometimes it's not easy, like when I see her becoming more and more submissive towards him. Is it becoming too much? What is too much? Is she still in control of her cravings or has she lost all control? 

	So, I just wanted to say I am still alive, we are still doing this, I am not pissed at all, we still love each other and we are far away from wanting to divorce each other. Yes, it's exciting and no, it's not easy to deal with it." 

	  

	 desertsub Wed Sep 26, 2018 6:04 pm 

	"Thank you for the update and the insight on how you actually feel about all this Daniel! Those of us who are actual cuckolds do understand what you are experiencing and what you're going through. For those of us who prefer this lifestyle it can become addicting, sometimes to the point of self-destruction. You seem to be exactly where you want to be at this point in your lives and you're both enjoying the ride!" 

	  

	DavidnDaria Wed Sep 26, 2018 8:15 pm 

	"After reading their books, I can tell you that in spite of the naysayers, Gema and Daniel are very much in love. Once people understand that they love each other, and once you read their books and blog, you'll get a huge kick out of their blog. Gema picks the most outstanding photos and actually tells a story through those photos. Gema has a hugely sarcastic wit; there are times I hear Daria laughing her ass off! All this through Google Translate. If you read their blog and don't speak Spanish, Google Translate does a good job, but you have to correct gender assignments in what you read or else things get odd quickly! :) Context is everything." 

	  

	Samanthasman Thu Sep 27, 2018 1:31 am 

	"Nice update Daniel!!! Thx!" 

	  

	SutterKane Thu Sep 27, 2018 11:15 pm 

	"If the two of you are happy doing what pleases you both, then what should you care? To quote an old story from National Lampoon "Fuck 'em if they cant take a fucking joke!". Plenty of us here do understand and support you on your journey." 

	  

	Wisher Fri Sep 28, 2018 2:15 am 

	"Hey, there you are. Thought we'd lost you." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Oct 02, 2018 6:14 pm 

	"Yup, everything fine. Mostly. 

	She is now wearing a necklace or choker, which Gerardo gave her. It has a ring in the front. At the backside of the ring, his name is engraved. I am not mad because she has accepted to wear it. I find it somehow exciting. Of course, it does make me wonder sometimes if this is going too far. But then, I am not very much into symbols and this doesn't really change anything. It just shows how submissive she is towards him, but I already know this. She loves teasing me, which I enjoy for the most part. But I don't know if she is really that submissive towards him or if she is just playing it as part of her fantasy. She can be quite mysterious when she wants. 

	The choker is not something obviously related to BDSM, so it's ok. But she now wears it fulltime. At some point of time, people (our daughter) might be start asking questions. I don't think we are going to tell her what it means, but it's taking her relationship with her boss into our private life. That somehow feels like a transgression, and it's not the first one. The first one was when Lidia (the young girl who sometimes joins Gerardo and my wife for sex) came into our house and greeted our daughter. It felt... well, I prefer not to talk about it. 

	But again, sometimes it feels like getting too far. It's not just a pure game for fun, as we also depend economically on my wife's income and he's her boss. So it's not something where you can press the panic button and shut it down immediately. 

	However, I have to admit that I am experiencing many things, which I otherwise wouldn't experience. My own increased submission towards my wife, seeing my wife doing BDSM stuff (even though not with my favorite kind of bull), seeing her with another woman... I guess I can't really complain. Without Gerardo, probably that wouldn't have been possible. So somehow, even if I don't like everything, it feels like I owe him for this. It's weird." 

	  

	Wisher Tue Oct 02, 2018 9:01 pm 

	"How old is she? Is she close enough to legal age that he/they could be grooming her?" 

	  

	DavidnDaria Tue Oct 02, 2018 9:02 pm 

	"Daniel, I think you have something very special and unique with your wife. You're good together. Yeah, I can understand that it's rough at times for you, but you're doing great, my friend. Feelings are natural, negative, even. You seem to process things very well. I'm not a cuckold in the sense that you are, but I think I understand more than most, so if you feel weird about feeling you owe Gerardo, it's probably natural to feel that way given who you are and what you have experienced. Hang in there, sir! 

	Oh, and don't think you can't write. You write wonderfully." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat Oct 13, 2018 1:40 pm 

	"She's already a legal adult. What do you mean by "grooming" her? It's my English. I don't understand the term in this context." 

	  

	Fotodom Sat Oct 13, 2018 8:37 pm 

	"It means to get her ready psychologically to be taken by him." 

	  

	Wisher Sun Oct 14, 2018 12:18 am 

	"Basically seducing her into the idea of joining them." 

	  

	BallSpanking Sun Oct 14, 2018 12:26 am 

	"Maybe bringing the family in is not the wisest choice." 

	  

	Xalar11 Sun Oct 14, 2018 2:03 am 

	"Excuse me, but this comment of you is really disrespectful, to say it in a friendly way. Actually I would like to use more drastic words. Some of you guys are really going too far. It's their daughter, for God's sake. No matter if she's of legal age or not, she should keep out of this. Show a little respect!!! 

	I can only hope that the author of this thread won't be deterred by such inappropriate comments to post here again." 

	  

	Wisher Sun Oct 14, 2018 2:42 am 

	"You may not have been reading the same thread the rest of us have, or any of the other threads where a family member was added to the mix." 

	  

	Wisher Sun Oct 14, 2018 1:35 pm 

	"GemsHubby, I'm not sure if you ever did, but so we don't have to go back through the whole thread, can you give us a basic recap of their working relationship. Is he still her boss? Do they work together daily in a public type job? How do they interact there?" 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Sat Nov 03, 2018 7:42 pm 

	"GemsHubby / Dave (of DavidnDaria), 

	How is your project to translate Gema's book2 from Spanish to English progressing? We waiting for it eagerly. When can we expect it to be available on Amazon?" 

	  

	annsman Sun Nov 04, 2018 12:40 am 

	"My wife was desperate to have sex with her boss and talked about longing for him to make love to her and even said she wanted to have his baby. Nothing happened other than a kiss and a grope at a party when they worked together, but they met up again just before Christmas last year. They've been having what Ann calls "fun sex" every month or so since then, but she has nothing like the feeling she had for him when they worked together... She enjoys being submissive so we're pretty sure that a lot of the attraction was that he was her boss." 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Fri Nov 09, 2018 3:08 pm 

	"GemsHubby, I know I am bugging you repeatedly about the translation of book2. Sorry if it bothers you. But I don't know what to do. I am a fan of (yours and) your wife's work. But Gema has chosen to block you from updating this thread and decided to give priority to her Spanish blog. I love Spanish. But I don't understand a word of it. And Google translator just doesn't cut it for me when I want to read Gema's blog. 

	I am waiting eagerly waiting for book2 in English. And not just that; book3 too. Would it not be phenomenally great if you released both Spanish and English version of book3 at the same time?" 

	  

	Des 31 Sat Nov 10, 2018 6:49 pm 

	"My wife's boss was fucking her for almost a year. I loved it, she loved it and he was thrilled." 

	  

	MaxCargo Wed Dec 05, 2018 12:44 am 

	"How are you and Gema doing? I'm a little worried Gema has suddenly stopped posting on her blog for over a week now, that unusual. I hope everything is alright with and your family and you both taking just a little hiatus. My best wishes for you both. I think I can speak for a couple of people, it would be great to hear from you soon again." 

	  

	Whosbeensleeping Wed Dec 05, 2018 12:50 pm 

	"Tumblr is blocking adult content after December 17." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Dec 18, 2018 2:02 pm 

	"Sorry for the long absence. Two things have happened. Let's start with the easy one: 

	As you know, Tumblr has banned all adult content. We don't know yet what we will do about it. We have opened another account in Tumblr called gemaesposacaliente2. Eventually my wife will continue to post there, although with softcore images. Or we might move to a different platform. We are still at gemaesposacaliente.blogspot.com, so whatever we will do, we will announce it there too. 

	Now the tough part. The real reason why we haven't been posting any updates. Gerardo has been diagnosed advanced lung cancer. It doesn't look good for him. We are both shocked. My wife is destroyed. In the end, she really had developed strong feelings for him. But I am not jealous, that's ok with me. I just don't think that certain things have to be exclusive to one person only. But I am very sad as well. Not as much as my wife of course, but I guess that when something like this happens, you find out how much you really cared for the other person, in spite of some differences. I don't know how this is going to continue. It's definitely not going to continue with Gerardo, unless a miracle happens. Doctors always give you some hope, but his chances are very low. 

	What I do know is that after some time, our cuckold story will continue. Because, after all, that's what I am, a cuckold. I need this. I might even need it more than my wife. 

	As of the translation of book 2, thanks to a reader here, it is finished. I just have to review it, edit it and reformat it. But right now, I don't feel like doing it. I will, but I need some time too to recover from the shock." 

	  

	DavidnDaria Tue Dec 18, 2018 2:46 pm 

	"Daniel, worry about what is important. The translation we did will still be there when you feel it's time. What we want to convey publicly to you is our extreme sadness over this horrible turn. Both of us were shocked and deeply saddened by the news of Gerardo's health. We know how important he is to both of you. We pray that he is not suffering too badly and that both you and Gemma find strength in each other and in your own hearts. 

	If you need us, you know we will be here, in any capacity you need." 

	  

	SutterKane Tue Dec 18, 2018 3:49 pm 

	"My condolences to you both. I know that this relationship with Gerardo hasn't been the easiest one but it changed both your lives for the better, I think. Heal each other's pain and emerge stronger than before!" 

	  

	elina Tue Dec 18, 2018 9:10 pm 

	"Dear Gemshubby, So sorry to hear this. 

	Take care of each other and take the time needed before proceeding with wherever you want to go next. Even if "nothing happens" for some time, it would still be great if you would bother to check in and drop us a line so we can follow your progress." 

	  

	SutterKane Tue Dec 18, 2018 11:18 pm 

	"Yes, please don't drop away like so many others!" 

	  

	Say_Oy Thu Dec 20, 2018 7:38 am 

	"Gerardo may deteriorate quickly but your wife can still serve him to the end. Even old sick men get horny and I'm sure he would appreciate it. He may also help transition her to his successor, depending on how he takes this - bitterly or with grace. 

	And I hate to be thinking of this but it could be an opportunity for your wife at the company. After all, she manages an important client... 

	I wish Gerardo the best of luck and my sympathy to all 4 of you." 

	  

	MaxCargoMon Dec 24, 2018 12:23 pm 

	"Hello, I just want to wish you, Gema and your family a Merry Christmas. I hope your wife is doing better, you have said you had some stomach problems? My best wishes, I'm sure there will come better times. Hope to hear from you soon again;) " 

	  

	DavidnDaria Mon Dec 24, 2018 6:40 pm 

	"Both Daria and I echo Max's wishes to you, Gemma and your family. We hope and pray that you all can find some joy and peace during this holiday season. Take care of yourselves, David and Daria." 

	  

	SutterKane Mon Dec 24, 2018 10:44 pm 

	"I'm wishing you both the very best that this Christmas and New Year hold!" 

	  

	Wisher Fri Jan 18, 2019 12:39 am 

	"I'm guessing this one has ended also." 

	  

	DavidnDaria Fri Jan 18, 2019 12:57 am 

	"That's a bit insensitive. When, and if they're ready, you'll read about it. If they're done, it's probably something nobody will ever know anything about. That's a good thing." 

	  

	sadie Mon Feb 11, 2019 2:33 pm 

	"Nope, (she was an acquaintance of mine on Tumblr, since that site's recent implosion I don't have a way to keep tabs) at last word they were ticking along just fine." 

	  

	MaxCargo Mon Apr 01, 2019 7:52 pm 

	"Hello, I have seen you have login yesterday. I hope you and Gema are doing better, in the context, I suppose of probably difficult and kind of sad last few months? 

	I bet I'm far from the only person, who would like to hear about your and Gema's whereabouts. Again, I hope to hear from you soon and my best wishes to you and Gema." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Apr 02, 2019 8:42 pm 

	"Gerardo passed away. We were shocked, first with his illness and then his death. Our sex drive reached negative values. It just didn't seem to be okay enjoying sex while he was suffering or even after his death. 

