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About the Author 

	  

	"She wanted secrets whispered at midnight and road trips without a map. But most of all, she longed for someone willing to explore all the mysteries that lay sleeping with her" - John Mark Green. 

	  

	I am a whore. Not a whore, though. Anyone who has read my stories will disagree with the latter. Yes, I've also done it for money. How many ways are there to call a woman like that? Puta, tía, zorra, fulana, ramera, cortesana, meretriz, pupila, buscona, pelandrusca, furcia, pendón, golfa, mujerzuela, pingo, prójima… I'm sure I'm leaving out some noun. How many are there to describe a man who is equally promiscuous?

	No, this is not a feminist book. In fact, I think feminists would kill me if they could. Well, they wouldn't kill me, they would stone me, which is the same thing. Or they would censor me, which figuratively, for someone who is dedicated (in part) to literature, is the same thing. 

	Of all the names, the one I like is hotwife. Okay, let's spell it correctly and separately, although a hot wife is not the same as a hot wife. The former does not imply the latter, but the latter does imply the former. 

	However, I'm afraid I'm not a prototypical hot wife. I am surely not the hot wife my husband imagined having when he embarked me on this adventure, a handful of years ago now, either. I'm not promiscuous, as he would like me to be. But, apparently, I'm also not one-man, as I would have preferred. Daniel is my prince charming, but I am not that princess. I've already understood that. I love my husband, but, sexually, I need two men, him and another, a yin and a yang, one submissive, loving and loyal, the other dominant, sexual and ruthless. 

	Silvestre was dominant and, above all, sexual, but he was not ruthless. Gerardo was dominant and ruthless, but he was not sexual, not physically; sexuality with him developed largely on another plane, much more addictive, demanding and stimulating. Luis Alberto was all three, but he was (and is) also a jerk. And he was not imaginative; that is a fourth condition I demand of a man, horny or husband. 

	I know Daniel dreamed of a woman who would make men horny in general and who would sleep with one or the other (or, rather, one and the other), as the mood took her. That was the hot wife my husband, my cuckold, dreamed of. But things often turn out differently than you think - don't open the can if you don't have the stomach for what you might find inside! 

	Daniel, you opened up to me. Now it's my turn to open you. In this book cycle I am going to open you wide. Whether I mean physically or figuratively, I leave it up to you to interpret, but I assure you that I will. 

	The following story is based on a real event. The rest, unlike my previous stories, is fictional. These stories may eventually come true, however. Yes, Daniel, I'm mostly referring to you. We shall see. Since it is fictional, I have more collaboration from my husband to create it, although, he is not my only influence. In reality, there is a third person who is contributing to the development of the narrative. The regular reader no doubt knows who I am referring to. 

	Readers will also have the opportunity to influence the future development of the story, which will continue in subsequent books. I plan to release several short books at a faster pace, if possible. At the end of this book, readers will find a link to a poll that will allow them to decide the direction the story will take. Thanks in advance for your help! I'm dying of curiosity to know your preferences. 

	  

	-Gema 

	

Chapter I – The Son 

	  

	"The end came, the clamor ceased, 

	the magic vanished. 

	Your eyes are still fixed on me. 

	The cold light of a pavilion 

	on a sea of broken glass 

	and a castaway drowns in a corner". 

	- You are always there, Red Baron 

	  

	"You are mine," the message said. Gema looked puzzled at the screen of her cell phone. Who had sent her the wasap? She didn't recognize the phone number. A shiver ran through her body. Then she felt an electric current run down her spine. Most likely it was some crazy person, at worst, someone who was having fun sending such messages to strangers, not even knowing if they were male or female. "But they can track him down by phone number; he risks being reported just in case," thought Gema. At best, it was simply someone who had the wrong recipient.  

	Gema deleted the message. She had other worries on her mind. She was unemployed again. Daniel, her husband, had finally ruled out starting his own company. The economic crisis due to the pandemic was not an invitation to embark on risky ventures. Daniel had found a job, but was earning half of his previous income. The economic situation, however, was the least of his worries. After Gerardo's death, they had returned to a normal, monotonous and boring life as a couple. Gema missed her spicy adventures with her lover and she sensed that Daniel, although he would not admit it, missed them too. Daniel had never liked the lover she had chosen, but his sudden death had brought her neither happiness nor the expected peace of mind. Life without Gerard was no better. Even Daniel, taciturn and quiet by nature, had had to admit it, although he had done so on only one occasion and in a barely intelligible mumble. Gerardo had been the salt and pepper in their lives.  

	"I miss him," thought Gema. "But I have to admit that it might have been better this way. It was too much pepper." Her intense relationship with Gerardo had come close to dynamiting their marriage on several occasions. And Gerardo, far from slowing down, at least a little, had only accelerated and pushed her forward. Gema had been on the verge of granting him his greatest wish: a child. Gerardo had had no luck in life. He hadn't even been lucky in death. Gema had seen him die; she had been at his side, with him. She had seen and suffered his agony with him. Lung cancer had taken him quickly, since he had announced that he was suffering from it, but the agony of the night of his death had lasted forever. Gerardo had prospered economically in life; he had been an extraordinary entrepreneur. But sentimentally he had failed. Two failed marriages attested to this. And with respect to family, he had lost a son and barely spoke to his brother. Gerardo the successful, Gerardo the dominant was as vulnerable as any other human being. He had fallen in love with her - or so Gema liked to believe, for to do otherwise was to accept that he had taken advantage of her and her relative youth - and she of him. His dead son... Gema had been tempted to repay his generosity to her with a son. She admired Gerard. "Life is unfair; it always takes the best," she told herself. Gerardo had been a fascinating man. "Even Daniel recognizes that," she reminded herself, a little to chase away the bad conscience that always ended up assaulting her when she thought of her lover. Gema had had her only daughter, Victoria, early for the times. She was now a young adult woman. "She's still a child, my child," she thought, "Even if she's soon to be my age when I married and when just ten months later I gave birth to her." A score of years later, already in her forties (she didn't like the term forty), with Gerard, she had discovered that her instinct for motherhood was not satisfied. Between that and her feelings for her lover, she had almost become pregnant again. Daniel did not know how far her madness and her need to satisfy her lover in everything had gone. He didn't know or preferred not to see it. In the last months of her life, when it was known that she was suffering from cancer and had little left to live, Gema had agreed to stop taking the contraceptive pill and let nature take its course. But even though they had made love intensely, Gerard's seed had not taken hold in her. "Fortunately," Gema said to herself. "It would have been madness and probably the end of my marriage. I wouldn't have been able to reproach Daniel for leaving me." But another little voice inside, one of the voices of her subconscious, crept into her thoughts, "Unfortunately. At least then something of Gerard would have survived, something more than his memories and his fortune." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter II - Couples stuff 

	  

	"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  

	  

	-Are you coming, love? -asked Gema to her husband. It was a splendid day for a walk. If there was one thing she had learned from her lover, both from his life and his death, it was that you had to live life day by day, without letting any opportunity pass you by.  

	-I'm sorry, love," Daniel replied. I can't. I have a lot of work. I have a lot of work to do. But you go, if you want. 

	Gema frowned, but said nothing. It was true that in Daniel's new job he had no choice but to bring his homework home. Fortunately, he could get work done at home, instead of having to stay at the office, but the overtime was overtime, at home and at the office. With her unemployed, they now depended on her income exclusively. 

	-Come on, love! Surely you can do that some other time. The sun is leaving and waits for no one," she insisted, even though she knew it would be in vain. Daniel was not one to change his mind easily, for better or worse. 

	-I can't, really! I have too much to do. Another day, maybe. But you go. 

	"Another day the sun may not shine. It may rain, we may be sick," she thought. She missed those walks with her husband. With Gerardo, she had often been the one who had not had the time. She had been the one who had brought home the beans, sometimes doing things she was still ashamed of, while Daniel, laid off during the last throes of the economic crisis, had been dreaming of starting his own business. With Gerardo, in addition to working, she had studied for a master's degree and improved her English. With Gerardo, despite the time she had devoted to her lover, she had found time to walk with her husband. "He has a lot of work," she expressed silently, with sadness and admiration for the sacrifice Daniel was making, although she wasn't sure if the little voice in her subconscious hadn't snuck a few notes of sarcasm into her thoughts. 

	-I'll think of you on the way. I love you! 

	-And I you," Daniel murmured, engrossed in his laptop screen. 

	Resigned, Gema went for a walk by herself, accompanied only by her dog -a beautiful brown-orange Shiba Inu with the unimaginative name of Shiva, the Indian goddess of destruction- and by her thoughts. "When I was unfaithful to him with Gerard, Daniel wouldn't have missed an opportunity to take a walk with me," she mused sadly. "Now that he has me all to himself, he's less attentive to me than before." Although he had been truly unfaithful to her, not only sexually-not only in body, but also in soul-Daniel had been more attentive to her before than he was now. "I miss him, and not just for what he meant to me, but for what he means to us."  

	Daniel had tolerated their relationship, tormented by how it had been evolving, unable to force their break-up, knowing that such a cannon shot would have run the high risk of backfiring. In the end, he had not had to intervene; Death had done it for him. "Serves him right, for smoking so much and taking so little care of himself," Daniel had said to himself. However, the death of his rival had not made him happy. Strange as it might seem (and it surely was), in such a long relationship (two years), even when they had never really hit it off, even knowing that Gerard aspired to steal his wife, Daniel had grown somewhat fond of his wife's lover. It had been a dangerous three-way game they had played with each other, one that had undoubtedly gone too far and had almost gone even further. Although Daniel was unaware that Gema had stopped taking the contraceptive pill in the last few months before Gerardo died, he did know that his wife had groped around with the possibility of getting pregnant. He knew, because Gema had posted it all on her blog. Sometimes they were genuine reflections, sometimes just provocations to torment him, but they always contained at least a grain of truth. "It wasn't a three-way game, it was a four-way game," Daniel recalled, looking at his computer screen. He was sitting in a comfortable recliner, in the room of his house they had called the bay window, because the strategically placed window (Daniel had designed the house and done much of the architect's work) offered relaxing views of the countryside. He looked up and watched his wife walk away. Then he looked back at the screen. He had divided the desktop of his operating system into two: On the right he had open the tedious Excel on which he was working on an important project for his company. On the left was a zipped and encrypted folder. He had double-clicked on a file, a photograph of the very young and beautiful Lidia. Her pointed nose and the shape of her lips reminded him of a porn actress, Justine Joli. She was an "Andrew Blake girl", just as others were "Almodovar girls". Andrew Blake's porn was never crude; it was always erotic, sensual and with an interesting story behind it (within the limits of this genre of the seventh art). Gerard's old fox had introduced her into their lives with the triple purpose of perverting Gemma, enjoying two females in bed and comforting and distracting Daniel, while continuing to conquer inch by inch of Gemma's heart and soul. "Not conquering him, poisoning him, just as he poisoned her body with tobacco and whiskey and her eyes with luxury and money," Daniel said to himself. Still, even knowing Lidia's true purpose, Daniel had given himself to her, as much as Gemma had allowed her to. "What else could she do?" he wondered. If Gema felt no remorse for what she had done with Gerard, why should he? Still, he felt them. He had never been another woman's before Gema and that spell of exclusivity had been broken with Lidia. Daniel typed some numbers into the spreadsheet and wrote a formula in a cell. He then masturbated as he went through the pictures of Lidia and Gema. They had all been taken by Gerardo. He took his hand away from his member before he cummed and put it back on the keyboard to enter a new set of numbers and correct some formulas. Then he moved the mouse to the left, to the folder with the pictures and selected another one to admire. It was Lidia and his wife, in a black and white photo. It seemed to Daniel that there was something of Blake in Gerard, who was fond of photography, just as there was something of Justine in Lidia. But the only photo he had of Lidia's face had been sent to him by her. In the photos Gerardo had taken, Lidia's face was never visible, unlike Gemma's. Daniel divided the screen into three. He now had the photo of Lidia's face on the left, Gerardo's photos in the center, and Excel, whose workspace had shrunk, cornered to the right. 

	Shiva wandered off, perhaps in pursuit of some scent he had picked up, perhaps in search of new horizons. Nordic dog that she was, she was not very obedient. "I should take her on a leash," Gema lamented. She ran after her, but the closer she got, the farther away the mischievous little dog got. Gema was reminded of Daniel and Lidia at the same time. "I should take it tied up," she said to herself again. "You should carry it tied up, like you used to," her subconscious interjected. Shiva was stubborn like Daniel. When he got something between his eyebrows, he wouldn't stop until he got it. "Or until she crashed." And she was also independent and mischievous like Lydia. She had been much more than Gerardo's pawn, although in the end, she had been just that. Gerardo had managed to make her feel things for her, for a woman! In spite of that, in spite of his bisexual dalliances, in spite of the fact that he had felt more than lust with her, Gema still considered herself heterosexual. He didn't even miss her anymore, he didn't even remember her. "Less like now, when you see Shiva and think of her," her subconscious objected. Shortly after Gerardo's death, Lidia had also disappeared from their lives. It was clear-if it hadn't already been from the start, although Gema had preferred not to brood about it too much-why a beautiful twenty-something had hooked up with a rich old sixty-something and a mature forty-something. Supposedly, they had met at a costume party, on Halloween, but the reality was that Gerardo had contacted her through a website. It had been evident in Gerardo's diaries that they had found after his death. Gema liked to imagine herself as a sugar girl, Gerardo being her sugar daddy, but the real sugar girl had been Lidia. With no sugar involved, the girl had soon disappeared. Still, it seemed to Gema that what they had both felt had been authentic, and maybe it was. "Nothing is black and white in life. Those are erroneous simplifications of limited minds. Life is much more complex than that," she told herself. It had to be, because what she had felt for Gerard could not be described with one or two simple adjectives. She had loved him-if she hadn't realized it by then, she had at the time of his death-but that didn't mean she had stopped loving Daniel. "I will never stop loving my husband," she assured herself. "Do you hear me?" She turned and looked in the direction of her house, though from where she stood she couldn't see it. 

	So much thinking about Lidia, Gerardo and Daniel, so much remembering the old days when she had submitted to another man's desires and explored her own dark desires that lay within her, hidden behind the facade of an ordinary housewife, made her feel a tingling sensation between her legs. It came flooding back to her the mischief she had buried next to her lover. Her lover's death had been a hard experience for her, something she never wanted to go through again. She had completely put away the life of a hot wife-or hotwife, as Daniel liked to say-because she wasn't willing to go through something similar again. Already the breakup with her first lover, the strapping Silvestre, had hurt. Gerardo's untimely death had hurt her even more. Silvestre had initiated it and had reached her heart as well as her sex. But Gerardo had reached her soul. He had found that darkness that dwelt in her and had separated, as in an onion, layer by layer, until he reached the core, to make it emerge. "He poisoned you," Daniel used to say, referring not only to tobacco and high-proof alcohol, into whose consumption old Gerardo had initiated her. But Gema knew that she had been carrying that poison all her life. Gerardo had only made it bloom, like the Flowers of Evil. Gema looked around. There was no one there. She pulled up her blue dress with white polka dots and took off her panties. To her astonishment, they were wetter than she expected. Fascinated, she touched the slimy liquid permeating her panties with the pad of her thumb. Gerard had always made her wear panties and on more than a few occasions they had ended up like that. But that had been a while ago. Silvestre, on the other hand, had preferred her to go without them -without panties, as he used to say, or rather as Daniel used to call it, since Silvestre had been nothing more than a puppet hired by him to get her to be unfaithful and push her around, as he liked to say-. And he had succeeded; between the two of them they had succeeded. Gema, raised in a nuns' boarding school and with only one boyfriend before Daniel, had been pushed around. Maybe not more than Daniel wanted, but in a very different way from what he wanted. Gerard had brought out her true self in her, something other than a hotwife who played with men. But, of course, Gerard had not been Daniel's puppet; Gerard had been chosen by her. 

	Gema folded her panties and hid them behind a rock. She imagined herself telling Daniel that she had mysteriously lost them and him agreeing to her request to go out and look for them. She was excited by the idea of returning home without a flashlight and was beginning to get horny visualizing her husband searching for her panties with a flashlight, in a kind of gymkhana in which he was competing only with himself and against the timer and in which the prize would be herself. It had been a long time since they had done - neither he nor she - any racy mischief. After the death of her lover, they had returned to the life of a conventional married couple. At first it had been a good and necessary thing. They had put aside infidelities and perversions and focused on themselves, on the couple, and had reconnected. They had stitched up the wounds, although a wound never heals completely and always leaves a scar. But little by little, their sex life had become dull like that of many couples and conjugal sex had begun to become scarce as in many marriages that have been married for decades. It was nothing strange; it is a law of life in many couples. He pulled Shiva away from her panties and had to finally tie her up, because she kept sniffing them and threatening to put them in her mouth. 

	-Uhh!" exclaimed Daniel. He had finally come. He hadn't meant to, but he hadn't been able to control himself. Maybe it was a memory, rather than the images on the screen. The tedious spreadsheet had long since disappeared behind a neatly organized grid with Gema's photos and the only photo of Lidia's face. Although Daniel also kept the photos that Silvestre had taken of him, only one of them was from that time; the others had been taken by Gerardo. Daniel had no choice but to admit that the old man had been able to pervert his wife. His photos were extraordinary. The photo he had chosen from Silvestre's era was when Gema had dressed up as a sexy schoolgirl to liven up the poker game at his house. She had done her first striptease in front of some strangers - Silvestre's friends -, poured the drinks, kissed them and let herself be caressed. By the end of the night, she had accumulated a few hundred euros in tips. The idea, of course, had not been Silvestre's, but Daniel's, but that was something unknown to Gema at the time. "If he had known, he would have refused to do it. It has always been easier for him to do what his lovers want than to do what I want," Daniel reminded himself. With Silvestre that had not been problematic for him, because to a large extent Silvestre had acted under his tutelage, but over Gerardo he had had no influence, not even the possibility of influencing him. Gerardo had been a man with a very strong character who, moreover, had not seen in Daniel a playmate, but a rival. "You tried to break us up and failed, you smelly bastard!" rebuked Daniel, as if Gerardo could hear him from beyond the grave. "In the end, you got what you deserved!" He immediately regretted such a thought. Perhaps he deserved it for being so foolishly assiduous with tobacco and for having initiated Gema into smoking cigars. Daniel hated tobacco. But no, despite trying to steal his wife, he didn't deserve that. In the end, perhaps too late, they had begun to hit it off, after all; they had found a way to coexist somehow. "Why, even dead, does he get on my nerves like this?" wondered Daniel, as if he could still, from beyond the grave, steal his wife. "And in spite of everything, here I am, jerking off to the pictures you took of her, masturbating to everything you did to her." Daniel was not happy with what Gerardo had transformed his wife into. He wanted a hotwife, like the one in the poker game photo, a free woman, able to play as she pleased with multiple men, not a woman dedicated body and soul to just one. In spite of everything, she had cum with the pictures Gerardo had taken of her, with the perversions he had fed her. 

	-I'm here! -Gema exclaimed, announcing her return. 

	Then Daniel heard the front door close. Like a bolt of lightning, he got up from the armchair and slipped into the bathroom. He couldn't let Gema see him like that, with his dick still half-erect in his hand, pressing his fingers into the urethral canal to prevent the semen from dripping out. Lately, he had returned to his old habits of compulsive masturbation. Gema had caught him on several occasions and had not been amused. She considered it a dirty and disloyal act. But Daniel, contrary to his wife's belief, hardly ever masturbated while watching porn, and even when he did, he did it with her in mind. He liked to imagine his wife in different scenes. That's why he didn't like hardcore porn, because it was too crude and not very fantasy-like. His thing was more about daydreaming about his wife having different adventures than seeing tits, pussies and cocks. That's why he liked Andrew Blake's movies and that's why he liked Gerardo's pictures because, although he didn't like Gerardo or what he had done with her, he couldn't deny his rival's sophisticated imagination. 

	-Where are you?" asked Gema. 

	-Here! -replied Daniel and flushed the toilet. 

	The sound of the toilet water erasing the evidence of his treachery was a more valuable clue to his whereabouts than the "here" he had exclaimed. 

	Daniel unlocked the door and exited the bathroom. 

	-Why are you getting stuck, if you are alone? -Gema asked in surprise. Victoria was in piano class at the conservatory and wouldn't be back until the evening. 

	-Eh... ah! Habit," Daniel replied, a little nervous. He shrugged his shoulders to play it down. 

	Gema came over and kissed him. She was ready to make her husband horny to carry out her little game. First she would turn him on, be very horny with him, then promise him a reward and finally explain that to get the reward he should go out and get her panties. Gemma thought that the mere mention that she was so horny she had lost her panties along the way would excite her husband to no end, as it had done in the past. Wasn't that her fantasy? Wasn't that why Silvestre often made her walk around without them? Her hand went to her crotch. There she noticed her husband's already (or, rather, still) noticeable bulge. Gemma smiled inwardly, pleased at how she had managed to arouse Daniel just by kissing them and rubbing herself against his body. "If this has already turned him on, when I tell him what I've done..." Suddenly, his countenance changed. Gema abruptly pulled away from her husband and exclaimed: 

	-You're a pig! He had just realized why his half-erect cock and why he had locked himself in the bathroom. 

	-What? I..." Daniel tried to play innocent, without much success. 

	-You pig! -I'm thinking about you and you're watching dirty things on the computer. Work, ha! You don't fool me. 

	-No... me," Daniel tried to justify himself, uselessly. 

	-Look! -Gema exclaimed. In a fit of rage, she pulled up her dress to show him that she wasn't wearing panties. She hadn't planned to do it this way. She had planned to whisper hints in his ear, until Daniel figured out with his hands that she was wearing no panties, like in the old days. But Daniel had spoiled it all, jerking off instead of going for a walk with her. He had preferred the company of his computer porn to that of his wife! 

	Daniel looked at her in disbelief. It had been a long time since he had seen her in that rage. It had also been a long time since he had seen her naked, at least live. Gema had shaved her pussy, just the way he liked it, just the way she had shown it off with Silvestre. With Gerardo, following her lover's wishes (and not her husband's), Gema had worn it hairy most of the time, although carefully trimmed. Only on rare occasions, such as when Gerardo had taken her to a sex party, a fetish orgy, had she waxed all the way down there for him and had done so on his orders. The rest of the time, she had worn it hairy and with her pubic hair dyed to match the reddish tint of her hair. The shade, of course, had been chosen by him. Gerardo Roig, Rojas in Spanish, liked the color red. Now Gema had gone back to dyeing her hair dark brown, closer to her natural hair color. Of course, she wouldn't think of dyeing her hair down there; she would never have done that of her own accord. Daniel liked brunettes and if it were up to him, Gema would dye her long hair jet black. 

	-Look! -That's what you've lost by masturbating thinking about sluts instead of coming with me! -She made a disgusted face. Despite her anger, she tried to stick to her original plan and said, "I lost my panties on the way. I don't know how that could have happened. -She tried to put on a tone of innocence, but with her anger she didn't succeed. Maybe someone took them off... who knows? -In the past she would have managed to excite her husband in this way, giving him the right naughty-innocent tone, but her anger did not allow it. Still, she shrugged, as if she really didn't know how she had lost them. You should go look for them, before someone finds them. You know..." Gemma didn't say it, but she hoped Daniel remembered the label with her phone number that he had sewn onto the panties she had worn the night she met Silvestre. After all, it had been Daniel's idea. That same night, Silvestre had taken the prized trophy - her panties and her phone number - even though he hadn't had sex on that occasion. Of course, the tag had been a mere excuse for Silvestre to contact her later, since he, unbeknownst to Gema at the time, was in constant contact with Daniel. 

	-Now? -Daniel objected, without the slightest hint of getting into the game. He had just cum and his libido had plummeted and was on the floor. It's getting dark. Tomorrow we'll take a walk, if you want. 

	His indifferent attitude made Gema angry. She was still well preserved -very well, to tell the truth-. How was it possible that she was not able to excite her husband? Any other man would have killed to fuck her at that moment, but her husband was not even capable of getting into the game she was proposing to him. But what made her most angry was the reason for his indifference: he had preferred, and still preferred, the dirty things on the screen to her in the flesh! "This did not happen with Gerardo. Daniel was dying for my bones." 

	Her lover had enjoyed her much more than her own husband. Even being a score of years older than them, he had had more sex with her than Daniel. But at least Daniel had been eager to touch her, to smell her, to penetrate her... And now that Gerard was no longer a hindrance to him and that he had his wife all to himself, he preferred to satisfy his sexual needs in another way. Daniel himself didn't understand it. He only knew that this was the way it was. He was not proud of it. For him, sex was more a matter of the imagination than of the flesh. What really turned him on was imagining things. His head was his greatest treasure, but also his biggest source of trouble. His head was rarely where his body was. He was always thinking, imagining things. He loved Gemma, he wanted her, but he did it in his own way. He didn't feel the same compelling need to copulate that other men felt. Sex, for him, was more than that. And he valued sex more when he had to compete than when he had it at his free disposal. "Like now," he said to himself, seeing his wife with her sex naked and in the air, her dress pulled up above her waist. He knew that dress well, from the photo sessions Gerardo had done with her on more than one occasion. Daniel had no photographic memory, but he knew all the photos of his wife well. For some strange reason, the photos and the dress rather than his wife's sex exposed under his nose barely five feet away from him turned him on. He hated to admit that he had been turned on by old Gerard; not by him, of course, but by what he had done with Gemma. She didn't like what he had done with her; she didn't want that for herself, but she couldn't deny how her body, even her imagination had reacted. "Damn old man! You're fine where you are - don't even think about poking your head out!" she didn't entirely mean it. Her relationship with Gerard had not been one of hate, but it had been far from one of love. If there was one thing that united them, it was their admiration for his intellect. That and Gemma had chosen him and he had had to swallow it, whether he liked him as a lover for his wife or not. "You deserved better, Gema. Someone more...strapping. Not an old man, no matter how much imagination he had. And someone who would give you more freedom." 

	 -So, are you just going to stand there or are you going to do something about it? -Gema scolded him. Look at the state of me. -She put her hand on her crotch. She didn't need to stick her fingers into her vagina to pull them out glistening with sticky vaginal fluid. -Are you going to do something about it? -Gema repeated, frustrated by her husband's apathy. 

	Once upon a time, Gemma would have known what to do with those stinging fingers, and so would Daniel. But these were not those times, they were now. "Gerardo would have made me suck my fingers," Gema recalled. "Gema wouldn't have asked me what to do. She would have ordered me what to do. And I would have gladly done it. But like this...," Daniel thought. Still, Daniel advanced toward her and bent down. Reluctantly, he performed cunnilingus on her. Gemma and Daniel, husband and wife, would end up having sex that night. It had been several months since the last time. "It will be like this with all couples who have been together for a lifetime," Gema said to herself in frustration. "I don't know why I'm like this. I have the most beautiful woman in the world, but I need something else to desire her with ardor and it's not love that I lack. I don't know why I'm like this, but she can't help it," Daniel thought sadly. Daniel had endured much more than when Gema was unfaithful with Gerardo. By then, Daniel had acquired the frustrating habit of cumming too soon; he had become a premature ejaculator. Gema had not been bothered by that, as it was all about reconnecting with her husband after lying with her lover. Besides, for long-term sex she already had her lover. On this occasion, Daniel had lasted like in the old days, those before the hot wife and cuckold games. Of course, it had also played in his favor that he had just cum, after masturbating like a baboon while she walked around thinking about her lover and all that the three of them had experienced together, even the four of them.  

	-It was good," said Daniel. 

	-Yes, good," nodded Gema. 

	The sex, after several months without copulation, had been good. Yes, it had been fine. No more. They both thought so. Just fine. A little decaffeinated, maybe, but fine. They both thought it, but neither said it. Side by side, staring at the ceiling, at infinity, for they were in the dark, they held hands and remained silent. It took time for both of them to fall asleep, although Daniel fell asleep before Gemma, but nothing more was said. 

	 

	


Chapter III - inheritance 

	  

	""Normal" is a setting on a washing machine."- Anonymous 

	  

	  

	"You belong to me," said a new message from the stranger. About a week had passed since the first message and Gema had already forgotten about it. She had put it down to a mistake, but now, seeing the second message, she knew it was more than that. Her heart skipped a beat and she felt afraid. There were a lot of crazies out there. He hesitated about what to do. Should he report it to the police? What would they do? It was only two messages. He hadn't even threatened her. Should she tell her husband? "The poor guy is already too stressed out with his work to worry about that. Surely it's nothing. Best to ignore it," she told herself. But she couldn't help thinking about her old blog. It had been imprudent not only to recount her adventures with Gerardo, but worse, to sneak a nude of her among the thousands of erotic photos she had published. What if someone had recognized her? Then there were her books, which told her story. If someone had recognized her, they would know all about her. Of course, she had changed names and places. Sure, she had changed some facts to mislead. But what if, in spite of everything, someone knew who she was or, rather, who she had really been? He thought about Vicky, his daughter, and how it might affect him. His relationship with her had improved somewhat in recent times, but Vicky was still a difficult daughter. Even though she was an adult now, it seemed like adolescence would never end for her. "Look who went to talk!" the voice of her subconscious told her. "Do you think what you've done is befitting a woman with a head and a settled life?" 

	-Mom! -cried Victoria opportunely, as if she had read her mother's thoughts. 

	Gema gasped in shock, both because of the unexpectedness of her daughter's scream and the fear that it had something to do with the message she had just received. 

	Vicky approached and without noticing her mother's sudden pallor, said nonchalantly: 

	-This weekend I had a sleepover with a friend. -She didn't ask for permission; she only reported what she was going to do, yes or yes. Victoria had inherited her father's stubbornness. But what had she inherited from her mother, apart from the physical resemblance? 

	-What? With whom? -Gema asked, puzzled, trying to recover from the shock. It wasn't the first time Victoria had slept outside. In fact, she had done it often in the past, sometimes with friends, sometimes with her boyfriend. She was a difficult child and had always shown a lot of character. Gema had tried to protect her and perhaps that was why they had often clashed. Daniel, on the other hand, had always been more laissez faire. "And with that policy of Great Britain towards the Germans, World War II broke out," Gemma reminded herself. But what could she do? Vicky was now Victoria; she was an adult. If they hadn't managed to limit her before, she was hardly going to get it now. "When you went out with Gerardo, it was good for Vicky to spend a few nights out with her boyfriend or friends, so you could have a free hand with your lover's old man," one of the little voices in her conscience intruded. But the timing wasn't right, not with that supposed psychopath eventually hanging around. Gema remembered the telematic harassment she had read that TVE presenter Lara Siscar had suffered, with threats to her family included. It was nothing sexual, but who could be sure where her stalker's obsession with her came from? Despite the complaints and the notoriety of the character, the Telematic Crimes Unit of the police had not managed to find the stalker. Fortunately, everything had remained a telematic harassment, but the psychopath had made her and her family's life impossible, even impersonating her identity to harm her. 

	-Mom! -I'm an adult! Do you want to control me like a little girl? -She turned away, leaving her mother speechless. 

	-No. -I just... I think I should know who you're with. Just in case. 

	-Mom... with Layla. You know her. -Victoria couldn't suppress a nervous giggle. 

	-No, I don't know her. And I think it's a very strange name," said Gema suspiciously. Gema was very traditional with names. Of course, Victoria is not her daughter's real name, but the real name is just as conventional. 

	-Yes, you know her," said Victoria, as she rummaged through her closet to pack her weekend away bag. I've told you about her before. 

	-And... Are you going to his house? And where else? -Gema kept insisting, like the concerned mother she was. 

	Vicky rolled her eyes. So many questions and even more so at her age were starting to get on her nerves. A few years earlier and she would have snapped, but she had matured and calmed down as she reached adulthood. Still, she could snap at any time, if she felt cornered. She hated that her parents always tried to control her. They both did. They always had, as if she didn't know what was good for her. Her father was a little more understanding, but not much either. They had always limited her. 

	-For a party. For Madrid," she answered laconically, without deigning to turn around. In her hand she held a tiny thong. She shrugged her shoulders. Maybe Moncloa. Or Kapital," she said, referring to one of Madrid's famous nightclubs. Or Alegoría," she added, naming another of Madrid's famous discotheques. We'll see," she said nonchalantly. For a girl who studied piano at the conservatory, it was strange that she liked monotonous disco music. 

	Gema shuddered at the name Kapital. She had gone to that disco with Gerardo on New Year's Eve. Daniel had also accompanied them. And so had Lidia. Gerardo had ended up linking the necklaces of both women by means of a chain, forcing them to be very close to each other and forcing them to kiss in the middle of the dance floor, before Daniel's astonished eyes. It could be said that this was the beginning of his romance with the young and always cheerful Lidia. 

	 

	


Chapter IV - True Love, true Friendship 

	  

	"There has to be a reason we bump into each other. Someone like you is no accident." - Naha Ray 

	  

	-You didn't tell me you were coming! -exclaimed Victoria, offended. She pounded her fist on the boy's chest. 

	The muscular young man didn't even flinch. 

	-I told you I had a surprise for you," Layla reminded him. She had to shout to make herself heard over the disco music. 

	In response, Vicky stuck her tongue out at him. Then she smiled and threw herself into the boy's arms and ate him up with kisses. 

	-I wasn't expecting you for another two weeks," said Vicky, when she managed to pull away from his lips. She was vibrating inside and her heart was beating fast. 

	-But I've come for you," the boy said. They had been dating for a few months and were in love, or rather, super in love, as today's young people would say. Wait a minute! If you weren't expecting me, what are you doing here? -The handsome young man frowned, "You didn't go out to meet other guys? -he asked suspiciously. 

	Vicky stuck her tongue out at him, in a gesture similar to the one she had made toward Layla. Her nose wrinkled as she did so. He made a sad face, because of such an accusation. They hadn't been together long, but it never occurred to him to cheat on her, even though they didn't see each other very often due to the distance between them. Theirs was almost a long-distance relationship, but it is known that longing strengthens love more than habit. 

	-It's not that I don't trust you," the boy said, looking disarmed. It's just that Layla is a bad influence. 

	-Of course. That's why this bitch introduced me to you," said Vicky, returning the initial thrust. 

	-Hey!" Layla protested, elbowing him in the side. 

	In response, Vicky stuck her tongue out again. Layla mimicked her. Vicky repeated the gesture and Layla did the same. Finally, they ended up laughing and Vicky's boyfriend joined in the laughter. It had been nothing more than a prank between friends. The three of them hugged, happy to be together again. 

	-I've missed you so much," Vicky confessed to her boyfriend. She put her arms behind his neck and looked into his eyes. Vicky's were sad with joy. Her excitement to see him again was so deep that it hurt. She stood on tiptoe to kiss him, but still she couldn't reach. The boy was tall and Vicky was more of a sardine type; she had come out shorter than her mother. Physically they looked alike mostly in the face. Since Gemma was very well preserved, they had once been taken for sisters, which had pleased Gemma greatly, although Vicky had been less amused by the myopic boy's confusion. 