	Someone on this forum translated the second book for us and I had it on my to-do list to review it. But I just didn't feel like I could. I even lost interest visiting this site completely. And Gem lost interest too in updating her Tumblr (and on top, they closed her blog because of explicit sexual content, like they have done with other Tumblr blogs after becoming prude). But I have started to review the book and I am already half-way through. I should be able to publish it soon if I can make the time to finish editing it. I have to confess, it has made me horny, reading my wife's beginnings. That has made me come back to this site, too. 

	Gema is still working in the company, but it could be just a matter of time until she is fired, once the new boss starts making the reorganizations he will have in mind. Well, it's not a bad moment to lose a job. At least, right now, the economy is doing good. I hope it will last. It's really shit when you lose your job just when economy contracts. 

	So for now, there hasn't been anything sexual going on. Not even between Gem and me :-(. But I hope we will come out soon from this emotional crisis (not between us, our sentiments regarding each other are ok)". 

	  

	MaxCargo Wed Apr 03, 2019 1:40 am 

	"A big thank you for the update. Reading Gema's blog and your thread here I never felt much sympathy for Gerardo, but of course nobody deserves to suffer from such an illness, it's just cruel. I feel deeply sorry for the sad development. I assume something like this makes you and Gema appreciate each other even more. 

	It's understandable that something like this has a quite negative effect on everybody's sex drive. But I have no doubt, that you have been a rock for Gema during this time. Certainly, Gema is aware of this and I'm sure her sexual desire and lust for you will return soon. I think she's longing to feel you inside of her again. Maybe, if it's possible and the time is right you and Gema should go on a romantic getaway weekend? 

	Like I said, I also followed Gema's blog eagerly and I hope one day she will start posting again. Take care of yourself and of course of your lovely wife. And of course I hope to hear from you more often again." 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Wed Apr 03, 2019 11:19 am 

	"Gerardo's illness and death was certainly shocking and it is understandable how it would disrupt your lives in a big way. I do hope and pray that you and Gema get enough strength and peace to move out of this difficult phase swiftly and smoothly. 

	I am curious why you think Gema will lose her job in that company. Does she want to leave? Is she enjoying or is at least OK to continue there? How is her relationship with new boss? Is he internal from that company? If yes, how was his relationship with Gerardo? (Apologies for firing questions at such a time. Please ignore them if they are intrusive or inappropriate). 

	That sounds promising! On multiple fronts! I would love to get my hands on book 2. And book 3 too (so please add that to you to-do list). I have mentioned that before too. I even hassled the person who translated the blog for book 2 (apologies again to you - I should not have put you in such an awkward situation!). 

	Well far more importantly though what is really promising is that you are beginning to look forward with enthusiasm (and being horny!). I am sure your enthusiasm for future will rub off on Gema too. One way or the other directly or indirectly you have always been the one to open doors for her and lay out pathways for her that she has followed with so much vigor, love and commitment. So your role remains critical. All the best. 

	Please do keep us updated. I really mean that - please don't go off this site for weeks and months again!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Apr 04, 2019 4:43 pm 

	"Gerardo had a business partner. The company belonged to both of them. I am not sure about the exact split, if 50/50 or whatever. The company has two divisions. One was managed by Gerardo and the other one by his partner. They operate mostly independently, or at the very least, the partner didn't got to say Gerardo how to manage his turf and vice versa. 

	I guess that the business partner will now take over management of Gerardo's division. Hierarchically, he is already doing that, but he hasn't implemented any changes so far. And then there is Gerardo's inheritance he has left, which includes his part of the company. So, whoever inherits that, will have to play a role in the company's future, one way or the other. If they sell that part, there will be a new business partner. If they keep it, they might rely on the business partner to manage all the company. 

	Whatever, but there will be changes for sure. A Gema is overpaid for her position. Maybe it's not that much as we think it is and they could just consider normal, although within the high end. Or, they will find it strange and may want to investigate or just cut costs and fire her. Of course, it's also possible that nothing happens, but we just don't have a good feeling about it." 

	  

	Xalar11 Fri Apr 05, 2019 7:58 pm 

	"Thank you for giving us the heads up about your situation. I hope everything works out for you and Gema. Please keep us updated." 

	  

	insertomit Sun Apr 21, 2019 6:35 am 

	"Sorry for your lost. Hope she has something to remember him by." 

	  

	DavidnDariaSun Apr 21, 2019 7:26 am 

	"The translated second book has been published on Amazon. I'd be violating rules here if I posted a link to it, but I thought it would be okay to let folks know. It will likely be taken down for a bit in the next day or two to fix a problem with the cover. 

	Y'all take care. Dave." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Apr 21, 2019 3:09 pm 

	"I have corrected the cover. I guess it will take Amazon a while to reflect the changes, but it was just one letter in the cover. If you happen to read it, please leave a comment." 

	  

	Samanthasman Sun Apr 21, 2019 5:20 pm 

	"WOW, I had missed your last update about Geraldo passing. I'm sorry for your loss. That is crazy. 

	I am sure that Gema feels some angst about the job situation, but losing a job (if that happens) can often be a good thing as it invites new opportunities. 

	I am a bit like Geraldo, in that I also like to mix business with pleasure, and I own my own company. In search of my own "Gema", I ran an ad in seeking arrangements (a dating website) and said I was looking for a "hot personal assistant" to basically take care of all of my needs, both personal and professional. I made it very clear that duties could include anything from walking my dog, to business travel, to entertaining clients, to, basically, giving me head while I'm on a conference call ;) I am self-employed, so I can obviously do whatever I want, and I would never want someone to feel I was harassing them, so I made it very clear what the job entails. Interestingly enough, I got 100's of responses, from crazy hot and beautiful young woman. Apparently a lot of woman have a fantasy of fucking their boss !!! 

	My first assistant was a so-so girlfriend and a so-so assistant. Honestly, I did not expect a perfect assistant, as I have plenty of people to get all of the important work done. However, it did create a small about of issue that some of my hard-working employees probably did not see her pulling her weight. Eventually the relationship ended, mostly because she want to pursue other career activities. We're still friends, but no longer do anything together. 

	My second assistant is a fantastic girlfriend and a fantastic assistant. I feel like I hit the mother load. She is stunningly hot (bikini model), and crazy sexy and sexual. A real head turner. She does anything I want, including giving me head doing long boring conference calls ;) She travels with me and is a really good personal assistant - managing projects and even saving me tons of money by negotiating fees from vendors and contractors that I just did not bother negotiating with in the past. My wife even loves her for keeping me happy and saving us money ;) 

	My point is that Gema is a remarkable woman and there are all sort of opportunities in this world for a woman like her!" 

	  

	Des 31 Sun Apr 21, 2019 11:30 pm 

	"My wife's boss is also fucking her and has been for some two years. 

	My wife is now 32, 5'11", an inch taller than me. To say she's attractive would be an understatement, and her body is smoking hot. She has been a hot wife for less than three years and, after a year or so of my encouragement, eagerly accepted our lifestyle. With one exception, a younger guy she has been fucking since the beginning, her guys have been short term affairs. 

	The first man she was seeing was a coworker and she broke off that relationship for reasons I mentioned before; but also ended it because she suspected an employee had begun to notice something between them that suggested a sexual pairing. She decided getting involved with anyone at work was a bad idea. The bank where she works has strict rules about employees having affairs; that's particularly true for any supervisor or executive having sex with anyone under their authority to protect the company from sexual harassment lawsuits. 

	She had told me that for a couple of months she was sure her boss wanted to have sex with her. He was subtle about it, saying in ways like, "You make an excellent impression on customers," or "Men who do a lot of business with us are really impressed with your looks." He found ways to be alone with her more often than necessary. She became increasingly attracted to him and began imagining his cock inside her when she and I had wild sex. I, of course, encouraged that fantasy, which sent her growing desire into hyperdrive. 

	He's 41, about her height but she is taller than him in her three-inch heels. He's maybe a few pounds heavier than what would be a perfect weight, slightly balding with black hair and glasses for reading. But those are superficial things; my wife says women at the bank certainly notice him when he walks in. 

	Then came the day the two were in his office talking and looking out his office window. Standing alongside her, his hand touched hers. She didn't pull away and knew he noticed. She asked, "I've been curious about something for a while. The company has an agreement form that employees who want to date must sign." He nodded and said, "Yeah, that's to avoid the bank from being a party to sexual harassment." She knew as did others that he kept those signed forms, if any, in his office's file cabinet. The office buzz was that they were in his safekeeping to avoid any gossipy HR employees from telling others about any such relationships. She later learned that it was extremely rare for any employees to ask for and sign those agreements. 

	She said, "Seems to me that signing an agreement before anything happens between a couple would take a lot of steam out of a budding relationship. I was thinking it might be better if an employee signed the agreement ahead of any relationship, just in the event anything happens." He grinned and said, "Are you involved with anyone?" 

	She curled her pinky finger around his and giggled. She said, "No, but I'd be willing to sign the form and let a man sign later if anything happened between us." He tightened his finger around hers. She glanced down to see a growing bulge in his slacks. She went on, "I'd never claim sexual harassment anyway, but even married women are tempted at times. Signing it for a future possibility just seems like a good idea." He turned to her and their eyes were affixed on each other's. She didn't release her hand from his. 

	He turned to open a lower desk drawer, pulled out a form and handed it and a pen to her. He said, "I think that's a smart idea." She lay it atop his desk and signed. He didn't file it in the cabinet against the wall but instead opened a desk drawer and slid it into a manila folder. He said, "Would you care to have lunch with me tomorrow?" The bulge in his pants would now be at full staff if released from his fly. 

	She told me this during dinner at home. I shrugged and said, "That's okay with me." I don't disagree with any desire to do whatever she wants. 

	They drove separately the following day to a small diner with few customers. He told her he was married, but she had already known that. He said, "If I got involved with someone, it would be only for sex. I wouldn't threaten my marriage." My wife realized he was still fishing for her to make known what she intended, so she said, "I wouldn't have it any other way either. It's just for ... well, fun." 

	As they were stood next to their cars in the diner's parking lot, they kissed on the lips and he asked if she was free that night. He wrote an address on a note pad's paper and asked her to meet him there after work. She had thought they might be meeting at a hotel, but he has a friend who occasionally loans him a condo when needed. His friend uses the residence for sexual liaisons. As always, she phoned me that afternoon to say she would be late getting home and would call again if it turned out to be overnight. 

	She has a couple of cover stories for situations like this so other men won't know I approve of her fucking others. She told him that she phoned her husband to say she was going to dinner with her cousin after work. But, she adds, her "cousin is out of town, so even if he calls her he'll assume she's out with me. He doesn't expect me home until at least 11 tonight." 

	The sun was going down when she arrived. Each was in a high state of excitement. As they kissed, his boner pressed against her belly. She stroked his rod as he undressed each of them. The walked naked to the bedroom. She knelt and took his hard dick into her mouth. She rolled her eyes up to meet his. His hands gripped each side of her head as she sucked. She describes his penis as "very long and broad" when erect. I would later ask if he was bigger than me; I don't know why I need to know that but I always ask. She said, "Yeah, don't feel bad. But he's a lot bigger." I like that. 

	He urged her to the bed. His tongue manipulated her clitoris until she begged him to fuck her. Her cunt was creaming. He mounted her and inserted his cockhead into her pussy lips. She sobbed and looked down to the narrow space between their bodies. She stared at his length as it slid deep into her cunt. She whimpered, "Oh gosh, your dick is so long!" She cried out when he thrust into her. 

	When hearing her tell me all this, I could imagine the feeling flooding his mind and body as he fucked my beautiful wife. And I well know her feelings when another man fucks her for the first time. She is wild with passion as another man's dick glides through her pussy. 

	She reached a screaming orgasm within a minute as he plowed into her and another as he was cumming. Tears streaked her cheeks as she said, "Oh yeah, cum with me!" She wept as his seed filled her cunt. Exhausted, she sighed, "That was wondrous!" 