	-Hey, bitch! -Layla interjected. Move over and let me at least give him two kisses. I remind you that it was me who introduced him to you and I have my rights over him. Then he's all yours. 

	Reluctantly, Vicky pulled away and watched as Layla gave her boyfriend two kisses. It seemed to her that she pressed herself unnecessarily against him and she couldn't help but feel a little jealous. It was true that Layla had introduced him to her and she was grateful for it, but that didn't really give her any rights. As soon as they parted, Vicky took her boyfriend by the hand, glancing sideways at her friend. Unsatisfied with the position, she took her boyfriend's hand in her right hand and put her left arm around his waist. Layla looked at her and smiled inwardly. She had interpreted her friend's look correctly.  

	Layla was about four years older than Vicky, but they had hit it off very well from the start. They had struck up a friendship and had started partying together. Vicky's friendship with Layla had come in handy after her breakup with her previous boyfriend. She had been the one who had broken up with him, but that hadn't made her feel any less devastated. She had cut ties with her high school friends and focused solely on her boy. She had found new friends in her boyfriend's circle of friends, but when she had broken up with him, they had sided with him, had blamed her (rightly? Who's right when it comes to love and heartbreak?) and had distanced themselves from her. She had been left alone and broken, but she had found a new friend in Layla, someone who really understood her. Vicky was not an easy character. She was often overly emotional and without being bipolar, she could easily go from one extreme to the other. She could go from laughing with you to being upset and overreacting by snapping at you. There was no malice in her, but sometimes her manners didn't help. 

	"Actually, she only introduced him to me because he hadn't seen me before and he walked in on her first," Vicky said to herself, remembering the night she had met her current boyfriend, the love of her life, just as she felt at the time. Gema's daughter was still at that age when, at least at the beginning of the relationship, many young people think it is the love of their life and live it very intensely. 

	Layla left them alone and went to the bar to order a round of drinks for the three of them. She knew Vicky and her boyfriend well and didn't even have to ask them what they wanted; she knew they wanted intimacy and she knew what they would want to drink. It was her turn to stand in line at the bar and out of sheer boredom she turned to watch the lovebird couple. He caught them kissing and exchanging tender caresses on each other's cheeks. She made a grimace of disgust, for the cloying of the scene. She wasn't the type to fall in love. Her life was too complicated and she doubted, with good reason, that any boyfriend would understand and accept her. She had only met one man who understood her and had the capacity to accept her as she was, but, despite the temptations, she had understood that this man was not for her. Even though she had connected with him and he with her, even though she had been unfaithful to her partner with her, that man did not belong to her. Despite all that, the bond that united her with her partner was too strong. So, before her feelings went any further, she had withdrawn, although she had not stopped thinking about him. Layla was simple in her ways but complex at heart. He looked back at the loving couple. Even though they were still just as sweet, this time Layla smiled. Everything was going according to plan. 

	After a long wait, she finally got her drinks served and returned with them. She heard her friend Vicky ask her boyfriend: 

	-When are you finally going to invite me to Barcelona with you? I've never been there. 

	-Soon, my love, soon," he answered her gently, but noncommittally. Then he caressed her cheek. His fingers stopped at Vicky's mamola and he gently nudged her to look up even more. When the time comes. 

	Willing, Vicky opened her mouth and he kissed her, once again. His tongue penetrated her mouth, but for Vicky it was as if it was his soul penetrating hers. She had a tender but assertive boyfriend. He was sweet, but never hesitant. 

	Layla watched the scene, half amused, half disgusted. She chewed her gum in an exaggerated way. She even made a pomp that exploded with a loud plof that no one heard because of the music. Maybe she did it to attract attention and put an end to that cloying scene, or because, deep down, she was having fun. Yes, everything was going according to plan. It was a complex plan, a plan within a plan, a trap within a trap, like the ones that excited her and that only a genius could come up with. Of course, many things could go wrong, but wasn't the risk the most exciting part of any plan, wasn't the reward even greater when, despite the dangers, things went right? Layla wished no evil on anyone - least of all Vicky - it was just that her view of right and wrong was distorted, at least in the eyes of the vast majority of people. Her moral compass had a significant deviation from true north. 

	At last, the smarmy couple stopped their caressing for a moment and turned their attention to her. Layla offered her their drinks and Vicky and her boyfriend stopped pawing at the drinks.  

	-To true love," Layla toasted. 

	-To true love," Vicky and her boyfriend repeated in unison, toasting Layla.

	


Chapter V - destined 

	  

	"There are far better things ahead of us than what we left behind" - C. S. Lewis 

	  

	"I know you," read a new message from the unknown stalker. The first thing Gema did when she saw it was to worry about her daughter. She had not yet returned, but that was normal, since she was going to spend the weekend away, at this Layla's house. "Layla... what a strange name," Gema said to herself strangely once again as she thought of her daughter's friend. "I've never heard it before. Isn't it Leti from Leticia? What name is the diminutive of?" Lately, she had been meeting her friend frequently. About every two weeks or so she spent the weekend with her at her house. Gema had never seen her, but she had noticed that Vicky was happy, even radiant. After breaking up with her boyfriend, Vicky had fallen into what seemed like depression and had gone for a long time, too long, without even going out to party to meet new people. "I worry when she goes out partying and when she doesn't, too. That's the way we mothers are," Gema said to herself. "New people...that's always a danger." It mattered little that Victoria was of age; a mother would always remain a mother. She read the message again, "I know you." Again, she could not help but think of her daughter, instead of focusing on her. It was to her that the message was addressed, it was she who was being harassed. She read it a third time and had the feeling that the stranger knew what he was talking about. 

	"I have reported you to the police. You are very stupid, harassing women on WhatsApp. Your phone number is registered. You will see my lawyer at the trial," Gema replied cold-bloodedly. 

	"You misunderstood me. I really know you," the stalker replied. "You have not and will not report me. Not to me. I know you." 

	"Daniel? Is that you?" thought Gema hopefully. Was her husband playing a joke on her? "Okay. I'll play along," she proposed without much conviction. It is known that before falling into an abyss, a person is capable of grasping at straws. 

	"Okay. And do I know you?" 

	"You will know me." 

	"How do you know me?" 

	"You miss me." 

	Gema was taken aback by the mysterious anonymous's incoherent response. "Yes, I miss you, Daniel," thought Gemma, refusing to let go of the nail. "I miss how you used to be, how we both used to be." 

	"How can I miss you, if I don't know you yet?" wrote Gema. But the stranger did not answer her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Good morning, lovebirds! -Layla exclaimed. Time to get up. Breakfast is already made. 

	Showing no mercy, Layla lifted the blind. Light filtered painfully through the window. Vicky and her boyfriend blinked, closed and opened their eyes several times trying to adjust to the midday light. They had slept at Layla's house in her bed. It wasn't the first time they had done so, but sleeping together is not synonymous with lovemaking, let alone vaginal sex, for there are many ways to make love. 

	Vicky had been dating her previous boyfriend for three years, but he had never penetrated her, at least not from the front, and it wasn't because he hadn't tried. In fact, her guy had tried from the very first moment. But, instinctively, Vicky regarded vaginal sex as something very special, something she wanted to do only with the right guy at the right time. Although in everything else she was not conservative, she secretly admired couples who saved the first time for the wedding night. Perhaps, despite her age, she still dreamed of prince charming. Not that she intended to go that far - it wasn't even a conscious decision - but that explained why she hadn't let herself be deflowered by her previous boyfriend, the only serious fling she'd had so far. Of course, apart from sleeping, she had done other things in bed with her ex-boyfriend. This one, as we have told, had tried to deflower her from the front, that is, to deflower her properly. He had tried every time they slept together and even when they did not. Maybe for that reason, because he had tried from the first moment with insistence, with obsession, Vicky had refused and had postponed the moment again and again. The more she had tried, the more she had had the feeling that this was really the only thing she was interested in. In the end, Vicky had relented, if not completely, not on that, and had allowed him to have anal sex with her. Her former boyfriend had not hesitated, of course, but it may be that, due to his eagerness and their inexperience and unpreparedness, Vicky had not found it pleasurable. In fact, it had hurt. Although with time and practice the sensations had improved, Vicky had been having anal sex with him so as not to let him down and not because she wanted to. Vicky understood that a guy needed what he needed and that was the best she could offer him under the circumstances. She had finally realized that she didn't love him and he didn't love her, and she had broken up with him. She had felt disappointed - mainly in herself - for the years she had invested in that unsuccessful relationship. And she had felt used by him. She still remembered his words when she announced that she was leaving him. Her former boyfriend, enraged, perhaps for the mere fact of being dumped, maybe for not having finally managed to deflower her, had mockingly told her: "You'd better! You're not even good enough to take it up the ass." He might have regretted later what he had said, but that didn't matter; the damage had already been done. 

	With her current boyfriend - let's introduce his name now: Manuel - everything had been different from the beginning. Vicky felt appreciated and understood; she considered it almost a miracle. Manuel had not tried to rip her panties off. They had slept in the same bed and he had respected her. He had given her pleasure with his hands and with his mouth, he had caressed her whole body, instead of focusing on what she hid from the waist down and on his penis. He had made her feel special. And so, if the spark of love had already ignited in their souls, it had ignited in their flesh as well. From there to the heart had been only a small step.  

	Poor Layla had to sleep on the couch, as on previous occasions. Layla had been generous with her friend, giving her and Manuel her bed. 

	-And this? -Layla was astonished, picking something up from the floor, from Manuel's side of the bed. She held it up between her fingers. Three times? Bitch!  

	Vicky couldn't see what Layla was holding, as her friend had the window behind her and the sun's rays were blinding her. She still hadn't gotten used to the brightness. But she didn't need to see it to know what she meant. She blushed. This time she felt that the expression "slut" was more than just a way of calling each other. This time she felt a little slutty for real. 

	-Oh, I'm so proud of you, love! -Layla quickly skirted the bed and approached Vicky. She caught her off guard and planted a kiss on her lips. Congratulations! This date should be marked on the calendar, congratulations! -she repeated, full of joy. Now you're a real slut," she joked. 

	In response, Vicky stuck her tongue out at her and Layla returned the gesture. They both laughed. Layla did it for real, Vicky to mask her blush. 

	-So, how's it going? -Layla asked expectantly. Without letting Vicky answer, she answered herself: "Oh, how silly of me! Three times! And me asking how are you! -She planted a quick kiss on her lips again. Here! Let's take a picture for the memory -she proposed. He placed the three condoms on Vicky's chest and ran out of the bedroom to the living room in search of his cell phone. 

	Vicky was paralyzed by the commotion; her friend was a gale that overtook her. She felt shame and enormous joy at what she had finally done. She didn't dare touch the bloody condoms. Just three months into dating Manuel, without his asking, she had pulled down her panties and asked him to deflower her. Maybe she did it because she was truly in love and because she felt that Manuel was the man of her life, maybe she did it because, after three years of relationship with the other guy, she couldn't wait any longer. In the end, the most basic instincts are more powerful than will and reason. It is possible that it was not her heart that was telling her body "this is the boy, my true love", but that it was her body that was telling her heart that. Manuel had not been hasty. He had taken his time with her, before that night and during. That night, Vicky had whispered to him, her pulse racing, that she wanted him to make love to her. She had confessed to him that it would be her first time, but Manuel already knew that. And Manuel, instead of ripping off her panties, as her previous boyfriend had done, had replied that, if she wanted him to make love to her, she should take off her panties herself. Vicky had done so, nervous and anxious. But Manuel had stopped her: "Do it slowly. Taste the moment," he had whispered. And Vicky had listened. She had restrained herself and had slowly slid her panties down. "And now give them to me," Manuel had instructed her and Vicky had done so. She had given him her panties and had felt the act as if it were an offering to an Egyptian god. Manuel had come prepared, had pulled a condom from somewhere, but instead of putting it on himself, he had asked Vicky to do it herself. Nervous in anticipation and fearful of breaking it, Vicky had struggled to put it on and Manuel had had to help her a little. Her previous boyfriend had never used condoms with her, believing that for anal sex it was not necessary. Maybe he also thought that for penetrating her vagina for the first time it wasn't necessary either. With the condom already on, Manuel had taken his time with her and had continued to warm her up, even when it was not necessary. He had rubbed his sheathed cock over her clit until he made her beg repeatedly for him to penetrate her. 

	"Do you love me?", Manuel had asked her. 

	"Yes, I love you, I love you!", Vicky had replied in a voice hoarse with excitement. 

	"I love you too. I really do," Manuel had assured her. "What will you do for me, if I make love to you?" 

	"Everything! Anything!" Vicky had replied, neither understanding his question nor stopping to understand it. She couldn't stand it any longer. "I love you. anything!" 

	"I'll do anything for you, too." It was a prediction, but Vicky naturally didn't understand it that way at the time. 

	"Make love to me. Put it in me!", Vicky had begged him, once again. 

	"Anything?" he had whispered Manuel almost imperceptibly in her ear. Or maybe he had said, "Anything." 

	In any case, Vicky had heard him and replied, "Anything. Fuck me, love, please!" 

	For Manuel, those little acts were important, her asking him, her taking off her panties, her preparing him and her begging him. Just as important was the "anything" thing. Although it had been said in the heat of battle and involved no real commitment, it had its meaning. It had and would, or so he hoped. He, for his part, was also willing to do anything for her; he had meant it sincerely. However, he had not let her push his cock into her vagina with her hand. Manuel had gotten what he wanted: she had asked him for it, begged him for it, and had compromised, somehow. From then on, he was in control. 

	It had been an intense night, both carnally and emotionally. They had made love three times and Manuel had succeeded each time in making Vicky cum. He had synchronized his own orgasm with hers, trying to achieve a simultaneous orgasm. Vicky had been hurt by the rupture of her hymen, but the pleasure gained, physically and emotionally, had more than made up for it. It had hurt all three times they had done it, but it had been much more pleasurable than anal sex with her ex-boyfriend. With her ex, anal sex hurt often and bothered her every time. She had rarely cum during anal sex and those times she had only succeeded because she had manually given herself pleasure, while he had been solely concerned with his own enjoyment. With Manuel it had been the opposite; he had adapted his rhythm to her needs. Vaginal sex, despite the discomfort of the first few times, had been wonderful, but Vicky did not regret waiting so long and not having had it with her old boyfriend. Her ex was not the right guy. Manuel was; of that she was sure, now more than ever. 

	Stunned, Vicky and Manuel watched Layla emerge from the bedroom. She was wearing only a shirt that was too big for her and she was barefoot. As she ran, the shirt rode up a bit and for a moment they could see the rise of her buttocks. If she was wearing panties, it didn't completely cover her buttocks. Or maybe she wasn't even wearing them; after all, this was their home and they were the intruders. Annoyed by her boyfriend's fleeting glance and jealous of her perhaps not so fleeting thoughts, Vicky elbowed Manuel in the ribs. 

	-Are you looking at her or me? -she asked. Vicky had inherited her mother's jealousy. 

	-I love you and I always will," Manuel replied, without really answering her question. Don't ever forget that. I mean it. I think you are the woman of my life. 

	-Am I? -Vicky asked uncertainly. She blushed with emotion. 

	-I see you and I see everything I would want in a woman. I know you, Vicky, more than you think I do. I may know you better than you know yourself. -He paused, then asked amused, "Are you jealous because I saw an inch of Layla's ass for a second? 

	Vicky didn't know how to respond and shrugged her shoulders. Seen in this light, she had overreacted. 

	-You've seen it too. -Manuel nudged Vicky in the ribs back. Besides, he kissed you on the mouth. Not one, two! Should I be jealous? 

	Vicky said nothing. She was ashamed of her jealousy and just shook her head. 

	-Good! Then you shouldn't be either when I ask her to give me a little kiss," said Manuel. Then he added in a conciliatory tone, "I like it when you're jealous. -He caressed Vicky's face tenderly and moved her hair away from her forehead. I like it, I really do. But I'll like it more if you show that you know how to control it. 

	Vicky didn't know what to answer, but fortunately she didn't have to, because the gale named Layla returned to the bedroom with her cell phone in her hand. 

	-Photo! -Layla exclaimed. Without waiting, she fired her camera. -No, not like that! -She lamented, "There's only a first time. Let's take some worthwhile pictures. Manuel! Open it! -And you, Vicky, put on that happy face you undoubtedly wore last night! That's it. -Layla fired her camera again. -And now, let's take some pictures in honor of your official entry into the slut club.  

	Without giving her a chance to react, Layla grabbed the comforter and pulled it suddenly. Vicky was exposed. She was completely naked. Instinctively, she quickly covered her embarrassment with her hands. She covered her breasts with her arm and her sex with one hand. 

	-Hey," Vicky protested, "Are you crazy, aunt? 

	-Come on! The first time is the first time and there is only one time," Layla replied. Manuel, put your hand on her belly and make the sign of three! -she commanded. 

	-No!" Vicky protested again. She didn't know whether to get angry, which she had every right to do, or to avoid overreacting and playing along with her friend. She could not use her hands to defend herself, at the risk of being completely exposed. Her crazy friend was capable of having her picture taken with her private parts in the air. 

	Not content with the scenery, Layla took the used condoms, which were again on the floor beside the bed - this time Vicky's - and placed them on top of her friend's body, two on top of her arm, with which she covered her breasts, and one on top of the hand with which she covered her sex. 

	Helplessly, Vicky turned her face away and sank it into the pillow, trying to wriggle away. She still didn't know how to react, whether to get angry or laugh. Undaunted, Layla snapped a picture of her. 

	-Come on, Vicky, don't be like that! There's only one first time," he reminded her. Well, in your case there has been three first times," she conceded, not without pride, perhaps a little envy too. One picture alone. Look at the camera. Please. It's only once. 

	At the insistence of her friend and the passivity of Manuel, who continued with his three fingers on her belly, Vicky turned her head away. Layla took advantage before her friend could regret it and snapped the picture. 

	-Now you have an official slut card," he said. 

	In response, Vicky stuck her tongue out at him. She was upset, but tried not to let it show. Manuel, however, noticed, covered her up and took her in his arms. 

	-I am proud of you," Manuel assured her. He kissed her on the forehead. 

	-I'll bring you breakfast," Layla offered, perhaps to make up for her outburst of madness. She pranced off like a little girl, which made her buttocks more visible than before. Definitely, if she was wearing panties, they must have been a tiny thong. 

	-I love you," Manuel assured her. Then he kissed her on the mouth. 

	Vicky melted and kissed him back. 

	Manuel slipped his arm under the comforter and caressed his girlfriend's soft skin. Vicky shuddered; she wanted to say "no!", but her mouth was busy kissing her prince charming. Manuel's hand moved down and quickly found the clitoris in her hairy sex. "No!" that Layla is coming," Vicky exclaimed in her thoughts, but she didn't manage to do anything about it. Manuel knew how to arouse her, and besides, in his arms she felt safe. 

	-I've made you toast, coffee, orange juice," Layla said, deliberately ignoring what was going on under the comforter. 

	Lazily, Manuel and Vicky finally stopped kissing and detached themselves. Vicky looked at her friend and stuck out her tongue a little. It was a gesture she did instinctively, when she didn't know what to say or how to react. Depending on the situation, she would stick out her tongue to a greater or lesser extent and put on a corresponding facial expression. Layla ignored her on this occasion, walked past Manuel and offered him the tray with the breakfast. Manuel took it and placed it carefully on his lap, trying to prevent it from tipping over and spilling the liquids. 

	-Bon appétit! -Layla wished them, in a gesture that reminded Vicky of her mother. Gema also liked to interject French expressions from time to time.  

	Layla turned to go back to Vicky's side, but Manuel stopped her: 

	-You owe me something," said Manuel. 

	-How?" Layla looked at the tray in confusion, looking to see if anything was missing. Manuel had had a lot of nerve anyway, after she had made them breakfast and brought it to bed, not to mention that the bed was his and she had had to sleep on the couch. 

	-Breakfast looks great," Manuel congratulated her, "Thank you! You're a sunshine with us! But you kissed Vicky first. Two, actually," he reminded her, "It's not fair. I deserve at least one too. 

	In disbelief, Layla arched her eyebrows. Vicky also looked at her boyfriend in disbelief. She thought he had been joking earlier, in fact, she still thought he was joking. Layla looked at Vicky. She stuck her tongue out at him; she did it slowly: she stuck it out slowly and stuck it back in just as slowly, in a gesture that no longer had any teasing in it, and instead had lewdness in it. Without taking her eyes off her friend, Layla leaned over Manuel and kissed him. Although it wasn't quite a peck, it was more than a peck. 

	Vicky was dumbfounded, helpless. She could expect anything from her crazy goat friend Layla, but not from her boyfriend. 

	When Layla finally detached herself from her boyfriend, she licked her lips. She didn't do it in an ostentatious way, but that was the least of it. 

	-Remember what I told you," Manuel whispered to her. He took her hand and squeezed it tenderly to assure her of his love for her. 

	Layla sat down next to Vicky and took her other hand in a conciliatory manner. To make amends, she picked up a piece of toast and popped it into her mouth. 

	-Careful," he warned her. It was a piece of toast with sweet honey, spread with cheese. 

	Vicky accepted her offering, opened her mouth and took a bite. As she chewed, Layla brought the toast to her mouth and took another bite. When Vicky swallowed her bite, Layla offered her another. Wedged between her friend and her boyfriend, pinned, with each holding a hand, she had no choice but to bite into the toast and share it with her friend. The honey was sweet and delicious. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema was petrified when she saw the photo she had just received from her stalker. It was a GIF, a moving image, which she had never posted before, neither she on her blog nor Gerardo on his. In fact, they had only posted a few photos, never GIFs or videos. The moving image was based on a video that no one should have had access to, except her and Daniel. The video had been made at home, in her bedroom. In fact, it had been recorded by Daniel. In the video, she was seen fucking the giant bear Gerardo had given her. She had put the harness with the dildo on the bear. She was dressed in heels, stockings and a garter belt, as well as a bra that did not hold anything, because instead of cups she only wore straps to frame her tits. She also wore a necklace -a metal ring with a ring- that Gerardo had given her. Clamps connected her tortured nipples to the ring with chains. From the ring, in addition, hung a short metal strap that the bear, imaginary speaking, held in his paw. The video had been a commission from Gerardo, an assignment for her as the protagonist and Daniel as the camera operator. The GIF was taken from that video and although the sequence of images was necessarily shorter than the video itself, the author had managed to capture the essence. 

	Gema immediately thought of Daniel as the perpetrator. "He's playing with me," she said to herself to reassure herself. Who else could have access to that intimate recording? For much less, a much bigger scandal had been created for Olvido Hormigos. Olvido - who would have wanted to forget that episode in her life and had wished that she and her video would be forgotten - had recorded herself masturbating naked for her lover. She had sent it to her young lover, a powerful soccer player (powerful sexually, not in his sport) about twenty years younger than her. The notorious video had circulated through the networks unstoppably and had cost her political career. Miraculously - or more than that, incomprehensibly for most people - it had not cost her her marriage. Mind you, she had looked like a whore and her husband had looked like a peacenik, to be kind. Right away, Gemma realized her mistake. "It couldn't have been Daniel!" Her husband was beside her, reading an e-book on his Kindle. Was he perhaps rereading her story? There was no way he had just sent that wasap. "From the Kindle he can't send it, can he?" wondered Gema. "How did he do it, can he leave it programmed, is he in cahoots with someone?" Gema stared at her husband. It had to be that, because otherwise it would be very serious. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I thought we could go to the Temple of Debod this afternoon," proposed Manuel to Vicky. It's a nice day. 

	It was there that they had met. Vicky had gone with Layla to visit that magical place in Madrid, a piece of ancient Egypt, with all its history, its enigmas and perversions of its pharaohs (although it is possible that what for us are taboos, for them was the norm). The Temple of Debod is an ancient Egyptian building from the 2nd century BC. It was moved stone by stone to Madrid in 1968, in compensation for the help provided to save the Egyptian cultural heritage in the face of the risk posed by the construction of the huge Aswan Dam on the Nile. The temple, with an antiquity of more than two millennia, is dedicated to the gods Amun and Isis. 

	Vicky was not much of a clubber, but Layla always managed to encourage her to try new things. In return, Vicky had planned the excursion to the Temple of Debod and Layla had been fascinated. Vicky was more cultural, while Layla was more of a party girl, but both were flexible enough to find enjoyment in each other's interests. Perhaps they got along so well because they complemented each other. Layla always ended up surprising Vicky, because she understood more than she initially seemed to and showed an exquisite interest in what Vicky liked. As a piano student at the conservatory, Vicky wasn't too keen on the monotonous rhythms of disco music, but Layla knew how to challenge her to broaden her horizons. Vicky loved classical music, and although Layla didn't have much knowledge of that genre of music, she did know and love jazz, which to Vicky's ears was nothing more than improvised classical music.  

	Returning to the Temple of Debod, prior to the visit to the temple, Vicky had had to leave to go to the public restroom, located in a corner of the park. On leaving the bathroom, she had found Layla talking to a guy and Layla had introduced him to her. The boy was visiting Madrid, was a bit absent-minded and had asked Layla about the entrance to the temple. Layla had offered to accompany him, because, anyway, the two of them also intended to visit it. And so, the three of them had ended up visiting it together. 

	During the visit, Vicky had fallen in love with this tall, strong, quite handsome and cultured guy! He was the opposite of the boyfriend she had broken up with not long ago. She felt comfortable talking with him, with someone who understood her intellectually and shared the same interests in culture. With her previous boyfriend, she had missed that intellectual connection. She had liked him-perhaps not loved him-but she had always felt that something was missing. She had missed being able to admire him, as her mother admired her father. At sunset, on the veranda of the temple, with the sun dyeing the walls a warm red, she had fallen in love with him. Layla, fortunately, had not interfered, even though she did not have a boyfriend and the boy had a very good rack. But according to Layla, she didn't have a boyfriend and didn't want one; she didn't want to have one. 

	-Oh, that would be great," Vicky replied excitedly. Do you have to leave tomorrow? -she asked, longing for him when he hadn't left yet. 

	Manuel nodded. It hurt him, too, to have to part with Vicky. He really liked this girl. He was in love with her, but there were things that were undeniable. He was destined for that. He could only pray that Vicky understood them. He knew her - or thought he knew her - and he was sure she would understand in due course, but he knew that in life nothing was one hundred percent certain, except death. "The IRS and death," he corrected himself, remembering the movie of Do You Know Joe Black? "Vicky's a bit like her," he told himself, "like the main character. She's sweet, idealistic and a little naive. But who am I in this story? I could be the rich Bill Parrish, but I don't have his ethics. I'm not that good-natured stranger either. But if I am Death, I won't let her escape. It will come with me to my kingdom. It is our destiny. I will know how to guide her to understand it." 

	  

	    

	


Chapter VI – Surprise! 

	  

	"The clamor is back, there will be no end. 

	The magic will not be broken. 

	It's all right, if you're here." 

	- You are always there, Red Baron 

	  

	-Do you have to go? -asked Lidia. 

	Alan nodded. 

	-Yes, it's time. 

	-Do you think it will be all right? 

	Alan shrugged and replied: 

	-Nothing is certain, my dear. But I know her. She will come. 

	-How do you know she'll go alone? -How can you be sure that the police won't be waiting for you to arrest you? Or worse, some thugs to beat you up, which you certainly deserve. 

	Alan smiled. 

	-I would deserve it, yes," he conceded, without wiping away his smile. He shrugged, shook his head and added, "You certainly have a vivid imagination. -He laughed, as if he was amused that thugs could smash his face in and break his arm. 

	-Not as much as you, dear," Lidia replied. I guess that's why I like you. I like the way you think. Too bad that at some point you'll be leaving me out. 

	-Hey, you're not a boyfriend! -Alan reminded her. You said so yourself. He took money out of his wallet and put a five-hundred-euro bill on the bedside table. 

	-Oh!" protested Lidia, although she didn't look too annoyed. "Don't you have it smaller? 

	-Black money. Business is good. And somehow I have to get rid of it. 

	-Is that all I am to you? - "A whore to fuck. A temporary ally to discard when she's no longer useful. A way to get rid of dirty money." 

	Alan cocked his head to one side, making as if appraising it before answering. 

	-You know you're more than that," she replied, as if she had read his mind. You know these things are complicated. You know that. But you're not her. Besides, you're not one for fixed rolls," he reminded her again. 

	"What if it was?" asked Lidia, without verbalizing her question. 

	-No, I'm not," she confirmed with a smile. He felt something strange in his stomach. 

	-She's going alone, isn't she? -Alan asked, for once showing weakness with his insecurity. "Nothing is certain," he said to himself again. "And what I intend is highly complicated and improbable. But that's why I like it, I guess." He shook his head. "It's more than a challenge. It's so much more. It can be my life. I'm not like her. I'm not like Lidia." You'll play by the rules, won't you? -she asked the expert. She didn't quite have them. He knew her, but only from what he had read and seen of her. Lidia, on the other hand, knew her in person and had been intimate with her. 

	-No doubt," Lidia confirmed. Her mind began to wander. 

	Alan finished dressing. He had thought long and hard about how to dress for the occasion. First impressions were crucial and this, although it wasn't the first time, strictly speaking, for all intents and purposes it was. He had discussed it with Lidia; she had advised him. "Young, strong but elegant. Nothing gañan," she had told him. "You could wear a suit, but he's seen that. You need something new." "Something new and something old," Alan thought, reviewing the advice Lidia had given him. "A new combination of what he's already lived, but with a couple of surprises and fat ones," Alan mused, thinking of his uncle Gerardo and what he had read about Silvestre and the brute Luis Alberto. "A life project. I can do it. I want to do it." Alan didn't know how he had come up with it. Gerardo had been the culprit; he had been the spark, but the fuel had come from somewhere else. "It's my destiny. It's what I really want," he repeated to himself. It was more than a game. For Silvestre and Luis Alberto it had been just that. For Gerardo and for him, it was not. Most people aspired to a conventional life, a few wanted a passing adventure. He didn't belong to either group, he wasn't even like his uncle. 

	-Here," said Lidia, snapping Alan out of his thoughts. I don't want it. -Lidia sat up. Sitting on the bed, she stretched out her arm to return the five hundred euro bill Alan had given her as payment for her services. She was naked, but made no attempt to cover herself. She was not the type to feel ashamed. Not anymore. Throughout her short life she had been challenging herself to push her limits. She remembered that as a young teenager she found nudity very embarrassing, both her own and that of others, but especially her own. But she had set out to overcome it and she had succeeded. She had taken pictures of herself and videotaped herself. Then, she had challenged herself and had committed the imprudence of uploading the material to the free porn platform XHamster. Weeks later, once the adrenaline rush from the challenge had worn off, she had come to her senses and deleted her profile, but it was too late: her photos and videos were circulating unstoppably on the Internet. Fortunately, it was something she had not had to regret to date. In any case, she had no desire to have a steady boyfriend and be dependent on a man. However, from experience, she had been careful not to be identifiable in the intimate photos she sometimes had to have taken. There were clients, sugar daddies, who liked to take pictures. Gerardo had been one of them. 

	Alan looked at her without making any gesture to take the money. He looked at her beautiful body, those little faces he had kissed, those little breasts he had tasted... But that was not what he saw. He saw a moronic girl... just like him. "We're all freaks. My family certainly is," he thought. "Most people have their freaks. It's just that only a few dare to admit them and live them." Lydia and he were not so different. She had been enthusiastic about the plan he had hatched. They both understood morality in the same way. And in bed they understood each other very well. They had had wild sex, the way he liked it, and it hadn't been the first time. "But Lydia surely gets along just fine with anyone in bed, anyone who pays her," he reminded himself. "How can I know if she really likes it that way too, or if she's faking it? With her I'll never know." No, despite the similarities, despite the good feeling, Lidia was not for him nor he for her. "What I'm looking for, she can't give me, not really. She can help me, but she can't give it to me." He finished tucking his shirt into his jeans. He liked those pants; they showed off his formidable crotch bulge nicely. He left Lidia with his arm outstretched, holding the money in his hand. 

	-Do you not want the money because you liked it or because you regret it? -he finally asked. 

	-I don't regret it. -Lidia made a fist and balled up the bill. Then she threw it angrily at his face, but missed. Even five hundred euros could weigh too little to overcome the resistance of the air. And I didn't like it," she said to annoy him. 

	-How do I look? -asked Alan, impassive. 

	-Good," agreed Lidia. Perfect. -Her subconscious hesitated between two instinctive gestures. Something always rubbed off on her from the people she hung out with, when she was with them for a certain amount of time. Finally, his subconscious decided to bite his lower lip. "Perfect," she repeated to herself. 

	-See you later," Alan said goodbye and left Lidia's apartment. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema went alone into the Gabana nightclub. It was reckless, but it was a public place. What could happen? She was still convinced that the whole thing was a plot hatched by her husband, somehow. Who else could be the mysterious stalker who had access to those videos? In any case, she had no choice but to take the risk and play along, at least for the time being. If Daniel was behind it, it was nothing more than a game without any real danger. "Not without danger, you fool! You know well that I fell in love with Silvestre," she mentally warned her husband. Yes, she was one of those who easily confused sex with love. "No, I don't confuse them," she assured herself. "It's just that sex for sex's sake doesn't do it for me. Without feelings behind it, it's not my thing. And then, if it's the right person..." Daniel had understood that well from the start. That's why, because he knew her well, he had found someone like Silvestre. Then, he had only needed to whisper to him what he should do to make everything perfect for her. Although he had done it for her, Gema still hadn't forgiven him for that deception. She had felt pain, thinking that she was really falling in love with another man and that she was betraying her husband, when everything, in reality, had been nothing more than pure theater. The body had been Silvestre's, but much of what she had said and done had come from Daniel's mind. If she had fallen in love with Silvestre, it was because she had fallen in love with Daniel.  

	Not everything had gone according to Daniel's plans. The interference of Luis Alberto-his lover's roommate-had been too strong. She had detested him as much as she had wanted to. It had been he who had made her definitively discover the pleasure of feeling bowed down, of having no choice, of... "Pig!", Gema insulted LuisA at the thought of him. "Bastard!", she insulted him again, realizing that years later she still felt the same fateful attraction for him. She had broken up with him because that relationship had been toxic and would have ended badly, very badly. She had not loved LuisA; she had hated him. She felt a tingling in her parts at the thought of him. Gerardo had been a compromise. She-and not Daniel, on that occasion (and that was important)-had chosen him to give free rein to that need of hers to feel she had no choice but to bend to another man's desires. She had chosen someone mature -in age and mind-, someone who was not as dangerous and toxic as LuisA. She had not hated Gerardo; on the contrary, she had loved him. There had been things about him that had reminded her of her husband and once again, although this time in the opposite direction, it had not been the physical, but the mind. She hadn't stopped loving Daniel because of it-that never-but she had loved her boss so much that she had been willing to give him the long-desired child. 