	They walked nude to the kitchen's bar and he poured sangria from a bottle he had brought with him. They returned to bed and he urged her to her knees. She turned her head about to watch wide-eyed as he entered her muff from behind. She gripped the bed's metal headboard. Her jaw dropped as he drilled her. She cried repeatedly, "Fuck me! Fuck me!" She reached to her groin and massaged her clitoris. She orgasmed a second time at the moment his body stiffened and said, "I'm cumming." She said a thousand starts burst in the room. 

	She smiled, laying a leg across his, and said, "We need to be careful at work about how we act around each other. I don't want anyone to suspect any relationship." He agreed and said she was glad she said that because it told him she was willing to continue seeing him. She said, "Well, sure! If fucking me becomes stale, I won't complain if you decide to end it." He laughed and said that time would be awhile off. 

	They're still fucking as opportunities come about at the borrowed condo, his weekend mountain cottage and a couple of times at our home when I'm traveling for business. Although I don't have the opportunity to watch, I'm satisfied hearing her details after each session and pleased her needs are being filled. She was for a year and a half promoted to one of the bank's branch offices as manager and recently promoted to a position working closely with him in an office adjoining his corner office. They have had sex a few times in his office and his secretary provides cover for them if needed. She doesn't feel in any way that a superior is taking advantage of someone under him since she instigated the affair and doesn't want to break it off. Neither does he and he and his wife have become close friends of ours. We later learned his wife, like me, approves of their sexual relationship. She and I often go out to dinner, a movie or elsewhere on nights my wife and her husband are having sex." 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Tue May 07, 2019 10:34 am 

	"I just finished reading the second book. I waited for the English version for a long time. So when I read about its availability here I bought a copy straightaway. I started reading and within a couple of pages realized that if I reread book 1 before reading book 2 then I'll enjoy it more. Sort of delayed gratification, in a way. I must say that the book - both 1 and 2 - didn't disappoint. Reading book 1 again after many months was great. Book 2 is fantastic. Actually exceeded my expectations. I thoroughly enjoyed reading. 

	Now I am waiting for the English version of book 3! Even more so because of where Gema has chosen to end book 2. The dynamics between Daniel, Silvertre, LuisA and Gema are exceptionally interesting (often disturbing but that's how thrillers are supposed to be). And it isn't any less than any thriller. 

	Totally in awe of Gema. Amazing woman. How is her MBA/Masters degree going? I don't know how she has managed to juggle all the balls (her daughter, her husband, household responsibilities and work, Gerardo at work, Gerardo at playtime, work with increased responsibility as manager of Mario and others, MBA/Masters, etc, etc....) but certainly I am extremely impressed. 

	@GemsHubby - it'd be great to hear from you. I hope things are beginning to come back to normal after the Gerardo's tragedy. If you don't mind I have a few questions. Around this time last year you talked about launching your own company. How's that going? Have you got a job alongside? Secondly, it'd be great if you can share a bit about what's currently going on (if anything) with Lidia, Mario, Didac, and Gerardo's partner. Thirdly, it'd be great if you can share updates about your sex life. 

	I know my questions could be really insensitive and intrusive considering what you and Gema have gone through (and are still going through). So I apologize if I offended you or made you feel uncomfortable. In any case, it'd be great to get some updates about your life. 

	And Daniel, finally, please let me say this: somewhere in Gema's Tumblr, there is picture if a woman probably sitting under a massage table with a small hole in it. From the hole instead of penis some poor chap's scrotum is hanging. The woman is wearing red boxing gloves. And she is practicing her boxing skills on those balls. Getting a good work out. And giving a solid workout (and more) to those guy's balls. Now I don't know what was going on in Gema's mind when she posted that picture. I will tell you what came into my mind on seeing that picture: Daniel / @GemsHubby - you have got balls of steel! There is no doubt about that. Plenty of evidence in books 1 and 2. And even more in the adventures with Gerardo chronicled in Tumblr." 

	  

	maxbud Tue May 07, 2019 11:22 am 

	"What do you and his wife talk about when the two of them are off fucking? 

	I now I have asked before, but I don't remember clearly.... Does his wife ever join them? Or do they (Boss and your hotwife) ever include other women for trysts? I love imagining that his sex with her is hot, dirty, messy and pure lust, and he dominates and controls her mind and body ... while hers with you is cozy cuddly and vanilla (when she allows you at all...)" 

	  

	Des 31 Tue May 07, 2019 2:57 pm 

	"That's all in our ongoing thread in the hotwife section. His wife and I go out on dates and those are often general conversation. We sometimes go to our or their home and are "allowed" to do anything outside penetration because he and my wife say they couldn't handle that. My wife recently released me from that "contract" of not having sex with other women. I haven't yet taken advantage of that, but her boss' wife remains off limits. His wife's interests in this are similar to mine. She enjoys him fucking my wife but doesn't join them. My wife and I have sex often but most often after she has had sex with others and tells me about it. She and her boss haven't until recently included other women but, as I wrote in one the most recent posts, their secretary is now part of a threesome. He isn't aware she sees other men and she doesn't feel it necessary or desirable to tell him. My wife's sexual life is a bit complicated in my view, but somehow she can keep it organized. 

	Thanks for asking." 

	  

	Say_Oy Wed May 15, 2019 7:34 am 

	"Doesn't Gemma still maintain the special account that she visits monthly? If she can continue a relationship with a special and valuable client then maybe she can show she is worth her salary at the company. She should also ask that client for a referral to other similar clients in other cities and grow her influence." 

	  

	jamesbuldge123 Sat Jun 08, 2019 9:33 am 

	"Wow, sudden death. I guess that is what happens if you drink, smoke, sex way too much when you are old. I guess you gotta realize you aren't in your 20s anymore and try to live more healthy and kinky balanced life." 

	  

	MaxCargo Sat Aug 24, 2019 9:51 am 

	"How are you and Gema doing, hope everything is alright? Also through Gema's blog you both have grown fond to me. Great 2nd book. Certainly, I'm far from being the only one, who would very much like to hear from you again." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Oct 02, 2019 2:43 pm 

	"Sorry for responding so late. I have jumped in and out quickly a few times in this forum, but didn't really feel like writing anything. I apologize. 

	Well, answering your question, we are recovering. Gema has resumed writing her third book. As a novelty, I am collaborating. I am writing some small chapters, with my own view of things. Gem then takes it, polishes it and rewrites it in her own style. I think it's gonna be quite interesting. I still feel a bit shy exposing my feelings that way, but it's being also fun and helpful at the same time. The fun thing for me is that this way, I get to read the book before it's finished. The other two books, I only got to read them afterwards, to provide feedback for minor corrections. 

	We've already written about 200 pages, so I guess we are at about 2/3 of the book. That third book will basically explain how it ended with her first bull. I think it's also giving some insight and hints of how she (and I) came to a bull like Gerardo, after that. 

	As of Gerardo, I think we have finished grieving by now. It was hard at the beginning. Even for me. I can tell you, I miss that guy after all and I appreciate what he has done for us and what he has meant for us. 

	Gema and I have tried to contact with some bulls via some forums. Gema wants someone who is into BDSM. But it has been mostly unsatisfactory. Not that we have tried hard. We have met a few guys, but there just hasn't been any chemistry. Gema wants someone refined, intelligent, patient, slow-moving, who wants more than just sex - a relationship - but not love... I guess she would like to have a clone of Gerardo. With that standard, it's gonna be nearly impossible finding someone. 

	I've tried to convince her meeting someone for regular sex (with or without BDSM theme), no strings attached sex, but she wouldn't want to. She says that she doesn't feel like having just a one-night stand. She prefers a long-term relationship, with some kind of feelings, and not just raw sex. Something were trust can evolve and were sex with that guy can evolve as well. Just to fuck, that's not her thing. Fortunately, I agree with that. I get off not just by seeing her having sex with someone, but by seeing them kissing, holding hands, knowing that he means something to her. Maybe I am just and idiot. 

	Speaking about me, after Gerardo's death, Gema stopped dominating me. She didn't feel like playing, nor with me, nor with other men. We do have sex together and it's good. It's just that she wasn't inspired to do kinky things. As I said above, this has changed now, and we have tried, but rather unsuccessfully. As about her dominating me, we have started again, but it's been more like trying than really doing it. It's an on-off thing, not something regular. It's a pity, because I do love it when she gets dominant. I feel more focused on her, more loving... and that's a really good feeling. 

	We've also talked about trying me to dominate her, since she does have these cravings for submissiveness. We've tried it a bit, but it hasn't worked out either. Again, we have regular sex and it's good. But on the kinky side, which is better, we seem to need a third person. I do fantasize sometimes about dominating her. Maybe, that's why I enjoyed watching Gerardo, when he let me. But actually doing it... I don't seem to be the right person for it. I don't have that... energy level... and I feel better being the submissive. And Gema, she feels that she doesn't have the energy to do it (dominate me) continuously. She does have the energy level, but not the endurance. I don't know if I am explaining myself. I hope I do. 

	As you can see, being kind of "abstemious" has allowed us to think a lot about ourselves and why we have enjoyed the company of a third person, a bull. We don't really need this. We are good on our own. But it's being less fun." 

	  

	Lizardtantrum Wed Oct 02, 2019 3:30 pm 

	"Welcome back." 

	  

	SutterKane Wed Oct 02, 2019 4:46 pm 

	"My wife likes to be Dom'd as well. I've tried, but she doesn't see me that way. I'm "husband" and "lover", not dominant and controlling, like she wants and needs. She likes to be used and I have a hard time using her without regard for her needs. She says it just feel silly and strange when I do it. My wife likes to place things in boxes and she has a hard time putting something in a new box. That's just the way she's wired." 

	  

	Say_Oy Sun Oct 06, 2019 11:11 am 

	"Welcome back. It will be hard to find someone as rich and powerful as Gerardo but there are creative and patient doms out there. It just takes a little extra looking and weeding out the ones in it just for the sex." 

	  

	lovesexfun Sun Nov 03, 2019 1:02 pm 

	"I think if you were hot wife and cuck before then this is nothing to bother for. Enjoy the stories she tell you and do share some." 

	  

	Say_Oy Tue Nov 05, 2019 5:17 am 

	"Not impossible but much harder if you set your sights too high. Does he need to be rich to be refined? How about simply not rich but comfortably off so he has time to play? 

	Online BDSM dating is hard but if you go to forums where people are discussing what you are interested in you are more likely to come across what you are looking for. Just a dating site is not likely to give you the quality you are looking for. But getting into an interesting discussion with someone might make her realize that she likes this person and wants to meet...." 

	  

	MaxCargo Sat Feb 29, 2020 7:47 pm 

	"Just wanted to give the thread a bump. How are you and Gema doing? I hope everything is well, it's been awhile since we heard from you. I see that you still login every once in a while." 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Mar 03, 2020 5:34 pm 

	"Yes, I do quickly drop by :-) 

	It's been a difficult year. What happened with Gerardo, made us stop hotwifing for some time. 

	But I guess that once the cat is out, it is out. It's exciting like a drug. My wife, who was rather fantasyless and barely imaginative discovered a new realm for her. She also discovered some dark side of her. With the appropriate man, she loves being submissive and slutty. But it has to be the right man. She is not about just meeting someone in the bar and fuck him for one night. For her, if there is no relationship behind, it's not interesting. She is still struggling with being dominant with me, but she is trying. Maybe I am too demanding ;-) 

	We have tried to restart hotwifing on some occasions, but with rather disappointing results. She and I have chatted with some candidates on a fetish site, but most of them were rather dull and we didn't even want to meet them. We've met only with a couple of men. Good sex but not the right chemistry, not the same pace or types of fantasies, trust, etc. But it's okay. Life is so much more, and I feel happy with her trying to dominate me, even if she's not a natural dominatrix. My wife is really too much of an empathic and caring type of person. 

	However, recently, an interesting, scaring but exciting thing has happened: Gerardo's nephew has contacted her. My wife had met him before on a couple of occasions in family meetings with Gerardo. Well, apparently he knows about the sort of relationship she had with his uncle. He even has some photos of her." 