	"Yes, I want to!", Gema had exclaimed over and over again in that video that the stalker had used to create the GIF. "I know why you were screaming what you were screaming," the stalker had written to her. Then, to show that he knew, he had sent an emoticon, a chick coming out of an eggshell. It was perfectly possible that Daniel had figured it out, although he hadn't known that the next day he had stopped taking the birth control pill. But if Daniel was not her stalker in the end - an unlikely event, she was almost convinced of that - if it was not a game played by her husband, there was an implicit threat in that message. Why had the stalker chosen that very significant video? If Daniel didn't already know or intuit that in the last months before Gerardo's death she had been willing to get pregnant by him, it was better that he didn't find out. "I should have at least informed him of my decision," Gema lamented. They had toyed with the idea of getting pregnant by her lover, half to turn Daniel on, another quarter to torture him, half because it turned her on and half because she felt Gerard deserved it. Yes, three halves and a quarter added up to more than a hundred percent, attesting to the aberration of that situation. But Gema had taken action unilaterally, without telling her husband. "The decision was mine and mine alone," Gema reaffirmed, to assuage her bad conscience. "But I should have communicated it to him." If Daniel was her stalker, she owed him one, she should play along. And if he wasn't, she had to prevent that information from reaching her husband's ears, or at least from reaching him in a distorted form. In any case, she had to find out who the mysterious stalker was. 

	"Where are you going?", Daniel had asked her as he saw her coming down the stairs to the dormitory floor. She looked genuinely startled, but Daniel was perfectly capable of playing ignorant.  

	"To Gabana," she had answered him truthfully.  

	Daniel had looked her up and down. On his face there was a look of admiration and astonishment. He had recognized, without a doubt, the dress she had chosen. It was the same black mini-dress she had worn the night she had met her first lover, Silvestre, in that same nightclub. Short from the waist down, with an open back to show that there was no bra underneath and with a generous neckline in front, that dress left little to the imagination, but rather stimulated it. It was daring and she had bought it for the occasion to give Daniel, who, at the time, kept making hints about her natural and slightly sagging breasts due to motherhood. Years later, the dress still fit her, although it looked very different on the front. The breasts Gerardo had bought her now filled out the cleavage properly. She had left the control in the hands of her boss and he had chosen size and shape for her, according to her image as an ideal woman. Fortunately, Gerard, as she had hoped, had shown good taste and had not gone overboard with the size, although with regard to the shape he had chosen a not so natural one. "Anyone who sees them knows they're artificial," Gemma reminded herself with a strange mixture of pride and embarrassment. No doubt Gerard had intended just that, that it should be known and that she should feel proud and ashamed at the same time. And he had succeeded; he had gotten almost everything from her. "If he hadn't died before his time, he would have gotten it all," she said to herself, sad and relieved at the same time. 

	"And... don't you want me to come with you?", Daniel had asked. His voice had sounded cautious and hopeful. 

	Gemma hadn't known what to answer him. "Don't play dumb. If you're going to be there, you faker!" she had blurted out in thought, convinced that it would be, but fearful that it wouldn't be. "The dress was his choice," Gemma had reminded herself, referring to her stalker. "Who could know so many details about our lives?" The little voice in her subconscious had answered her question, reminding her that anyone could know, anyone who had read her books and her blog. In the end, Gemma hadn't answered Daniel and had walked out the door. The cab was already waiting for him outside. 

	Gema left her coat in the checkroom and adjusted her dress. The bouncers, overbearing and with bad manners, had let her pass without problems and without having to wait in line by giving them her name and telling her that she had a table reserved in the VIP area. Actually, all the tables are VIP, but that is a way for the clubs to give themselves importance. The nightclub wasn't Gabana, it wasn't the place where Daniel had brought his plan for her to meet Silvestre. "I would date you at Gabana, but maybe you already know it's closed," the stalker had written to him. Daniel, however, hadn't even blinked when he heard where, supposedly, she was going; maybe he didn't know it had closed, or maybe he knew more than that. Instead, she had arranged to meet her stranger at the Opium nightclub, located only a little more than a kilometer from Gabana. "Opium, the bane of the Chinese," Gema recalled. The English had had a monopoly on that addictive and destructive drug. Even the eternally young Grey had smoked it in London, according to the novel, trying to drown his inner demons. Despite having a reserved table, Gemma ordered herself a glass of Cointreau and pineapple and started dancing in the middle of the disco. It had been her alcoholic drink of choice, before Gerardo initiated her in the consumption of whiskey, and it was the one she had had that night at Gabana. This time, it had not been her idea; she was merely following the precise instructions of her stalker. Gema looked around for Daniel, but couldn't find him. 

	Since Gerardo's death, he had not been drinking again. One night, he had tried to drink a glass of whiskey (Daniel didn't like it too much and much less without mixing it, but he kept a bottle in case he had a visitor), but he hadn't been able to handle the concoction. He had taken a liking to the Scottish drink thanks to Gerard and because of him, but once he was dead, it no longer made sense. "Few things make sense," she said to herself. Without him, without his mentor, without his benefactor, without his boss, without his lover it was no longer the same. ""Boss,"" Gemma repeated the word. Gerardo had been her boss in the company, but the word also meant something else; it was a euphemism for Master. That's what he had become, as time went by. An eternity seemed to have passed since then, and yet it seemed like yesterday. "I love Daniel; I always have and probably always will. But I don't know what's wrong with us, that without another man in between, we don't feel the same tingle anymore," Gema mused, as she danced. She didn't like disco music. Unlike with alcohol, Gerardo had permanently eradicated his bad taste in music and replaced it with the much more interesting jazz. He took a sip of his drink; lack of habit meant that, like that time at Gabana, the alcohol quickly went to his head. Gema looked around again, but still didn't see any familiar faces. Where was Daniel? 

	A young boy stood in front of her on the dance floor and began to dance with her. He was an imbebebe who still had the pimples of adolescence on his face. Gema didn't smile at him in a forced way, but ignored him. The boy continued to dance in front of her, ostentatiously and without taking his eyes off her. Where was the little boy going? What was he up to? Gema was easily twice his age. "The age difference didn't stop you from falling in love with Gerardo," her annoying little inner voice reminded her. "He wasn't twice my age," Gema replied. "No, but the age difference was the same," her inner little voice sentenced. Gema turned around and turned her back on the young man. He was neither her type nor did she have any intention of initiating anything with anyone that night. She just wanted to know who was sending her the messages and, above all, who had access to those videos. "Clearly it's Daniel, who else?" she said to herself again. She was only dancing on the dance floor because her anonymous stalker-Daniel with his stupid game-had instructed her on what to do, if she wanted to see him. He had assured her that he would be watching her. Gemma searched again with her eyes for Daniel, but did not find him. Her subconscious thought she saw a familiar face, but when she tried to consciously direct her gaze to that spot, a head obstructed her. It was another boy who had danced in front of her, his eyes fixed on her cleavage. It was clear what attracted him to her; it wasn't her maturity, it wasn't her person, it was her silicon tits. Gem rolled her eyes and turned around. As she did, she found the acne boy, glued next to her. She gasped, because she hadn't expected him so close. She was starting to feel uncomfortable. If she kept dancing right in the middle of the dance floor, it was because that was what the stranger had told her to do. 

	Gema tried to turn ninety degrees so as not to face either one boy or the other, but she couldn't. The second boy's hands were brazenly on her waist and prevented her from moving. The second boy's hands rested brazenly on her waist and prevented her from moving. The boy in front of her took advantage of Gema's stupor and moved even closer to her. The dance floor was crowded, but not so crowded that they had to dance next to each other. After all, that wasn't Sergio Dalma's song. Pinned between the two boys, her tits pressed against the former's chest. Gema tried to pull back, but found the second boy's crotch pressed against her ass. They were in cahoots! 

	Just as Gema understood, the first boy, the one in front of her, put his hands on her waist, a little higher than those of the boy behind her, whose hands rested on his hips. Gema had a déjà vu and understood: Daniel, after all, after all the uncertainty she had suffered, was behind it! That's how she had met Silvestre at Gabana. There too, before meeting her lover, some daring boys had made a sandwich with her on the dance floor. Daniel was replaying the scene. "And which Silvestre have you chosen this time for me, Daniel?" she wondered. "But you're wrong: I'm not willing to play like that. My lovers, if there must be any, I choose them, not you," Gemma repeated to herself the promise she had made to herself after knowing with certainty and without any possible glimmer of doubt that Silvestre was arranged by him. Even so, Gema was glad that all this was only a plot of her husband's, she even felt flattered by Daniel's intentions. The best moments of their lives had been when they were sweethearts and needed no one but each other, and when Gema, at Daniel's request, cheated on him with a lover. The matter cleared up, Gema decided to play along with the two boys, that is, her husband. She raised her arms and moved sinuously with them, not exactly to the sound of music. Her husband would be watching, from somewhere. That was what she really liked, to know that Daniel was watching... somehow... either live with his own eyes, or through photos or videos, or through his stories. It didn't take long for Gemma to notice in her ass how the boy in the back was getting a hard-on. "See? Your forty-something wife still gives a hard-on to twenty-somethings."  

	Gemma didn't understand why her husband needed to see that to ignite his passion, but she couldn't blame him for it, not after all they had been through together and after experiencing what, in her case, ignited his sexual passion. Hers, if anything, was worse than Daniel's. "I can't give lessons in sexual philia to anyone," she said to herself. The boy's right hand behind her ascended up her side. His fingers brushed the outside of her breast, but they didn't stop there. They tickled past her bare armpit and continued up her arm, to her wrist. The boy grabbed her wrist - no doubt Daniel had instructed him to do so - and with the momentum almost caused Gemma's cup to fall off. The other boy, the one in front of her, did the same with his right hand, moving up Gemma's left side, until he grabbed her left wrist. She felt imprisoned, helpless, and it turned her on. "Daniel, you know me well," she conceded to him. "You always have, you've even known me better than I know myself, but now you know me even better." Gemma shuddered. She daydreamed, imagining the boy behind her lifting up her minidress and... The lewd Luis Alberto had done it shamelessly once in a discotheque. He had been the master of her little ass and what else could she have done but let him do it? On that occasion, the guy in front had been her own husband, who had watched the scene closely and in disbelief. Rather than watching the scene, per se, he had watched his wife's face, ecstatic, embarrassed and helpless at the same time, and had felt the sway of the movement. If he hadn't heard anything it was because the loud music had prevented it. Still, he had been able to hear his wife's moans reading her lips. But the boy, fortunately, did not lift her dress. His left hand remained on her hip, just as the left hand of the boy in front continued on her waist.  

	In return, and in unison, the two boys buried their faces in Gema's neck and began to make out with her. Gema couldn't help but think of the threesomes Silvestre and Luis Alberto had had with her. Being the bologna in a sandwich with two men with sculpted bodies had been an incredible experience. Although exhausted, even sore, she had felt revitalized and reenergized afterwards. Yes, that's a pleonasm, but that's how Gema had felt afterwards, so rejuvenated. With Gerard, that experience had not been repeated, but she had experienced other, deeper, darker things, things that appealed to the soul, rather than the flesh. Of course, in the two orgies he had taken her to, everything had happened, but he had not participated in that. "You know me well, Daniel," Gemma repeated to herself. She half-opened her eyes, but she didn't see him. She didn't need to see him either; it was enough for her to know that he was watching. The boys began sucking on her neck like two bloodsucking vampires. Soon they would each give her hickeys, if she let them continue like this, they would leave the mark of their lewdness on her. "If that's what you wish, love...," she said to Daniel in thought. "What a woman must do to make her man happy..." she wailed ecstatically. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In his wife's absence, Daniel opened his laptop, ready to go through Gema's old photos and stories. Victoria had gone out partying again, so he would be home alone. She had said she was going out with a friend. "The usual," she had said, although usual wasn't the right term to apply to a person she had known for how long, maybe half a year or a year? Daniel didn't get too involved in such matters. He thought that these were his daughter's personal matters and that the best way to educate her was to trust her and let her be free. However, Daniel knew more about what was going on than he let on. Gema's attitude was rather the opposite. As a good mother, she wanted to always protect her daughter, but she didn't realize that the best protection was not to inhibit her, but to leave her room to be responsible and take the consequences. "There's only one way not to get burned by fire and that's to get burned once and have it hurt," Daniel opined.  

	Gema, in turn, preferred that her daughter never get burned. That is why they clashed. They did so between mother and daughter and they did so between husband and wife. "And you tell me that I don't get involved, when it was you who had no time for me or for our daughter in your time with Gerardo," Daniel thought. He didn't really reproach her, as he understood that not only her lover, but the master's degree she had taken and the demands of the new job had absorbed her. "Actually, all of that was Gerardo's demands. Everything was related to him. It all came from him," Daniel recalled. He was proud of how Gema had evolved in certain ways and how she had gained greater independence as a result of her relationship with this man, her boss. "'Boss,' in more ways than one," he reminded himself again. "Fuck the so-called independence! Gemma was completely dependent on him. And I, through her, too." Thanks to Gerardo, Gema had dared to drive around Madrid, outside the streets of her hometown, Alcobendas, something she had previously refused to do, for fear of the traffic chaos of the M-30 and M-40. She had also greatly improved her English, had taken a master's degree in business administration (which the old man had paid for, although in reality Gema had paid for it with her body and soul) and had become an executive within the company. 

	"Gerardo almost destroyed us," he warned himself and perhaps her in thoughts as well. He thought about it going through the old photos. He had actually managed to get them to separate temporarily, although it had been a short separation. "And to think I would have even gone so far as to accept her having his child," he reminded himself in amazement. The relationship had been like a drug, toxic, addictive and psychotropic. "Good thing Gema never seriously considered it," he mused, relieved and appalled at the same time. "She was only saying that to provoke me." He shook his head, perplexed. Now that they had both detoxed from that relationship, some things they had thought and done seemed surreal and impossible, but they had happened. "Good thing she died," he said to himself again. He felt a pang in his heart. He had not said it maliciously; he had not wished her death. "But it's the logical thing to do," he reiterated to soothe his conscience. "It's been the best thing for everyone...except for him, of course, but it wasn't my fault. Thoughts don't kill. If anything, only your own can kill you. Maybe it was him whose conscience was running away with him." 

	"A controlled Silvestre is the best," he concluded. It had been less intense but safer. And now Gemma had gone out again and had done it alone (supposedly) and in the same dress she had met Silvestre in. Daniel smiled, but a little drop of cold sweat appeared on his forehead. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The guy in front of her let go and the guy behind her turned her around and kissed her. Neither of them were her type, but Gemma was ecstatic to relive that experience years ago with Sylvester. With her inner eye, in her thoughts, she saw Daniel watching him in the crowd, enveloped by the artificial fog of the disco and the hypnotic flashes of the spotlights. Gemma let herself be done and responded to the kiss. The boy's mouth tasted good and he knew how to kiss. With her eyes closed, what mattered least was whether she liked the boy or not. It was the situation that was turning her on. With Gerardo she had learned to abstract from the physical. She had not been attracted to his physique - nor his taste in her mouth; in fact, it had repulsed her at first - but she had fallen for his personality, intelligence and imagination. Unlike her, Daniel took much more notice of the physique than the person. "You didn't realize that in many ways you were alike," he told her in thought. Nor had the occasional sexual partners Gerardo had sought out for him been noted for their physique. Neither her friend Manolo, the notary, could compare with Silvestre, nor was the client Dídac handsome (he was rather old and vulgar), nor had everyone who had participated in the two fetish orgies to which Gerardo had taken her had had bodies of ten. Darko, her gift, the Serbian waiter from Switzerland, was attractive, but not her friend, whom she had been forced to satisfy in a lost forest, on the hood of the car, while Gerardo filmed her to later pass the video - or rather parts of it - to Daniel. 

	The boy put his hands on her ass and pressed her against him. With satisfaction, Gema felt the hardness of his crotch against her belly. Although she didn't like that particular boy, it satisfied her and amazed her that she could still, at her age, excite some yogurt boys in such a way. Paradoxically, with her boss Gerardo, much older than her, she had felt young because, in their games, he had treated her like a child, even like a pet. Her daddy had spanked her ass like a naughty schoolgirl and trained her like a little dog. And with those two yogurt boys she was feeling young because even at her age she was making them horny, in the middle of a disco, surrounded by young people. To tell the truth, she hadn't seen many people her age and, at first, she had felt displaced. "But that quickly passed me by," she said to herself, proud and horny. "Are you seeing it, Daniel? I still put them on." Gemma didn't understand why she couldn't get her husband aroused at home enough to want to fuck her every day. Sex with him was very sporadic, but, contradictorily, it was less so when she had a lover. Why Daniel's sexuality was like that, she didn't know, but after what she had discovered about her own, she couldn't hold anything against him. After all, she could be much more sexual with her husband, too, and she was only sexual when she had a lover. "Are you seeing me?" she mentally asked Daniel, as she exchanged drool with that boy. "Of course you're seeing me! I don't know where you've been hiding, but I know you're watching me - thank you for this gift!" 

	Gemma continued with her eyes closed. She preferred to focus on her sensations rather than look at the boy. And if Daniel preferred to watch hidden from the shadows, she didn't want to spoil the visual feast he was offering her. That he had learned about him, that he preferred to passively observe rather than actively participate. He even preferred to be ignored, so he could focus on the torment of his emotions at seeing his wife being taken by another man. Of course, that hadn't stopped him and Gerard from complaining bitterly about Gerard deliberately disrespecting him by ignoring him. That was part of life's inconsistencies, but Gema was sure that Daniel liked to play the victim, when in reality he was the executioner. Of course, he hadn't always been a passive subject. "You bastard, you cheated on me with Nuria and Silvestre, having a threesome of your own with them." That was something she hadn't quite forgiven him either, despite what she had done, at the same time and on her own with Silvestre's roommate. Maybe she wasn't being fair to him, but her feelings prevented her from being able to be; unlike Daniel, she was jealous by nature. She certainly wasn't being fair, but the relationship was asymmetrical-she wouldn't have it any other way; she could have lovers, Daniel could not. And then with Lidia, Daniel had developed a special connection, to call it euphemistically. Of course, they had been "Gerardo's orders," orders that concerned her, Daniel and Lidia. The three of them had followed his orders, although Gema had always been the one who had been the most involved in the role assigned by Gerardo. That plasticity she had shown - a quality he appreciated to (de)form her like wet clay in his hands - had made her develop feelings for Lidia, despite not being bisexual. Despite what had happened between them, Gema still considered herself purely heterosexual; she had only done what Gerardo had wanted. After Gerardo's death, many things had suddenly become meaningless. Because of that and because of the special relationship Daniel and Lidia had - which threatened to continue to make sense despite Gerardo's death - Gema had stopped relating to her. 

	With Silvestre, Daniel had been the executioner and the one who moved the puppet. "That will never happen again," Gema reminded herself of the promise she had made to herself. Discovering that deception, after what she had suffered feeling bad because she thought her infatuation was real, had hurt her deeply. With Gerardo, that had not happened. She had chosen Gerardo and had let him do everything with her, partly as revenge on Daniel for Silvestre. "It's not going to happen again," she reiterated, even though she was reliving her encounter with her first lover. "Or is it?" a little inner voice asked her, faintly. The breakup with Silvestre, Daniel's cheating with him, Gerardo's death, all of that had affected her deeply and had taken away her desire to have a lover again. "If it were only sex... But I can't like that. If there are no emotions, if there are no feelings, I'm not interested. I can't," she lamented. Relationships came with a toll that was paid when they ended. But the reality was that Daniel and she had been doing very well during those times. "Even with Gerardo," she reminded herself. Maybe it was indeed time to play that game again. But was she going to let Daniel pull the strings? 

	The boy Daniel had chosen (somehow) kissed very well; that had to be left to the boy for his skills, as well as to Daniel for his good judgment, even though physically he was not his ideal. Anyway, the physique was not the problem. In fact, the boy wasn't bad looking, it was just that the aura he had, the personality he radiated were not what Gemma was looking for in a man. "Not anymore," she thought, "Not for a sexual partner." Daniel had perhaps been a bit like that, at the beginning of their relationship, some twenty years ago now. And Gemma liked him that way, as a husband, as a romantic partner, but not as a lover. In a lover, she was looking for assertiveness, even dominance. Daniel had sensed this and had made an excellent choice with Silvestre. But this boy was not like Silvestre. Nor did he need to be, for those two boys who had danced with her at the discotheque moments before meeting Silvestre had only been the prelude; the main course had come later. In any case, the boy was gaining a lot with his kisses. Gema crossed her arms behind his neck. Her breasts - the ones Gerardo had bought her, she never forgot that; Gerardo had marked her for life, body and soul, without the need for pyrsines or tattoos, which she hated - pressed against the boy's torso.  

	But she wasn't going to sleep with him. "Or was she?" a little voice inside asked her. The boy would be her husband's puppet and Daniel worked best when he wasn't the one in charge. At least, she liked it better that way. "Besides, I'm not casual sex," she told herself. Gemma had had casual sex with strangers, but it had been because Gerard had chosen them; it had been part of a long-term relationship with her lover. Actually, she had only once had one-night sex with a stranger: it had been with a man who was physically not so good-looking and she had done it to prove to herself that she could sleep with such a man and wake up next to him; she had done it before taking the step with Gerardo, whose body initially repelled her because of his old age and premature deterioration, but whose personality attracted her and what she sensed he could do with her. With all the other lovers - in reality she had only had three (Silvestre, Luis Alberto and Gerardo), except for a follower of her blog with whom she had maintained a long-distance relationship and with whom she had slept a couple of times - she had had or had aspired to have a long-term relationship. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I don't know if I should," Victoria objected. 

	Once again, it was Layla who had organized the party plan for the evening. They were going out for shots in the Huertas neighborhood. In fact, they had already had two shots in a couple of bars and now they were sitting in the meadow of a park. The nightlife in Huertas was frequented by students, many of them foreign. For some reason, international students were disproportionately attracted to this area of Madrid. Blond boys and girls abounded, some American, judging by their English accents, others from some Nordic country, judging by their looks and sounds of languages Vicky didn't understand. 

	-Do you think Manuel wouldn't approve? -Layla replied. There was reprobation in her voice. 

	-No," Vicky replied. She reddened and shrugged her shoulders. The truth was that she felt she was betraying Manuel by going out partying without him. Of course, it wasn't her fault that Manuel wasn't with her. He was the one who lived far away and he was the one who only came every two weeks to see her. The previous week had been the exception and had surprised her. Surely this time it would not be the same. 

	-Do you like it? -Layla asked Vicky, as she saw two lanky blond boys walk by. He gave her a little nudge in the side to encourage her to answer. 

	-I don't know," Vicky replied. Her face was still red, was Layla trying to get her to cheat on Manuel? Had he taken her out partying for that reason around that place? 

	-Well, I'd fuck him! -Layla exclaimed a little too loudly. 

	The two boys turned and looked at them with astonished faces. However, they continued on their way without approaching them. 

	-There are only faggots now! -Layla's big mouth exclaimed again. 

	This time it was Vicky who nudged her. That hadn't been politically correct, but when was her friend Layla ever politically correct? 

	-What? They don't even know! Surely they don't even know the word "fuck" or the word "faggot". 

	-Hey, Auntie, don't overdo it," Vicky begged. That wasn't right. 

	-What? -Layla asked, pretending to be surprised by her friend's attitude. I don't care if he's a faggot. I'd fuck him anyway. What's more, if they're faggots, even better: I'd have a threesome with them," said Layla, without lowering her voice. 

	Helpless, Vicky shook her head. Her friend always spoke without filters. Actually, that was one of the things she liked about her, such a refreshingly honest way of being. But there was no need to insult people. In these times you shouldn't say such things; people had evolved, they were no longer troglodytes. But maybe what was wrong with Layla was that the two shots had gone to her head. Vicky was definitely starting to feel the effects. The truth was that the boy was hot, but she belonged with Manuel.  

	-Which of the two would you fuck? -Vicky asked quietly, to keep up with her friend, but without making a fuss. In the end, it always ends up dragging her down, but deep down she was grateful for it. It was what she needed to keep from withdrawing into herself. It was even possible that she needed it to avoid closing in on herself and Manuel. Locking herself in is not good. 

	-Mmm," Layla said, "I don't care, really. You choose! 

	-I..." Vicky continued blushing. The one on the left," she finally admitted. He was the one she liked. Layla was right: he was looking very good. 

	Layla whispered something in her ear that made Vicky's heartbeat quicken. She placed her hand on her friend's bare thigh, leaning against it. Her lips brushed Vicky's pinna. Her exhale was as hot as what she had told her. Vicky didn't blush because she was already flushed. To ease the tension, she let out a nervous giggle. Layla pulled away from her. They looked at each other knowingly and giggled. Guys were used to saying obscenities about what they'd like to do with girls, but girls, when they got it on, could say some real bullshit. 

	-Come on! -said Layla, inviting Victoria back to smoke a fag with her. 

	Finally, Vicky gave in. Laya always got her way in the end. It had been a long time since Vicky had smoked a joint. That time as a lost and rebellious teenager was behind her. The man who had been her boyfriend at that time had encouraged her and she, not to disappoint him -and out of curiosity-, had accepted. Of course, her boyfriend, once she had been initiated, had insisted on the canutillos as a way to finally score and take her to the orchard, but even so Vicky had resisted and had not let him take her virginity. In return, one night, affected by the effects of pot, she had allowed him to take her anal virginity. They had done it this way on more than one occasion, but her boyfriend, instead of being satisfied with her ass, had continued to try to stick it up her front. He had done it insistently, taking advantage of the effects of the drug. But Vicky had refused, even with her inhibitions reduced by the hashish. Finally, fed up with her boy's trickery, she had decided never to smoke again. 

	-Come on," he agreed in a low voice. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel looked at his laptop screen and reread the contracts Gema had signed with Gerardo. He had scanned them, signature included, and filed them along with the photos of their unbridled and incomprehensible lust. What Gema had seen from the first moment in Gerardo was still incomprehensible to her. The first contract was a simple labor contract. It specified his hours, his salary and his position in the company, with his responsibilities and duties. It was the official contract, but it was no more than a euphemism. As management secretary, the task assigned to Gema had been to attend to the needs of her boss Gerardo. That was what it said in the contract. What the official contract did not say was what the actual needs were. Gerardo had made her do dirty things, very dirty things. A shiver ran through Daniel's body at the memory. Some of those things had been the last straw for their separation, which fortunately had been very short.  

	The third contract was also an official employment contract, although this one was not standard. It included the promotion of his wife, after she had demonstrated her high abilities and refined skills. Gema had given her all for the company, that is, for her boss Gerardo. She had even agreed to be part of the deal with a client, in exchange for a succulent contract. Daniel was unclear whether that had been her initiative, as she claimed, or whether she had been forced by Gerardo to do so. "Forced," he said to himself. "The old man never FORCED her into anything." The promotion included a salary increase and an ironclad contract, with a substantial severance package in case of dismissal. In the end, after Gerardo's death, she had been fired in every way and had been denied severance pay. The matter was in court, but it would take years to resolve. "He made you screw the client for nothing," Daniel lamented in disgust. He had never gotten to see Dídac (Mr. Ripoll, as she exaggeratedly and undeservedly respectfully called him), but from what she had told him after the obligatory monthly visit, he was a complete asshole. "Yet you swallowed with it," Daniel marveled. He stopped as he realized the pun that had come out of him unintentionally. He would have been incapable of it, but his wife had endured it with incredible dignity. Secretly, he admired her for it.  

	The second contract was a public deed: Gerardo, through his friend Manolo, the notary, had dared to put on public record the real tasks for which he had hired Gema! The writing was accompanied by a video in which she assured in a loud voice that she accepted those conditions and that she did it not to access that job, but the other way around, that the job, with those conditions, was a sexual fantasy of hers. In a public way, despite being married, before a notary and leaving an eternal record in a notarial registry, she had affirmed her lust! That was something that bothered her, just as it had bothered her blog, in which she had been recounting her sexual exploits with Gerardo. Of course, in the blog (as in this book), she had used a pseudonym. But her real name appeared in the writing, along with her ID number and her home address, their home. Daniel felt that such things should not belong in the public domain. "If Vicky finds out, what eyes will she look at me with?". Daniel fretted at the thought of the consequences. Fortunately, Gerardo had died and no one would check the public deeds on file at the registry. 

	"Gema, you and your promises and your contracts," Daniel reproached his wife mentally across the physical distance that separated them at that moment. Gema took her commitments very seriously and kept them, taking them to the ultimate consequences. She had done everything Gerardo had asked of her because she felt it was her duty; it was what she had committed herself to. Likewise, she had done what Luis Alberto had asked her to do because her little ass was his. She had given it to Silvestre. In a moment of ecstasy (to which Daniel had contributed, advising Silvestre), she had promised him that she could do with it whatever she wanted. Silvestre had passed it on to his roommate as if it were a commodity, but Gema had accepted it and had honored the initial commitment, despite holding its new owner in low esteem. Of course, she had limited herself to anal sex with him and had denied him her vagina. "Of course, contracts and promises are nothing more than a shield so you don't have to accept responsibility for your perversion," Daniel told her. "What will you come with now?" Daniel feared her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The boy had been fingering her ass to his heart's content and she had let him. She couldn't stop thinking about what she had felt, first with Silvestre and then with Luis Alberto - much to her regret - knowing that her ass belonged to another man and that he could do whatever he wanted with it. That feeling of not being able to control something had turned her on beyond measure, even with Luis Alberto, despite the regrets. "More with him," a little voice inside told her. "More with him because he was merciless with you." The culprit had been Daniel, of course. He had suggested to Sylvester that she get him to promise her his ass and he had advised her on how to get it. That's why, because she had begun to sense her husband's wheeling and dealing, she had accepted Luis Alberto as the new owner of her ass, because she knew that if she didn't like Luis Alberto because of the way he was (not because of his physique, for, although less handsome than Silvestre, he was even in better physical shape), Daniel disliked him completely. Gema had always boasted a nice ass. It was the part of her body he liked the most. It was perfect, neither too big nor too small (never!) and tight. She still had it that way, although her enhanced tits, if only in memory of Gerardo, for he had chosen and paid for them, threatened at times to displace her ass as the part of her body she was most proud of. The boy had been touching her ass for some time now under her mini-dress. Gemma only regretted that, surrounded by a wall of people, Daniel could not observe that detail. The hardness she felt under the boy's pants would have to serve as a consolation. 

	The boy's hands were emboldened and his fingers were emboldened even more. They traced over her skin along the edge of her panties. Although her anonymous stalker had only asked her to wear the same dress she had worn that night with Silvestre, Gema had also put on the same panties. Why she had done so, she didn't know. Maybe she was convinced that Daniel was behind it all. Maybe she was hoping to meet Silvestre again, although she hadn't completely forgiven him either. The fact that she had sold her ass to Luis Alberto in exchange for an apology from him to Nuria, Silvestre's ex-girlfriend and the woman he would end up getting back together with, thanks in part to the marketing of her ass, was still weighing heavily on her mind. It hadn't been hard for Gema to find those panties among her underwear. She had it framed in a picture, a gift she had once given Daniel to remind him of his cuckoldry. Those panties still had the label with her phone number sewn on them. Daniel had sewn it on treacherously, to facilitate a second date for Silvestre. Somehow, he had counted on the fact that that very night his chosen one would end up with the trophy of her underwear. In any case, in view of the fact that Silvestre and Daniel had actually been in cahoots, Silvestre would have managed to contact her anyway, even if he hadn't been able to get his hands on her panties. Still, her anonymous stalker didn't need them. If it was Daniel, as she thought, she obviously already had his phone number. If it was Sylvester (through Daniel), as she longed for, she didn't need it either. And if it was neither, she obviously already had his number anyway. 

	The boy's fingers pulled the panties down. They did it slowly, unhurriedly. It did not seem that the boy slowed the movement out of caution or to secure her permission. He was doing it to delight in the effect it had on her. Gemma couldn't help but have to bite his lip gently. Then, she continued kissing him. She felt her panties leaving more and more inches of her skin behind. She dug her nails into his back. After all, he seemed more assertive than the first impression had caused her. She didn't mind that he did it in the middle of the track, quite the contrary. Years ago, Silvestre had managed to get her panties off in the VIP booths of the Gabana nightclub, so excited had she been with her first extramarital affair. Since then, she had learned to do worse. Silvestre, Luis Alberto, Gerardo and even Lidia had taught her. "They educated me," she told herself. The panties, pushed by the boy's daring fingers, surpassed the birth of her tight buttocks. Everything had been in slow motion, but from there her panties picked up speed. Accelerated by the force of gravity (despite Daniel's continued assurances that such a force did not exist, that it was an illusion and was actually the shape of space-time), they slid unhindered down her smooth, freshly waxed legs and fell to the floor. Gemma moaned as she knew herself and, above all, felt completely naked under the thin fabric of the dress, but the boy's mouth drowned it out. 

	Finally, after a very long kiss, the boy broke away from her mouth. His nose brushed her neck, then unhurriedly passed along the cleavage of her breasts, generously exposed by the neckline of her dress and accentuated by the breasts Gerardo had put on her, and continued brushing the thin fabric of the dress at the level of her belly and, with it, the bare skin underneath. Starting at her hips, his hands, brought forward, accompanied the downward movement, caressing her legs. "Do you see, Daniel?" asked Gema. She could not repress her desire to catch her husband watching and, at last, opened her eyes. Exasperated, as she searched for him with her eyes, she put her index finger to her lips and bit it. Since Gerard's death she had gone so long without this kind of experience. "Once an addict, always an addict," he said to himself. Even if they stopped using, drug addicts still felt the call of hell. Stronger or weaker, that temptation was always present. But Daniel was nowhere to be found. "Where have you been hiding?" asked Gema. There was no way she could have missed that. Daniel, more than the sex act itself, was fascinated by the foreplay. More than the pornographic action itself, he marveled at the thrills. That's what he had learned about it in those years. That's why, even if he had seen it with his eyes, he would always ask her to relate what she had felt. He did, even if at the same time it pained him to hear what she, with sincerity, told him. "It's not not being sincere, if I don't always tell you everything, if I leave something for the next time I tell you... or if I leave it for my privacy and never tell you." She never lied to him. 