	  

	Whosbeensleeping Tue Mar 03, 2020 7:48 pm 

	"Sounds interesting." 

	  

	elina Wed Mar 04, 2020 9:33 pm 

	"Thank you for updating Gemshubby. 

	Does Gema like the nephew? Obviously She might end up with a much younger man as Her lover if this works out and hopefully this can be a wonderful stimulant for Her. 

	Please continue to update when you are able to." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Mar 04, 2020 11:19 pm 

	"He has changed quite a lot since the last time she saw him. He has become stronger (gym), has redefined his looks and style... so she says. He is young, but maybe too young. I don't know. Can't it be anything in between? Gerardo was too old and this guy is a baby! Well, they are not dating, at least not yet. She said she needed to think about it... which makes me think that he came to her with a proposal. 

	I am done trying to control her. Even topping from the bottom, which I tend to do quite often. I have most of the fun when she just does what she wants. So, if she wants a baby... go with it, baby! And if she doesn't... it's her choice. Of course! 

	Do you know what's "funny"? If she ended up having sex with that guy, she would have fucked three generation of that family: nephew, uncle (Gerardo) and grandfather (Gerardo's father)". 

	  

	wmraim Thu Mar 05, 2020 4:30 pm 

	"Your experience with Geraldo was always so compelling, so many unknowns and twists and turns. You were left in the dark and locked up. You were pounding on your computer for any news from Gema. Those were the days. Hope you aren't offended with a prying question but how did your business plan turn out? Does Gema still have the same salary and company car?" 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Thu Mar 05, 2020 5:56 pm 

	"Glad you came back to update us. It is always fantastic to hear from you. It looks like things are finally looking up for you and Gema after Gerardo's unfortunate departure. 

	I am surprised that Gerardo shared Gema's photos with his nephew. What kind of photos are these? Gerardo must have taken thousands of Gema's photos. Do you have those? Are they lost? Is there any risk that those will get in the hands of whoever is owning Gerardo's stuff now? 

	I hope Gerardo's nephew has some potential. It will be great if that evolves into what you and Gema are looking for. 

	Do you not wish Gema to reconnect with Silvester? 

	On that how is Book 3 coming along? We are waiting very eagerly for that." 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Mar 05, 2020 8:18 pm 

	"Upon Gerardo's death, after the grief became bearable, we looted Gerardo's place for pictures, hard disks and pen drives. Gema luckily happened to have a key of his home. I hope that we were able to seize it all, but you never know. It's possible that some pictures are somewhere in the cloud, under his account, but this shouldn't be an issue. I don't know why his nephew has some pictures of her. Maybe Gerardo shared those with him. Maybe he found a pen drive that we overlooked. 

	The third book is already out, in Amazon, but it's in Spanish only, so far. If you read it, you will understand why Gema won't reconnect with Silvester." 

	  

	Samanthasman Thu Mar 05, 2020 8:58 pm 

	"I read the first book on amazon and loved it!!!!! 

	I tried to get the second book, but no matter what I do, it just gives me the first chapter, as a preview, and won't let me buy it to read on my phone  

	Any suggestions? 

	I loved the first book!!!" 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Thu Mar 05, 2020 10:10 pm 

	"I bought the English version of Book 2 in April last year and had trouble getting it from amazon.com despite repeated attempts. I managed to get it from amazon.co.uk then. You might want to try Amazon.es and Amazon.co.uk, if Amazon is still allowing that." 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Thu Mar 05, 2020 10:27 pm 

	"Amazing! What an adventure that must have been! Fortunately you came back with the treasure. From Gema's Tumblr, I got an impression that Gerardo was a fantastic photographer. We all know how powerful his imagination and fantasies were. And we all know how gorgeous Gema is and what a great sense of dressing and sensual dressing and undressing she has! So the net result is that those photos must be nothing short of a life-changing treasure. It must have been one hell of an experience for you, Gema's husband, to look at those photos, which up until now you must have been denied the pleasure of viewing all along. Tell us more if you don't mind sharing about that experience. 

	Are you working on an English translation of book 3? By when do you expect to release it? I wish my Spanish was good enough to read the original version. 

	Is Gema planning to work on a Book 4 too? Has she already started? 

	All the best!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Mar 06, 2020 10:26 pm 

	"You won't believe it, but Gema has withheld those pictures! She said that Gerardo wouldn't have wanted for me to have them and that she wanted to honor that. :shock: She releases from time to time a picture, which is amazing. I don't know if she is serious or of she just wants to tease me. If the latter is the case, it's working. It really makes me hot. Actually, if she is not teasing me and she is serious about it, that makes me horny too. More than the fucking, I have always loved when she established an emotional connection to her lover, something close to love or even some kind of love (there are different types, in my opinion). But it also makes me wonder if she doesn't want me to see all pictures because some might be too intimate or to extreme. I don't know. She drives me crazy, but in a good sense. 

	Yes, I am working on it. Translating it is easy. Actually, it's already done. I discovered that Google Translate lets you translate a whole document. The problem is doing the many, many corrections. Astonishingly, it does a really good job most of the times. But I need to reread each sentence and do many corrections. For example, in Spanish, the person doing the action (first person, second person, etc.) is implicit in the verb. That means that in Spanish, you don't always have to say "I did", "he did", "we did", etc. The verb itself tells you if it is "I", "You", etc. But Google Translate doesn't know this, of course. And it usually makes the wrong choice. :cry: So it's quite a job. Plus, this third book is really long, about 600 pages... So, I dunno when I will have it, but it will probably take months. 

	Yes, she is thinking about it. But again, it's a hell of a work. If doing corrections of translations is for me, imagine for her writing it. Ah, if only she were a professional writer... she would have more time to write and to fuck men." 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri Mar 06, 2020 10:32 pm 

	"She was fired after Gerardo's death. Gerardo's business partner, who owned the other half of the company, wasn't exactly on good terms with him. He didn't like my wife, probably because he saw her as an associate of his partner and rival. But she got the severance package Gerardo had writtenly agreed to. Not big, but more than she would have normally gotten. 

	Myself, I am doing okays with my venture, more struggling than good, but hoping that it will ramp up at some point. I have been tempted to become employee again of some company (it's easier when you get a fixed salary every month, no matter what happened), but I don't want to give up so soon." 

	  

	BallSpanking Wed Mar 11, 2020 4:49 am 

	"I am surprised Gema has waited this long to look for another lover. Has she lost interest?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu Mar 12, 2020 6:06 pm 

	"Gema is more interested in long-term relationships with some kind of emotional attachment, rather than one-night stands. I have to say that for me that's more intense, too. Gerardo's death was quite traumatic for both of us. We first lost interest for some time. An event like that makes you question if hotwifing - the way she sees it, with that emotional "burden" - is really worth it. 

	After recovering, we tried to go back to that lifestyle. But it's not so easy to find the right person, especially with the requirement she has about a long-term relationship and deeper friendship. It's really not just about sex. For her (and for me), it's more about the emotions. 

	Add to that that she wants to explore her "dark side", her submissive part. That makes it even more difficult to find a suitable lover. There are many dominant wannabes, but men with the correct balance of patience, charisma and true dominance are not so easy to find. We tried a few on a fetish site. I did most of the filtering, chatting with them before deciding to meet them. I can tell you that 99% just didn't have the right mindset for us. Most men will immediately send you a picture of their cock. Or they will write (with many syntax errors) how they will punish her, spank her, whatever. It's all too direct for us. We want someone to tell us a story, if I may express it that way. Someone to slowly built a fantasy around it, rather than going straight to the sex, decorated with some spanking and some stupid rough words. So, we met a few but the chemistry just wasn't there. 

	I don't complain. I get her point and I agree with her." 

	  

	Whosbeensleeping Thu Mar 12, 2020 8:00 pm 

	"I hear ya." 

	  

	wmraim Fri Mar 13, 2020 9:30 pm 

	"Gerardo really fit the bill. It took so long for the first time. In the beginning, he made sure Gema was a good worker, but he was also checking her out the whole time. Gema must have surprised him when she offered herself to Dídac, as a straight business transaction. Talk about a pure homemaker transformed to a whore." 

	  

	BallSpanking Sat Mar 14, 2020 8:01 pm 

	"Thank you for letting us know where you and Gema are currently. 

	I wish you both fulfillment." 

	  

	bufaker Mon Mar 23, 2020 8:04 am 

	This is such a hot thread. Just purchased bundle of version 1&2 and hoping it'll be as good as the thread. Glad to see you are back after a hiatus and safe in Spain with all covid-19 stuff." 

	  

	bufaker Wed Apr 15, 2020 6:43 am 

	"I just finished reading volume 1. It is nothing short of amazing. It has some translation errors but the content is amazing. I am looking forward to reading volume 2. I tried to read it as slowly as possible to savor it as long as possible. Thank you for such an amazing book. 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Wed Apr 15, 2020 5:54 pm 

	"Finally, I hope things are going well for you and Gema. Have there been any interesting developments with Gerardo's nephew? Do you see potential in him, based on what you have heard from Gema, to attract Gema for the kind of D/s she is looking for and if not that just as an occasional fuck buddy?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed Apr 15, 2020 7:20 pm 

	"About Gerardo's nephew... Right now, with the confinement due to COVID-19, there is nothing going on. Well, I know that they are texting from time to time to maintain contact, but everybody is pretty much locked up at home. Do I see potential? Myself, I don't know him. He is very young, which usually speaks against being a Dom, as he must be lacking experience. But he's quite good looking, which is one thing I prefer over Gerardo. Gema might be more attracted by intellect, but forgive me if I am more physically driven. But, apparently, he is smart ... or so my wife says. If she wants to fuck him, I am not going to oppose (not that it would make much difference...). If he looks good, if he is not an asshole... by all means, go ahead, darling! One good thing of being much younger than her, though, is that there is zero chance (well, it's never zero), that she falls in love with him. But then, if he were to be a Dom for her, it would feel strange to me that such a young guy were her master (and therefore, I would be submissive to him as well, somehow, even though not sexually). I am not sure if that's the ideal Dom I would have in mind. 

	But I am just thinking loud. As I said, we are all locked up." 

	  

	Suchen ZuckerThu Apr 16, 2020 10:05 pm 

	"I just wanted to say I also read and very much enjoyed both books. Yes, there are many errors in translation but for me, they did not distract from the story, in fact in an odd way they added to the realism. I think Gema is a talented writer and I'd rate her right up there with Xleg when he is at his best. I've discovered that a female writer can bring a certain twist to HW stories that can really deliver what I'm looking for. 

	Bring on Book-3!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Sat May 02, 2020 6:51 pm 

	"Hi. Good news! I just finished translating Book 3. It should be available on Amazon in the next days. It's called Silvana's Tale and there is a good reason for that name." 

	  

	Ben_Bradman Sun May 03, 2020 10:39 am 

	"How are you and Gema doing these days? It is probably a very good sign that she is keeping you locked! That means she is mostly done with grieving. I hope she gets to a point quickly where thinking back about Gerardo simply brings back hot, sexy and fond memories and no grief. Do you and Gema discuss experiences with Gerardo and use that to get close or are discussions related to Gerardo off limits? I hope you won't mind me asking, does Gema still use the huge teddy bear that Gerardo had given her to sleep with or masturbate with?" 

	  

	bufaker Mon May 18, 2020 2:50 am 

	"I am half way the 2nd book and honestly reading it is keeping awake late at nights. It is the best ebooks I've ever read in this genre. I love it and sad that it'll end soon but excited to purchase volume 3. 

	Please convey regards to Gema. She's such a talented writer and an amazing wife. You're very lucky. And I apologize if my comments about translations came off as rude, I didn't mean it that way. As someone said, they actually make it make it seem more real, like reading someone's life without filters. As a non-native English speaker, I can totally understand when such errors occur. Thank you for such an amazing book. 

	  

	Polleny Tue May 19, 2020 11:48 pm 

	"Nice to see you are back. 

	I'm on book 3 and I just love them. They are really exiting reading. Sometimes it feels like there are maybe too many thoughts but then there's actin al of a sudden. 

	The translation isn't perfect but it's not easy to wright in a foreign language, I know. I'm doing it right now. What's fascinating though is that your language shines through. Of course there are sociological factors as educational background and so forth. But I also get the impression that your choice of words are quite influenced of your nativ language. You're choice of words is often not the words I would have chosen. The personal pronoun is askew sometimes but I understand it's not easy to translate from one type of language to another. I used to read Gemma's blog by translate with google translate and the pronouns where totally confusing. At the same time it gives some sense of feeling of the Spanish language, although wage, it's still fascinating how your English is different because you come from a different language both from English an Swedish, which is my language. 

	Thank you for fantastic books and the new trick to alternate between Gemmed and your thoughts is fascinating." 

	  

	GemsHubby Wed May 20, 2020 6:24 pm 

	"Thank you for your nice comments, guys. If you like it, would you take the time to write a nice comment on Amazon too and rate it?" 

	  

	BallSpanking Thu May 21, 2020 3:14 am 

	"Is Gema seeing a new BF now?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Thu May 21, 2020 5:46 pm 

	"Unfortunately, she is not seeing anybody. Nobody is seeing anybody, at least not here in Madrid. We are still confined." 

	  

	BallSpanking Fri May 22, 2020 3:52 am 

	"Can't even shop online?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri May 22, 2020 9:16 pm 

	"Of course, you can shop online. And you can shop in normal stores as well (although only certain types of stores are open, like food stores). Since recently, you can even go out for a walk during certain hours. But you can't travel to a different city. Nor can you meet other people, not even in the streets; if you walk, you have to walk by, trying to keep 2 m distance." 

	  

	ABullNamedBlindMike Fri May 29, 2020 5:18 am 

	"WOW!!! I just finished reading this roller-coaster of a thread. Belated condolences in regards to Gerardo. I hope the two of you find a new Don for Gema. After we all recover from this COVID pandemic. 

	A brief observation in regards to the nephew. It seems that Gem and you both found excitement in your wife not being attracted to Gerardo at first. Yet attracted to his dominance. Your wife's submission set off the "switch" in her, in regards to dominating you. 

	About the nephew being, much?, younger. That's the part that you and your wife can't change. Perhaps your wife is turned-off by an age gap in a relationship. But in my opinion in BDSM relationships. That's what makes one smoldering hot. 

	And, what's the title of your wife's books on Amazon? 

	Good luck and stay safe everyone!" 

	  

	GemsHubby Fri May 29, 2020 9:53 pm 

	"Thanks for your comments. 

	The nephew is in his twenties. I agree, age gap can be exciting. But a youngster dom... I dunno. 

	My wife's books are named: 

	Your wife, his slut 

	The promise 

	Silvana's Tale 

	You can also lookup "Hotwife Gema". It should display all three books in the sear results. Her name as an authoress is Gemma V. Avril." 

	  

	samlowen Sat Aug 15, 2020 1:46 am 

	"Has there been any progress made in finding a new long term lover for Gema? Did the nephew pan out or fizzle away?" 

	  

	GemsHubby Tue Aug 18, 2020 2:29 pm 

	"COVID situation is still bad and we are cautious as Gemma and I both have older parents. She hasn't met him, but she is sexting with him." 

	  

	BallSpanking Tue Aug 18, 2020 8:21 pm 

	" So ..., is Gema 'sexting' with the nephew? Or is this a different candidate? Because if they are sexting, that is a very positive indication..." 

	  

	GemsHubby Sun Sep 27, 2020 10:12 pm 

	"Yes, she is sexting with him. He is making her quite horny. Although he is young, he seems to be quite imaginative, just as she likes it." 

	  

	Polleny Sun Sep 27, 2020 10:39 pm 

	"Hallo GemsHubby! 

	Have Gemma met the nephew, your restrictions have been somewhat lifted, haven't they? Is he giving her some kind of assignment in the sextings? 

	Are you translating book 4? 

	Thank you for the fantastic books, both Gemma and you." 

	  

	GemsHubbyFri Oct 02, 2020 12:14 pm 

	"Hi Polleny. Restrictions had been lifted, but now we are back to confinement, meaning that we can't travel outside the city (depends on the city, but this is our case). However, regardless of restrictions, we have been trying to be cautious and have minimized contacts, which also includes sexual contacts, unfortunately. 

	She's back to wearing her plug on a frequent basis. Anal sex is something she missed with Gerardo. Looks like his nephew is preparing her for it, for when they hopefully meet. He is asking her for prove that she's wearing it for him. Call it random inspection. 

	I haven't started yet translating book 4. Actually, it would be books 4, 5 and 6. It happens to be a long story and Gema has broken (over 1000 pages so far) and Gema has broken it up into smaller pieces. Books 4 and 5 have been published in Spanish. I am currently helping her writing book 6, which is projected to be the last one. 

	Thank you for reading her." 

	  

	MaxCargo Sat Oct 03, 2020 9:32 am 

	"It's always good to hear from you." 

	  

	cuckoldyesposa27 Sat Oct 03, 2020 3:08 pm 

	"Her boss fucking my wife is a fantasy of mine indeed." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue XIV - Agony 

	  

	"So Sesame Street included hidden sexual messages. Epi and Blas were more than roommates.... I wonder what Miss Piggy's message was then. I don't know, I've always seen her as a little piggy and easy... What about Kermit the Frog? What do you think? And that bear friend, who often appeared next to the frog and the piggy, what exactly was his relationship with her (or with him)?" - Gemma V. Avril 

	  

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Your blog is a great inspiration. Thank you so much for sharing your adventure with us, Gema. Don't let these negative people drag you down. It is Daniel's gift to you that you can explore your sexuality freely. Not many men are able to do this. I guess a lot of people don't understand that because Daniel gives you your sexual freedom, you probably love him even more. And Daniel is the one man who can't be replaced." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"That's right. Buglers are replaceable, but the cuckold is not. The cuckold is unique. And, moreover, I love him. And I value him differently, I respect him differently, for trusting me so much and giving me that freedom. And not only for giving it to me, but also for blindly trusting my decisions. Although sometimes I would like him to decide, because deciding takes effort and consumes energy. Maybe that's why I like it when Gerardo decides. It's a vacation from being the dominant Gem, just as going back to being the dominant Gem is a vacation from being the submissive Gem.  

	I'm the first to not follow my own advice as rigorously as I should, but I firmly believe that many marriages would work better if we women took some things more seriously and gave vent to our frustrations in a more impactful way." 

	  

	Some things are forever. Love and marriage should be. But they are not. What is for sure forever is the way your wife will see you from the moment she, for the first time, becomes dominant with you in bed and ties your hands. You will never again be entirely the strong, protective man for her, at least not with regard to sex. But that's a good thing. And it will also forever be the way your wife looks at you when she commits her first consensual infidelity and knows she can do it again and again with impunity. That's a good thing too, I guess. The image of you eating her pussy, cleaning up her lover's cum, thus bringing her to a new orgasm, will also be forever etched in her mind. I'm not sure if that's a good thing. But I think it's a necessary thing. It will also forever change something in her when she fucks a lover that you dislike and you still adore her just the same in spite of it. Then she will definitely and forever know that she doesn't need your permission for anything. And that, deep down, is good. If you can't stand that it will change things forever, don't goad her into those games. Otherwise, you'll regret it. Be warned. 

	Gema had written the following in her blog, although, on this occasion (one of the few), the text was mine: 

	"There are things that instantly change relationships and will do so forever. If you don't think you are man enough to accept change, don't play with fire. 

	You will never again be the same man for her, in bed or out of it. Never again will you be the dominant and protective man. Never again will you be just a man for her. Never again will she think of you as the only man in her life. But that's a good thing. It will bring you closer to her and your feminine sensibilities.  

	And she will enjoy you, albeit in a different way. She may start to realize that she needs another man between her legs and not the man she just fucked in the ass. But don't worry: she'll still love you and still want you between her legs, but you won't be enough for her anymore. 

	That way of seeing you will be forever. There will be no turning back. If you can't take it, don't start." 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Good evening, Gema. I just want to thank you for sharing your experiences. Your blog continues to be fascinating. If I could express a wish, I would like to know about the recovery sex between you and Daniel." 

	  

	My wife had stopped answering questions and I will shortly reveal why, The last chapter, however, will be hers. 

	As for the follower's question, I can say for my part that reconnection after she has been with a lover is a big deal. It's hard to describe what it feels like. I think that can only be known by a cuckold who has been in that situation. I sense that for her, reconnection is also important, although in a different way. For her, I think it's about feeling loved by the husband, rather than disowned. But for the husband it is about much more than that. It's about trying to erase the mark (physical and mental) of the lover, which, of course, is impossible. And it is also about feeling that one loves her, in spite of everything or perhaps because of everything. These are very strong emotions. When I claimed my wife, I felt very intensely that I loved her and I also felt very small next to her, which was a feeling that I liked in an addictive way. However, it is also about sexual arousal because of the morbidity it produces and because of the competition with the other male. And that, at least in my case, often made the coitus end sooner than I would have preferred. (Maybe for Gema it wasn't a problem, but for me it was). 

	Unfortunately, I could not always claim her, after she had lain with her lover. Not only was I caged, but Lidia had the key and it was she who, in recent months, supervised our intercourse. Although I was happy to see Lidia again, I have to admit that it was against our interests as a couple. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Why did you humiliate Daniel in front of Gerardo, making him wear pink panties? I thought this was something you do when you and Daniel are alone. You always argue that when Daniel's cock is getting hard, then your husband wants this to happen. But that's not an absolute truth. Even if the fantasy excites you, you don't want this to happen for real, like wearing pink panties in front of Gerard. Seriously, have you ever thought about this, Gema?" 

	  

	The reader was a bit confused, because Gema had told him on several occasions about the pink panties at Gerardo's house, including the chastity device she wore underneath. In any case, I add my thoughts on the subject, since Gema did not respond at the time: 

	Things are not the same when you are a cuckold. Nor are they the same when you are a deliberately unfaithful woman, I suppose. As for me, although it may seem counter-intuitive, pleasure increases if the penis is left out. At first it's not easy to get pleasure without genital stimulation, but over time the body (and especially the mind) learns to get pleasure from other sources. Going at least two weeks without cumming also helps. Then the body discovers and fully accepts other erogenous zones and the mind desires to reach ecstasy in any way possible. With repetition comes mastery and after a while there is a change in mindset. Suddenly, that flap between the legs is no longer important. Sex is still important, but the normally longed-for vaginal penetration will give way to other kinds of pleasures. And that's embarrassing in some ways. And in another it's not, just as pink panties are embarrassing because of what they symbolize and they're not embarrassing because of what they symbolize. 

	  

	makeyoucum99:  

	"Hello, beautiful! How I'd love to fuck you, while your husband and my wife watch us..." 

	  

	I'd like you to do it too and I'd like to see it, heh, heh. For imagining things, imagination was never lacking. What the reader was indicating was that his wife was a cukqueen (at least in his desires). It was not in my case a fantasy that lasted long. If I was turned on by scenes of women's submission, when I browsed porn on the Internet, it was not because I saw myself in the role of the dominant male, but because I empathized with the submissive role of the woman. I think I have already explained that on some occasion or, at least, I have tried to. I did not desire or wish to be a woman at all. But I am turned on by what a submissive woman feels, much more what a dominant man feels. Maybe even more what a submissive man feels. I think I failed again in my attempt to explain. {Yes, I think I have}. So, the fantasy of being a married cuckold and having a spoiled cuckold, a cukqueen for a wife, doesn't last long for me. However, seeing my wife as Gerardo's cukqueen, when Lidia was around and when Gerardo gave Lidia the temporary role of dominant, did turn me on, old Gerardo notwithstanding. Again, perhaps it was because as a cuckold, I empathized with the cukqueen's emotions. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"In your vacation story you go out of your way to try to show that your husband is happy to be the servant of the guy who fucks his wife every day right under his nose. That he is happy to spend the vacations working on housework, while you two enjoy the pool, the beach or a nice restaurant However much you want to dress it up, that is exploitation and mistreatment. You and Gerardo are both abusers. I feel very sorry for Daniel's situation, alone at the mercy of you two." 