	Gemma looked down and watched as the boy picked up her panties from the floor. The boy had firmly, yet gently at the same time, grabbed her ankles and was forcing her feet out of the panties so he could remove them. The boy took her trophy - and her phone number, although he couldn't know that, could he - and sat up. On his face was a side-to-side grin. There was satisfaction, anticipation and slyness in it, though cordiality as well. Gemma's eyes widened in disbelief. "But-" That wasn't the boy she had danced with! She turned sharply, but the other boy had also disappeared. "But..." she reiterated, not understanding the situation. When had she been given the switch? 

	-But..." she stammered. The boy was still looking at her, his smile hadn't faded a bit. On the contrary, if anything it had widened. Alan! -he exclaimed at last.  

	Alan just missed saying "Surprise!". He didn't respond, just nodded happily. The move, so far, was working out perfectly for him. He had finally tasted those lips and had roamed their curves. It was something he had wanted to do for a long time. It was a thought that had settled in him like a stubbornness. But it wasn't a stubbornness, it was his destiny. She was the legacy his uncle had left him. 

	Gema was still looking surprised, perhaps frightened. 

	Alan brought the panties to his nose and sniffed them. He inhaled deeply. Yes, that's how he had imagined it, exactly like that, everything, her smell, her kisses, that dress, the curve of her famous ass, her passion and sexuality... Everything! He had read (and seen) many things about her, he had read everything, he had informed himself as much as he could. He had prepared himself perfectly for her. However, many things could have gone wrong and still could. "No battle plan survives contact with the enemy," he remembered German Field Marshal Moltke had said. The more he learned about it, the more he wanted it. But Alan hadn't realized - and still didn't - that she, rather than an understandable desire, had become an obsession. Did he desire her? Yes, with every pore of his skin! Did he love her? No, his love was reserved for someone else, although he would love her too, albeit in a different way. Hadn't she loved her uncle and her husband at the same time? Hadn't she, presumably, also loved Lidia? There was more than one way to love and they were all compatible with each other. He would love her and fuck her, especially the latter. 

	-Alan! -said Gema again, who still couldn't get over her astonishment. 

	-Come on! -Alan took her by the hand and led her away. We have a lot to talk about. I have a table reserved. It's a long night. 

	 

	

Chapter VII - (Un)Righteous Night Beauty 

	  

	"When a man truly loves a woman, she becomes his weakness. When a woman truly loves a man, he becomes her strength." - The power exchange 

	  

	-Tell me, why Layla? -asked Manuel. 

	-Why Manuel? -Layla replied. 

	-That's my name. It's my middle name. I am sincere, as far as I can afford to be. 

	Layla stuck her tongue out at him, interpreting that he was calling her a liar. Manuel looked at her with fascination. It was the same tongue that had just a short time before had been doing feats with his cock. Manuel had been in dire need of relaxation and there were things that Layla surpassed Vicky in, but he was hopeful that it wouldn't be that way for long. There were things Vicky couldn't understand, not yet, but soon she would. In the meantime, he had Layla. 

	-So am I," she said, "That's my name too. 

	Manuel frowned, showing his disbelief. 

	-Layla is a name of Arabic origin," she explained. He looked to the side, as people who lie do, but also those who try to visualize something. It means night beauty," she revealed. She bit her lower lip. Daniel looked at me like that. -He locked his eyes with Manuel's. "He called me his Justine Joli. He called me his Justine Joli. It reminded him of one of his favorite porn actresses. Do you know her? 

	Manuel shook his head. He neither knew her nor understood what she was talking about. 

	-Joli is French," she told him, "It means pretty or beautiful. 

	Manuel nodded. He would never have imagined it; French was not his thing. He spoke Spanish, Catalan and English; that was enough for him. He looked at her. Layla was naked on the bed. She had a nice body, with creamy white skin. Her breasts were just the right size for his taste; they were a little bigger than his girlfriend Vicky's, but Layla had a devious mind. Manuel could understand why she fascinated men. 

	-Let me look at it," he said and typed on his cell phone. He nodded, again. Then he typed again. He made an amused face as he read the screen, "It says here that "women named Lidia are known for having a docile and kind character". -He laughed. "They are very logical people, who are not guided by their hearts, but by their brains." See, the latter could be. -He continued reading: "Besides, that's why they stand out as intelligent women." Mmm. No doubt! -She continued reading-: "They are hard-working, strive to achieve their goals, and are very responsible." -This time he laughed out loud- "They stand out for being very friendly with their friends and love to meet new people." -He looked at her to study her reaction, but she made a poker face- "They tend to need the people who love them by their side, as they need affection and affection, just as they themselves share theirs with others." -He lifted his eyes from the screen just in time to see her bite her lip. 

	-It's my turn," said Layla, trying to avoid having to talk about her feelings. Emmanuel... "In the Bible, Jesus of Nazareth is referred to in its original form as Immanuel. Emmanuel... "comes from Immanuel, which means God is with us." Well, we'll be damned! -she mocked ostensively. In your case it would be more appropriate to say Lucifer is with us. 

	-Yes, Lucifer, the one who brings light to illuminate the darkness," replied Alan Manuel. 

	-Alan... let's see what Alan means," said Lidia, looking at her screen. Ah, yes, it comes from Germanic and means harmony. Your names are a fraud! You come to sow chaos and discord. -Unconsciously, she put her hand to her ass. Alan had spanked her. She had needed it to let off steam. She had needed it to vent her frustrations, for it had been an intense, satisfying, yet frustrating night. 

	-And Justine? Doesn't that mean fair? -Alan countered, "Do you think you're being fair to them, to your beloved Daniel, to your dear Gemma and to your friend Victoria? 

	-Will you hurt them? -asked Lidia. Her tone did not show whether she was worried or happy. She felt that, after Gerardo's death, both Daniel and Gema had disregarded her, as if she had not been affected and as if she had not established a connection with them that went beyond sex. She felt that they had used her and discarded her as a sexual toy that they had grown bored of. It had only taken a little nudge from Alan to get back in touch, making friends with Vicky. ""Friend,"" Lydia mused, mentally pronouncing the word the same way Alan had done. "Am I a hypocrite...or worse?" unconsciously, Lidia bit her lip. It was a gesture that had inadvertently rubbed off on her from Gemma. It hurt, but she kept biting. "Friend," she repeated, "You'll hurt them," she said again to Alan. This time it was unclear whether her words were enclosed in question marks.  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter VIII - 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 

	  

	-What do you mean you signed a contract with Gerardo? Another contract! -Daniel exclaimed, angry and incredulous. 

	Gema shrugged her shoulders. It had been irresponsible, but she didn't feel guilty about it. Nothing bad had happened. Gerard had used it to pressure her, just as she had anticipated and even desired. But he hadn't really used it to harm her. 

	-And you're telling me now? -asked Daniel in dismay. Gerardo had died, but somehow he was still among them. 

	-I'll tell you now," his wife replied, shrugging her shoulders once again. It was his right not to tell her everything. He had been telling her enough at the time. 

	-But... but we cleaned everything! -Daniel shouted, on the verge of a crisis. 

	After Gerardo's death, the two of them had cleaned their house of all evidence of their sluttiness with him. They had done it with a certain feeling of guilt, but it had been something necessary, unavoidable. She had taken care of the physical evidence and Daniel of the virtual one. Gema had confiscated the albums and other printed material while her husband had taken care of the hard drive of Gerardo's laptop and the SD cards of his camera. Although the need was undeniable, they had felt like two burglars in their home or, worse, grave robbers. It had not been easy for them to do what they had to do, for the sake of themselves, their marriage and their daughter.  

	Gerardo would not have been surprised; he had counted on it. After his death, Manolo, the notary, had contacted Gema to invite her to the reading of the will. It had not been pleasant for her to see herself gathered in the same room with her late lover's family, her envious brother and his harpy wife and his nephew Alan. Old Alan, Gerardo's father, was too weak and had remained in Barcelona. No doubt it had been a shock for him to survive his son. On the other hand, Gema had been happy to see Gerardo's daughter-in-law again, whom he had loved like a daughter, even though his son was long dead. "What a dreadful curse!" exclaimed Gemma in thought. "Two generations outliving their children!" Although neither the daughter-in-law nor her sons, who were her second husband's, were Gerard's blood relatives, they had been invited to the reading of the will and had inherited, which his wife's brother and harpy had not been the least bit amused. Gema had also been glared at, first on seeing her enter the room, dressed in mourning, but hopelessly attractive, and then on hearing her name in Gerardo's will. The inheritance that had fallen to Gemma was a simple sealed envelope, but it was the most valuable thing Gerardo could have bequeathed her: it contained a photo and a loving farewell letter. In addition, it contained the location and combination of her secret safe and instructions encouraging her to loot all the photographic material in her house. Alan, her 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 had looked puzzled, while his parents had 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 Gema 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. Once the envelope was opened, and in her car, where her husband was waiting for her, Gema and Daniel had headed back to Gerardo's house, quickly before anyone could think of changing the lock and the code of the garage door's radio receiver. With Gerardo's instructions, they had easily found the safe, hidden behind a piece of furniture in the attic. Gema had read the code and Daniel had opened it. Inside, they had found a hard drive with a backup copy of the large number of photos Gerardo had taken of him. Curiously, all of them seemed to have been edited, because in the ones where he was with Lidia, her face was never visible, at least not in a way she could be recognized. They also found several handwritten diaries. Like any diary, they held the author's most intimate secrets, including what he thought of her and what he planned for her. "I will try to reflect all of it in the next book, if I write it," Gema had proposed to herself. There were also conversations with Manolo and other things unrelated to her, but which Gema treasured, because it was like holding in her hands a small part of her late lover's soul, his translucent shadow.  

	Back home, secluded in her bedroom, Gema had devoured the newspapers. She had been so immersed in reading that Daniel had had to take her dinner upstairs. Strangely, one of her diaries was missing some pages. They had been torn out, as evidenced by the stumps of torn pages. She had devoured her journals, afraid that if she didn't, her words, her thoughts, her being in her hands might vanish. There was only one way to avoid his final death and that was none other than to keep him in her memory and in her heart. "Or write another book," one of her inner voices had whispered to her. 

	Gerardo, knowing that Gema would immediately read his notes, had left her some final instructions on the last pages. In them he asked her to take care of giving Manolo his inheritance. Agitated, Gema had called her husband and urged him to return to Gerardo's house. Just as they had rushed to prevent Alan or his parents from changing the lock on the chalet, they had to act quickly so that nothing would prevent Manolo from receiving his share. Gema had wanted to go right then and there, but Daniel had refused, not without reason, as it was already early in the morning. They had gone the next morning and, once again, had ransacked his house. With the vinyls, cigars and spirits in the trunk, Gema had called Manolo to take the things home. The notary had been initially surprised, but had finally agreed with her 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 them they had put the stuff in Manolo's garage. 

	"Stay in the car, love," Gema had asked her husband. "Do you want to?" 

	"What, what are you going to do?", Daniel had been surprised. "Oh, I don't even know what I'm asking for!" Daniel had shaken his head, disarmed. 

	"I love you, love. But these are Gerardo's instructions. The last ones. 

	And after those words, Gema had kissed her boss's best friend. Manolo had been even more surprised than Daniel and had resisted, blushing, not because of her husband's presence, but because of the desecration of Gerardo's memory. 

	"It's what he wants," Gema had explained to Manolo. "He's left it written in his diary for me." 

	The notary had looked at her in disbelief.  

	"Does he really think I'm such a slut as to throw myself into the arms of the next wealthy old man?" Gemma had thought. "The King is dead, long live the King!" But for her there was still only one king. 

	"Do you need me to show you a norial acta?", Gema had spat 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 and sense of decency had been short-lived. "All right. If he says so... I believe you," he had said. "What about him?" she had asked next, referring to her husband. 

	Gema had bitten her lower lip. She 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 her. 

	"No," she had replied. "He was never present when he made love to me. Gerard 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 her in her living room. He had never gone into her bedroom to watch her make love to him, but he had witnessed it in the Canary Islands. But they weren't on vacation and Gema didn't want to make Manolo uncomfortable, not that last time.  

	Gema had taken him by the hand and they had entered her house. There she had painstakingly shown Manolo how Gerardo fucked and loved her. In her mind, Manolo was not the notary, but Gerardo the businessman. He had shown her everything, just as she supposed Gerardo wanted, from what he used to do to her in the living room - he had played her boss's favorite vinyl - to what he used to do to her in the bathroom, to what he did to her in the bedroom. For the last time, Gerardo would fuck his 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 Gema had excluded her husband from the session. Nor had it been to avoid inconveniencing Manolo, in that last important session. It had been a combination of things, to which we had to add that she knew that, deep down, her husband enjoyed her imagination and her frustration more than her 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 her to continue her history as a hot wife with him, even her history as a submissive wife to another man. Gemma couldn't really blame him for that because the temptation for her was great too. But she felt that that would be betraying Gerard, replacing him with another who was not and could not be him, however much he might resemble him in some ways. Gemma would later remember that she had bitten her lip, once again. "What's wrong with you?" her little inner voice asked. "Manolo would be perfect - isn't that what Gerardo had intended, with that last instruction?" 

	-She has the contract, obviously," Gemma replied to her husband, returning to the present after wandering through the past. 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," her husband argued, clutching at a glimmer of hope. 

	-I signed it before a notary," Gema revealed. I'm afraid it's completely valid, even more than my employment contract. You can call Manolo, if you want. 

	At Gerardo's death, she had been fired from the company. "Goodbye, Dídac, Mr. Clown! Every cloud has a silver lining," thought Gema. Tiburcio, Gerardo's partner, had not been slow to do so. He had not even kept a minimum period of mourning. Theoretically, he was entitled to a large severance payment for his dismissal. Supposedly, his contract was ironclad and he was entitled to much more than the legal amount. But Tiburcio had refused to pay her what she was entitled to and had dismissed her outright, for - according to the company - justified reasons, making it a fair dismissal. It had argued that, as it was a fair dismissal, it did not give rise to her contractual protection and had only paid her the meager twenty legal days per year worked. The matter, of course, was pending trial, but for the time being Gema 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, she preferred it that way; she preferred her husband to risk less and live less stressed and return to a salaried job as an employee, before embarking on the dangerous and stressful adventure of becoming an entrepreneur. As he had signed the contracts before a notary - all of them, the employment contract, the contract for his sexual services and the contract for the assignment of his image rights - Gema had the intuition that she would see Manolo again soon. It was likely that she would have to testify before the judge, if she 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," Gema answered her husband. The contract for the assignment of image rights had been signed the night Daniel and Gerardo had almost hit each other and then Daniel had left her. 

	Gema had just explained all this to her husband, but Daniel had gone into a loop. 

	-Look," said Gema 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 Gema had transferred her image rights that night. Alan had inherited the company and with it his contract. "And with it me," Gema sentenced.  

	-And now? -asked Daniel, expectant and dejected at the same time. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-How did he take it? -asked Alan to Gema. 

	Gema answered him with a series of emoticons, although she was not sure he would understand them. 

	-That good, huh? -laughed Alan. 

	After their meeting at the reading of the will, Alan had taken time, a long time to contact her. "Maybe he had other priorities, maybe he didn't know how to judge his uncle's depraved mind, or maybe he just needed time to decide what to do about me," Gemma reflected. About a year after that, Alan had contacted her and informed her that he knew everything. 

	"I have your photos," he had warned her, already seated at the VIP table in the disco he had booked. Without waiting for Gema 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 her some photos on his cell phone that neither she nor Gerardo had posted on their respective blogs. He had then also shown her a picture of the contract he had signed. 

	Gema would remember forever that she had turned red as a tomato, one hundred percent embarrassment and one hundred percent anger. Her face had competed with the red lights of the discotheque. Next, she had gone pale with fear. 

	After the encounter at the discotheque, they had met again. Alan had grabbed her hand and she, feeling his touch, had tried to pull it back out of his reach, but Alan had held it tightly and not let her. "He won't dare hurt me, not here, in a public place, in a coffee shop," she had said to herself, trying to reassure herself. On that occasion, it had been she who had suggested the place.  

	At the Opium nightclub, she had felt uncomfortable, sitting at the VIP table with him. She had seen too many ladies in suspiciously affectionate attitudes with the boys and men. "Why did you bring me here, precisely here?", Gema had asked him, referring to the floozies. Opium, although in theory a chic nightclub that attracted the jet set, had actually degenerated due to its mismanagement and had begun to attract those kinds of girls. Gema suspected that it was no coincidence that Alan had chosen precisely that discotheque. Later, while browsing, she had discovered that it was indeed a place known in Madrid's nightlife for attracting easy girls. "Not easy at all," Gema said to herself. She knew it was not an easy job. She had nothing against prostitutes. In fact, she was turned on by the idea of doing it for money. She had felt that excitement ever since the time Silvestre and Daniel had taken her to an erotic disco (which is a euphemism for whorehouse) and had gotten her to do a lap dance (which is a euphemism for rubbing her body lewdly against another man's). Gema had done it to please Silvestre, but she had received an unexpected tip in return and the applause of those who had watched her from the booths. That's why, because of that fascination she felt for escorts, she had imposed those conditions on Gerardo and that's why she had agreed to be part of the deal with the stupid client Dídac. Of course, she hadn't done it out of necessity -not entirely, at least-, but out of vice, unlike the easy girls at Opium. Hers had been more of an ongoing relationship with a man (or two, counting Mr. Ripoll); Gema -in her mind- had been more of a sugar girl than a street girl who had to deal with several different men every night. "You're mine," Alan had replied. No, it hadn't been by chance that the location had been chosen. Alan Manuel had chosen it carefully and both the name and the ambiance had suited him perfectly. They were loaded with appropriate symbolism and Alan knew that Gema would pick up on it. Although she might be offended by the escort girls, he knew that Gema would appreciate that he had made an effort with the symbolism. It was vital to his plans that she didn't see him as merely a young man with an inordinate sexual appetite. It was important to appeal to her body as well as her intellect, and to stir her soul with a foretaste of what awaited her with him. 

	"You're mine," Alan had ascertained in the cafeteria, repeating the same words.  

	"He's right; I belong to him." Gema had no choice but to accept the evidence. "Gerardo has played me. He has bequeathed his nephew to me like the rest of his belongings." With Gerardo, the contracts had been nothing more than a mind game, a way to fuck her mind and force her to move on. Gemma felt freer when she had no choice. Gerardo knew it and now Alan knew it too.  

	But Gema didn't know Alan, she barely did. "What if what he wants is something other than to fuck my mind or my body?", Gema thought again. She got scared. "What if he wants 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 the facts, by confessing - or, rather, confessing them - to her daughter, to her relatives and friends, if necessary. "Yes, we are like that. So what? This is the 21st Century," he thought he might tell them. "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. She felt trapped, truly trapped. For once, that she had no choice no longer seemed exhilarating. 

	"You don't know me," Alan had said, verbalizing a truism. In truth, on their second date at the coffee shop he had told her nothing different from what he had already blurted out on their first encounter at the nightclub. There was no new information, only Gemma's need to process her shock and see her demon's face in the light of day. He was still holding her hand. "But I you do," she had added enigmatically. "I've read the paper," he had reminded her. Apparently Gerard had scanned the pages and saved them to the cloud as well, along with his photos. "I know you. I know everything about you. I know what you look 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 her hand, but she, instead of withdrawing it, had left it there on the table, staring at it incredulously, at her hand instead of at him, as if her hand could tell him something he was otherwise incapable of understanding. "I've read your blog. And your books," Alan had added.  

	I had read all three books, everything up to her story with Gerardo. And she had read her blog-that is, her diary-and Gerardo's diary. "She knows everything about me with Gerardo. That and more," Gema had been amazed. Then, with renewed rage, she had said to herself, "Does that brat think he knows me because of that?" 

	"And I know Daniel. I've read his forum," Alan had ascertained. "He belongs to me, too. I don't need a contract for you both to belong to me." 

	"Daniel? Daniel!", Gema had mentally exclaimed. 

	"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 megalomaniac apprentice brat is right? Daniel..." 

	"I'm going to fuck your mouth, pussy, ass and mind, Gema," Alan had assured her. "And Daniel... we'll see..." 

	-My uncle loved you... in his own way," Alan reminded her in the next wasap, "I didn't." He lied to her because he felt he couldn't tell her the truth. -He lied to her because he felt he couldn't tell her the truth. He loved her in his own way, very different from his uncle's, completely different from how any man had ever loved her. Maybe he was crazy. "They call pioneers, innovators, crazy," he said to himself to reassure himself. 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? 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter IX - Long time no see! 

	  

	"The masochist wishes to experience a stronger sensation, but wishes it to be inflicted with love. The sadist wishes to inflict stronger sessions, but wishes it to feel like love." - Unknown 

	  

	-I love you," Vicky assured him for the umpteenth time. I don't know what I would do without you. I think I'd die. 

	-And I love you," Alan Manuel answered. She kissed him tenderly on the forehead.  

	They had just made love. He had cum in her and it had been wonderful. He still had his cock inside her. Unfortunately, he would soon have to withdraw it to avoid an accident. That was the bad thing about condoms versus other methods of contraception. But Alan didn't want to push Vicky on the pill issue. That had to come from her, just as he hadn't pressured her to have full sex and she had been the one to take off her panties. That was important to Alan, that she be the one to take the initiative.  

	He looked at her. Vicky and her mother looked alike. They couldn't deny that they were mother and daughter, or at least sisters. "Properly groomed, youthfully styled, Gema could pass for her older sister," Alan mused. "Surely they look more than just physically alike," Alan thought hopefully. Despite the similarities, there were big differences. "The experience, the experiences... But the raw material is there and it's almost the same," Alan said to himself. He couldn't help but see in Vicky a young version of his mother. "I will polish her, mold her, educate her just like my uncle did with her mother, but I will truly love her." Alan didn't doubt that his uncle loved Gema, in his own way, but he was convinced that his with Gema's daughter would be different. Unlike Gema and Gerard, Vicky and he were the same age; they would be a real couple. "But I must be careful: Vicky is still fragile. She's young and full of misguided romanticism, just as Gema was at her age. My uncle had it easier; Gema was plasticine is his hands, but Vicky I must first soften," he reminded himself cautiously, trying to curb his enthusiasm so as not to go too fast and screw her up in his haste. "The critical moment will come when she finds out everything. I have to prepare her for then or she'll break. And I have to synchronize her mother's progress and hers. And Daniel's too." Alan had a herculean task ahead of him, but he wasn't afraid of the challenges; quite the contrary, they spurred him on. Fortunately, he could focus almost all his energies on that task. What he had inherited from his uncle meant he didn't have to worry about finances. He, by all means, was not an expensive spender. The only luxury he aspired to was that of Gema and Victoria. He was aware that this luxury would not come cheap. Setting up the stages to get them where he wanted them to go cost money. He had had to pay the two boys who had danced with Gema at the discotheque, although it had been very little. And Layla-Lidia had to be paid too, but it was worth it. She was being a great help. Besides, he liked her... and she fucked even better. If it weren't for his obsession, he wouldn't be in a hurry with Gema and Victoria. For proper relief he had Lidia. 

	-Do you have to go now? -Vicky asked sadly. Seeing him only on weekends, and only every other weekend or so, was not enough for her. It always had, but now that they were having full sexual relations that need to have Manuel around had intensified. Vicky was studying piano at the conservatory and was already making plans to go to Barcelona to be near him. She didn't care what her parents thought about it; she was of age. 

	-Mmm," Alan said in response. It was true that he had to catch the train back to Barcelona and the time was getting late. Of course, he didn't have to go back. If he wanted to, he could stay at the house he had inherited from his uncle in Madrid. He could even, with the proper legal periods, kick the tenants out of one of the two rented apartments that he had also inherited from his uncle. That was what she had done in Barcelona, with one of the other two apartments she had inherited from him there. After inheriting, she had become independent from her parents. He was old enough to do it, but he couldn't stand them anymore. Did you like it? -asked Alan rhetorically. He knew the answer; he had heard Vicky moaning wildly. 

	-Do it again! -Vicky asked. Even if it's a quick one. -This time it didn't hurt at all. She was deflowered and well deflowered. 

	-You are insatiable! -Manuel accused her, feigning astonishment. Actually, it was what he expected from her. If she was anything like her mother, she had to be. They had already done it three times that night and that morning had been the fourth. 

	Vicky laughed nervously, which didn't stop her from blushing a little. 

	-Please," she begged him, unconsciously doing what Manuel wanted. 

	Alan smiled inwardly. That he took the initiative, that he begged... It was all going well. He was young, but he'd had enough experience with girls to dare say he knew how they worked. They all wanted to feel special, somehow. Deep down, they all thought they were princesses, even the sluttiest ones did. But you never had to give them everything. You had to leave them wanting more. To make them appreciate what they were given, you had to make them think that maybe they didn't deserve so much and that they hadn't earned everything. What you should never do was to make them think that they had you eating out of their hand. Perhaps it was unfair, but in that dance between the sexes, it was not the nicest who won, but the most brazen. The nice one paid for the Fanta, but he didn't eat anything. The bastard who didn't treat them with devotion, but with a hint of cockiness, almost passing them by, got them all. Of course, it wasn't that easy; you had to know how to do it and that was more of an art, an innate skill than a science. Cockiness only worked if it was accompanied by conversational skills and physical attractiveness. Alan, fortunately, was born with both. However, it didn't matter if he was handsome, he wasn't going to eat a thing anyway. But he would always be a great guy. However, Alan had never had a long-term love relationship; that was unknown territory for him, where the rules could be very different. 

	-Please," Vicky begged again in a honeyed voice. She moved under him to arouse him. He still had his cock inside her. 

	Alan let her wiggle under him. He'd miss the train, if he fucked his girlfriend again. But he could always take another one, even if he had to buy a new ticket. After all, it was only money. What he couldn't do, however, was stay. He had to go back to Barcelona; he had a lot to do and there were things he had to do in person. 

	Suddenly, Alan stood up, jerking his cock out of her. 

	Vicky looked at him disappointed, but understood that it could not be. Manuel had to return to his city and it was time. It had been selfish of him to expect her to risk missing the train. 

	Alan carefully removed the condom from his semi-erect cock. There was a considerable amount of seminal fluid in the reservoir, especially considering he had ejaculated four times in less than ten hours.  

	Vicky did not miss the detail. She stared in fascination at the full reservoir. Then she looked at her boyfriend's cock. Even semi-erect, it was fatter and bigger than her previous boyfriend's. "That won't fit me from behind," she thought. Then she was embarrassed. She wouldn't have to do it from behind with Manuel. She had only done it with her ex-boyfriend because he had denied her vaginal sex. It was much more pleasurable from the front, even if it had hurt at first. "No wonder it hurt, with such a cock," she said to herself. She moved her gaze up the length of Manuel's body. She had gotten herself a handsome boyfriend, she told herself, not without pride. Manuel was tall, maybe too tall for her, but unless he was a professional basketball player, could he be too tall a boyfriend? Besides, he was well proportioned, with muscles to match his height. "I'd rather he went to the gym less and be with me more," Vicky thought selfishly nonetheless. Obviously, living in the distant city of Barcelona, one thing had nothing to do with the other; he didn't see her any less for doing more bodybuilding. 

	Alan took a new condom from the bedside table, ripped the sheath and opened it. He walked over to Vicky, but, instead of putting it on, he just stood there still, his half-erect cock hovering above her head. He said nothing, just stood there, waiting patiently. Victoria finally understood. Either she understood or she couldn't resist. She sat up, took his cock in her hand and began to suck it. It wasn't the first time Vicky had given a blowjob; she wasn't squeamish and had done it with her previous boyfriend. She had also sucked Manuel's cock before. She immediately noticed the taste of latex and semen. It wasn't pleasant, but she didn't complain; she didn't want Manuel to think she was a prude. The unpleasant taste soon disappeared and, as a reward, she soon got a full erection from Manuel. She tried to please him and did her best, alternating licking and sucking with hand wiggling. Alan moaned to encourage her. The pleasure was exquisite, but this was not how he was supposed to give her fellatio; this was not how he had read that Silvestre had taught his mother to do it. Alan knew the story of Sylvester, Gemma and Daniel well enough to deduce that, in fact, it had not been Sylvester who had instructed her, but Daniel through him. In any case, Gemma had learned well how to do it. Her uncle had marveled and soon hoped to be able to see for himself. Hand wiggling increased the pleasure, but shortened its duration and detracted from its merit. Blowjobs were to be done only with the mouth and with the eyes: the mouth on the cock and the eyes on the man's, without looking away. Daniel or Silvestre were right about that. Vicky would still have to learn, but it was still early for that lesson. For the moment, it was already an accomplishment that she hadn't pulled back from the remnants of the previous cum. To reward her, Alan rested his hand on Vicky's head, but he didn't exert any force - there would be time later for that - but caressed it tenderly. At his every moan, Vicky intensified her movements. "I knew I had the potential of a volcano," she said to herself. "I just have to encourage the fires a little to make it erupt." Speaking of eruptions - maybe it was the word, maybe it was the pleasure he was getting or what he imagined he would do in the future... or maybe he was thinking of his mother - Alan was quick to exclaim: 

	-Ohh! I'm going to cum! 

	Although Alan had a good grip and even though Vicky's pussy had already drained him well drained that weekend, he was about to explode. He would cum if his girlfriend didn't stop already. Not that he minded, but he would have pulled the condom out of its holster for nothing. But Vicky, instead of stopping to let him rest for a few moments so she could make love to him one more time before he left, was ecstatic and sped up her movements. She wanted Manuel to leave with a very good memory; she wanted him to know that she was the best so that he would not be tempted by another girl. Barcelona is far away, after all. 

	Alan felt the instinct to grab her head and thrust his cock as deep as possible into her mouth, penetrate her throat and unload his semen into her esophagus. It was the same instinct that makes a man penetrate a woman deep into her vagina, to get as close as possible to the entrance of the uterus and thus increase the chances of fertilization. But Alan held back. He only slightly increased the pressure of his hand on her head. Vicky wasn't ready for that. Was Gemma? Alan hadn't read anything about it. He didn't know if his girlfriend's mother, aside from giving blowjobs, had been fucked hard in her mouth. He knew her uncle had been educating her for deep mouth penetration. Gerard liked to lay her face down on the table and penetrate her deeply from behind. In her diary, she had described on several occasions the immense pleasure of brushing his glans under her chime and feeling his nose on her balls. Yes, her uncle had often fucked Gemma's pharynx, but he had always done it carefully and slowly. If anyone had been rougher with her, it had been Lidia with the dildo and it had been on "Gerard's orders". Alan smiled at such thoughts, but immediately his expression changed to pure ecstasy. With a genuine grunt that he could not contain, he unloaded into Gema's daughter's mouth, but repressed his instincts so as not to impale her. The daughter wasn't ready for that yet, but she would soon find out if the mother was. "You have no choice but to be," he told her in thought, his cock still pulsing in his daughter's mouth. Vicky still had a choice, maybe she always would; her mother only had a single chance left; after that, she would no longer decide anything. 

	Alan pulled away and Vicky looked at him in confusion. With her previous boyfriend, she had swallowed semen on occasion almost by accident. It wasn't something she liked to do, at least not with her previous boyfriend and with Manuel it hadn't happened yet. Alan kept his hand on Vicky's head and said: 

	-U-ha! -He shook his head in recognition. You're the best," he said, fully realizing what Vicky needed and wanted to hear. I love you. 

	Vicky's eyes lit up. She didn't want him to think she was a prude, nor did she want him to get the impression that she was a slut. It's not easy being a girl. She tried to say something, but with her mouth full of cum, she couldn't. 

	-Swallow," Alan encouraged her, without taking his hand off her head. Swallow," she said again, nodding. Although his way of educating her was to allow her to take the initiative (and he had done so, allowing her to decide if she would cum in his mouth), he felt that this time he should tell her what to do. It was the right time to move in the direction he wanted. 

	Vicky finally swallowed. It didn't taste so bad after all. If anything, it tasted better than her ex-boyfriend's. With Manuel, it had been the first time. 

	 -I am proud of you," Manuel rewarded her for her good behavior. 

	Vicky wasn't stupid, but that didn't stop her from being proud of her feat. They say drugs kill neurons, but they also say that love is a drug. If they don't kill them, they anesthetize them. 

	-So, finally, you won't miss the train," he said, because he didn't know what to say. 

	Manuel smiled. 

	-Fuck the train," he replied, "I'd rather be with you.  

	Vicky was aware that Manuel had sacrificed his return ticket in exchange for making love to her one more time. In the end, it wouldn't have to be that way. She certainly hadn't given him such a good blowjob for that, so he wouldn't miss the train; that had come up on the fly. "The march... Why do you have to leave?" he thought grimly. He hadn't left yet and already she missed him. 

	-I'm sorry you missed your orgasm," Manuel told her. She was really sorry; the orgasm brought them together; that burst of oxytocin and other endorphins tied her to him. 

	-Never mind," Vicky replied. She was happy to have made her boyfriend happy. 

	-Yes, it does matter," Manuel replied nonetheless. I have to go... but I have an idea! -He smiled mischievously. He leaned over and whispered in her ear. 

	-No!" Vicky exclaimed. Only the fact that she was excited kept her face from turning as red as a tomato or, worse, from telling her boyfriend to go fuck himself. You're a pervert! -Vicky replied, nonetheless. 

	-Yes," Alan admitted and thought, "Don't you know it well. He picked up his mamola with his fingers, held it up to him, looked into his eyes for a few long seconds. Then she said, "Yes, your honor, I plead guilty to that crime. But let the record show, for my defense, that you are the guilty one because you turn me on so much. Then, she gave him a peck on the lips and separated to get dressed quickly. It's a long trip," he added, buttoning his shirt. Don't let me down. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hello... uh... Lidia. How are you? -It's been a long time! 

	-Yes, it's been a long time," replied Lidia, more dryly than she intended. She could not entirely hide her discomfort. Daniel and Gema had completely disregarded her after Gerardo's death. It was true that she was a sugar girl, a pay girl, but, although Daniel and Gema could easily intuit it (why else would a young and pretty girl like her get involved with an older and wealthy man like Gerardo?), they didn't know for sure. She had never said it and she was convinced that Gerardo had never said it either, since it went against his plans. Fortunately, neither Gema nor Daniel had asked; she would not have liked to have to lie to them, even though a good part of her life was based on a lie. However, that didn't stop her from having feelings too; one thing didn't take away from the other. She hadn't done it just for the money. She had had fun with them, all three of them. As a sugar girl, she had had more boring (and worse paying) relationships. It was true that with Gerardo, with Gema and Daniel, it was out of the ordinary (she had done it a lot), but that was what she liked. She had admired Gerardo not only for his bulging wallet, but also for his twisted mind. The game he had proposed to her was exactly his style. Although she had always operated more or less under his orders (always reserving a space for her "free will" -for her freedom and chaos were synonyms-), she had grown fond of Gema and Daniel and had loved them. Openly bisexual (unlike Gema, who still thought, despite her lesbian dalliances, that she was heterosexual), she had seen in Gema a companion, perhaps a soul mate; their orgasms -sometimes simultaneous, when Gerardo demanded or allowed it- had brought them together. In Daniel, Lidia may have seen a man capable of understanding and accepting her as she was; with her way of understanding and living her sexuality, it was not easy for Lidia to find a partner (man or woman) who would accept her. 

	-Uh... uh... how's it going? -Daniel repeated the question. He knew they had not acted well with her, but he didn't know how to apologize or how to explain it to her. Gerardo's death had been dramatic for everyone, even for him, although it had also been a relief. Without him, many things had ceased to make sense, including his relationship with her. He had no longer needed her as a counterbalance to his wife's sexual exploits (which went beyond the sexual) with that man. Not only did he not need it, he could not afford it. Gema had tolerated his relationship with the young woman for two reasons that came to be the same: because of "Gerardo's orders" and because she had been absorbed with her lover. Without Gerardo, he could not - or, to be more precise, should not - continue with Lidia. 

	-Very good! -Lidia exclaimed, trying to appear jovial after her initial dryness. She moved away to the kitchen to prevent Victoria from overhearing the conversation. She was unlikely to hear anything, busy as she was, judging by the moaning, in the bedroom. It was not convenient to risk her knowing about her father, not yet. You know I'm always fine," Lidia added cheerfully, hiding the cynicism of what she had just said. The truth was that she had also suffered with Gerardo's death, but no one had cared enough to comfort her. 

	-Yes, that's the good thing about you," agreed Daniel, "you're always cheerful. -Actually, Daniel thought so, that Lidia, the way she was, only knew joy. He had never seen her get angry, he had never seen her sad. But he didn't know that Lidia, like every human being, had to deal with her own demons. It was not easy to be like her, neither for her nor for those around her. Hey... -Daniel hesitated. Why had he called her, really? Was it because he was interested in her? Was it because he needed her, now that Gema was back to...? 

	Lidia kept quiet and listened carefully to the silence. Had he called her to apologize for abandoning her, after all? She was not spiteful. Well, in Daniel's case, she would impose some punishment, but it would be fun. And in Gemma's case, she could commute the punishment to some kind of joint challenge for the two of them. In any case, it would be fun. If they apologized to her, they could pick up where they left off. She didn't intend to take Daniel away from Gema. Although Gerard had used her to separate them-and she, true to whoever had hired her, had followed his orders, more or less-she actually wanted to bring them together, or rather, she longed to join them. She could imagine herself with Daniel alone... or with Gemma. But given the choice, she could imagine herself with the two of them. They didn't need a Gerard; they needed her. That wouldn't mean they wouldn't play with a Gerard (male or female) from time to time -it would be fun-, but it would be someone with much less power over them than Gerard had had. It would be the three of them plus one, and that one would be a temporary thing. With her, they didn't need Gerardo, why didn't they see him? If she had followed Gerardo's orders to take Daniel away from Gema, it had been, apart from the payment, because it was Gema who, in every way, had been taking away from Daniel. She had seen Daniel suffer and had felt that she needed comfort. If that comfort had been in line with Gerard's dictates, so much the better. Had they separated, the likelihood of getting together again, when Gemma would at some point leave Gerard or he would get bored with her, would have been greater if Daniel was with her. She could be the glue that would unite this couple, united in the heart, but separated sexually. Everything could be mended, if they accepted their mistake of having left her aside. 

	-Hey," Daniel repeated. No, I just wanted to see if you were okay. Take care of yourself, okay? 

	No, Daniel hadn't called her to be interested in her! He had called her because he needed her. The thought comforted Lydia, but only in part. "They take advantage of me. They only call me when they need something from me, sex, laughter, a good time..." she told herself, nonetheless. "But they're not really interested in me." Daniel and Gema might disagree with that conclusion. Everyone has his or her point of view and everyone has his or her truth, his or her part of the reason. Things are rarely black and white. There are rarely pure heroes and villains; after all, we are all imperfect humans. What there was was someone willing to sow chaos which, for her, in the end, was nothing more than a synonym for freedom. "Fuck you, Daniel!" thought Lidia. "I'm going to fuck you, you, Gema, everyone." After all, maybe she was indeed spiteful, even if she wouldn't admit it. The perception we have of ourselves is not the same as others have and who can say that he is the one who is absolutely right, the whole truth and the only truth? "To your little daughter Vicky too." 

	-Of course, Daniel! You too. Listen, I'm a little busy right now. A little kiss! 

	Lidia hung up the phone. The conversation had left her stunned, not because she had not expected the call, but because she had expected it and had wished it were otherwise. Hope is the last thing you lose; it's when you lose it that's bad. Lidia knew for sure why Daniel had called her, just at that moment, after so long. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Goodbye and thank you very much for everything," Manuel said goodbye to Layla, giving her two chaste kisses. Alan had had his tongue (and not only that) inside Lidia's mouth many times, but in front of Vicky they had to keep up appearances. Someday his girlfriend would accept that he could fuck other women, but it wasn't time yet. What he hadn't decided yet was whether to start with his mother or her friend. "Or maybe neither." In Barcelona he had enough entitled girlfriends that he had abandoned them. One of them was crazy enough to be able to go to her for that. 

	-Too bad you have to leave so soon! -Layla exclaimed, camouflaging her cynicism well. 

	-Yes, I have a lot to do in Barcelona. -Manuel answered naturally and sadly. Officially Alan was studying for a master's degree there. 

	Layla rolled her eyes. Vicky was behind her and couldn't see her. Lidia knew well why Alan had to go back. 

	Manuel opened the apartment door, his bag in hand, but Vicky came up to him and hugged him one last time before he left. If it were up to her, she would hold him, but she understood and appreciated that her boyfriend was a responsible person. She had to stand on her tiptoes to hug him. As she did so, the shirt Manuel had left her as a gift was pulled up. It was the only thing she was wearing. It matched Layla, who was wearing her usual XL shirt as pajamas. Shamelessly, Layla glanced at her friend's ass and Alan couldn't help but smile at the realization. He winked at her as he hugged Vicky. They had an understanding. Lidia was complex but trustworthy. She had been with her uncle, why shouldn't she be with him too? Gerardo had offered her money, a convoluted game and out-of-the-ordinary sexual experiences. That and the chance to make Daniel fall in love and take him away. He was offering her the same, with an even more convoluted game, if possible, and with the possibility of taking revenge on Gema and Daniel, instead of falling in love and keeping him. Which is stronger, love or hate? Or maybe he would let her keep him, if she was still interested, once everything was underway. Alan had not yet made up his mind one hundred percent. It was new territory for him. Daniel wasn't a priority for him, but that didn't mean he didn't play an important role in everything. He had read and reread Gema's blog, with the questions from her followers and the answers. To most, Daniel was just a wimp. But for some, he was the key, the main one in the whole story, even if he was mostly invisible. Daniel was Gema's husband and Vicky's father; his importance should not be underestimated. And neither should one close oneself off to any possibility. 

	-Remember what you promised me," Manuel said to Vicky in her ear. He winked at Lidia again. 

	Manuel detached himself from his girlfriend, who followed him with a sad look. He did not call the elevator, but hurried down the stairs. If he hurried, he could still catch the scheduled train. 

	Layla went over to her friend and hugged her to comfort her. She was aware of the image they were making, two attractive girls on the landing of her floor, hugging and dressed only in shirts as ultra-short nightgowns, but she didn't care.  

	She didn't care what other people thought. That was a contradiction because, unlike Gema, she had not allowed Gerardo to photograph her face, at least not in compromising photos. She was not so stupid; she had already been through that and had learned her lesson. She would have advised Gema, but it would have been too late; the potential damage was already done before she showed up. Besides, she was loyal to her employer. Her finances, her ability to be independent and to continue studying psychology depended on her income as a sugar girl. Lidia liked her life that way. She liked the idea of having medium-term romantic and sexual relationships with a small number of men in exchange for money. She chose when and with whom, and if she was not convinced, she would send him to hell. Money was not the priority and age was not important. In fact, she preferred older gentlemen, more settled, more human, if possible, more interested in the relationship than in getting laid... and more affluent. Or the ladies, but she hadn't gotten to have any sugar mommies yet. Gerardo had been extraordinary in every way. He had contacted her through a specialized portal. They had exchanged messages to evaluate each other. The old man wasn't looking for a whore or a dumb girl; he wanted someone intelligent, capable of playing the role he wanted and, moreover, enjoying it to be credible and to get Gema where he wanted her to go. They had arranged to meet face to face. Lidia had told him she was a psychology student, which had delighted Gerardo. And he had told her what he intended to do and how, which had fascinated her. Now, she could only hope that Alan, despite his youth, would measure up to his uncle. Normally she was wary of young men, but Alan had taken after his uncle. Not only was he tall like him and had the same eyes as him, but he thought like him. But even Gerard had left her, even if he hadn't meant to. It was the sign of his profession; even medium- and long-term relationships came to an end. After all, they were relationships for money, but not only for money. Even if it was for money, it was always painful when a relationship ended. He used to grow fond of his clients. Maybe she had the same plasticity as Gema to adapt to a situation, to immerse herself in it so much that she could really feel. Someday she would have to see a psychologist for psychoanalysis. "In the blacksmith's house, a wooden knife," she thought. She was fascinated by understanding how others worked, not how she did. In the end, she always ended up alone. 

	Layla was aware that the neighbor across the street might be watching them through the peephole. She didn't care. She continued to comfort her friend on the landing. If Vicky noticed, consciously or unconsciously, it would serve her and Alan well; relaxing moral inhibitions was necessary to get Vicky where he wanted her and where it suited Lydia. They were going to do a lot of things to her and that one, being watched half-naked on the landing, was the least of it. "I'm going to fuck your daughter, body, mind and soul," Lidia told Gema and Daniel telepathically. It is known that they never received that mental message because, otherwise, the story would not continue. The body was the least of it. "When I am done with her, you will disown her as much as she disowns you. You will disown each other as you disowned me at the drop of a hat." 

	It was Gema's fault. She had introduced him to her daughter. Although, to be fair, she had not done so willingly. Gerardo had ordered Lidia to go to Gema and Daniel's house and there she had met their sweet daughter. Gema had had no choice but to make the introductions. Officially, Lidia was her mother's work colleague and friend. She was no longer, of course, since her mother had been fired. Lidia had loved Vicky from the first moment. She was attractive like her mother; in certain traits she was the spitting image of her. But she was still sweet and innocent as her mother had been in her moments. Lidia was older than Vicky, about four years, which, at that age, was not much of a difference, not enough to prevent them from becoming friends and starting to party together. On "Gerardo's orders", Lidia had come to his house more often and, inevitably, had met the daughter on other occasions. Although Gema had tried to prevent them from talking to each other (Lidia was not sure if it had been a precaution so that what they were really doing would not be accidentally leaked or if it was because Gema and Daniel were ashamed of her), it had not been difficult to get hold of her phone.  

	Actually, the job had been done by Gerardo. As Gema's boss, Gerardo had obtained from her the password to her cell phone, among other things. Meticulous as he was, he had copied the most important data from her address book. Lidia didn't know if he had done it out of meticulousness and foresight. In any case, it had come in handy for Alan. He had somehow inherited all that information. It was possible that he had even inherited his uncle's plans or that he had been infected post mortem with his madness. If it was madness, it was exactly the kind of madness Lidia liked to analyze and experience. Alan had contacted her and, like her uncle, had hired her. As her first assignment, she had been given the task of contacting Vicky and secretly befriending her. Lidia had been lucky to coincide at a time of low hours for Vicky, after her problems with her boyfriend. She had found herself with generously fertilized ground for her purposes. As a good teenager, Vicky did not tell her parents everything, much less her mother, with whom she had a somewhat tense relationship. Then, Gema's dismissal had served Lidia as an excuse to ask her not to tell her mother about their friendly relationship. She had explained to her that the atmosphere in the office had become strained, that she feared she could blame her for her dismissal, even though she had nothing to do with it, and that they were no longer friends. So as not to accidentally give herself away, Lidia had suggested that she call her Layla, if she had to tell her parents where she was going and who she was hanging out with. Vicky, of course, knew her real name was Lidia, but was unaware of the real relationship her mother (and father!) had had with her. "It's called compartmentalizing," Lidia said to herself. She was fond of reading thrillers and loved the Mr. Ripley's Talent novel cycle by author Patricia Highsmith.  

	Alan might have limited his charge to that, but, in return, he had made it clear from the first moment that he also expected sex from her. "Rough sex," she reminded herself. Lydia, who hated the conventional, had had no problem with it, even more so when Alan had been generous with her and had kept her uncle's fee. "He's experimenting with me what he's going to do with them," she said to herself. "Good! That way I know what he's going to do to them and he'll be better prepared."  

	But was that really what Lidia was thinking? Or was it what she wanted to think? Like doctors who smoke, psychologists rarely like to psychoanalyze themselves and apply the guidelines they prescribe to others. "Tips I sell, for me I don't have," is a popular expression. Did Lidia, consciously or unconsciously, want to prove to Alan that she was as pretty as Vicky, as plastic as Gema and as twisted as Daniel? Yes, because she knew that Daniel, in reality, was the cause of everything; she knew that Gema, whatever she did, did it in good part because of him. Did Lidia want to show Alan that with her he had it all in one person? In the end, she was always alone and Alan was one of the few people in the world who knew her, who understood her and who could accept her as she was. Alan was not so different from her. In fact, they were just like that, or so she liked to believe. 

	Vicky clung to her friend. She was very grateful to Lidia-Layla, for how she was helping her. Once again, she had slept on the couch and left the bed to them. That was priceless, but she hoped that someday she could repay her for it. 

	Gema's daughter made an attempt to re-enter the apartment, but Layla held her back. 

	-What did you promise Manuel? -Layla asked, still hugging Vicky. She could have whispered in his ear, but she didn't, even though they could hear them on the landing. 

	-How?" Vicky was surprised. 

	-I heard him say to remember what you promised him. What did you promise him? 

	-Oh," Vicky did and began to blush. Um..." Her face turned the color of tomatoes. Uh... I'll explain it to you inside, okay? -she whispered. 

	-He didn't ask you to do anything dirty? -Layla insisted, half shocked, half amused. 

	-Inside..." Vicky pleaded between her teeth. She was incapable of lying to her friend, but she couldn't tell her that either (although she would have to), especially not out there. 

	-Oh, so it is," Layla said. Again, she stopped Vicky from entering the house. Like a panther, she wasn't about to let go of her prey once she had tasted the sweet taste of blood. And besides, it's important. Then you'd better tell me about it now. 

	-Huh? -said Vicky, confused and embarrassed. 

	-Tell me about it. You heard me," he replied sharply. Then he softened his stance, "Otherwise, I can't help you. 

	-Inside... 

	-No, no. -Layla shook her head. Here. 

	-But why didn't you...? -Vicky didn't understand her friend, but it was her house and she had done her many favors. 

	-Because I smell that you are going to ask me something," Layla replied. This time she spoke into her ear. Her warm exhale and her lips caressed Vicky's pinna. And in return, I ask for the trifle that you tell me here. 

	-No..." Vicky replied weakly. 

	-Don't whisper," Lidia warned him, "or I won't let you in. You'll stay outside, like this. -Lidia made an attempt to break free from her embrace and enter the house, but Vicky, frightened, clung to her. Lidia was enjoying the situation, Vicky's embarrassment and distress. Clearly, saving age, experience and experiences, she was like Gema. Lidia intensified her embrace, but she said, "You know I will. You do, don't you? -She couldn't help but sound a little sadistic. Then she asked softly, "Am I asking too much of you? 

	Vicky shook her head. Why was he doing that to her? Why was he having trouble talking about it? Why had Manuel asked her to do that? She was confused. 

	-Manuel... has asked me... 

	-Louder, honey," Layla interrupted her. 

	-Are you sure they won't hear us? -asked Vicky, distressed. 

	-I'm sure the neighbor across the street has very good hearing and keen eyesight," Layla replied nonchalantly. Come on, you can do it! -he encouraged her. 

	Again, Vicky swallowed. 

	-Manuel wants you to... lend me... a dildo," he whispered the last word, "so that.... 

	-A what? -Layla interrupted her again. He had heard her perfectly. He made a gesture to detach himself from her. 

	-A dildo," Vicky confirmed aloud. Her cheeks burned. Do you have one? 

	-A dildo," Layla repeated unnecessarily. Of course. - "What color and size do you want, honey? I have several," she thought, but didn't ask. She had a collection of sex gadgets in the closet in the bedroom. He hadn't bothered to hide them. He secretly wished that Vicky, moved by curiosity or the need to borrow some garment, without asking him, would find them for him. I didn't want to shock her; what I wanted was to enjoy the embarrassment on her face. I wanted to explain to her what everything was for. He longed to explain and show her. "Time for time," he said to himself. She had to follow the guidelines set by Alan, not only because he wanted her to, and that's why he had hired her, but also because he was right. What for? Did you feel like it? Didn't Manuel satisfy you? -she asked mercilessly. With his words he asked, with his mocking tone of voice and with his hand he consoled her, caressing the back of her neck. "How good you smell!" she thought, "Just like your mother." It had nothing to do with the perfume, but with the fact that she hadn't showered yet and smelled like sex. "Like your mother, but sweeter. It's almost scary that the little lump of sugar you are will melt on my tongue." That word, almost, almost didn't do the trick. 

	-No! Yes," Vicky admitted, answering his questions backwards. I mean...  

	-Didn't you cum before? -Layla interrupted her again, leading her like a sheepdog to the sheep where she wanted. I heard moaning. 

	-Did you hear...? 

	-Oh, yes. Oh! Ohh!" he mimicked her, speaking into her ear. He still didn't let her out of his embrace. Uh! Ah!" he continued to imitate her, while moving sinuously. Uhh!" It didn't take him long to imitate his friend. The situation was really turning Lidia on. Suddenly, she stopped and said, "Well, that was last night. This morning I heard it mostly from him. What's the matter? Didn't he satisfy you this morning? 

	Vicky didn't say anything. How was she going to answer that question? 

	-Oh, I get it! -Layla said. This morning you sucked him off," he remarked. Is that so, my slut? -Then, without letting her answer, he added: "Come! We have to talk about it. I want you to tell me everything. -He made a move to go in with her, but stopped, "But first, you have to tell me what you need the dildo for. I mean, I understand that you need it, but what does he want you to have it for? What did he give you? 

	-He wants to..." Vicky caught her breath. This strange interrogation had to stop now. It was better if he told her. She'd better tell him sooner, even there, on the landing, than later. Layla wasn't going to let her in, if she didn't. He wants me to... you know... me... for him... and... record me. 

	-A video? He wants you to make a video of you masturbating for him? -Layla exclaimed in amazement. Actually, she wasn't surprised. She'd had a few moments to talk to Alan alone and he'd filled her in. In fact, ever since she'd told him, she'd been thinking about which dildo to leave Vicky. "The big one? The medium one? The one shaped like...?" He hadn't decided yet. "Maybe I'll open the closet, introduce her and explain my collection and let her choose," he mused. Lidia didn't just have dildos in her arsenal of sex toys. For her work they came in handy, and they also came in handy when she had no client and no boy or girl on hand. Let's go in! -he said at last, to Vicky's relief. I can advise you about that. 

	-You... have you...? Don't you think it's...? -Vicky stammered without much sense, but Lidia understood her perfectly. 

	-Of course! The boys love it," she assured him honestly. And Manuel is a good boy," she lied cheekily. It's okay. I can help you make it look good. We want something erotic, not something vulgar. -Layla took her friend by the hand and walked with her into the house.  

	  

	 

	


Chapter X - Sir, Clown and SIR 

	  

	"We talk about the "4 F's". The first three are really similar: "fight", "flight", "freeze"... In a difficult situation, the dog can run away, fight or stay still.  

	And then comes the magic that changes everything, the fourth "F": flirting.  

	The dog can submit to the attacking dog, give friendly signals, flirt with it. 

	And that is what the wisdom of life lacks. Transferred to a situation in which a slave is faced with an extraordinary task, the slave can:  

	First, leave the situation and say, "Stop!".  

	Secondly, it may eventually change the situation (although, in reality, that is not an option for slaves...).  

	Third, she may accept the situation, i.e., she cannot defend herself, but that does not mean that she is not suffering too much internally or that she is even "gone," mentally, so she will be frozen internally.  

	Or you can take the fourth door, the one that leads to the path that is often the most mentally demanding: You can flirt with the situation, take it positively, react with active submission, clearly show your counterpart that you know your place and that (no matter what may have happened) you have the unchanging willingness to be cooperative, open and docile, in accordance with your rightful place. 

	And with this fourth possibility, with this fourth "F," something can really come to develop. This fourth door is the door to happiness, if you, as a slave, are sure that fight and flight are out of the question." - slave Neli 

	  

	-Are you really going to do it? -asked Daniel, visibly uncomfortable. 

	-I don't have a choice," Gema replied. We don't. 

	-Oh, come on, don't give me that! -Daniel exclaimed, upset. That was the perfect excuse his wife used to shield herself and not feel responsible for her actions. It was a good excuse; Daniel understood that. He also used it on occasion, but Gema, once again, was taking it to the extreme. This extreme was even more extreme than the last. 

	-At least he's not a stranger! -said Gema. There was reproach in her words and there was rancor in the reproach. Silvestre had been a stranger. Yes, Daniel had interviewed him, before setting him up with Gema at the Gabana nightclub, but what could she really know about him after one interview? He could have been a maniac with good looks and a knack for deception! At least with Alan Gema knew he was Gerardo's son. He was almost family. Besides, and although she had not exchanged too many words with him, she had coincided on several occasions with him, at birthday parties, at the funeral, at the opening of the will... and now twice, once at the discotheque and once in a coffee shop. "I know infinitely more about him than you do about Silvestre," she said to herself, not without reason, even though she really knew nothing about her examiner's nephew. If anyone could be a psychopath, it was him. He's Gerardo's nephew! -said Gema, as if that explained everything. Actually, it did. 

	-Already," said Daniel, with bitterness and skepticism. "Gerardo, always Gerardo," he thought. 

	-Do you want to risk me publishing the photos? -Gema asked him, trying to go from defensive to attack. 

	-You shouldn't have done them. Neither the photos nor the videos nor the contract. Nothing! -Daniel refused to get defensive. It was he who had every right in the world to attack. 

	-You didn't say that with Silvestre! -said Gema, reminding him that he himself had encouraged her to send photos to Silvestre. In fact, as with Gerardo, he himself had videotaped her. Of course, with Silvestre it had been his initiative, directly and indirectly, on the stage and backstage, while with Gerardo he had been forced to do it. In any case, what's done is done. Do you want to risk Vicky finding out what we've been doing? 

	Daniel's face took on a dark red, almost purple color. No, under no circumstances did he want that. 

	-You have to trust me," Gema tried to soothe. I can control the situation. 

	Daniel rolled his eyes. "Yeah, right, like you controlled her with Luis Alberto or with Gerardo," he thought, deliberately obviating that the irresponsible LuisA had been a side effect of his Silvestre. "We wouldn't be here, in this situation, if you had controlled it better." 

	-If you think there's a risk that I'll publish it, then you don't think he can be trusted," Daniel continued his reproaches. Where he was right, he was right. He didn't like the blackmail story. There were too many things that could go wrong. "Once you give in, you can't stop. You think you give him the finger and he'll grab your hand first, then your arm, and finally..." Under no circumstances did I want to lose her, one way or the other. 

	-Yes," Gema admitted, which was not at all reassuring. But I don't have a choice. -They were going around in a circle. And neither do you," she reminded him. He told me he was counting on you. -Yes, unlike Gerardo, his nephew would count on him, whatever that meant, which was not clear. 

	Daniel frowned, but said no more. 

	-How do you see me? -asked Gema. She turned around so that Daniel could see her from all angles. 

	-What did it feel like, seeing her like that? What did it feel like, knowing what she was going to do? Actually, he didn't know what Gemma was going to do, nor did he know how she felt. "We don't know anything!" he said to himself, frightened. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema presented herself at the security checkpoint at Atocha Station. She had precise instructions, but they were scarce. She didn't know what was going to happen and yet there she was about to embark on a new adventure. Alan had given her a chance to back out. But he had awakened her old demons, he had given her that tingling feeling in her body and she had decided to go ahead, despite Alan's warnings. 

	"If you take the step, there will be no turning back," he had warned her. "This is your only chance. If you take it, you'll never see me again," he had lied to her. "You won't be mine," he had assured her, but he had thought, "But your daughter in any case will be." "You won't know what it's really like to be mine completely. You will not experience it. There are no half measures. It's non-negotiable. It's all or nothing. But if you miss this opportunity I'm giving you to back out, you'll have nothing to negotiate. You're getting to know me: I'm a responsible person, I would never put you or Daniel in danger," she assured him and thought: "Nor your daughter. Her, above all. Then he added: "But I am ruthless. You can expect that from me: respect, affection and demands. It will be hard. It will be a new level for you... and for Daniel. Whatever you decide, it affects both of you. I'll be just as demanding with him as I am with you." 

	Gemma had listened to him with her heart racing. Her mind was screaming at her to run away from there, her survival instincts too. But another deep instinct, a demon, had already made the decision. It was not a rational decision, but an emotional one, and in the battle between reason and emotions, the latter always won. Hearing him mention Daniel, his demons eventually won out over his reason. It was what had failed with Gerardo, the integration of Daniel. 

	Gema took off her trench coat to pass through the security arch. Fortunately, it did not beep with the metal ring she was wearing. It was the necklace that Gerardo had given her and that, since his death, she had never worn again. When she put it on at home, old memories, buried under layers of boring conventionalism and soporific everyday life, had assaulted her.  

	"I want you to put it on Daniel," Alan had instructed her and she and Daniel had done so.  

	Daniel had put the necklace on her. His hands had trembled as he felt he was handing her over to another man, a beardless boy in this case. But Alan was no beardless boy; he had grown a hipster beard, though that was the least of it. Putting the collar on him had been a significant act. "We oscillate from one extreme to the other," Daniel had said to himself. "From old Gerard to young nephew." He couldn't help thinking that Sylvester, even though it had backfired on him about his roommate, had been the ideal choice: handsome, not too young and not too old, responsible and controllable. "God knows what this knucklehead is up to!" But he was ruthless and with the photos and video he wielded more power over them than Gerard had ever had or, rather, had ever dared to use. Suddenly, old Gerard, with his thick, wrinkled body, bad breath and coldness about him didn't seem such a bad choice anymore. "At least this one will only want to enjoy himself and not make her a son to steal her from me," Daniel had tried to console himself, still trembling, when he heard the click of his wife's necklace. 

	Fortunately, the security arch at the Atocha AVE station did not protest the metal necklace Gema wore around her neck. It didn't because there was no such arch; it wasn't like at airports. If there had been, Gema would have been in trouble to remove it. The necklace was locked with a tiny Allen key. Daniel and Gemma had debated the need for her to carry the key in her purse, even if it was on the sly, but Gemma had ruled it out. What could happen? She was only going to ride the high-speed train, a safe mode of transportation. In his instructions, Alan had given her a precise inventory of everything Gemma was to take with her and had made it clear that she was to take all of it and only that. Obviously, the little key was not included. At the station, of course, Daniel had taken it with him, with the key in his pocket and fear in his body. In exchange, the bag did have to go through the X-ray machine.  

	None of this surprised Gema, who was used to traveling by train to Barcelona. When she worked for Gerardo's company, she had gone once a month to visit Mr. Ripoll... and to provide him with her services. As for her special services, the night - one night a month - had been hers, as was her mouth for a few minutes the next morning in his office, before saying goodbye and returning to Madrid. "Mr. Ripoll...," Gema muttered. It had been Mr. Ripoll. Then, after Gerardo's death (and his dismissal from the company), he had gone by the name of Dídac or Dídac's clown, which was what he deserved. Gema had slept with him as part of her submission and love for the boss Gerardo. She had imagined that by getting that succulent contract, she was saving him and the company. Maybe he was right; maybe it was just another manipulation by Gerardo. The old man had known how to exploit those feelings and also the fascination that Gema suffered from feeling paid for certain services and considering herself with no other option but to do so, bound to it by a contract or promise. Gerardo had quickly understood this. "Mr. Ripoll...", Gema thought again. That individual, in her mind, was once again a lord, even if he was not. Ripoll had been obsessed with putting those cute little bottles from the hotel room minibar into her vagina, and Gema had had to hide them each time. His other obsession, having conquered her mouth and pussy, had been her ass, but Gema had refused to give it to him, even at the prospect of improving the contract, his with the company and hers. She considered the ass to be only for horned men; Daniel did not have and had never had access to it. "Nor will you ever have it," he said to himself. "You gave it to Silvestre; you gave it to the corneadores forever." Mr. Ripoll had been an extension of Gerardo, in a way, but if Gerardo wasn't interested in his back entrance, he couldn't give it to him, either. 

	Gemma looked straight ahead, avoiding looking at the security guard behind the monitor of the X-ray machine. The anal plug ending in a slutty tail she carried in her purse was unmistakable. If the security officer looked up to observe her, he would immediately understand when he saw her metal ring with the hoop adorned around her neck. It would have been less conspicuous to wear it on her ass, but Alan had been precise in his instructions. Apart from that, her little bag only contained her make-up tools, two packets of tissues, anal lubricant (silicone-based, so as not to be absorbed so quickly), an eye mask, a short dog leash, a key to a padlock, her ID card, a two euro coin and a fifty-cent coin, a black garter and two packets of condoms, one large and one full-size. 

	Daniel had had to buy the condoms. He had felt humiliated, buying the condoms from the boy who was going to fuck his wife. "The boy or boys," he had said to himself, realizing that they went in different sized packages. "At least he'll use condoms, not like with Gerardo," he had tried to console himself, without much success. Daniel knew for a fact that, if the relationship continued, Alan would end up fucking her without a rubber. "It's what gored men do. It's what they all do." Sylvester had managed to do it on a couple of occasions, but he had been the one who had suggested that he try to induce Gemma to do it. "I wanted her to break the rules," he had reminded himself. "It's all my fault. Gema has broken all the rules because of me, and now the rules are imposed by someone else." And Gerard had bargained that condition to Gema from very early on, although he had then been patient with her and had not - supposedly - demanded that she fulfill her commitment, but had waited for her to invite him to do so herself without. Something told Daniel that Alan would not be equally patient or negotiating; he had the power and would use it ruthlessly. And the worst thing was that he would use it, young as he was, without considering the risks. The risk of pregnancy could be mitigated-Gema would have to start taking the pill again-but there were other risks. "Different size condoms...", Daniel had said to himself again, as he put the condoms on the ribbon in the box and noticed the cashier's little smile. "He's got a little bit of a mannerism about him. Shit! He's not thinking that...?" 

	The security guard at the security checkpoint scrutinized Gema from top to bottom. He did not try to dissemble. As a security agent, he had the right to observe the passengers closely. However, out of professionalism and fear of a reprimand, given the times, she dispensed with a sly smile. The raincoat had covered her, but Gema had had to put it on the belt to pass. As mentioned, she had not been surprised by the procedure. Knowing it beforehand had been worse than finding it by surprise. She was not badly dressed either, but provocative for traveling by train. But it was not the first time she had traveled like that on a train. She had done it before; to be more precise, it had been by subway. Alan had shown that he knew her story well and had ordered her to wear the same thing she had worn on the occasion when she had gone to visit her then friend Nuria, Silvestre's ex-girlfriend. Nuria had lent her some handcuffs to use with Daniel, but Gema had felt the compulsion to go to Silvestre's house in exchange. She hadn't wanted to admit it - and still didn't - but she had secretly wished to meet Luis Alberto there... and she had met him. Dressed like that, she had felt slutty in the suburban, slutty and aroused. And then with Luis Alberto... he had not been gentle with her. You could say he had been almost violent with her, violent and ungrateful. He had fucked her hard, making her feel his unappealable physical superiority. He had fucked her in the ass, making use of the indisputable right that Silvestre had passed on to him. Although -and this had to be recognized-, he had respected her vagina. Afterwards, he had thrown her out of the house, half-naked. He had treated her like a cheap whore or worse.  

	"But my ass belonged to him," Gema justified herself, remembering that passage of her life, pulling down her miniskirt to cover herself. It was a black synthetic leather miniskirt that had a side slit with a zipper. Beneath the slit peeked the thin, semi-transparent, lacy lining fabric. By Alan's order, the zipper was zipped all the way up, more than the other time she had worn that skirt. That had been the only time and now she would repeat. As if to draw attention to the zipper - rather than to the opening, i.e. the fact that its owner could adjust it and that she could reduce the opening, she wore it that way because she wanted to - an oversized ring hung from it. Strangely, it matched the ring on her metal necklace. Gema was also wearing the same black lace-up ankle boots that she had worn for the first time. These, however, unlike the rest of the outfit, she had put them back on. On top she was wearing the same black, sheer, embroidered blouse with long sleeves and a high collar. Underneath the blouse, Gema was wearing a bra, perfectly visible. On that occasion, she had worn a black top, but that, after the breast operation, no longer fit her. Alan, knowing this detail, had asked her to wear a bra instead, not a top, and had ordered it to be lace, rather than opaque. From his uncle's diary, he knew that Gemma had such bras in her arsenal. 

	"Make him go with nothing!", Lidia had excitedly exhorted Alan. She knew her plans, as Alan relied on her to assess how to proceed with some of the details. Although he thought he knew Gemma well from her stories and her uncle's diary, there was nothing like another female's opinion. Besides, Alan knew it was part of the payment he owed Lidia; his motivation was not just financial. There was a desire to create chaos and a thirst for revenge in her, maybe also a desire to reconnect with Gema and Daniel, somehow. However, about the latter, Alan had not yet decided what to do. It suited him to work together with Lidia, but he wasn't sure if he would want to have her so involved, in the end. He wasn't her uncle and his plans were different. Alan had ruled out Gemma traveling without a bra with only a see-through blouse. Even Lidia, once she had calmed down, had recognized that it was still too soon for that. 

	As on that occasion, Gema's appearance was completed by a sailor cap with a visor. The cap had an ornament that simulated a belt with a silver buckle. Actually, it belonged to Vicky, but Gema had borrowed it, this time out of obligation. Alan had not forgotten that detail. If he intended to keep Gema's mind off his daughter and what it would mean if she found out about his lecherous infidelities, he was succeeding. Gema had it well in her head. 