	  

	And I was sorry that the reader, at this point, almost at the end of our story, did not understand me. That and that he appreciated me so little, that he thought I was incapable of opposing the supposed exploitation, if I really wanted to. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"If that situation you mentioned about Gerardo going over the line with Daniel and Daniel giving him a slap, what would you do at that point? Whose side would you be on? What do you think would happen between the three of you from that point on? You have said that, whatever happens with Daniel, you will never leave Gerardo. How would you then manage staying with Gerardo, if they broke off any kind of relationship? Could you really hide it from your husband, him being on alert? Would Daniel allow you to go on alone?" 

	  

	Gema had not answered the question, but it was not necessary for her to do so, at least not for me. Hadn't that almost happened with Luis Alberto? And what had she done? Go with him! Hadn't that almost happened with Gerardo? And what had she done? Go with him! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are trapped and I will not let you escape. You have opened my cage, but I will never open yours. For that I love you too much. And I love too much what you have learned to do with your tongue. And I like even more that you get off on me like this, both with my darkness and my lightness. lick, lick! That's all you'll ever get of my little ass. But you don't know how excited I am when you lick me there, where only other men can fuck me, not you. That pleasure, not only physical, but also mental that you give me, is immense. I love you, my love! Keep licking. That little ass will never be yours. But you love me and accept it, don't you? You're mine! I love you." 

	  

	What can I say? I can only say that sometimes it's not a matter of getting out of the cage (or not) and getting back into it. Sometimes there are things that are not up to us. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You are mine! Don't forget that. Do you know why you are mine? Because I am the only one whose heart you possess and because I am the only one capable of filling your mind with the imagination you need. I'm the only one who knows how to feed your cock and your head and at the same time hold your heart in my hands, while you hold mine." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Why these sudden demonstrations of love for the hitherto despised and neglected cuckold? What have we missed?" 

	  

	Pain. You missed a lot of pain. But it is coming. It's the last throes of agony. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Some people are really ignorant. They try to drag you down. You should ignore them, Gema. Your blog is exciting and such a joy to follow." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you!" 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How often do you go out to dinner or party alone with Gerardo? Do you spend the whole night with him afterwards? Do you tell your husband where you went and what you did or do you hide it from him? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel accompanies us every weekend, which is when we go out (not always) for dinner or a drink. So I have nothing to hide from him about that. But if there is something he doesn't know, I can, if I want to and I see it convenient, hide some details from him or tell him at the moment he considers best, which is usually when he least expects it." 

	  

	There were so many details that you have kept from me and so many that you will never tell me again. But that's okay, you were and are within your rights. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Obviously between your husband and your boss, the one who is of advanced age is your boss, not your husband. Evidently, I was referring to him. It was kind of a trick question. The truth is that you had a hard time deciding on the answer, but in the end you made your choice. I hope your choice was sincere and not calculated to make yourself look good." 

	  

	The question actually belonged to a previous thread, but Gema's answer belongs in this final section: 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"With whom? With my followers? I respect you, I'm fond of you and I thank you for reading me and asking me questions, but you don't know me in person. What would be the point of wanting to look good? I don't write a blog to look good. So what I write, always corresponds to what I think (except on some occasions -which I hope the intelligent reader will notice when this is the case- when I prefer to give an exaggerated answer)." 

	  

	tolstoimadness: 

	"I introduce myself: I am 25 years old and I am from Argentina. I am a fan of Gema, I love reading her and her story has had a tremendous impact on my life. I have been a couple for three years with the one who is the love of my life. She is only 22 years old, but she is very open-minded about sexuality. Although, while we have dabbled in various role-swapping, BDSM and domination practices (always me being the submissive, of course) my girlfriend has never dared to open up our partnership, no matter how much I beg her to implement the cuckold dynamic. 

	At some point I shared with her several pages on the subject, but they were always too oriented to male fantasy and did not provoke any interest in her. 

	I had practically abandoned my project of getting her to turn me into a cuckold when I decided to share with her some of the stories told in this blog. The more personal, intimate and feminine way in which the cuckold is presented in Gema's stories made her see my morbidity from another perspective. And thanks to that today I am a happy cuckold submissive. I really believe this is a one-way trip and I am enormously grateful to Gema for that. 

	PS: If it would be of interest, I can tell more about how I became a cuckold and what is happening now in my life. thank you very much!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for this nice comment! Daniel and I were very excited. That's really what we initially intended with the books and the blog. Please tell us more about yourselves! 

	P.S.: In a femdom-submissive relationship it is not strictly necessary for her to sleep with other men. There are as many variations as there are couples. However, in my opinion, female domination is not complete without horning. The man, if he really wants to feel submissive, must accept that she is master of their sexuality. Likewise, she, if she really wants to dominate her man, must first conquer her own sexuality." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue XV - Gerardo 

	  

	"A mind that expands with a new experience can never return to its old dimensions."- Anonymous 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Good evening. It's a shame that you obviously stopped answering questions. I hope you didn't stop because of too many negative comments. Believe me, there are many who follow your thread with enthusiasm. Please continue. I hope you will answer questions soon again." 

	  

	javierfire: 

	"Hi, Gema. I think your blog has been a bit neglected. You don't tell almost anything about meetings or vacations anymore. Greetings." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'd like to contradict you, but you're right. I have focused on answering the questions, but I should get back to telling more. Thanks for pointing that out to me." 

	  

	Gema had the blog abandoned, not only the narration, but lately also the answering of questions. And now, in this chapter, you will know why. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I don't know if your silence since All Souls' Day means that, as you guessed, your marriage passed away that day too and you are mourning. But don't cry too much for something that wasn't worth it. It is Gerard who illuminates your life. Hold on to him and forget Daniel. You will be much happier than you are now." 

	  

	bluedream-feels: 

	"Do you like Gerardo, beyond the hotwife world? I say that because I read about the fear of the remotely gay thing" and it made me laugh. "Generally, I don't like those people, although there are exceptions and let's not forget that he's a big man..." Anyway. Also, have you ever studied music?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ah, that's a good question. 

	Actually, I feel a little sorry for all those men who proclaim their manhood by beating their chests like gorillas and who strut and brag about their courage, but then get dwarfed by little things. Some react violently to those little things, either verbally or physically, and call others weak, in a vain attempt to cover up their own weaknesses. I am referring, above all, to some comments made to me on this blog. 

	Gerardo does not go to that extreme. Obviously. If he did, he couldn't be in this tripartite relationship. He just doesn't want to know about it, although he tolerates it. It's a shame, because I think it could be a lot more fun for everyone, if he didn't pull away like that at certain times. I'm not saying he does anything gay, but simply that it would bother him less when I'm with my husband. That, in my opinion, dwarfs him. But I understand that he sees things that way. He's from another era and even those from this era have a hard time with certain things (no longer just the slightly gay or bisex thing, but the simple fact that women sleep around, while men don't have that freedom). 

	Even though he is not perfect, I like Gerardo very much. If I didn't, I wouldn't have chosen him. He is intelligent, very knowledgeable and has a strong character. He knows how to deal with people, lead them, influence them... manipulate them. He is an admirable person in many ways. And he's a great conversationalist. I like that he's observant. That's where he's similar to my husband. What sets him apart is how he moves the conversation to achieve his purposes. Daniel leaves everything much more open. Gerardo, on the other hand, closes things until he gets them to the point he wants. I admire him for that. 

	That is very seductive. It may be that we like men who are strong in character, even if that means they are less open and closed to a series of preconceptions. Maybe that ultimately attracts us more - on a sexual level - than a man with a more flexible mentality. It may be because that way of taking us to his terrain seduces us, because it simplifies many things, compared to a completely open terrain. 

	Now, as a husband, I prefer a person with less fixed ideas. Let's not confuse things. I have only explained what attracts me to Gerardo. 

	So, yes, I like him, because, despite what I said about influencing/manipulating, he is a fair person who takes care of his own. I wouldn't put up with him if he was a profiteering scumbag who exploited his workers or treated them with disdain. Gerardo is not that kind of man. Outside of the sexual, he's probably the boss I'd like to have and the neighbor I'd like to meet once in a while to have a coffee together and chat about anything. 

	That said, his vice of smoking and drinking whiskey is fine from time to time, but not as a daily thing, not as a lifestyle. 

	And back to your question about gay or bisexuality: As I said before, it's not that Gerardo rejects it strongly and with disdain. It is simply that he is not interested in it, that he prefers to ignore it, to look away, not to think about it... Let's say he follows the principle of live and let die. These are not things he criticizes, but simply avoids. As I was saying before, it's a pity, it's something that limits us and limits him, but it's not something that affects his character. So, if you were to talk to him in a mundane way, you wouldn't particularly notice that." 

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (with a picture of a naked woman, sitting on a stool, next to a grand piano): 

	"I don't play any instruments. I had piano lessons when I was young and I've retained some of what I learned, but it's been a long time since I've played." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"How many times is Gerardo capable of making love to you in a whole night?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Twice. Gerardo is more of a one-shooter. At most he has a second in the chamber. It just so happens that most of the sex session with him is not sex. It's not his cock that fills me up the most with him." 

	  

	Gema had accompanied her answer with a picture of a half-naked, bare-chested woman with her hands apparently tied high in the air. She had her mouth open, wide open and was looking up. And in her mouth, a man had his fingers inside, three of them. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"...because she was devoted body and soul to Gerardo (although not from the heart, never)". I find pathetic this attempt of yours to sweeten the reality of what you feel, with nuances that do not sound credible, as the roll that of the heart. Why not be honest once and for all with your husband and tell him what you really feel for Gerardo? You cling to your husband even though you don't love him anymore, because you're scared of life as a couple with Gerardo and he's your excuse for not taking that step. Daniel deserves the truth." 

	  

	Did I really deserve it? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"You're right, that's right. I was waiting for someone to finally see through me and you finally did! I'm terrified of life as a couple with Gerardo and that's the only reason I'm still with my husband. How did you figure it out? Seriously now. I like this:" Gema had posted a picture of a woman walking on all fours, on her master's leash.  

	"Because I can be someone else - or maybe myself - for a while. I like to explore, at least at this stage of my life. But I wouldn't want to be this all the time:" My wife had posted a picture of a woman in an apron, but otherwise naked except for stockings and a necklace, cooking for her man.  

	"Likewise, I wouldn't want to be a flower woman either. I don't mind being an object at times, but every day would make me feel unfulfilled." The photo Gemma had chosen to emphasize her words was of a woman in heels, stockings and panties, but without a bra, standing on a small table in the middle of a living room. The woman's body did not match hers, but her gaze did, a bit insecure and embarrassed, but eager to please. 

	"I would miss being able to be this too:" This photo referred to me. It showed a woman's foot shod in a very high heeled sandal, with a man (me) helping her to put on her shoes (for another man, of course).  

	"Only Daniel offers me the chance to be all that. With Gerardo I would be less, I would not be complete. Do you understand why Daniel is more than Gerardo, more than any other man? I admit, however, that the intensity of being just one thing is very appealing, but it wouldn't work in the long run. And I also confess that there is a kind of affection that Daniel cannot give me. I think a picture is worth a thousand words and I just happen to have a very appropriate one handy to convey what I want to say. I need to feel this way sometimes, but not always:" The picture was of a woman holding an envelope in a man's mouth. 

	"Those are my rational arguments. The irrational ones I won't try to explain to you, because I'm afraid you won't believe me anyway, even if it's very simple: I love Daniel." 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"The truth is that I admire you. I don't know how you can evade Gerardo's enormous ugliness, even more so when it is not hidden by the veil of love (you have ever said that you don't love him). I understand that you get very excited thinking about the things he does to you, imagining and recreating scenes in your mind, but without visualizing his image. But damn! When you open your eyes and see his naked body, doesn't it all fall apart for you? I also don't understand how you much prefer this to having sex with a handsome, younger guy, like Daniel." 