	Gemma felt the heat on her cheeks as she finally picked up her purse and trench coat from the X-ray machine belt. She immediately put the raincoat back on. She didn't have to wait long to board. Daniel hadn't booked too much time; it almost seemed that he would rather some unforeseen circumstance had prevented him from arriving at the station on time, causing his wife to miss the train. But unlike prisoner number 24601 in Victor Hugo's Les Miserables, there was no unforeseen circumstance, no traffic jam, no wheel blowout, no engine trouble. Not that it had done Jean Valjean any good either; in the end, albeit reluctantly, he had solved them one after the other to arrive just in time for his appointment with his destination. 

	Gema sat in her seat. The first few times she had traveled from Barcelona with Gerardo, she had traveled first class. But Alan had reserved only a common second-class seat for her. She took her cell phone out of her coat pocket and took a picture of herself. Alan wasted no time in replying to her wasap: 

	-Good girl! And now, go to the toilet and stick the plug in. Lubricate it well. You're going to wear it for a long time. 

	Gema stood up. She was already dreading something like this and, to tell the truth, Alan hadn't surprised her. She took the slutty cock out of her purse and the little bottle of lubricant, lubricated the plug and her asshole, and inserted it. She didn't have to put the panties away because by Alan's order she wasn't wearing them. "Better," she thought, remembering that date with Luis Alberto. Silvestre's roommate had brutally ripped her panties off her body, without stopping to admire them, despising the care she had taken. Despite the lubricant, the anal plug did not enter easily. After Gerard's death, she had completely stopped playing those games - she and Daniel had stopped playing them - and her ass had become unaccustomed to them. 

	Gema washed her hands and looked at herself in the mirror. Instinctively, she touched the solid metal ring around her neck. "It's all a matter of habit," she said to herself, but some things were not, or at least not so easily. After Gerard had presented her with that necklace of sorts, Gemma had spent time searching the Internet for images of women wearing similar necklaces in public places. Surprisingly, there were quite a few. And curiously, those slave necklaces didn't look so bad on those women. They looked like just another accessory, despite the ring. Gema had tried to convince herself that it was something normal, or at least that it could be. She had wanted to get used to it by looking at pictures, but, if she was honest, she had to admit that she had not succeeded. There were things that were hard to get used to, if that was even possible. Fortunately, Gerardo had not required her to wear that necklace all the time. He had presented her with another one, leather, less apparent but just as meaningful. However, Alan had made her wear that necklace, without further consideration. Absorbed, Gemma continued to touch the ring of the necklace, looking at herself in the mirror. She was wearing a heavy layer of make-up and had painted her lips dark red at the pleasure of... whose? Her blackmailer's? Her new lover's? Gerardo's nephew's? Her owner, her Master? 

	The train had started and it was too late to turn back; it was an express that would not stop until it reached its destination. She shook herself to shake off her fears. Worst of all, what frightened her most was that the situation excited her and that, in the wrong hands, at the wrong person's command, was extremely dangerous. "But what can I do? I have no choice," she said to herself, repeating those phrases like a mantra. Resigned, scared, excited and... alone..., Gemma turned around, lifted her skirt and had her picture taken. Alan longed to see how the plug-pony looked on her. "It's not like you haven't seen enough pictures of me like this!" he snapped at her in thought. 

	-Beautiful," Alan replied instantly. Not as artistic as his uncle's, but Alan knew how to appreciate a good picture. He felt his cock. It had gotten hard without touching it. This woman was just as he expected. These were not photographs from the past that, although he had inherited them, belonged to someone else. This was really happening! "It's coming true. My plans are coming true!" he exclaimed to himself in disbelief. Even he himself had doubted that it was possible. Was everything his uncle had written in his diaries true? He would soon find out! "That and more," he said to himself, "And now, go to the cafeteria and have a Diet Coke," he wrote to Gema. Leave your cell phone in your purse and your cell phone and raincoat on the seat. If someone flirts with you, play along with your best attitude, whether you like it or not. Ask for their phone, but don't give them yours or go any further. I decide who you fuck, when, where, how and under what conditions. For the moment, I just want you to open up to everything again. You've been locked up for a long time. 

	Gemma wasn't sure if she had been locked up or if she was about to lock herself in and surrender to her jailer, but she obeyed. Alan hadn't told her anything, but she sensed that the coins in her purse were for Coke, so she took them. He had to walk all the way across the train to the cafeteria. Along the way, he garnered several looks, surprised, interested, amused and disapproving. 

	The Coke was ordered. Except for the waitress, there was no one else in the cafeteria. The train had just started and she was the first one. Lost, she took a drink. She felt vulnerable, almost naked. She had nothing with her, no money, not even her cell phone or ID card. "What if when I get back to my place it's all gone," she wondered worriedly. Although she had left her purse hidden under her coat, even if a thief couldn't go very far (no further than the train), that didn't stop friends of the unwanted from getting hold of her few belongings she had for that trip. He didn't even know where he was going to sleep, nor had he brought pajamas or a toiletry bag or anything. "This is a mistake," a little voice inside told him. She took a sip of her soda to calm herself down. What else could she do? "Report it, Gema, obviously!" her little inner voice told her. "He won't dare publish anything, after the trail he's left on wasap! It's the sensible thing to do." Gemma knew that her cautious little inner voice was right. Nevertheless, she argued, "It's easy for him to argue that it wasn't him, but his uncle. Or any friend of Gerardo's. It would even be credible if it was Mr. Ripoll. Apart from the image assignment contract and its validity, he has Gerardo's diaries that show what kind of woman I am". Besides, how could she denounce Gerardo's nephew? She felt she would be betraying her examiner by doing so. "Gerardo bequeathed Alan to me. Even if I don't trust Alan, I must trust Gerardo's good judgment. He has done it for my sake." Her old demons, dormant after Gerard's death, but never asleep, were partying. The tail in his ass reminded him of what he missed. 

	Finally, the cafeteria was beginning to liven up. Absorbed in her thoughts, she hadn't noticed the people who had come in and were waiting at the bar to be served. Gema didn't know what to wear, whether to look out the window or face the bar. From the front, the transparent blouse and bra were too suggestive and the necklace with the ring didn't help either. From behind, you could see her slutty tail peeking out from under the miniskirt. She felt embarrassed, but it was a familiar emotion that brought back old memories. "What if when I get back I no longer have my purse or my raincoat, not because a thief stole it, but because on board Alan has a crony?" she wondered. "What if he has a sidekick here in the cafeteria? What if he's watching me and sizing me up?" Hadn't Alan hired those kids at the dark drug disco? Anything was possible!  

	"What if Daniel hired those other guys from the Gabana nightclub?" a little voice inside asked her. Gema gagged at the thought. It was funny that possibility hadn't occurred to her to date. "Son of a bitch!" she insulted her husband. Suddenly it was clear to her. Yes, that was Daniel's style. He had hired Silvestre; he would also have hired those two boys to excite her and prepare her for her encounter with the one who was to be her lover! "I just hope you didn't have to pay Silvestre!" That would have been unacceptably humiliating, truly humiliating. And disappointing. Gema and Silvestre had connected, even though he had gone back to Nuria in the end. I was seeing ghosts everywhere. No, he didn't believe Silvestre had received money in return. Theirs had been genuine. "And so much! Daniel hired him," her little inner voice told her. Yes, he had. She wouldn't forgive him for that, but it hadn't been for money; of that she was sure. "You don't forgive Daniel for that, but you forgive Gerardo for bequeathing his nephew to you," her conscience chided her with all the reason in the world. "It's... it's different!", Gema tried to justify herself. "Corneadores and husband are different," she asserted. 

	An older man approached her and started talking to her. Gem smiled at him and made eyes at him, just as Alan expected of her, but she did it as a reflex. Her thoughts were elsewhere. That click of her necklace had been threefold for Daniel. Following Alan's instructions, she had put a dog collar on him, the one they had in pink. That had been the second click for him. The third had been the chastity device. Alan had instructed her to put the pink one on him, Lydia's. "Very old times," he said to himself, remembering Silvestre and Luis Alberto. "And old times," he thought in allusion to Lidia and Gerardo. Daniel was once again caged -indirectly- by Lidia. "What will the future hold, what does this child have planned for us?" The Lidia thing hadn't been very funny to him - to her; it might have been to Daniel. But she had been glad that Alan had somehow included Daniel from the very beginning. He had warned her that he would, and he had complied. That omission had been one of Gerard's big mistakes. "Mistakes?" protested a little voice inside. "He almost managed to get hold of you! You even broke away from Daniel and signed...this." Previously, before putting the chastity device on him, they had made love. They wouldn't have needed any invitation from Alan for it, but he had ordered it anyway. "I'll decide when you can make love," Alan had warned them. "He said love," Gemma reminded herself. "Maybe he understands us better than Gerard does." And so, caged and collared, Daniel had taken her to the station. Now she carried the key to the chastity device lock in her purse, to hand it to Alan. Of course, for security, they kept a copy at home. Gem was sure Alan knew. "If there's one thing I know about him, it's that he's no fool," she said to herself. "And that's also why he knows I won't use it behind his back, even if he's blackmailing me and deserves it." The truth was that since Alan's appearance, Gemma and Daniel were having more sex than before. "Why do we need this to desire each other physically?" she asked herself for the umpteenth time. She had talked it over with Daniel, but neither of them had the answer. 

	-If you give me your phone number, maybe I'll call you," Gema said to the mustachioed man. "Even if he's not a young man, he might be Alan's sidekick," she reminded herself cautiously. She didn't find him attractive, but she knew that, if Alan asked her to, if he ordered her to, she would have sex with him, if she did it the right way. Gemma inter-quoted both words; she wasn't sure what the difference was between asking and ordering, in the situation she was in. It all depended on how she told him, was it just a game or was the blackmail real? "What if it was Daniel who hired Alan?" it suddenly occurred to him. "That would explain a lot. It would explain everything!" she said to herself hopefully. She bit her lip. She wasn't sure whether to rejoice and feel relieved or be angry at Daniel for his umpteenth shenanigans and feel disappointed. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia was agitated. She knew it was a critical night. She had advised Alan on how to set the stage for Gemma, but she wasn't sure if she had gotten it right. She had gotten too excited imagining it and it was possible that she had overdone it. She was sure she knew what Gemma liked, she thought she knew what she would like at this new stage, but what if she had been wrong? What if she had let her excitement on the one hand and her desire for revenge on the other hand cause her to overdo it? If they didn't play their cards right, it could all go to waste, even before it had really begun. 

	Lidia picked up her cell phone and looked at the photo Alan had sent her. That was a different Gem than the one she had known. She was younger, although that was impossible, really. With Gerardo she had always dressed very classically, sexy and elegant, but not youthful. He had always liked to see her in an office blouse and skirt, with stockings and garter belt underneath. Lidia rubbed her clitoris energetically. The truth was that Gemma always looked good, whatever she wore, although Lidia preferred her naked and with her mouth on her labia, top or bottom. The slutty tail... that really reminded her of her times with Gerardo. 

	Lidia had never regretted accepting Gerardo's offer. He had been a good man, generous, of his word, intelligent and perverted in equal parts. It was a shame that he had died and even more so in that way. Despite his intelligence, he had brought it on himself. He had once been an attractive man, with his height and blue eyes. But he had not taken care of himself and had indulged in excess. To Lydia, however, neither his looks nor his age had mattered. That was not what she valued in a man.  

	He couldn't say the same about women because he didn't know. He had never encountered someone like Gerardo in the form of a woman. All of her clients had been men. "They are men," she corrected herself, thinking of Alan. She was still discovering her sexuality and planned to explore all its facets. Unfortunately, for love affairs she had hardly any time left, neither for girls nor for boys. She'd had a few female flings before Gemma, enough to test her suspicions that she was into chicks and that she was bisexual, but it hadn't been much. "Enough to accept what Gerardo proposed to me: make her fall in love, drive her crazy, help him pervert her," he reminded himself. But it had been Lidia who had fallen in love with Gema, not vice versa, despite appearances. "She forgot about me early," she justified herself once again, bitterly. In Gema Lidia had thought she had seen a kindred spirit, someone willing to explore her sexuality as she did, without limits. Of course, the roles had been reversed: the young woman had been the mature woman's teacher, at least in appearance. Gema and she were soul mates, but they were different and that was what made it interesting. Lidia had always liked how Gema, despite her supposedly greater experience - judging by age - had always blushed like a child, but had ended up giving in to her lust. That was why Lidia, in trying to make her fall in love with her to do her bidding, had ended up falling in love with her. 

	But Alan had given her a chance to... to what? To get back together with her (and Daniel)? To get revenge? To do neither; just have fun playing chaos paladin? To make some good money, doing something she liked to do anyway? Lydia was a mess. "You forgot me early, you and Daniel," she reminded herself. She couldn't forget them, either of them. She rubbed her clit furiously, looking at the picture of Gemma and imagining Daniel with his chastity device, the one she had bought him, the pink one. "We could have done so many things together," she chided them, regretting what could have been and wasn't. It had only been for a short time, under Gerardo's orders. 

	Lidia's thoughts drifted to Vicky. In many ways, she was a younger version of Gema. She was practically her age, but that, oddly enough, instead of adding points, subtracted from her. Yes, of course she liked Vicky. How could she not? The physical resemblance was undeniable and he blushed as much or more than she did. "But it's not you, Gema," he said to his beloved and hated. "And it's even less you, Daniel." But for the moment, that was all she had of them; she had her daughter and her memories. That and a few - very few - pictures. Lidia looked at her cell phone again; now she had one more. She would not make the same mistake with Vicky; she would take many, many, many pictures with her. She would not allow her memories to depend on her memory and the kindness of her employer-Alan, in this case-to share the photos with her. She didn't need them to be sexual photos, even though she was particularly fond of the very few erotic photos of her and Gemma that Gerardo had given her. Gerardo had been a good amateur photographer.  

	Lidia doubted that Alan was at the same level as his uncle, not with respect to the photos -that too-, but with respect to the staging. With Gerardo and Gema Lidia had learned to appreciate a good staging. The eroticism, the sensuality and the situation were more important than the sexual act itself. It was what gave it meaning; it was its soul. Gerardo had had an exquisite mastery of that art. For Lidia it had been a revelation. She earned the money to pay for her studies and her apartment by being a sugar baby, a paying girlfriend. It was easy for her to adapt to her client; it was one more characteristic that related her to Gema, although it rather related her to the chameleon. She was not a common prostitute, far from it, although she had sometimes been made to feel that way. As a girlfriend, her clients appreciated elegance and sensuality. But no one gave her as much importance as Gerard did. Of all the people she had met throughout her short life, something of each of them always rubbed off on her. From Gerardo, perhaps that had rubbed off on her. But Lidia knew that, in that case, Gemma had also had the same thing rub off on her. She thought of Alan: "If you don't get it right, if you don't give it that touch of eroticism, you'll fail." Alan was likely to fail, even relying on her womanly advice. He was too young. 

	Lidia thought about the video Alan had asked Vicky for. While she appreciated Alan's acumen in taking advantage of an opportunity, it seemed to her that he had been vulgar with his proposal. "It was too soon," she said to herself, as she continued to masturbate. She had already cum several times, but still didn't feel satiated. "It would have been better if you had asked him for some pictures. I could have taken them for him." Fortunately, she had managed to arrange it. She had advised Vicky how to record it so that it would be erotic rather than obscene. Unfortunately, he hadn't been able to convince her to videotape it herself. He hadn't even tried; he knew it was still too early for that. "But you could have at least sent me the video!" she threw in Alan's face - the bastard had kept it for himself, after what she was doing for him! Certainly, he was paying her to do it too, but she wasn't just doing it for the money. Lydia had no choice but to imagine Vicky filming herself, following the advice he had given her. "It's mostly your expression," he had advised her. "Let him see you in love and devoted. Let him see that you're doing it for him and that by doing it for him you enjoy it." Lidia had Vicky's face very much in mind. They had rehearsed the expression together, before leaving her alone in the bedroom to tape herself. He had wanted to kiss her right there.  

	Lidia had another orgasm, but continued to masturbate. She had lots of toys in the closet, but she didn't need any of them right now. She preferred her hand, since she couldn't have Gema's mouth or Daniel's... or Vicky's. "Alan... he's the key," she said to herself, as she touched her clitoris - more slowly now, picking up her run again for her next climax. Alan could be more than that, but he didn't want to be, not with her. Why was he so obsessed with Gemma... and Vicky, and not noticing her? He couldn't blame him for that, but he could regret it. He could hardly have Daniel and Gema again. If only he could have him...him alone or him and Vicky! 

	After rehearsing the facial expressions with Vicky and preparing the room for the video (the position of the cell phone to be recorded, the lighting, the order... or rather the disorder of the sheets that still smelled of sex, Vicky and Alan), Lidia had asked Vicky to turn around and not to look. Next, she had opened her closet, where she kept her toys, and had taken a dildo from it for her friend's video. Lidia imagined Vicky secretly opening the closet, stung by curiosity. She imagined her gawking and blushing, discovering the wonderful world of erotic toys. Then she would close it, excited but frightened. But she would open it again the next time. "Curiosity killed the cat," she said to herself. She moaned. She was close to orgasm again. He'd come up behind her, hug her and explain what each thing was good for. And he'd let her choose which to try first...together. "I'm a 'good' girl," she told Alan. "I'm going to perv it up for you...and for me. For us." But Alan hadn't thanked her for her efforts and hadn't sent her the video. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel thought again about calling Lidia. Only she could understand him. She had been, at least for him, more than a hobby and had been more than Gerardo's pawn. Lidia was unique. She was always jovial, both when she was being sweet and understanding and when she was acting in a seemingly evil way, playing the ruthless dominant. When she assumed her role as dominant, she could think of all sorts of dirty tricks to do to her submissives, to him and to Gema. She didn't hold back when it came to physical punishment, as he and Gema had found out. In return, when Gerard had given Gema the temporary role of dominant and Lidia that of submissive, Gema had always held back more than she had. But there was no malice on her part; Lidia oscillated between the two extremes, as Gerardo required. Of course, with him, with Daniel, Lidia had always played the dominant, never the submissive. Gerardo had never had any interest in having it the other way around, and frankly, neither had he. How could he justify to his jealous wife that he was very attracted to her, if it was up to him to take the initiative? As a submissive, things were easier. 

	Daniel realized his reflection. Perhaps the same was true of Gemma. Maybe that was why she was so drawn to the submissive side (and not so much to the side of dominating him). But was it so that she could give free rein to her unspeakable desires? Or was it to hide the fact that she really felt something for the other man, for her lover?  

	That he had feelings for Silvestre had not surprised him: a mature man in his prime (not a kid, but younger than Gema), attractive, intelligent enough not to bore (and where he failed, he was always there to guide him from the shadows) and assertive. Daniel was not surprised, for he had selected him carefully. He had set everything in motion to stoke passion in his wife (and himself), even to stir and stir her feelings, but always in a controlled environment. 

	But I had never understood Gerardo. Old... intelligent, yes, but unattractive. Yet Gema had fallen more in love with him than she had ever fallen in love with the man he had chosen after a painstaking process. Of course, the old man had been able to include Lidia in the equation. But, although Gemma had always been enthusiastic about his kisses, had he connected with her as he had? "No. I was lonely. She had 'her' Gerardo," Daniel answered himself.  

	He hesitated to call Lidia again. He felt lost again. 

	"She won't be able to fall in love with this one," she tried to comfort herself. Alan was young, too young, much younger than Silvestre. And he had neither Gerardo's experience nor his invaluable help, that of Daniel. Gema had not fallen in love with Luis Alberto; her heart had continued to belong to Silvestre. But something else disturbing had happened with him. She had hated him. And in spite of that, in spite of even having Silvestre, she had gone into a trance of submission with him. It had been something she had never experienced before and something neither she nor Daniel would have believed possible. Her addiction to that kind of newfound sex, despite the contemptuous way LuisA had treated her, Gema had gone with him. The way he had treated her had been to break that asshole's face! And that Daniel had done. "And I almost broke Gerardo's face too," Daniel recalled. Luis Alberto and he had had a fight. Daniel had knocked him down, even though Luis Alberto outstripped him in strength and youth. But Gema had given him a kiss, right there on the floor, and had gone with him. She had left him alone, if only for that night. And he had ended up in bed with Nuria and Silvestre. He had cheated on his wife for the first time and had done it twice. Nuria had known how to play her dominant trump card for... for that. A shiver ran through Daniel's body. And then she had stayed with Silvestre. 

	In a way, Gerardo had been a continuation of Luis Alberto. Had Gema seen in him a cross between the assertive but moderate Silvestre and the domineering and despicable LuisA? With Gerardo, Gema had fallen back into the trance of submission, not once but several times. But it had been different than with Luis Alberto, less physical and more spiritual. 

	Between a Luis Alberto and a Gerardo, who was Daniel more afraid of?  

	Daniel turned his cell phone screen on and off repeatedly, as if that would give him an answer about whether to call Lidia or not. He needed someone to talk to. He was afraid. And he was afraid of feeling alone and helpless again. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Have you flirted? -asked Alan via wasap. 

	-Yes," Gema answered without delay, not realizing the true meaning of her answer. She had returned to her seat. Fortunately, the raincoat and the bag were still there. 

	-Was he attractive? 

	-No," Gema answered. The truth was that she hadn't even noticed, absorbed in her thoughts as she had been, thinking about Daniel. But no, she hadn't found the man attractive in any way. 

	-Hand me the phone," Alan urged her. 

	"Would you have asked me for my phone anyway, if I had said yes?" wondered Gema. She unfolded the napkin on which the man had written down his phone number. Some of the numbers were barely intelligible. She hesitated between typing the numbers or taking a picture of the napkin and sending it to him by wasap. Finally, she decided on the latter. "This way the mistake is not mine," he reasoned, not realizing that he was taking it for granted that Alan would call him. Her subconscious, however, did notice and, in anticipation, made her feel the aberrant excitement of doing something she would not normally want to do. It had already happened to her with Gerardo. On their first encounter, Gemma had backed off, but she hadn't been able to stop thinking about that feeling (she hadn't told Daniel about it because she was sure he wouldn't understand and because she herself didn't understand it either) and months later she had gone back to it. 

	-Describe it to me! -Alan asked. 

	At first, Gema didn't know what to answer and hesitated. Why was she so interested in this...? What had she called him, "Ligue"? If she was so interested, why hadn't she let him take her cell phone to the cafeteria? It would have been easier for her to have taken a picture of him than to have to describe him to him now, especially since she hadn't really noticed him. She had chatted nicely with him, but she had done so in autopilot mode. He had other worries on his mind than noticing... this unimportant guy. What was his importance to Alan? Was he a test? 

	-Mustache," Gema finally answered. That was all she remembered about him. 

	-Come on, Gema. You can do better than that," Alan wrote relentlessly. 

	-Like a walrus," Gema replied. If I had to make a caricature of him, I would draw a human walrus. With horn-rimmed glasses. Chubby pensioner. Shorter than me. 

	Yes, Gema was at least two inches taller, but in heels. 

	-What cock do you think he has? -asked Alan. 

	-Little girl," Gema answered, without thinking. 

	-Would you like to sleep with a walrus? -Alan asked, using the term she had used. 

	-Of course he wouldn't! How could that little boy have thought of such a thing? That made no sense and was aberrant. He would never want to do it!  

	Gema's subconscious, however, did not support her angry protests. The question was not the who, but the how, the situation and the why. The who was just the cherry on top. Her subconscious wasn't even attracted to the man, quite the contrary. But if Alan forced her, if he did it the right way... That experience that Silvestre and Daniel had fabricated for her at La Moraleja Social Club had been engraved in her subconscious. They had challenged her to do an exotic dance to a stranger, to rub her body against him. Unlike a professional exotic dancer -that is, a stripper who plays and sometimes lets herself be played-, whose countdown is set by a certain number of songs depending on the payment, Gema's challenge included ending her performance only after she managed to cum. Subsequently and unexpectedly, the professional stripper who had accompanied Gema had shared her tip with her. It may be that, somehow, with the endorphins from the orgasm still in her veins, Gema's subconscious had learned to associate pleasure with challenge, repulsion and reward. However, it is more likely that this theory makes no sense at all and that the unnatural arousal Gema subconsciously experiences is something that already existed within her, deep inside and hidden. Is the submissive born or made? Is the sadist created or bred? To her, however, it served as an alibi; it allowed her to free herself from guilt and to hold her husband responsible. Gema had the bad habit of making this argument when she argued with Daniel. She did it when Daniel questioned her in disgust about her relationship with Gerardo. 

	"You wouldn't dare, you little boy," exclaimed Gema. "I'm not a vulgar whore!" Without getting into whether prostitutes are vulgar or whether she was a whore but not vulgar, Gema's subconscious had betrayed her again: Without her realizing it, she had admitted that Alan, if he made her sleep with this man, would make her pay him and that she would charge for the sexual services she rendered him. 

	-Are you getting excited? -asked Alan, after letting her meditate for a few minutes. 

	-NO! -How could that brat imagine that this turned her on? She could be turned on by sleeping with him; after all, Alan was young and good-looking. After all, wasn't she going to Barcelona to meet him for that? But the walrus?! 

	"By the time tonight is over, you will have slept with three generations, grandfather, uncle and nephew," a little voice inside reminded her. "Is it just handsome young Alan or does that particular idea excite you?" her little voice continued cruelly. That experience was not something Gemma was particularly proud of. Even Daniel had thankfully refrained from commenting on it and reproaching her. Gerard had made her sleep with her father on one occasion, with Grandpa Alan. "'G' times 'A' squared, you might say," her little inner voice continued to tease her. "It all runs in the family. Does that turn you on?" Alan, Gerard's father, young Alan the Blackmailer's grandfather, was old, very old, and barely moved. "Too old," his inner little voice chided him.  

	Gema lowered her gaze. There were things she had done of which, in retrospect, she was not exactly proud, although at the time she had perceived it differently. She had been happy to please her boss and she had been proud of herself for meeting the challenge he had set her. For her, it had been a demonstration of love on his part. She had projected the love she felt for Gerard onto her father: she always projected love where Gerard was aiming and she had gone to great lengths with everything he had proposed. He had bathed old Alan in the bathtub. Then, between the two of them, they had pulled him out of the water and she had dried him. Finally, she had sat on top of him on the bed and made love to him as she would have made love to her son, albeit more gently, fearful of breaking his fragile bones. Although the old man was in a wheelchair and barely moved or spoke, his eyes had sparkled with intelligence and lust. He had managed to get hold of the leash Gemma had attached to his collar and had even gotten an erection (with a little help from the blue chemistry).  

	He had outlasted Daniel inside her, who tended to get overexcited thinking about his wife's antics (though not exactly that one). Old Alan had cum inside her and filled her with his semen. His seeds-few or many, agile or slow-had tried to find their way into her fertile womb. The probability of getting pregnant by him, at that moment, was close to zero, but not nil. Gerard knew it. Gema knew it. And maybe even old Alan knew it. 

	At that time, Gema had experienced it differently from the way she felt about it now. Gema had felt happy. Love and submission are two addictive and intoxicating feelings that overlap and can become impossible to distinguish. Gemma continued to stare down, fearful that she might meet someone's gaze and that person might read her thoughts through the windows of her soul. Gerardo, of course, had recorded everything. 

	-Go to the bathroom and check it out," Alan urged her. 

	-What? -Gema exclaimed. Several minutes had passed since Alan's previous message and Gema did not know or preferred not to know what her young blackmailer was referring to. In a man the signs of arousal are clear and palpable (never better said), but in a woman they are more subtle, which is convenient when you want to deny a reality. 

	-You've already understood me. Get your things, go to the bathroom and check if you are aroused. If you are, get undressed, put the leash and garter on your right leg and wait.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Daniel? 

	-Yes? -Daniel answered, as if he hadn't recognized the phone number. Of course he had recognized it. It was in his address book under Alan's name. But the call had taken him by surprise. He hadn't counted on it. Tell me," he said, puzzled and a bit of an idiot. He immediately regretted it. 

	-Your wife is on the train," Alan told him, without saying anything new. She's horny as a bitch in heat. Are you horny too? 

	-No!" Daniel growled in annoyance. That was the first time he'd ever heard his voice. That was the last straw! First he blackmailed them and then he allowed himself to make calls like that! -Hey...! 

	-Of course you are," Alan interrupted, unimpressed. It's only natural. I am. I can hardly wait until I get to Barcelona. We're going to have a great time," he anticipated. You too. 

	-How dare you? -That boy was insolent! He thought that because he had some photos and videos and because he was Gerardo's nephew he could treat them like that! 

	The truth was that Daniel had secluded himself in his bedroom. He still wore the collar and chastity device. "At least Gema didn't make me wear the pink panties," he tried to console himself. 

	-Cut the crap, will you? -Alan replied with unusual calmness for someone his age. I wish you no harm. You'll get to know me and you'll see that it's for the good of all. I'm everything you've dreamed of, your dreams and your nightmares," he predicted. Listen, we don't have much time. I have a task for you. Don't think I'm forgetting about you. I'm going to pass you a phone number. I want you to call that guy and I want you to do it now. 

	-Who is it? -asked Daniel, still annoyed but intrigued. That didn't excite him at all, but he needed to know what that brat was up to with his wife. He needed to protect her. 

	-A guy Gema met on the train. I think she likes him. You see, I'm not jealous... as long as he only sleeps with who I tell him to. It didn't bother me that you made love because I told you to. Likewise, I won't mind if you sleep with whomever I tell you to sleep with, Daniel. You both belong to me, you and Gema. Both of you," she reminded him. Listen, we don't have much time. You have to convince that guy to go where I'm going to tell you. I know you can do it. I'm counting on you. I'll send you the phone number and details now. Let me know if you make it. 

	Daniel was perplexed and didn't know what to answer. He hadn't expected Alan to ask for his help - help to make his wife a slut! "Emputecerla," he said to himself. That was what Silvestre had told Gema he had agreed to do with him. "Emputecerla," Daniel said to himself again. He was attracted to the concept of a libertine woman; he liked that his wife felt free to have sex with whomever she wanted. What he didn't like was the drift things had taken with Gerard, straying from good taste into things and lovers that repulsed him. Daniel imagined that man on the train, a tall, dark guy, with a white smile, in his late thirties or early forties at the most....  

	-And Daniel..." Alan's voice brought him out of his reverie. Don't fail us. I know you won't, but you'd better not! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I'm excited," Gema admitted. She wrote that very thing to Alan. She could have lied to him, but she could not lie to herself or to her reflection in the mirror. She was naked, except for her collar and leash, her tail, her booties and the garter she had put on her right thigh, following Alan's instructions. Other than that, she wore only her makeup, the wedding ring on her right hand (following Spanish custom) and the hot wife chain on her ankle on the same side. The anklet was a simple little chain, without any symbols, but it was a symbol in itself. "But it's a lie," Gema reminded herself. "I don't sleep with whomever I want, only with whomever my lover wants. I'm not the hot wife Daniel would like to have. I'm just not. I'm not like that, not that way." 

	-I don't doubt it. But I want you to prove it to Daniel too. Send me a picture with your fingers glistening with your juices. Put yourself half in profile, let the slutty tail show. I'll send it to him. 

	"Slut..." By now, it no longer sounded pejorative to Gemma. She slipped her fingers into her vagina. She couldn't help touching her clitoris as she did so. For kicks, she would have masturbated right there, so aroused was she, but she knew she shouldn't, much less should she cum. Those things she had learned with Gerardo. "But Alan is not Gerard," she said to herself, and rubbed her clitoris. "Just a little bit, just a little bit more..." Gemma felt like she was betraying him. It didn't make sense, but she felt it that way. "He blackmails me, but the betrayal is mine!" she criticized herself. "I don't owe him anything! If anything, what I owe him is a kick in the balls and a report to the police station." Despite this, Gema pulled her fingers out of her vagina. Fascinated, she observed the sticky strands sticking out of them. She washed her hands, took the picture and sent it to him. "Who cares, she already has so many worse ones!" she justified herself. 

	-Fantastic! -Alan praised her.  

	His words made her feel proud of herself. "Proud of masturbating naked on the AVE to Barcelona," Gema said to herself in disbelief. Did she, deep down, want the little boy to feel proud of the female he was blackmailing? Or did she feel that way because she knew that this photo would be received by Daniel? 

	-Take your ID, the mask and the box with the big condoms. 

	-Done," Gema confirmed, even though she was worried about the mask and being naked. 

	-Take another picture of yourself in the mirror, but holding your ID card in your hand," Alan ordered. 

	"Are you crazy? Don't do it!" commanded her little inner voice, the cautious one. Gema didn't know if the camera on her cell phone was of sufficient resolution to read her ID card. In any case, it was foolhardy. "It has your contracts, your photos, your videos... It can reveal to the world who is really behind the writer Gema V. Avril. Avril. Do you really think that would make a difference?" another little voice inside, the reckless one, told him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia was still horny. She had cum again, but she was still unusually horny, which was saying something in her case. She had just masturbated with the dildo she had lent Vicky for her video. It was a medium-sized, turquoise-colored, semi-transparent one that made it appear to be made of water, and with a suction cup. For hygienic reasons, Vicky had used it with the condom that Manuel had not used that morning. Lidia had recorded herself masturbating, emulating Vicky's video, trying to make the same movements she imagined her friend had made and putting on the expressions they had rehearsed together. Of course, she didn't know what her friend had really done because ungrateful Alan had refused to share the video with her.  

	She had also used a condom, not out of hygiene, but out of pure lust. She had sheathed the dildo in a ribbed condom. Condoms were also part of her arsenal of sex toys and the ribbed ones were useful with some clients. More problematic was when in that same session the client later wanted to use it out the back door.  

	Lidia had advised Vicky to hold the suction cup firmly to the floor and straddle it on her knees. Dressed (if wearing only those shirts could be called dressed), they had tested the position and the camera angle. Lidia's intention was to film her from above, so that you could see her back in particular. Vicky had loved the idea (under the circumstances she had promised her boyfriend to send her that video), because this way neither her parts nor her breasts would be seen, only her bare back and buttocks. Lidia had had to improvise to place Vicky's cell phone up high, at the right angle, but fortunately she was prepared for such things. Between a few things and a clamp to hold the cell phone, she had managed to fix it in the right spot. I had taken a picture of Vicky (still dressed) to convince her that nothing would really show. It was still a step-by-step process with her. Fundamentally, you would see that, her back and ass and over the back, her nice long hair. If she turned her head, she could look directly into the camera and put on the expressions they had rehearsed. Or if she was too embarrassed, she could turn her face away. She had a choice. 

	Lidia had helped her friend apply her makeup. She had had to encourage her to make the video because Vicky had shown a surprising insecurity about her body. Although she was undoubtedly beautiful, she was self-conscious. Lidia had been sympathetic and positive with her and had assured her that she would look great and would even be proud of the footage, if she would let herself be helped and follow her advice. "It's important for your development that you make this video. I can't let Alan down," she had reminded herself. "That insecurity Vicky has is almost adorable. It's something we'll be able to put to good use." He had painted her lips with a clear lip gloss to make her look appetizing. For eye shadow, she had done a turquoise gradient to highlight her expression. To complete her sensual look, Lidia had lent her a pair of turquoise stockings, with the lace garter and back seam a darker shade. Lidia remembered that she had worn those same stockings on a visit to Gerardo's house with Gema. Gema had been dressed in red lingerie. Gerardo had played with the colors and with them. He had tried to spur Gema's competitiveness and, judging by the results of that night and subsequent nights, he had succeeded. Gerardo had planned it well and had ordered Lidia to go to his house early, so that he could park his MINI (turquoise in color) in the garage, where Gema usually parked her company car, a small red Mercedes. "If you only knew which hands have caressed those stockings and which lips have kissed them..." Lidia had thought so, but obviously she hadn't said anything to Vicky. 

	For her recording, Lidia had worn those same stockings and had put on similar makeup. She had recorded herself, but had not yet sent the video to Alan. She was horny and about to do it, but held back. She'd had bad experiences with that once before. Still, intoxicated by the sexual endorphins saturating her body, she was tempted to send it to him, perhaps to show him that she could satisfy him fully, even better than anyone else. 

	A wasap message prevented me from pressing the send button. It was a gift from Alan, the picture of Gema on the train. Lidia looked at it with a mix of emotions, not unlike how Gema had often looked at her, loving, excited and jealous. But in Lidia's case it wasn't jealousy, but spite. Still, she had to admit that Gema looked fantastic. It hadn't been long, but time never went unnoticed. Still, she was the same. "She is and remains the same. Always so sassy and sensual," Lidia acknowledged. Alan was obsessed with Gema; Lidia adored her. He liked the garter detail on her thigh; it added a touch to the photo. "That was my idea," he told himself with satisfaction. Her pubis was starting to get sore, but that didn't slow her down and she began, once again, to rub her clitoris. "I miss you," she said to Gema. "Both of you. Even all three of you." She regretted not being able to see Gema's face and having to settle for her body. He would have liked to see that half-smiling, half-embarrassed expression Gema usually wore, but the evil Alan had cropped the photo and his head was missing. He had to make do with her body, but it was her. She knew him well. In the dark and in the light of day, lying down and standing up, he had gone over that skin and those curves with his eyes, with his hands and his mouth. And Gemma had done the same with her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Put your clothes in the bag," Alan instructed her, after receiving Gema's photo. The ID card and the large condom packet in the raincoat. Put on your mask. 

	Gemma obeyed. "Crazy!" her wariness voice protested. "What if he's sent the walrus your picture?" With Gerard, she had always had a suspicion that he had made a photo album of her to attract potential clients, but she had never gotten around to confirming it. Even after his death, that possibility remained an unknown. "That album is in Alan's possession now," a little voice told her. Gema could not identify which one it was. 

	The phone rang, snapping her out of her thoughts. Gropingly, Gema picked up the phone and held it to her ear. 

	-Yes? -she asked, unsure. At that hour it could only be Alan, Daniel, Vicky... or the walrus. 

	-Do you see anything? -asked a voice he immediately recognized. 

	-No," she answered honestly. The mask was a bit bulky, but it was a good one. Gerardo had used it on her. It didn't leave any slits if it was put on properly. 

	-You're doing great, beautiful. I can see why my uncle was so proud of you. If he could see you, he wouldn't be disappointed," Alan encouraged her. He hoped he could get Gemma to think he was doing it for Gerard. His instinct told him that's what he should tell her, and Lidia had agreed with him. Are you ready? -He was trying to be uncompromising, without coming across as a monster. 

	-Do I have a choice? -said Gema. 

	Her words were a slap in the face to Alan. He had just made a mistake. "I'm a fool! A dominant doesn't incite insecurity," he reproached himself. Then he smiled. He had just recognized the true meaning of Gemma's question. "I'm really dumb!" he said to himself, but this time with a smile on his face. 

	-No, not anymore," he confirmed flatly, telling her what she wanted to hear. It was true, he had given her a choice and she had chosen. He had warned her that after that there would be no turning back and she had pulled forward. No, she no longer had a choice. "Even if she did, she shouldn't tell him she did."  

	So far, everything was going perfectly, even better than expected. The man in the cafeteria had been a possibility, probable given Gema's beauty and appearance, but not certain. Actually, his physical appearance was the least of it. If he was handsome, good for Gemma! He was still in charge and if he provided her with an attractive sexual partner, that was a point in his favor that he would chalk up, as a Master who provided her with diverse sexual experiences, directly and indirectly. And if he wasn't attractive... it would be a challenge for her to overcome, a step further in her submission to him. Besides, someone who had slept with her uncle (not because he wasn't attractive, but because he was already of an age and had a well-groomed belly), with her grandfather! and with that Ripoll client (she had seen a picture of him, researching on LinkedIn) surely had a certain paraphilia that... That was something that was incomprehensible to Alan, but fascinating. To others it would have seemed disgusting and despicable, but he appreciated that she had done all that for his uncle. "It's amazing how far she's been able to go for him," he said to himself in admiration. It wasn't the first time he had said it to her. "It's a credit to Gerard - how great you've been, man!" Alan felt proud of him. "I hope I can live up to it, even surpass you!" So far, he was on the right track: Gerardo had managed to get two generations of his family to fuck Gema. "Three, counting me," Alan admitted, selling the bear's skin before he'd even caught it. "Credit to you, man." He would fuck two generations of Gema's family: one, he had already succeeded; the other, he hoped to succeed shortly. But his ambitions did not end there. 

	Of course, Lidia had also slept with her uncle. But that was her job. And for the same reason - her job - she was sleeping with other older gentlemen, surely of various guises. Once again, Alan felt admiration. "You have to have self-improvement skills to do that," he said to himself. "And be a little kinky," he added with a grin. But Lydia had done it mostly for money, not out of perversion, let alone submission and devotion. Oh, Lydia was exquisite, in her own way! But in his case, that fact repelled him. That was not what he was looking for in a companion. For one thing, Lidia was an accomplice, not a companion. Still, she had to be kept happy. She was a valuable ally. That was why he had sent her Gema's photo and why he would tell her everything he would do with her. Aside from being an advisor, Lidia served as an escape valve until Vicky was up to the task and as a guinea pig for some things he wanted to do with Gema, but which he had to check first. He did not lack experience with women, but there were things for which he had not yet found the right partner. With Lidia, who was for pay, he could agree on what he had in mind, experiment with it and get her opinion afterwards. He couldn't afford to screw up with Gema and Vicky, but with Lidia, he could. 

	Vicky... Vicky was still so innocent... That was something he appreciated about her, something that neither Lidia nor Gema could offer him. But he would have it all. "I'll get over you, man, you'll see!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel didn't know what to think. He had just had the strangest conversation of his life.  

	The conversation with Silvestre had been strange, very much so, in fact, but at least they had chatted beforehand, before talking on the phone, and they both knew what it was going to be about. Daniel had felt like in a Dali painting, explaining to Silvestre what he expected of him and how, which boiled down to him seducing his wife, having sex with her, conquering her heart and bringing to the surface the whore inside him (and that perhaps all women have inside them; the bad thing is that they hold back because of what people will say, instead of taking advantage of their feminine potential and becoming goddesses). Daniel had correctly intuited that Gemma, in order to develop, to give free rein to her sexuality, needed it to be more than just about sex; there had to be emotions behind it to back it up and drive it. Besides, he had a morbid fascination with seeing his wife's eyes sparkle and her face light up when he told her about another man. That and the kissing oddly turned him on more than the pornographic fucking. What she felt turned him on more than what she did. "But with Gerardo you went three towns too far," he thought, nonetheless. Everything has its limits. 

	But the man he had just spoken to was a complete stranger. Daniel hadn't expected to have to call anyone and the man hadn't expected anyone to call him that night, not on that subject; surely he hadn't expected Gemma to call him either, not that night or ever. But there was no margin for error: the man was on the train and Gemma's description was accurate; Daniel remembered very well how she was dressed and so did the man. The man - let's call him Bernat (Alan hadn't even asked Gema for his name and, consequently, Daniel didn't know him either) - had initially been defensive. No one can hold it against him: there are too many crazies out there and the other half are con men. Or so Bernat must have thought. Daniel had had a hard time explaining why he was calling him. But how else could he have gotten her phone number? 

	"Hey, you're not a whore, are you?" the man had questioned. "It's just that this all seems very strange to me." 

	How does a husband explain to a person who calls him to fuck his wife? Wouldn't it be normal to call him to threaten him for having flirted with her? Unfortunately, it is more accepted in our society the latter than the former. Ergo, if she didn't threaten him, he couldn't be her husband and, in that case, he could only be her pimp. Or her pimp and husband, which is not the same as a pimp husband. Some women are married to despicable men, who make their living by selling their bodies. But is Daniel a despicable being because he feeds on the emotions of his wife offering her body to other men? We sense that the reader of this novel is not someone concerned with political correctness, so we believe we can answer no. Daniel had felt the beginnings of an erection while trying to convince Bernat, a beginning that could go no further than that, because his little bird was caged in the chastity device. 

	"In a sense yes...", Daniel had replied. "But the kind that don't charge!" he had quickly added. 

	To Bernat it had continued to seem very strange and, in fact, it still did. He doubted his luck, as anyone with two fingers in the right direction should. But hadn't he acquired a lottery ticket by daring to walk in on Gema in the train's cafeteria? Why shouldn't he get one? It's basically the same reasoning that applies to the victims of the notorious stamp scam. Why shouldn't I get lucky one day? 

	"Hey! Didn't you tell me you're one of those who don't get paid?" asked Bernat, increasingly suspicious and confused. 

	"Uh... yeah... well... It's complicated to explain," Daniel had stammered. How was he going to explain to him that it wasn't about the money? How was he going to tell him that they were, in fact, being blackmailed by someone and that the purpose of the money was none other than to add to the humiliation of both of them? The payment issue had been a small - but essential - detail that Alan had commented on in the same wasap in which he had sent the phone number to Daniel. That detail, the one about sex for payment, changed things completely and it did for everyone. The detail turned Alan into a pimp (more than he already was), Daniel into his accomplice in the sexual exploitation of his wife and Bernat into a client, instead of a punctual lover. Obviously, Daniel couldn't tell him that if he wanted to have any chance of convincing the man. Alan had made it clear that he had better succeed. Daniel imagined that, apart from the blackmail, it was possible that Gema would suffer the consequences right there in Barcelona that very night. As soon as the train pulled into the station, she would be doubly in his hands.  

	The detail would turn Gema into a real whore. Yes, Gerardo had paid her, although indirectly and also -that had to be recognized- he had promoted her in every way. Gema had grown with him as a professional and had learned a lot (and not only in sexual matters, that too). And that fool Dídac... Yes, Gema had been sleeping with him for money, although not for personal money, but to supposedly keep the company and her colleagues' jobs afloat, thanks to a succulent contract at a time of economic crisis. But was that the same as sleeping for a hundred euros with a stranger? 

	Luis Alberto had already proclaimed to the four winds his intention to prostitute Gema, as soon as he had more control over her, beyond the promise of her little ass. But he had done it mainly to annoy Daniel. It was obvious that they hadn't hit it off. Luis Alberto was indeed a cocky pimp who despised Daniel for being a cuckold. Daniel was sure he would have despised him just the same, whether he was a willing cuckold or a betrayed one. Luis Alberto was a spoiled brat and dangerous for being imbecilic and reckless. In the end, just to take revenge on Daniel, after the fight in which the latter had surprisingly and against all odds knocked him down, LuisA had made his threat come true: That very night, with a entranced Gem, floating for the first time in the submissive subspace, he had taken her to a hotel, tied her up, enjoyed her at his pleasure and, still tied up, rented her to a guy for four coins. "Whore, cheap and belongs to me," he had meant by that to Daniel. It had not been rape because Gemma had consented, but there are several ways to consent: dominated by a muscular mass, whipped by the hand that belongs to that same mass and mentally alienated by the intensity of the emotions, not the best form of them. LuisA had scrupulously respected the limits, sticking to what belonged to him: her little ass, after the transfer of the promise Silvestre had made to her. The boy had paid for her ass-fucking, that and only that. 

	"There are cheaper ones," Bernat had told him, still suspecting that they were trying to take him for a ride (and although he was already gray, he kept almost everything and held him in high esteem) or to rip him off. 

	"Yes, no doubt. But... I just don't know how to explain. It's not about money. It's a necessary but not sufficient condition, let's say. It's... it's a game! She's not a professional," Daniel had assured her, even though it no longer seemed like a game to him. The initial approach had changed radically with the money issue. "She's never done this. She...she wants to experience it." Daniel wasn't convinced that Gemma really wanted to experience that; not with just anyone. He had imagined an attractive man, someone who had caught his wife's eye, but now he wasn't so sure. "There will be cheaper ones, sir, but it will be the experience of a lifetime. That I assure you." Yes, of that Daniel was sure. Whatever Alan was up to, it was going to be an experience of a lifetime. "Hey, it's not a hoax. You can check it out very easily and without any risk. I'll explain what you have to do..." 

	Daniel felt strange, even miserable, having to beg - and bargain - for a man he didn't know and hadn't even seen (he didn't even know his name) to agree to pay to sleep with his wife, and all because a young boy had demanded it! At first, the idea had seduced him - it had made him tingle nervously but pleasantly that Alan was counting on him - but that had lasted until he had received the details by wasap. The experience Alan had forced upon him had left him unsettled. In the end, he didn't know whether to be happy that he had managed to convince the man or to burst into tears. All he knew was that he was shaking.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Following Alan's instructions, Gemma had returned to her seat. She was sitting, with her blindfold on, unaware of what was going on around her. From time to time she heard people passing in the hallway. Irresistibly, she imagined them looking at her. Despite the calm that the darkness the mask provided, Gema's heart was beating fast. She didn't know how to put her legs and arms. With the cell phone in her hand, she clung to it tightly, like a life preserver. It was what little she had left of her belongings; she had had to leave her purse and clothes in the trunk at the end of her carriage, away from her seat. Alan had instructed her to stuff her already skimpy clothes into the bag. Although the bag was small, everything had fit perfectly. She felt naked because, apart from her booties, she was only wearing her trench coat, like a common exhibitionist. Fortunately, Alan had allowed her to keep her identity card, which she carried in the pocket of the trench coat. In the other pocket she had the large condom packet. Why she had had to leave the small condom packet in her purse, Gemma didn't know. The truth is that that was the least of her worries. 

	He spent a good while like this, listening to the rattling of the train and the occasional conversations of the passengers. She was in the carriage in silence; in theory no conversation should be overheard, but it is fair to say that the occasional words between passengers were spoken respectfully in hushed tones. Moreover, by depriving her of sight, the mask had made Gemma's already acute hearing even sharper. To Gemma the whispering sounded like gossip. "They're talking about me," she thought with certainty. She felt uncomfortable. The trench coat covered her completely, even more than her miniskirt and see-through blouse, but she felt exposed nonetheless. "I'm window shopping and I don't know who's looking at me or what faces they're making," she said to herself. In most people, that discomfort would have turned into indignation and outright rejection, but Gema belongs to the group of people whose stomachs tingle. Exhibitionism is not in Gema's nature. There are people who enjoy provoking admiration - or better yet, rejection - in others, but Gema is not like that. Exposure always makes her insecure and embarrassed, and it's not something that comes out of her. But things change when someone demands it of her, as long as it's the right person and she asks for it in the right way. 

	Once again, Gema heard the passing of passengers in the aisle. Couldn't they be sitting quietly? She heard the characteristic sound of a cell phone camera going off. Then someone - a man - lamented his clumsiness: "Shit!" It had been just a whisper, an almost nonexistent exhalation, but Gema's fine hearing had picked it up. Or had she imagined it? "I didn't imagine it. The sound of the cell phone was unmistakable," she said to herself. But did that mean they had taken a picture of her? Gema was completely naked, from her point of view, but all anyone else could see was a woman in a trench coat and a bulky eye mask, too big for sleeping on trips, but there are people for everything and there are people who are bothered by a slit of light. "Why would he take a picture of me?" he tried to reassure himself. "There are a thousand reasons to take a picture on a train. Maybe he was just taking a selfie". "Yes, but with you," interjected her little inner voice, the one that liked to tease her when she had the chance. 

	Someone sat on her right. On the whole trip, she had traveled alone. The train had not stopped and would not stop, as it was a direct express between Madrid and Barcelona. Gema shuddered. Instinctively, she closed her legs. She had to find the courage to open them slightly again. Then she opened them a little wider. Her left leg trembled. Seconds passed, minutes passed, but very slowly. Who had sat next to him and, above all, why? Was he still there? Either the person was not breathing or had left without her noticing. 

	Just when she thought there was no one beside her, Gemma felt a hand on her right thigh. Again, her instinctive reaction was to close her legs. She took a deep breath and opened them again. The person - man or woman - caressed her thigh over the top of her trench coat. Gemma held her breath, but opened her legs a little wider. Alan had given her precise instructions about how to react to this eventuality she was now experiencing. Was it a friend of Alan's who was traveling on the same train with her? "Friend? What if she's a friend?" her little voice intruded. Unwittingly, Gema thought of Lidia. What did Lidia have to do with Alan? "Nothing!" she answered herself. But she, if she imagined a person's hand caressing her thigh, could only think of a man or Lidia. "What if it were a woman?" her little voice insisted. He loved to torture her, sowing doubt and questioning her. "I'm not interested in women. Lidia was an exception," she replied to her little inner voice. It had been because Gerard had known how to bring it up and because Lidia had been charming. It had been an exception, one as improbable as observing the disintegration of a proton (Daniel's words). But by now, Gemma should have known it was a mistake to indulge her inner voice, particularly that one. "But what if it were a woman?" she kept insisting. "It's not!", Gema settled the issue, but her little voice retorted, "Oh, don't be delusional! What's one of men's favorite sexual fantasies? You think Alan won't take advantage to make that one come true? Come on, if his uncle did!" Was it Lidia? Gemma breathed in deeply through her nose. If it was, it wasn't her perfume. "It smells like a man, like cheap aftershave." But her little inner voice still kept seeing an opportunity to torture her, "And that reassures you?" 

	The man - he was a man, he had to be - was emboldened. He took the movement of Gemma's legs as an invitation, and indeed it was. Alan had let Gemma know how she was to behave. He had warned her that under no circumstances could she remove her blindfold, until he contacted her, and that, if someone sat next to her, she should open her legs and let herself do whatever that person wanted to do, whoever it was and whatever they did. "What if he rips open my trench coat?", Gemma had wondered, but she hadn't dared ask Alan, fearful of his response. Gemma felt the hand reach for the opening of her coat and find it. Like an advance guard of a military detachment, her fingers reached through it to scan the landscape and discover if there was any resistance to the march. Gemma tensed as she felt the intrusive fingers on the inside of her right thigh. She got goose bumps, but the trench coat concealed it.Who was this MAN? Again, the muscles in her legs quivered as they opened a little wider. "Why am I letting myself do this?" wondered Gemma. She felt her body vibrate. "Because you don't have a choice," one of the little voices in her subconscious answered her. Gema couldn't identify which one it was, the cautious and empathetic one or the reckless and provocative one; she didn't know if not having a choice was a good thing or a bad thing. 

	Encouraged by her lack of resistance, spurred on by the implicit invitation to spread her legs a little wider, the fingers of that unknown person continued to advance up Gemma's inner thigh, hidden from Gemma's eyes, blinded by the mask, but in full view of the other passengers, perhaps even under their watchful scrutiny. Were they watching her? Had the murmurs and whispers changed? The fingers looked like a man's, not a woman's. Also his rough way of palpating rather than caressing or, better yet, brushing her skin gave him away. Lydia hadn't touched her like that; no woman would touch another woman like that. That didn't take away the fact that there were men who also knew the secrets of how to create small electric currents in a woman's skin. Daniel knew how to do it very well. Gerardo had learned to do it too. But Lidia... no one had touched her like she did. No one better than a woman to understand a woman's body.  

	Despite the revelation, Gema did not manage to breathe easy. "Who is that man?" she wondered. She didn't know his face or his name or anything about him, but he was groping her! Gema felt electrified, but it wasn't because of the man's ability, but because of the situation. Her inner tension made Gema sink her fingers into her thighs and dig her nails through her raincoat, as if she could counteract the contact with the stranger. Nevertheless, obediently, she spread her legs a little wider. Her hands followed the movement of her thighs and did not prevent it. Alan had told her what to do, if she found herself in exactly that situation.  

	"Do you have a friend on the train!", Gemma had exclaimed or asked; she herself did not know if she had stated or asked.  

	"It's possible," Alan had replied. "Or he might think that, in that situation, you're inviting someone to do exactly that. Imagine that! Who could resist? Surely there would be someone who couldn't. Predisposed and helpless as you will be, you'll be screaming for it without saying a word. Don't you think so?" he had told her, inciting her imagination. "The most reasonable working hypothesis, however, is that nothing of the sort is going to happen, neither undercover friend nor daring stranger, don't you think? I'm just fucking with your mind. That's what you think, isn't it? You're probably right. But what if...?" 

	The man came across the garter and entertained himself with it.  

	"Is it a coincidence that I'm sitting on the left side of the train, next to the window?" wondered Gema, even though she knew it was Alan who had given her the ticket "Was it random that the aisle seat was empty? Was it pure coincidence that Alan told me to put the garter on my right thigh?" 

	Stung by curiosity - or by the lustful desire to see her bare skin - the man pulled the trench coat away from her leg to expose the garter. If he liked what he saw, he said nothing. Her fingers and hand spoke for him and they entertained themselves with the garter, this time under his watchful eye. After a few seconds, a minute or who knows how long - Gema certainly couldn't tell and it seemed much longer than that - apparently satisfied with what he saw and felt, the man continued north with his invasion. On this occasion, Gema did not dare to invite him any further. It was clear that the man needed no further invitation and, if he opened his legs any wider, his private parts would be exposed. 

	At last, the man's fingers reached her magic little button and pressed it. His way of doing it was clumsy, but still Gemma shuddered. She bit her lower lip, but even that couldn't stop a moan from escaping her in the silent carriage. The man, amazed, continued to ring the doorbell. Finally, he decided it was time to enter. His middle finger found its way between her vaginal lips and pubic hair, and found its way to her wet cave. It was true that she was wet! 

	Gemma moaned again, as she felt the stranger's finger penetrate her. Her fingers once again dug hard into her thighs through the trench coat, as if she was trying to distract her body from the sensations the man was provoking in her vagina, replacing them with stronger ones, though painful instead of pleasurable. Or perhaps, what she intended was to prevent her hands from pushing the man's invading hand away from her, as if his nails in her flesh were anchors at the bottom of the sea. Alan had told her to let him do it, but imagination was one thing and reality - there, in the silent carriage, with someone she didn't know and couldn't see, knowing she was the center of attention of the other passengers - was another. 

	He wondered again why he was doing that, why he was allowing it. But, above all, he wondered why it turned him on. Promises, contracts and blackmail aside, the three questions actually had the same answer, but Gema could not find it, just as she had never been able to understand why her husband was excited to see her with another man. For her, who was jealous by nature, it was incomprehensible. Perhaps it was just as incomprehensible to Daniel that she would play along with young Alan in this way. 

	The man - and with him her hand and fingers - disappeared as suddenly as he had appeared, without warning and without saying who he was. With the echoes of that encounter still resonating in her body, Gemma did not know what to do at first. Should it be like this, just as the man had left her? "Surely you should continue like this, excited, hot and horny, saving yourself for Alan tonight," one of her little inner voices replied, deliberately misunderstanding the true meaning of the question. Then, managing to come to her senses a bit, she closed her legs and covered herself, though she continued to wear the mask. Regarding the latter, Alan had made it clear to her that she was to wear it until further notice. 

	The wait gave her time to cool down a bit-though not much-and reflect. Alan would blackmail her and enjoy doing it. He would put her through increasingly difficult and compromising situations. "I have no choice," she told herself once again to justify herself. "I must protect my daughter." But for the moment, whether that man was a friend of Alan's or just a random passenger - though a tremendously brazen one at that - Alan had got the scene exactly right. He had shown exquisite imagination and control of the situation, unusual for his age. The question was whether Alan really could be trusted, both as to the nature of his intentions and with respect to the necessary caution. "If he wants to tear me apart... If he's a knucklehead..." Before giving Alan her yes - in the last and only chance she had given him to back out - Gemma had tried to negotiate boundaries with him. Understandably, Gema didn't agree to be continually at his beck and call; she had a family and that was a priority. Nor did she like permanent marks. A necklace can be removed, but the hole of a piercing stays there and a tattoo is forever. There were also sexual practices that... But Alan had refused to negotiate any boundaries with her. 

	"I'm not one for half measures, Gema. This is not a pastime for me. I'm young, yes, but this is as little a mere amusement as it was for my uncle," she had replied with an uncharacteristic assurance for someone her age. That brat's poise had been shocking, almost insulting. "Gema, I want it all, the whole package. To get laid, I have plenty of girlfriends. But I want more than that, much more! I want it all! And I'm not willing to limit myself beforehand. Whatever has to happen, I'll happen, and when it happens, it'll seem natural to you." Alan had paused and looked deep into her eyes, unblinking. Then, without having blinked yet, he had added, "I'm not going to hurt you, other than a spanking when you deserve it...or I feel like it. Or maybe something else. You'll just have to trust me, my good taste and my sense of responsibility. I'm not a brainless idiot. I like to take care of my property. And you are my property, my inheritance. And with you, so is Daniel. It comes in the same lot." 

	The vibration of the cell phone pulled her out of her thoughts. Gema took off her mask and read the message. 

	-I know you enjoyed it," Alan told him, revealing that he was aware of the events. Don't worry about Daniel. He knows about it too. 

	"So you have a little friend of yours on the train," thought Gemma. "I knew it!" It struck her as odd that Alan had told Daniel so quickly. He had almost narrated it to her in real time. It was something she wasn't used to. Gerard had rarely involved her husband, and when he had, it had been reluctantly. Gema's alarm bells went off: what if Alan and Daniel were in cahoots? What if all of this had actually been arranged by Daniel? Alan had told her some bullshit about his uncle's inheritance and legacy. It had been Daniel who had somehow contacted Alan; he was controlling everything, just as he had done with Silvestre! "And that worries you?" an inner voice asked him. "It worries him," another little voice intruded. "He doesn't want Daniel to have that power in the marriage. She doesn't want him to play that role, not her husband." Some things are reserved for buglers. Husbands have other things reserved. But it didn't make sense for Daniel to be behind all that. Or did it? 

	-Did you come? -asked Alan. 

	-Ah!" Gemma replied, amused and suspicious at the same time. The possibility that Daniel was pulling the strings, as unlikely as it was, still echoed in her head. She tried to provoke him: "Don't you know that? 

	-I would know if it had been my finger," Alan explained. But some men don't realize that. Next time a woman? 

	-Don't even think about it! -Gema exclaimed. If Alan had been trying to provoke her back, he had succeeded. "Who am I kidding? He knows about Lidia," Gema chided herself. Actually, she wasn't trying to fool him. Lidia had been the exception, period. It had happened in a certain context and that was it. "What about the women at the orgies in Switzerland?" her inner voice reminded her, the one that was always ready to tease her. That had also happened in a specific context, even more specific than Lidia's. They had been Mistresses' and submissives' parties and she had only done what she had been told to do. She may have been heteroflexible, but she was certainly neither lesbian nor bisexual! 

	-I'll do anything that suits you," Alan replied, "and that I like. Then he added, "Put the mask in the pocket of your raincoat," he instructed her unnecessarily, as if she had another pocket, nearly naked as she was. Go to the other end of the train and come back. I want you to look at the men... or women... and try to figure out who it was. Tell me the seat and carriage. If you guess right, you'll get a prize. 

	Gema got up from her seat and walked down the aisle. Fortunately, no one in the quiet carriage looked at her particularly strangely. However, as she went on, she felt more and more embarrassed. Every casual glance seemed to her to be a meaningful look, from someone who knew things about her. Despite the blush it caused her, Gemma continued her scrutiny. "This one, perhaps?" she wondered as she spotted a boy Alan's age traveling alone. She made a mental note of his nod, even though the boy didn't react to seeing her. "Or this one?" she wondered two carriages ahead. It had to be a crony of Alan's and couldn't be a family or a group of friends. In the next carriage, he ran into the walrus, but this one, fortunately, didn't notice, so focused was he on his cell phone. "Going through the pictures of the last birthday with the family," Gemma said to herself. 

	Gema reached the end of the train and turned around. "What will he think of me when he sees me again?" wondered Gema in embarrassment. "What do you think Alan has promised her?" her annoying little inner voice asked. But the question was justified: no one makes a round trip between Madrid and Barcelona for the love of art (unless they really like museums). "Sex?" her little voice continued to torture her. "Do you think that guy, whichever one it finally is, would make such an effort to merely get laid with you? You overestimate yourself. But who knows? Maybe he has a special weakness for mature mothers." "Yes, like Alan," Gema shot back. "Honey, but Alan's not going to settle for just having sex with you, don't be delusional!" 

	When she returned to her carriage, she realized that her purse was no longer in the trunk where she had left it. It had disappeared! "It must have been that boy. But which one?" Unfortunately, she hadn't noticed that detail before. Had she done so, it would have been easy for her to identify her unknown man, simply by looking for her purse. She hesitated to make another round, but dismissed it. "They must have hidden the purse," she said to herself. Besides, she didn't want to appear to be a looker, at least no more than necessary. She had done enough already. She felt humiliated to imagine herself going back in search of her purse. "They'll think I'm coming back for sex. They'll think I'm worse than a bitch in heat and that I can't stand it." 

	-Do you know who did it? -asked Alan. 

	Gema didn't know, but she could be right. At least she had a fifty-fifty chance. She wrote down the carriage number and seat. She anxiously awaited Alan's response, not because of the supposed prize he had promised, but because she was burning to know who it had been. "You surprise me. I thought you'd rather not know," intruded his little inner voice once again. Actually, she wasn't so wrong. Gemma wanted to know and preferred not to know. It was contradictory; it was complex what she felt. "What has he told her about me?" she wondered. "And what will he have shown him about you?" her little inner voice tried to nag her - successfully. Why didn't she shut up? If she had to listen to one inner voice, why didn't the other one speak up? "Do you really want me to speak?" her little voice of caution popped up. "Would you really listen to me? Do you want me to tell you what I think about all this?" 

	Gema waited for Alan's answer, but did so in vain. "What if it's neither of us?" questioned Gema, still waiting for Alan to lift the mystery. "What if he hid in the toilet?" "What if it's someone you already know, someone from Barcelona, someone you were glad you never had to see again?" which of her two little voices had spoken, the sadistic one that liked to torture her or the cautious one that wished to forbid her from having fun? 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XI - Elements

	  

	"I want to discover  

	all 

	lo 

	that you like 

	in this world  

	in order to become  

	all 

	what you love.  

	I'm that competitive." - Lauren Eden. 

	  

	-You son of a bitch! -said Daniel to Alan. He was still trying to digest the fact that this man, this stranger, this Bernat (Daniel had talked to him again and, by the way, had found out his name) paid to have sex with his wife. "My wife a whore and on the first date with Alan!" thought Daniel, angry and scared. If that was already starting like that, how would it end? 

	-Maybe," Alan replied in a calm voice. If the insult bothered him, it didn't show. In any case, Alan did not have a good relationship with his parents. After inheriting from his uncle, he had become independent. Maybe it was the law of nature: children must leave the nest to create their own life. Or maybe there was something else. And you, Daniel, what are you? 

	"A spoiled cuckold," Daniel thought. "A good-for-nothing who doesn't know how to protect his wife. I never knew how to do it. I thought I knew with Silvestre, but it was because of him and therefore me that Luis Alberto showed up. And before Gerardo I didn't know how to protect her either. But how can I protect her against herself?" 

	-What do you think Gema will think when she finds out you collaborated in this?  

	Alan had just poked her in the eye. If there was one thing Gemma hated, it was Daniel trying to control her. If she had thrown herself into Gerard's arms, it had been partly because of that. Daniel needed his antlers and she may have needed the excitement of having a lover, but she couldn't tolerate that, in essence, her lover was an extension of her husband. That wasn't the way the antler-setting was supposed to work. 

	"He will take revenge on me, hugging you, even though in reality you are to blame for everything," Daniel concluded. 

	-Do you have your bag? -asked Alan. 

	-Yes," Daniel answered laconically. 

	-Will you attend? 

	Daniel swallowed before answering. 

	-I think so. 

	It was likely that Bernat was going to the right place. He had been fascinated by Gema, after the little experience on the train. Bernat had been able to verify that it was not a scam and that the woman was not a prostitute. Prostitutes neither did that nor behaved like that. They might moan for the benefit of their client, but would they get wet like that? Would they get goose bumps when they felt a man's hands on their skin? No, the prostitutes would surely be too used to it by now, even numb. Bernat knew what he was talking about. He was a widower and, after the premature death of his wife, he had occasionally used the services of a professional, but these were experiences that had not fulfilled him. Sex in exchange for money had seemed bland and artificial. In fact, he had spent more time talking and unburdening himself to her afterwards than having sex. That's what it's like to feel lonely and, in fact, to really be lonely. Paying for a brief psychotherapeutic session, wasn't that what psychologists really did? Didn't they charge for their sessions and didn't they really care as much about their clients' lives as prostitutes? For a psychotherapeutic session there is no choice but to pay, but sex should be otherwise. 

	Bernat, as agreed, had returned Daniel's call after the scene with Gema. That had been a mere appetizer to whet his appetite, and it had indeed whetted his appetite! The hundred euros no longer seemed so much to him, nor did they have the same meaning as at the beginning. He still didn't understand it, but he wanted to take part in the game and go all the way. Bernat had not been able to resist and, although Daniel - following Alan's instructions - had only told him to take the bag, not to open it, he had searched it. Fortunately, that woman had had foresight and had slipped in a packet of condoms in his size. It had been fortunate because he didn't usually carry condoms with him. Although he had dared to walk in on Gemma in the cafeteria, what could he expect from life with regard to women? Casual sex on a train surely not! Nor, at least from his point of view, would he expect a woman to wear condoms. Isn't that a man's thing? Clearly, this woman was different. 

	Daniel had given Bernat the final instructions and told him where he should go. Bernat had been surprised that they weren't going directly to a hotel -or to his house-, but at this point, after what he had seen and felt in the carriage, he really didn't miss anything anymore and if he did, to hell with it! It was going to be one of the most remarkable experiences of his gray life as a widower. 

	-Yes, I know she will," Alan said confidently. Gemma is like that, so genuinely passionate that it's not hard for her to convince. 