	  

	Brother, you read my mind. The summer vacation (and the gift Gerardo had given me with Lidia) had helped me to accept the situation better, even to appreciate him more or perhaps better. But I, like many others, still saw his outward ugliness. And I, unlike Gema, also saw his inner ugliness. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Are you a man? Evidently, we women also like a beautiful body. It is no coincidence that Aphrodite took as lovers the mortal Adonis and the god Ares, because Aphrodite's husband, Hephaestus, was not good looking. That's as far as Greek mythology goes. You know that classical culture has always rewarded sculptural bodies; in fact, that's where that adjective comes from. But the reality is that for us there is much more than just the body.  

	I don't love Gerardo, but I appreciate him very much and value his intellect and personality. In the end, you don't just sleep with a body, but with a person. And apart from the feelings -and the body-, there is also what he can do with his imagination.  

	Men are much more visual and the girl's personality matters less if the body more than makes up for it. It's not a criticism, it's a reality, at least generally speaking. It is more difficult for a man to be attracted to an ugly girl, no matter how nice she is, but it is easier for a woman not to notice a man's body, if the rest of the person attracts her. Perhaps you know the saying that the uglier the man and the bear, the more beautiful they are. You will never hear the analogous in the case of a woman. 

	I know it's contradictory, but in my case her lack of physical attractiveness and her age are even an added attraction. Yeah, I guess I'm just weird like that. When I came up with this, I wanted to experience what it felt like to be paid. I'm not talking about prostitution as such; sleeping with strangers generally repels me. I'm talking about the fact that in my fantasy I wanted a man with a certain maturity (mostly mental, but I didn't mind if it was also physical) and with a somehow superior position with respect to me (for example, that could be where the age difference could come in, if we understand older as more mature and experienced, and therefore superior in that sense). I wanted to experiment with feeling that he was paying me to do things for him, because by paying me I would have no choice but to comply with whatever he asked me to do. In the end I found that in the form of an experienced, mature, charismatic boss with an attractive personality. In other words, Gerardo fit the parameters of my fantasy very well. And with all that, the possible disadvantage of his physical attractiveness became an advantage, because it only emphasized that he was paying me to do it. From that point on, there comes a time when physique simply doesn't matter to you.  

	I guess there is a certain parallel with the sugar girls and sugar daddys phenomenon, although in my case, I have long since stopped being a girl (although sometimes I feel like one again). I mean, they are girls who date older (and probably not so attractive) men in exchange for financial support. I'm not going to get into the debate of whether it's simple prostitution or whether it's a genuine relationship, though not a loving one. I'm not going to get into that, because I'm bored by the limitations of black and white dualities. Reality is individual and is more complex than can be described with a single word. Even with several sentences it is difficult to express complex subjects like this. 

	By the way, there is a paraphilia called alphamegamy, consisting of sexual attraction to older men. Apparently, it was quite widespread in Classical Greece (I wonder if the alpha in the word has the same meaning as alpha male...). I copy and paste from Wikipedia (I say this so I won't be accused of plagiarism...): "Attraction to older people stems perhaps from the comforting demeanor of mature individuals, which is often determinative. Gerontophilia may also derive from the intelligence, experience and calmness of older people, which makes them capable and ready to listen to the other. As in other paraphilias, gerontophilia may be associated with an avoidance of intimacy with a person of similar age, as a venerable figure is generally less threatening than a young one." 

	I honestly don't know if I have this paraphilia. It may be so, although I think it is more likely that I have simply become accustomed to Gerardo (and to a lesser extent to Manolo). Or maybe it is precisely the habit that makes the monk (usually the saying goes the other way around, but I mean by habit here the repetitive behavior and not the clothes). Maybe it was already something innate in me, waiting to be discovered, or maybe it was an achievement of my boss. In any case, I was struck by the last sentence above. I wonder -really-, if that explains -at least in part- why there are certain things that are easier for me to confess to Gerardo than to Daniel." 

	And how could it be otherwise, Gema had adorned her answer with an unnecessary photo, that of a very young girl intimately kissing a mature man, the two of them naked, hugging each other. 

	"Lastly, it is not true that I prefer having sex with Gerardo to having sex with Daniel. I like having sex with both of them. It's just that we've all had some evolution and the kind of sex I have with my boss is different than the kind of sex I have with my husband. But just because it's different doesn't mean I prefer one over the other. Again, we're in that erroneous duality. It's not one or the other; it's both, though each in its own peculiar way. And, what's more, they are not isolated things, but are related and interconnected, in the same way that my relationship with Lidia and her gorgeous body is not something isolated from the rest, but would be meaningless without everything else." 

	The final photo of Gema's response could well have been the end of this story. It was a black and white photo. It was of a naked woman (her hair hid her face), kneeling, alone, in the middle of a forest. 

	  

	hornedgemawifewarm: 

	"Hi. I'm Gemma's husband. I want to apologize on her behalf for the long time without updating anything. But there is a very bad reason for it: Gerardo has been diagnosed with lung cancer and it looks bad for him. My wife is devastated and has been suffering from her own health problems (stomach). I'm not feeling very well emotionally either. You eventually grow fond of people when you deal with them. Gemma has given me access to her blog so I can post this message. And I also have to figure out how to migrate the blog now with Tumblr censorship." 

	  

	Contrary to what it might seem, I was devastated by the news. Yes, it meant that I would not lose my wife to Gerardo. But it also meant that she would lose a loved one, if not a loved one. It was a loss for both of us. I'm terribly sorry, Gema. Really, if I could do anything, I would. But it is impossible. 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue XVI - Beyond 

	  

	"I thought we'd have more time" - Unknown 

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I think you overdid it with your look for the dinner. As much as you were on an island, it's not believable that you would show up like that in a public place and with people so close. It seems to me that there's more of literature than reality." 

	  

	Some people don't know how to read beyond what the words mean. They are too literal. What if my appearance at the dinner in the Canary Islands I had described had not been so extravagant? What if the necklace Gerardo had put on me was thick, solid stainless steel, but something more discreet but just as significant? How did that change the story? 

	And as for the eternal question of my boss's old age and external ugliness, the one that bothered not only Daniel, but also many of my followers: "What if Gerardo were more like the man in the photo? More virile. More handsome. More..." I had posted a photo of a mature, but handsome man, as handsome as Robert Redford in the movie An Indecent Proposal, co-starring the gorgeous Demi Moore. Neither I am as beautiful as she is (before the mess she just made) nor was I as young as she was in the movie, nor, of course, was Gerard as handsome as Robert Redford. But what if he was, how would that change things, what do you think? Reviewing the photo I had posted, I realize that the man had something of Manolo about him: he was mature but sinewy. But Manolo wasn't Gerardo. Is physique that important? 

	Likewise, what would change if I were not as attractive as some people imagine me to be and as my husband sees me? If the appeal of this story is not in my beauty, why should the grotesqueness of it be in Gerardo's ugliness? And what would change if Lidia were not so beautiful? Maybe for my husband many things would change... or not. And for the reader? 

	Again, I ask the question: What would I change in my story if I confessed that Gerard was, in fact, much more attractive than I have described? Would my story change in any way because of that? Without changing a single word, not a single fact, just the description of his physique, what would change essential to my story? For me, nothing. {Nothing!} [Nothing]. For Daniel it might change a lot and for many readers it would change everything. But you have to look beyond the surface. The sea doesn't end where the waves begin, it's where it starts. 

	  

	tarcotron: 

	"Hi. Thank you for letting us know. This is really tragic news. I just hope that Gema's own health problem is not too serious and that she sees a doctor. It's not much, but I wish you all the best. I hope you don't close your blog here on tumblr. As you said, censorship of adult content does not include texts. Again, best wishes." 

	  

	The news of Gerardo's very serious, incurable illness had come suddenly. It had happened just as we were beginning to patch things up between us, to seek and find a solution to our unique threesome (which sometimes had a fourth wheel in the form of Lidia). It had happened at the worst time. Gerardo's cancer was in an advanced stage and there was nothing to do, not even hope. For lack of it, there was no desire to continue our unique relationship (let alone continue writing about it). Of course, I would not leave him. Not ever. I wasn't married to Gerard, but I wouldn't leave him until death did us part. What there was no room for, however, was to continue those sex sessions like that, to delve into my dark side... Dark enough things were already. I would be by his side, heartbroken and shattered, until the moment of his agonizing death. If only I could close my eyes, fall asleep and never wake up again... And Daniel would be by my side. And so would Manolo, but no one else. 

	In retrospect, I understood why there had been this sudden change in Gerardo, why he had stopped caring about the company, about being found out, even his haste to get me pregnant. Gerardo had known for some time that he had lung cancer, but he had not said anything or wanted to undergo any treatment. We found out about his illness because he had been admitted to a hospital after fainting. He had called me from there and I had gone to see him. Daniel had driven me to the hospital, as I was unable to drive at that time. Gerardo had kept his terminal illness a secret until he could no longer hide it. Not even Manolo had been aware of it. Alan Sr. would outlive his son, though not for long, and that is always bad news, for the father even worse than for the son. I know that as a mother and I pray I never have to go through that. 

	For me, the biggest downside of being a hot wife is not falling in love with my lovers (I put it in plural, although in reality, I have not had so many lovers and in truth I have only fallen in love with Silvestre and Gerardo), but the pain of the subsequent breakup. I had suffered when I broke up with Silvestre and I would suffer even more when I saw how the Grim Reaper broke the thread of my bond with Gerardo. Everyone we meet leaves an imprint on our lives, some much more than others. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Do you want me to read you a new chapter of my adventures with my boss? Do you want me to tell you some details you don't know yet? Well, you know what you have to do. And don't stop to touch it. Anyway, I don't think you'll feel a thing, caged as your tiny little chick is. But if you want, I'll let you catch your breath once, before you continue. Take this opportunity to notice the choker I'm wearing. You know what it means, don't you?" 

	  

	Do you know, Daniel? Do you know what Gerardo meant to me? You do. But do you know what he meant to you? Look at his choker, which I'm still wearing? Remember those stories with him. And imagine the ones I haven't told you yet. Gerardo is still here, among us. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife (with black and white photo of a woman prostrate on her knees, with her head in her arms, showing deep gratitude and submission): 

	"Thank you for following me and asking me." 

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	 

	
AlaN 

	  

	"I don't force things anymore. What flows, flows. What clashes, clashes. I only have space and energy for the things that are meant for me." - Unknown 

	"I am pieces of all the places I've been and the people I've loved. I've been stitched together by song lyrics, book quotes, adventures, late night conversations, moonlight and the smell of coffee." - Brooke Hampton 

	  

	  

	-What do you mean you signed a contract with Gerardo? Another contract! -my husband exclaimed, angry and incredulous. 

	I shrugged my shoulders. It had been irresponsible, but I didn't feel guilty about it. Nothing bad had happened. Gerardo had used it to pressure me, just as I had anticipated and even wanted. But he hadn't really used it to harm me. 

	-And you're telling me now? -asked Daniel in dismay. Gerardo had died, but somehow he was still with us. 

	-I'll tell you now," I replied, shrugging my shoulders once again. It was my right not to tell him everything. I had been telling him enough already. 

	-But... but we cleaned everything! -Daniel shouted, on the verge of a crisis. 

	After Gerardo's death, we had cleaned his house of all evidence of my sluttiness with him. We had done it with a certain feeling of guilt, but it had been something necessary, unavoidable. I had taken care of the physical evidence and Daniel of the virtual one. I had confiscated the albums and other printed material, while my husband had taken care of the hard drive of Gerardo's laptop and the SD cards of his camera. Although the need was undeniable, we had felt like two burglars in his house, or worse, grave robbers. It had not been easy for us to do what we had to do, for my sake, for the sake of our marriage and for the sake of our daughter.  

	Gerardo would not have been surprised by our actions; he had counted on it. After his death, Manolo, the notary, had contacted me to invite me to the reading of his will. It had not been pleasant for me to see myself gathered in the same room with his family, his envious brother and his shrew of a wife and his nephew Alan. Old Alan, Gerardo's father, was too weak and had stayed in Barcelona. No doubt it had been a shock for him to survive his son. On the other hand, I was happy to see Gerardo's daughter-in-law again, whom I loved like a daughter, even though her son was long dead. What a terrible curse, two generations outliving their children! Despite the fact that neither the daughter-in-law nor her sons, who were her second husband's, were Gerardo's blood relatives, they had been invited to the reading of the will and had inherited, which the brother and his wife's harpy had not been amused at all. They had glared at me too, first when they saw me enter the room and then when they heard my name in Gerardo's will. My inheritance had been a sealed envelope, but it had been the most valuable thing Gerardo could have left me: it contained a photo and a loving farewell letter. In addition, it contained the location and combination to his secret safe and instructions encouraging me to rifle through all the photographic material in his house. Alan, his nephew, had turned out to be the majority heir to Gerardo's assets, including his house, his share in the company and the funds in his bank accounts. The young man looked puzzled, while his parents oscillated between satisfaction and envy. Manolo, the notary, had also inherited. As ridiculous as it might seem, the brother and his wife had even thought it wrong, judging by their expressions, that Gerardo had bequeathed his collection of vinyl records, spirits and cigars to his friend. 

	The sealed envelope that I had inherited had given rise to envious and unfounded speculation on the part of the usual people, judging by the disrespectful whispers between the two of us. Once the envelope was opened, and in my car, where my husband was waiting for me, we had headed back to Gerardo's house, quickly before someone thought of changing the lock and the code of the radio receiver of the garage door. With Gerardo's instructions, we had easily found the safe, hidden behind a piece of furniture in the attic. I had read the code and Daniel had been in charge of opening it. Inside, we found a hard drive with a backup copy of the large number of photos Gerardo had taken of me. Curiously, all of them seemed to have been edited, because in the ones where I was with Lidia, her face was never visible, at least not in a way that she could be recognized. We also found several handwritten diaries. Like any diary, they kept the author's most intimate secrets, including what he thought of me and what he planned for me, some conversations with Manolo - all of which I have tried to reflect in this book - and other things unrelated to me, but which for me were a treasure, because it was like holding in my hands a small part of his soul, or if not his soul, his translucent shadow. Back home, secluded in my bedroom, I had devoured the newspapers. I had been so immersed in reading that Daniel had had to take my dinner upstairs. Strangely, one of his journals was missing a few pages. They had been torn out, as evidenced by the stumps of torn pages. I had devoured her journals, afraid that if I didn't, her words, her thoughts, her being... might vanish from my hands. There was only one way to avoid his definitive death and that was none other than to keep him in my memory and in my heart. 

	Gerardo, knowing that I would immediately read his notes, had left me some final instructions on the last pages. In it he asked me to take care of giving Manolo his inheritance. Agitated, I had called my husband and urged him to return to Gerardo's house. Just as we had rushed to prevent Alan or his parents from changing the lock on his chalet, we had to act quickly so that nothing would prevent Manolo from receiving his share. I had wanted to go right then and there, but Daniel had refused, not without reason, as it was already early in the morning. We had gone the next morning and, again, we had ransacked his house. With the vinyls, cigars and spirits in the trunk, I had called Manolo to take the stuff home. The notary had been initially surprised, but had finally agreed with me in my reasoning that the greedy sister-in-law and brother had left him without his share or, at least, had given him a lot of trouble to pick it up. Between the three of us we had put the stuff in Manolo's garage. 

	"Stay in the car, love," I had said to my husband. "Do you want to?" 

	"What? What are you going to do?", Daniel had been surprised. "Oh! I don't even know why I'm asking." My husband had shaken his head, disarmed. 

	"I love you, love. But these are Gerardo's instructions. The last ones. 

	And with that, I had kissed my boss's best friend. Manolo had been even more surprised than my husband and had resisted, blushing, not because of my husband's presence, but because of the desecration of Gerardo's memory. 

	"It's what he wants," she had explained to Manolo. "He's left it written in his diary for me." 

	The notary had looked at me incredulously, did he really think I was such a slut as to throw myself into the arms of the next rich old man? The King is dead, long live the King! But for me, there was still only one king. 

	"Do you need me to show you an acta norial?", I remember I had shouted at him, somewhat annoyed. "It's Gerardo's orders. It's a gift for you... and for me. He wants us to do it one last time and he wants me to show you exactly how he used to do it to me." 

	Manolo's initial resistance, his sense of decency had been short-lived. "It's all right. If he says so... I believe you," he had said. "And him?" he had asked, referring to my husband. 

	I had bitten my lower lip. I hadn't thought of that detail. It was an opportunity for Daniel to see how Gerardo, in his bedroom (that is, in Manolo's bedroom, in this case), made love to me. 

	"No," I said, "He was never present when he made love to me. Gerardo wants me to show you exactly how he did it, so, I'm afraid, it wouldn't be honest for him to accompany us." 

	It wasn't quite true. Daniel had watched Gerardo fuck me in his living room. I had never gone into his bedroom to watch him make love to me, but I had witnessed it in the Canary Islands. But we weren't on vacation and I didn't want to make Manolo uncomfortable, not this last time.  

	I had taken him by the hand and we had entered his house. There I had thoroughly taught Manolo how Gerardo fucked and loved me. In my mind, Manolo was not the notary, but Gerardo the businessman. I had shown him everything, just as I assumed Gerardo wanted, from what he used to do to me in the living room - he had put on my boss's favorite vinyl - to what he used to do to me in the bathroom, to what he did to me in the bedroom. For the last time, Gerardo would fuck my mind, soul and body, temporarily inhabiting Manolo's body. 

	Daniel had had to wait several hours in the car. Respecting Gerardo's memory and acting as truthfully as possible had not been the only reason why I had excluded my husband from the session. Nor had it been to avoid inconveniencing Manolo, in this last important session. It was a combination of things, to which we had to add that I knew that, deep down, my husband enjoyed his imagination and frustration more than his visual enjoyment. But that didn't explain everything either. Manolo, despite being around the same age as Gerardo, was very well preserved. It was easy for Daniel to want me to continue my hot wife story with him, even my submissive wife story to another man. I couldn't blame him for that, because the temptation for me was great too. But I felt that that would be betraying Gerardo, replacing him with another who was not and could not be him, however much he might resemble him in some ways. I remember I had bitten my lip, once again. {What's wrong with you? Manolo would be perfect. Isn't that what Gerardo intended, with that last instruction?} 

	-He has the contract, obviously," I replied to my husband. I'm afraid I have no choice. 

	-Oh no, Gemma, not again," Daniel protested. Surely it's not valid. Something like that can't be valid," my husband argued, clutching at a glimmer of hope. 

	-I signed it before a notary," I revealed. I'm afraid it's completely valid, even more than my employment contract. You can call Manolo, if you want. 

	After Gerardo's death, I was fired from the company. Goodbye, Dídac, Mr. Clown! Every cloud has a silver lining. Tiburcio had not been slow to do so. He had not even kept a minimum period of mourning. Theoretically, I was entitled to a large severance payment for my dismissal. Supposedly, my contract was ironclad and I was entitled to much more than the legal amount. But Tiburcio had refused to pay me what I was entitled to and had dismissed me outright, for - according to the company - justified reasons, so it was a fair dismissal. It had argued that, as it was a fair dismissal, it did not give rise to my contractual protection and had only paid me the meager twenty legal days per year worked. The matter, of course, was pending trial, but for the time being I had been left without a job and without the juicy severance pay. And to make matters worse, Daniel was still unemployed and had not yet set up his company, after much study. Deep down, I preferred it that way; I preferred my husband to risk less and live less stressed and go back to a salaried job as an employee, before embarking on the dangerous and stressful adventure of becoming an entrepreneur. As I had signed the contracts before a notary - all of them, the employment contract, the contract for my sexual services and the contract for the assignment of my image rights - I had an intuition that I would see Manolo again soon. It was likely that I would have to testify before the judge, if I did not get Tiburcio to come to his senses beforehand. 

	-But how? -Daniel was still incredulous and horrified. How did you sign THAT? How dare you? How does he know? 

	-I have already explained to you when I signed it and why," I answered my husband. I had signed the contract for the assignment of the image rights the night Daniel and Gerardo had almost hit each other and then Daniel had left me. 

	I had just explained all that to my husband, but Daniel had gone into a loop. 

	-Look," I said and put the cell phone under his nose so he could read the wasap. 

	"I have inherited the GeH mercantile with CIF B36713043," he put in the message. "I have inherited you. You are mine. 

	The company name and tax identification number matched the company to which I had transferred my image rights that night. Alan had inherited the company and with it my contract. And with it me. 

	-And now? -asked Daniel, expectant and dejected at the same time. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-How did he take it? -Alan asked me. 

	I replied with a series of emoticons, although I wasn't sure if he would understand them. 

	-That good, huh? -laughed Alan. 

	After our meeting at the reading of the will, Alan had taken time, a long time to contact me. Maybe he had other priorities, maybe he didn't know how to judge his uncle's depraved mind, or maybe he simply needed time to decide what to do about me. More than half a year after that, Alan had contacted me and informed me that he knew everything. 

	"I have your photos," he had warned me. Without waiting for me to ask, he had explained: "My uncle kept everything in the cloud. You only got hold of the copies he had at home. I inherited the user and password and also your contract." To emphasize his assertion, Alan had shown me on his cell phone some photos that neither I nor Gerardo had posted on our blogs. Then he had also shown me a picture of the contract he had signed. 

	I remember that I had turned red as a tomato, one hundred percent embarrassment and one hundred percent anger. Then I had turned pale with fear. 

	Alan had grabbed my hand and I, feeling his touch, had tried to pull it back out of his grasp, but Alan had held it tightly and not let me. "He wouldn't dare hurt me, not here, in a public place, in a coffee shop," I had said to myself, trying to reassure myself. 

	"You're mine," Alan had ascertained.  

	And he was right. I belonged to him. Gerardo had played me. He had bequeathed his nephew to me like the rest of his belongings. With Gerardo, contracts had been nothing more than a mind game, a way to fuck my mind and force me to move forward. I felt freer when I had no choice. But I didn't know Alan, I hardly did. What if what he wanted was something other than to fuck my mind or my body? What if he wanted to exploit me, blackmail me or worse, torture me - physically or mentally - and truly humiliate me, to give pleasure to an uncontrolled sadism? There was only one way to escape from it: not by accepting fate, but by accepting the facts, confessing myself - or, rather, confessing to our daughter, family and friends, if necessary. Yes, we are like that. So what? This is the 21st century. But Vicky wouldn't understand. She wouldn't understand me. She would hate me and despise her father. The photographic evidence was too explicit; not all of it was sensual. 

	"You don't know me," Alan had said, verbalizing a truism. He was still still clutching my hand. "But I know you," he had added enigmatically. "I've read the paper." Apparently Gerard had taken pictures of the pages and saved them to the cloud as well, along with my photos. "I know you. I know everything about you. I know what you're like. I know what you think. I know how you love and how you hate. I know what turns you on. That's why you're mine." And with those words, Alan had let go of my hand, but I, instead of withdrawing it, had left it there on the table, staring at it incredulously, instead of at him, as if my hand could tell me something I was otherwise incapable of understanding. 

	"I've read your blog. And your books," Alan had added.  

	He had read my three books, everything up to my story with Gerardo. And he had read my blog -that is, my diary- and Gerardo's diary, everything about me with Gerardo. Does that brat think he knows me because of that? 

	"And I know Daniel. I have read his forum. He belongs to me, too. I don't need a contract for you both to belong to me." 

	Daniel? Daniel! 

	"Do you know why I think Gerardo made you sign over the image rights and why he bequeathed the contract to me?" Alan had tapped his index finger to his temple. He had shaken his head, a slight smile on his lips. "He didn't do it for you. He did it for Daniel. He did it so he'd think you didn't have a choice. She did it to make him think he doesn't have a choice." 

	Is it possible that this childish megalomaniac apprentice is right? Daniel... 

	"I'm going to fuck your mouth, your pussy, your ass and your mind, Gema. And Daniel... we'll see..." 

	-My uncle loved you... in his own way," Alan reminded me. I didn't. And I'm much worse than my uncle. I'm only going to ask you once: Are you sure you want to trust me and go through with this? 
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