	That was true, but Daniel was surprised to hear those words coming from the mouth of someone he had never seen before. How was it possible for Alan to talk that way about his wife, as if he had known her all his life, as if he knew what she was really like? Alan and Gema had met on occasion, specifically at Gerardo's birthday parties, but Gema had given no importance to those encounters, according to her reports, to what he had told her and what he had recounted in his blog and later in his book. Had they had something more between them? Daniel shook his head. Although his wife didn't always tell him everything, he doubted it. That would have been something he would have told her, on the spot or some time later. Besides, she would never have cheated on Gerardo, least of all with her nephew. "Unless Gerardo ordered him to, of course, like he did with his father," he thought. But wasn't that what Gerardo had done? By bequeathing her to Alan through that image assignment contract she had signed, hadn't he given her a posthumous order to sleep with and submit to him? Still, it was astonishing, even frightening, to hear that boy talk about his wife like that, with that assurance of knowing her to the core. It was insulting. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema left Sants Station following the instructions Alan had given her. She knew she was being watched in some way, probably in more than one. She had enabled in Google Maps the function to share the location in real time with him and had selected an indeterminate time. She could always disable it again, but for the moment she was determined to get on with the game, if it was one, and obey him. Alan had shown imagination. It remained to be seen if he was also capable of demonstrating responsibility. Both things worried Gemma, though one already less than the other.  

	The third one she was concerned about was Daniel. Alan had assured her that he would be included in the game, that he would be an important part, and that he did in fact have plans for him, but she wasn't sure what that statement of intent would amount to. For the moment, Alan had been concerned about her putting the chastity device back on him, which was a step in the right direction, but it was also a risky move. With Gerard, the lack of vaginal sex with her husband had contributed to undermining their relationship. That was the downside of chastity. Still, she carried the key to the chastity device in her purse - the one that had been stolen from her - to give to the young man. She liked knowing her husband caged, not because she feared he would be unfaithful with another woman, but because she knew he was often unfaithful with his own hand. And she knew that Daniel, deep down, also liked to know his little caged bird, because the prohibition against having sex with her (and himself!) only increased the value of when they had it. 

	Gemma would have liked to tell her husband what had been happening on the train, but Alan had warned her not to. Deep down, Alan was right. Daniel's imagination is his best friend and his greatest enemy. The lack of news would only spur it on, for better and for worse. In any case, Daniel was used to waiting. He had never been a husband who needed to be informed up to the minute nor had she been a woman who informed him in real time of what she was doing. "In real time...," Gemma mused. "Alan knows where I am in real time." Even with Gerard, when she had gone on vacation with him, she had given him the cell phone. Still, where had that gotten Daniel involved? It was their first affair and Daniel was home alone, with his chastity device as his only companion. "No, he's not alone," her inner voice told her. "He has company: his imagination." 

	He went out the main exit, through the Plaça dels Països Catalans, and turned right. When she reached the corner, she crossed the crosswalk. A terrifying dragon with gaping jaws greeted her. She had seen the enormous one hundred and fifty-ton sculpture of the Drac de Ferro every time the cab dropped her off at the station, but she had never paid any attention to it; she had always rushed to the AVE security checkpoint or, if she could bring her return to Madrid forward, to the ticket exchange desk. She had the feeling that the dragon wanted to gobble her up. "Just like Alan wants to gobble me up," she said to herself. "Will I get out of this alive? Will Daniel and I make it out alive?" The old sculpture had been there gobbling and spitting out people for more than thirty years. Unveiled on St. George's Day - very fitting for a dragon - the sculpture was at once a slide. "On one side you go in, on the other side you come out. In between crushes," Gemma said to herself, her heart racing. As much as the train scene had excited her, Gema didn't quite have it together. "Really, I don't know who he is," she chided herself, referring to Alan. "But I don't have a choice," she quickly reminded herself, falling back into the comfortable self-justification she was so fond of using. 

	St. George had killed the dragon to save the princess. Who would save her? According to legend, a rose had sprung from the dragon's blood. In Barcelona they paid homage to the saint. La diada is both the day of lovers, when a rose is given as a gift, and the day of the book. "The Inquisition was right to ban books. They are more dangerous than swords," Gema said to herself. Books symbolize knowledge, but also imagination. It was because of imagination, hers, her husband's and her blackmailer's that she was in this situation. The brilliant architect Antonio Gaudí had paid homage to the legend in his own way: In Casa Batlló the dragon's scales cover the roof and the saint's sword protrudes from the roof, thrust triumphantly into the heart of the beast. However, the skull-shaped balconies stare uneasily at the passerby, reminding him of his own mortality. Casa Batlló Gema had seen; Gerardo had taken her to see it. 

	St. George, however holy a dragon-slayer he might have been, had been as mortal as any other man. One must die a martyr's death to be recognized as a saint. "You are already a saint, Daniel. You don't have to die to prove it," Gemma said to her husband, in recognition of the adventures she allowed him to live. "Saint and devil," she added. If he was in that situation, it was also his fault. In the 3rd Century Emperor Diocletian had beheaded the brave George because of his faith. "Neither saints nor emperors, everything ends up in dust at some point. Everything but legends, which get bigger with time." The dragon was still there, about to engulf her. 

	Gema followed the route marked by Alan. She turned right and entered the Parque de la España Industrial, built on the grounds of the old and centenary textile factory Vapor Nou de Sants. Gema liked and still likes those little details that give life and meaning to the environment. She had admired Gerardo for his culture. Alan had sent her the itinerary with a brief description.  

	"It evokes the elements fire, water, earth and air," he had instructed her. "Guess which is which," he had told her.  

	The element of destructive fire had already identified it; it was clear that it was the dragon. 

	It was getting dark, but there were still a few people left in the park. Along the path escorted by the grove of century-old plane trees, Gema reached the next point of interest. It was the sculpture of the Tors de Dona, a bronze replica of the original stone work by Enric Casanovas, from the middle of the last century. 

	"Look at it. Watch her. Absorb her," Alan ordered him via wasap. 

	Gemma obeyed. It is not a particularly impressive sculpture, but there is something about it that captivated her. The donut is a young woman. Her legs and arms are missing, which makes the viewer notice her belly, torso and face. From behind, her long hair falls down her back, forming locks. Gema found the back, the first she came across, to be coarse and uninteresting. From the front, however, the face shows a face with a sweet expression, but Gema couldn't help but admire her belly and her small, shapely breasts. She tried to follow Alan's instructions and stared at her, trying to absorb the whole and every detail at once. "There's something about her that..." 

	-Who does he remind you of? Be honest," Alan wrote to her. 

	It was unnecessary for her to tell him. She was always honest, at least with her lovers. 

	-To Lidia," Gema replied, without having to think about it too much. But what could Alan know about her? No matter how much he had read Gerardo's diary, what could he know about her? For Gerardo, it had meant nothing more than a way to help him get her and Daniel where he wanted them to go. "He's read your books too," a little voice inside reminded her. It was true, but even books don't contain everything. 

	-Come closer and kiss her on the thigh," Alan ordered. 

	Could that young newcomer understand what Lidia had meant, for the good, but also for the bad? Gemma felt a strange sensation as she approached the sculpture. The sweet donut's sex disappeared gracefully between her thighs, unreachable because the sculpture had not defined it and because, perched on top of the stone pedestal, she could not reach that part. Nor would she have wanted to! But the thigh was right at her height. In the two orgies Gerardo had taken her to in Switzerland, Gema had kissed other women there, between her legs, but she had done it because it was the right thing to do at a submissive party. But none had tasted as sweet to her as Lidia. "If you hadn't become obsessed with my husband... But did you do it because it was what you really wanted or only because Gerardo ordered you to? And me? Were you basing it only because he had ordered you to?" She would never know. 

	-Can you smell it? -asked Alan in the next message. 

	-Yes," Gemma acknowledged honestly. The statue didn't smell like Lidia, it didn't even smell like a woman, but the memory had invoked those memories in her. 

	-What element do you think it represents? -asked the young man with the insight of a mature and experienced man. 

	He still had three elements left. Water could not be because he had seen the artificial pond as he passed by. So it could only be earth or air. 

	-Air," Gema answered, without really knowing why. Somehow, unconsciously, Lidia reminded her of freedom and chaos, like the free movement of the air, sometimes as gentle as a breeze caressing the skin, sometimes as chaotic as gusts of wind or, even worse, as destructive as a hurricane. 

	Alan didn't answer whether he got it right or not-perhaps there was no right answer; instead, he directed him to the next item. 

	Gemma obeyed, but not before turning around and taking one last look, from a distance, at the figure of the donut. 

	-And this sculpture, what do you think it corresponds to? -asked the young man, who looked more like a professor than a lover. 

	Apparently, Alan had a strange way of understanding sex and winning a woman's favor. "Strange but accurate." 

	Gemma saw two female figures, one, completely nude, the other, dressed in a transparent robe. The artist had done a great job representing transparency in a stone sculpture; their breasts, the symbol of femininity, were clearly visible. The two women are leaning against each other and are seated on a pair of oxen. Looking at the halters, with their strong legs, Gema knew that she had been right with her previous answer. Without a doubt, that sculpture represented the earth. Gema anticipated the question and communicated it to him by wasap. 

	-Are you sure? -Alan answered. 

	Gem walked around the sculpture and analyzed it carefully. Had she been hasty? "Will you punish me for a wrong answer?" she asked herself amused. "You don't know him! You don't know what he's like. You have no idea how he could punish you for any nonsense!" her little inner voice reproached her. Gemma noticed that one of the women was holding a horn. "The horn of fortune," she said to herself, pleased and relieved, though mistaken. The horn's designation is of abundance and not of fortune. The myth tells that the goat Amalthea raised Zeus with her milk and that Zeus, as a child, unintentionally broke one of her horns while playing at throwing lightning bolts. In compensation, Zeus granted the broken horn the power to give the being that possessed it everything he desired. But that, depending on the wishes of its owner, can be a fortune or a curse.  

	Gema, at that moment, did not notice that detail. Had she realized it, perhaps she would have wondered if that horn, the one that makes all the wishes of its owner come true, hid what must have been the true meaning of the sculpture for her. "There are wishes too dangerous to make them come true," Daniel would think after the fact, as he reviewed Gemma's adventure that night. 

	"I must be right. The earth means fertility and with it wealth and, therefore, fortune," said Gemma to herself, who, if she was not right, could not be told that she was wrong or that her reasoning made no sense. One of the women represents fortune, the other poetry, and the oxen represent work, surely also effort.  

	Gemma looked at the horns and wondered about the meaning. There were so many possible ones! "Daniel's horns, the poor guy! Or is he lucky? The horns of the corneador, piercing like a phallus and wounding like a spear. The two women..." He couldn't help thinking of Lydia and her. Were they both, leaning against each other, naked or half-naked, riding their cuckolds or cuckolds, or perhaps a mixture of both, a cuckold and a cuckold? 

	The fortune, however, could also symbolize Alan's wealth, a nouveau riche after inheriting from his uncle. "You want to tell me something with this?" she wondered. She was unemployed and Daniel had had to start a ladder further down the ladder than he would have preferred. 

	-Proceed to the next point," Alan told her, without waiting for her answer and without giving her any explanation. 

	Gema arrived at the sculpture of the modern Venus. Inspired by the Renaissance rather than the classical era, the imperfections - for the aesthetic ideal of our time - reminded her of it. The author of the work, Peresejo, had represented the goddess of beauty and love in a vigorous and robust form. Gema still had a splendid type, for her age, but time forgives no one and we women tend to see in ourselves more our defects than the virtues our men see in us. "What could this young man have seen in me?", Gema asked herself irremediably, seeing herself identified in the sculpture. She did not, however, ask herself the same question about her husband. Couples and habit, unfortunately, often work like that. 

	-Air," Gemma wrote to Alan, without waiting for his question. The female Torso was Lidia, no doubt. She must have been the Venus then. "Why am I remembering Lida so much, especially today?" wondered Gema. "Is it because there is something about Alan that irremediably reminds me of Gerard and that makes me think of her?" Gemma sighed. "Water, earth and fire," she added to her answer. "I adapt like water to the bowl that contains me. I am the fertile soil on which Daniel rests and in which our daughter grows. And I am passionate and destructive, even self-destructive, like fire." Fire has a bad habit of growing as it feeds. It has no limit, except that it stops burning when it has burned out all the fuel. 

	-Sit next to him and adopt his posture," Alan ordered him, without commenting on what he had written. 

	 Gema looked at the sculpture, then back at her cell phone screen and back at the sculpture. "You don't expect me to take off my raincoat and show my tits?" she asked herself scandalized. Although it was already dark, there were still people in the park. It was not only because she was embarrassed, but also because she had no intention of getting arrested for public scandal. Yes, with Gerardo she had taken erotic photos in public places, but she had felt protected by his presence. Besides, the photograph had given meaning to her nudity. She couldn't do that on her own, there! That would be undressing for the sake of undressing, showing off for the sake of showing off. 

	-Open your raincoat to reveal your garter, goddess of love," Alan invited her. 

	Gemma breathed. Indirectly, Alan had cleared the matter up for her. She didn't need to undress, just show her paw. Gem studied the sculpture. If she was a modern Venus to Alan, did that mean that the female torso in the other sculpture was Lydia? Once again, her thoughts returned to her young examiner. "I wish Alan would bring us together again!" she noted in amazement. But she had had to sever that relationship for the sake of her marriage. The young devil had become too close to Daniel and, what was worse, he to her. One man and two women... that explosive trio would have thrown everything off balance. "The situation was more unstable when you were two men and two women," a little voice reminded her. "Because you had your Gerard, of course." 

	Gemma sat down on the ground next to the stone sculpture and tried to imitate its posture. She pulled her right arm back and leaned on the ground. She put her left elbow on her left knee and arched her arm to rest her head on her knuckles. Or was she touching her mane? He turned his torso to the right and flexed his right leg. Was he okay like that? "No, I have yet to cross my feet," she answered herself. Finally, she opened the trench coat and showed the leg, all the way up, all the way to the thigh and garter and then some. "Is he watching me from somewhere?" she wondered. "If not him, maybe a friend of his. Maybe the same one as the one on the train." She looked around, but apart from a few curious glances, she saw no one really watching her. She remained motionless on the ground next to the sculpture, waiting for Alan to alert her. Gem had become a flesh-and-blood replica of the statue, a clothed replica, mind you. As she waited, she wondered if Alan had taken that detail into account when telling her which leg she should wear the garter on. It was the right leg that the modern Venus was offering to the viewer. 

	-Very good, Gema. 

	The warning sound of a new message brought Gemma out of her stillness. Nothing was as she had expected, but, deep down, that was a good thing. Gem had expected young Alan to be more direct and carnal, but he had managed to surprise her. "Daniel might like this too," she thought. For the moment, Alan had been imaginative and hadn't committed any recklessness. "Maybe he really is someone who can be trusted, despite his young age." 

	The next message told Gema where to go. She got up and wiped her raincoat with her hands. There, where it covered her bottom, some grass and dirt had gotten on it. Gemma walked along a path in the park to the next spot. It was clear what Alan wanted her to observe there, as well as the element he was referring to. In the middle of the artificial pond, on a pedestal, was the imposing figure of Neptune, unmistakable with his trident. 

	-Water, obviously," wrote Gema, anticipating. 

	The sculpture is by Manuel Fuxà and is about one hundred and forty years old. With a stern face and abundant beard and curly hair, the sculptor's work dominates the waters of the lake of Industrial Spain. His tunic, lowered to his waist, reveals his muscular body. The sculptor had managed to give realism to the figure, giving volume to the god's anatomy and movement to his clothes. 

	Gemma was reminded of Alan by the beard and muscles. "Is that what he wants, for me to identify him as a god?" she wondered as she admired the work and the surroundings. Since the first time she had met Alan at a birthday party for his uncle, the boy had muscled noticeably. He wasn't a bodybuilder, nor did he need to be. Nor was he a god.  

	"What if he wants you to identify him with a god? With your god?" an inner voice asked him. "Isn't that worse than you identifying a god with him?"  

	What was he up to? Was he crazy? Was he suffering from delusions of grandeur? Gema's doubts crept in again. "I'm not going to worship him as a god, if that's what he intends," she said to herself.  

	"Water," his inner voice chided him. "You adapt like water to the bowl that holds it. He is going to be your bowl now. Will you adapt to what he asks of you, just as you did with Gerard?"  

	"Just like I did with Daniel," Gemma replied to her inner voice.  

	Is it crazy to have a mental dialogue and hear one's own voice? Apparently, there are people who do not have or do not perceive this mental dialogue, while there are others who even hear their own voices in their heads with different degrees of realism and details; some only hear ideas and concepts, others even hear their own accent or think in multiple languages, depending on the context and tone of the conversation. 

	"I became a hot wife because he wanted me to. I was just fine without all this."  

	He had been, but now he was no longer. She had tasted the forbidden fruit and could no longer return to the placid, comfortable, yet boring paradise. She had tasted the drug and now she was addicted to it. She wasn't doing it all for Daniel, even if Gema liked to use it as an argument to shield herself from having to acknowledge her own lust.  

	"Water. Soft and refreshing. Vital. But potentially destructive," he mused, sweeping his gaze across the stillness of the lake and stopping at the mighty Neptune.  

	The god of the seas has that power: he can churn the waters until he sinks any ship, he can even wear away the most solid rock and create cracks in it. What was she getting herself into, really? And why, despite the obvious risks, was she seduced by the idea of bringing another man into her life - into their lives, hers and Daniel's - and submitting to the desires of a quasi-stranger? 

	-As soon as you finish reading this message, put on your mask and kneel down, right where you are. I know you will know how to do it. Just do it and wait. 

	"He's not a god," Gemma said to herself. 

	Despite his words, Gemma put on her mask and knelt at the edge of the pool, facing the mighty Neptune. Kneeling, legs spread, she sat back on her heels, her back straight, and placed her hands on her thighs, palms up. As she half-opened her mouth, she felt a tingling in her stomach and a pressure on her chest, unsettling but pleasant at the same time. It was the posture called Nadú. She had never rehearsed that position with Gerardo, neither that nor really any other regulated positions in the BDSM world. He had made her dance for him, he had made her masturbate for him, he had made her rub herself with his foot... The only regulated act Gerardo had done with her had been to put the collar on her, that and the signing of the contract, although it had been formulated as a labor contract -with special services- instead of a contract between Master and slave. But he had never been her Master, not with those three letters; he had always been her Boss. His death had been painful, so much so that Gema had shied away from starting another extramarital relationship. If it were only about sex, it would have been easier, but in her case, feelings always came to the surface. Actually, that was what made the relationship interesting. Just plain sex, without any sentimental connection is boring, at least for her. Despite refusing to start another relationship, Gema had been secretly informing herself, without Daniel's knowledge, about the BDSM world. The more she read, the more she got scared... and excited. She had dreamed of adopting the Nadu position with someone. Dreaming, supposedly, is free and doesn't hurt. What she hadn't imagined was kneeling like that in a public place. 

	"He's not a god, yet you want him to be your god?" a little voice chided him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I can think of many things I would like to do to her," she assured Alan, in the hope that he would allow it, someday. She deserved it! Both she and Gemma deserved it. She, for how she was helping Alan and Gema, for what she had done, or rather, for what she hadn't done: contact her. "I would punish you and love you. I would hurt you and I would comfort you," she told Gema in thought. Acting on "Gerard's orders," Lidia had given her pleasure and caused Gema pain. She had enjoyed both, they both had. "I would cause you pain, even if I then kissed your skin where I would have caused it. I want you to feel it with the same intensity as the pain you have caused me. And then I will kiss you to comfort you." But for the moment, she had to settle for collaborating with Alan, participating from a distance in Gemma's humiliation and... perverting her daughter. "One way or another, it will hurt," Lidia vowed to him. 

	-I'm sure of that," Alan replied sincerely, even with a hint of admiration. He liked Lydia, but not as his partner. She was a broken toy, albeit a very useful one. But he, as a partner, wanted to break his own toy to remake it to suit himself. His uncle had largely succeeded with Gemma, and Alan planned to keep breaking and putting that toy back together. But his real project was another, a more pristine one, for the moment. "Vicky has the same potential as her mother," Alan said to himself, thinking of his girlfriend rather than Lidia, "but it's all still to be done with her, fortunately." 

	-You shouldn't let him do that," warned Lidia, after reviewing in detail the batch of photos Alan had sent her. 

	-What? -asked Alan. He tried to hide his absent-mindedness. Lidia had brought him out of his reverie. 

	-Doesn't she wear a bitch's tail? 

	-Yes, of course. -Alan had no doubt that he was still wearing it. 

	-Well, you can't see it! -Lidia reproached him. It should be peeking out from under the raincoat. 

	-I beg your pardon? -Part of Alan's mind was still thinking about Vicky and he had trouble understanding what Lidia was referring to. "Mother is a way to get to daughter and daughter is a way to get to mother. Mother and daughter," he mused. "Get over it, man!" 

	-In the photo from behind," Lidia began to explain. The posture is perfect. But she should pull up her raincoat so that at least a little bit of her tail is visible. She seems to want to hide it. You shouldn't let her hide the fact that she's a slut! It's a small detail, but it's significant. 

	-Mm-mm," nodded Alan, who was still distracted. The last thing on his mind at the moment was the slutty tail. He had more important things to plan. He needed to get a handle on the impending next steps. And in the medium term, he had to prepare how to explain to Vicky that he was fucking her mother and how to inform Gema that he was fucking her daughter. He had several ideas on the matter, but he didn't yet have a determined plan. "We'll see how things evolve," he said to himself. "What does it matter to me right now about the slutty tail? The important thing is that she obeyed me and that she's wearing it." 

	-It's important," Lidia insisted. She's testing you. If you don't pay attention to that detail, if you don't punish her, she will be disappointed. -It was not clear if her advice was sincere or if it was the result of her desire to take revenge and punish Gema. Lidia herself would not have been able to tell. 

	-You're right," Alan replied, analyzing the photos on his cell phone. He was impressed with himself, with what he was achieving, and, to tell the truth, with Gemma as well. He had left it up to her to kneel as she wished and Gema had done it exquisitely. Alan had thought about ordering her into a certain position, but then, with Lidia's help, had concluded that it was better for Gemma to give free rein to her fantasies. That way she could get to know them and appreciate them. It was always better for them to indulge, although with Gemma he had had to make the exception of blackmailing her. "But I gave her a choice and this is what she has chosen," he said to himself in wonder. "A lot is expected of me." Alan was not one to doubt himself, but sometimes the titanic task ahead made him hesitate. -Lidia! -he suddenly exclaimed, "I have to leave you. Daniel is calling me. I'll talk to you later. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What do you want? -Alan said to Daniel, a bit annoyed, because he had a lot of things to do and he had to control every detail. Couldn't Daniel understand that? However, dealing with him was one of the things he had to do. Gema is fine," he tried to smooth things over. She's taken a walk in the park, that's all. 

	-Park? What park? -asked Daniel. He sounded almost hysterical. He was a nervous wreck, but that's understandable in his situation. Or was it? 

	-A park next to the station," Alan explained patiently. I'll send you the tour. So you can find out what... 

	-What did he do? -Daniel cut him off. It was normal that she didn't trust him. What wasn't normal was that she allowed the cocky, cocky youngster to blackmail them like that. "Why did I let her go," Daniel lamented. But was it really in his power to forbid Gemma anything - what have you done to her? 

	-I have given him the opportunity to meditate. 

	-Meditate? Meditate, what? -asked Daniel. He was still upset. 

	-I was going to send you a picture, but I'm not going to. If you saw it, I'm sure you would understand. I understand that you're nervous. In fact, you should be. But that doesn't justify you calling me and bombarding me with questions like that. I know you can do better. Or are you going to call me and ask me when I have my cock in your wife's pussy or mouth? Or in her ass? Mmm. I haven't decided which little hole I'm going to use yet. Maybe all of them. Do you want me to answer your questions and calm you down while I fuck her? Or would you rather I do it while a friend of mine fucks her? 

	Silence fell. Alan added no further provocation and Daniel held on so as not to be the one to break the awkward silence. In that game he was good. "First one to move and try his hand at the revolver loses," Daniel reminded himself, imagining the scene like a cowboy duel from western movies. 

	-You bastard! -He finally exclaimed, after a long and tortuous silence, that inexperienced boy had beaten him, at least in that fight, at least that time. 

	-I am, Daniel," Alan acknowledged. "And you can't imagine how much! You'll see when you find out. He suppressed a chuckle, "Did you like the train picture? 

	-Did you like it? -Daniel replied. Bernat had sent it to him, he'd received it first! If Alan had it, it was thanks to him! How dare he put it as if it was all his fault? 

	-Very much so," admitted Alan, with a smile from ear to ear. He avoided telling him that, if Bernat had taken that photo and if he had sent it to him, it was thanks to him; Daniel had only acted as an intermediary. But he didn't tell him that; it was obvious and unnecessary to remind Daniel. Daniel may have been an asshole for allowing all that, but he wasn't exactly intellectually impaired. To underestimate him, to treat him like a fool, now that would be a real provocation. "He's a genius, in his own way," she admitted to him. Few men are capable of giving their women that freedom, of giving them what they need, or at least allowing others to give it to them. They are not to be reproached for that, quite the contrary, they are to be admired for it. "But I am to mine and I will prove it to her." The hard part is dealing with Gema and Daniel at the same time. Although they feed back on each other, they consume a lot of energy. "Gema claims me in her own way. Daniel in his," she told herself, remembering that her uncle had failed at that. He had ignored Daniel at first and then, in the end, had tried to separate them. He would not make that same mistake. "You were foolish, Uncle. You didn't see the potential of the whole. You saw only the woman. I don't blame you because Gemma blinded you. She is brilliant. But didn't you see that Daniel is in his own way?" Alan had plans for Daniel, too. But all that, handling Gem one way and Daniel another, took time and energy. Again, the task he had set himself seemed titanic, almost beyond his reach. "Almost." But the challenges motivated him. "I need Daniel to be entertained, to do what I want to do with Vicky." Yes, that was absolutely necessary. "And I need Vicky to see her father for what he is, so I can do with her what I want."-Enjoy the train picture. I was going to send you the ones from the park, but you're going to have to settle for the ride," she repeated to Daniel. He understood that he had called him, but Daniel had to understand that his behavior had and would continue to have consequences. I have marked the points of interest where Gema has been meditating. You have Google. I wonder if you'll come to the same conclusions she has. You'll be able to compare notes with her, although I doubt she'll remember what she thought at the time, after I do what I'm going to do to her. -Alan tried to appear poised, but the reality was that he didn't have it all his own way. Treating Daniel like that was the conclusion he and Lidia had come to, after reading everything they had been able to read about the couple and after Lidia had added her invaluable opinion, based on the real experience she had had with them. 

	-You're a pig! -Daniel insulted him. It wasn't usual for him to use so many exclamations, but he was finding it hard to control himself. Alan was dangerous and uncontrollable, but, above all, he was very upset about Bernat and the hundred euros. I'm going to cancel it! -he assured Alan. 

	-No, you won't," the young man replied with unusual calm. Actually, his heart was racing and he wasn't calm at all, but he managed not to show it. After all, he had had time to prepare for it. But I'll tell you what I'm going to do. Alan had understood what Daniel meant, but he hadn't believed his threat. Of course, Daniel could do it. He could call the man, insult him, threaten her or persuade him not to come to the meeting and the man probably wouldn't do it. He'd already had his fling and, even if he was horny, he wouldn't be horny enough to get in trouble. But the man wasn't essential to her plans. 

	-I'm going to tell Bernat not to go," Daniel unnecessarily clarified to Alan. He was still settled in his bravado. 

	-Bernat, huh? Funny, I didn't even know his name," Alan replied, playing down the fact that he didn't know the name of the person who was going to fuck his girl, the wife of the man he was talking to on the phone, for a fee. Evidently, Daniel did care and had found out her name, already on the first or maybe the second call. "Or on a third, if there had been one." Alan shook his head, amused. "Without intending to, I didn't pay attention to the name. It was a glitch, but I just have too much on my mind. Fortunately, in the end it worked out for the best! The gods are smiling on me. Fortuna is on my side. Who was the Greek goddess of chance?" "No, you won't," he repeated. And Bernat won't be the last. Do you remember my uncle's plans to make her work in a whorehouse? It wasn't a bluff, Daniel. He was really working on it. And I have his contacts. Gema will end up doing it for me. -Alan knew exactly what tormented Daniel the most and why. Hadn't he and Silvestre rehearsed the poker game with the payment for Gema's services? The books didn't say, but it wasn't difficult to conclude that it had been Daniel's doing. Those harmless services in exchange for a tip were not the same as working, punctually, in a brothel. But there was a sexual fantasy there that could be exploited, whether it finally came true or not. You should see the picture of the park, Daniel," Alan said to Daniel, reminding him that by teasing him like that he had missed seeing it, at least for the moment. It's self-explanatory. 

	With that sincere sentence, Alan hung up the phone, leaving Daniel speechless, or perhaps open-mouthed. Next, as promised, he sent him the map of the route he had mapped out for Gemma. He sighed. Now he had to update Lidia and consult with her. "I don't have time, I can't be at everything," he lamented. "But I need to be, to get it right. Either it comes out perfect or it doesn't work." 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XII - Poseidon 

	  

	"Happiness often sneaks through a door you didn't know you left open."- John Barrymore 

	  

	Gema was startled when she felt a hand on her mamola. She had not heard that man -or woman- arrive. She had heard different noises, she had heard people passing near her, murmurs, whispers, giggles... but the unexpected contact had surprised her. Perhaps, after her initial state of alertness, after kneeling in that posture, she had wandered and her mind had gotten lost somewhere. She had begun to feel that inexplicable trance-like sensation that had assaulted her for the first time with Luis Alberto and, subsequently, several times with Gerardo. Anyone who has not experienced it cannot understand it. 

	"Is that you?" asked Gema, but she dared not utter a word. Was it Alan? At last? 

	The hand left her mamola. In return, she felt it slip through the neckline of her trench coat. There, she found what she wanted. The hand grabbed the handle of her bitch leash, pulled and forced her to stand up. 

	Gemma was grateful for the relief for her knees. She had been there for a long time - how long, really? - kneeling there and the chinas had dug into her skin.  

	Her owner did not allow her to wipe her knees to get rid of the annoying pebbles. He pulled the leash and forced her to follow him. 

	Suddenly, he stopped and Gemma bumped into him. She was still wearing the mask. It was strange to be blinded and have to trust... Who? She remembered Alan being taller and sturdier. She wanted to tear the mask from her eyes, but restrained herself. A part of her was still in that trance-like state and, in fact, she wanted to go deeper into that underworld, into the submissive subspace. 

	The man, boy or whoever he was kept holding her leash. She could feel it on her neck by the way he kept the short leash taut. She felt a hand on her belly. It must have been the free hand of... that person. And something hard and relatively bulky bumped against her mons pubis. Using only one hand, the person had a hard time unbuckling the belt that held his trench coat closed, but finally succeeded. The two parts of the trench coat parted. How much, Gema could not tell. Enough for her tits to show, enough for someone to see her sex. The... the person reached between her legs and checked her wetness. As he did so, again the thing bumped into her, this time with her thighs. The person continued to touch her down there.  

	Gema moaned. It was hard not to. She had been aroused since before she left home, even since the night before and even earlier. And the experience on the train hadn't helped to lower her libido. If anything, it had made her analyze those sculptures, but that had excited her on another level, intellectually. And her body, if it had mellowed a bit with the intellect entertained, had been turned on by the thought of Lydia. Worshipping Neptune, in anticipation of all that he would do to her had been the climax. Gemma couldn't help but wish that hand would keep rubbing her down there. Unconsciously, she wiggled her hips in response to the movement of the hand. "I need to cum." She didn't need to verbalize it in her mind; her body was already expressing it differently. She had already forgotten about that hard thing bumping against her thighs. 

	-Ohh!" moaned Gemma, not caring at that moment that she didn't know exactly where she was or who was watching her. Nor did she care who the hand belonged to. "Almost. A little more," she said to herself, licking herself, literally and figuratively, in anticipation of her impending orgasm. 

	-Put this on," the monster told her. It wasn't a person, it was a monster for having stopped rubbing her clitoris just at that moment! The monster hit Gemma's belly with that hard object, forcing her to grab it with her hands. 

	Gema tried not to look too much like a bitch in heat, pushed her urgent sexual needs aside and held the object to her head. It was a motorcycle helmet. The monster helped her adjust it. What had become clear was that this monster was not Alan. That was not his voice. "Alan is not the monster. Does that reassure you?" a little voice inside asked. "Alan is not the monster, he is not that monster, but he is a monster," another little voice joined his torture. Who was that person? Judging by his voice, he sounded young. Was he a friend of Alan's? "Monsters walk among monsters," his little voice continued the theme. Was it the boy on the train? Surely, it had to be! 

	The boy pulled on the leash and Gemma followed, barely a step behind him.  

	"Where is he taking me?" wondered Gema. "At least, with the helmet, no one will recognize me," she said, trying to reassure herself. "And that reassures you?" her annoying little voice questioned her. "Wherever I take you with the helmet so that you won't be recognized, it's because it's very necessary that no one does." Who could recognize her? Who who knew her - and did so from that little world, from that other life of hers - would be shocked to see her doing whatever it was they had planned for her? "Manolo, Dídac... they've all already seen me naked and know what I look like," she said to herself. "Dídac doesn't know, he doesn't know everything, unless Gerardo told him," her little voice kept nagging him. 

	Gema walked behind the boy like an obedient little dog. She still wore the mask under her helmet and did not know where they were going or who else was around them. Besides, the helmet attenuated sounds and her sense of smell. Her head felt heavy and it wasn't just the weight of the helmet. A gust of wind woke her up. The coolness had awakened her. The wind had ripped open her raincoat and flapped it like a flag. Gemma covered herself without thinking, at least consciously, of the possible consequences, but her little voice inside, the one from her subconscious, took care to remind her: "You'd be disappointed if I didn't retaliate for that, wouldn't you?" 

	The coolness and the small oscillations of the ground she was stepping on made Gema think that they were passing over some kind of footbridge over the pond. She desperately tried to get her bearings, but there were only two ways to do it: take off her helmet and mask or ask. Neither option seemed appropriate. It was one thing to make a minor infraction, the result of carelessness or a reflex action, and another to behave in a liberally counter-scripted way. It had gone that far. Now she wanted to see what Alan had in store for her. Of course, she couldn't be sure if she would actually get to see it.... 

	The monster turned out to be a gentleman, took Gemma's hand and helped her down some stairs. It was already difficult in heels, deprived of sight would have been impossible without his help. 

	-Don't you have any coins? -asked the boy. 

	Was he making fun of her? She had nothing on her except her cell phone, her ID and a box of condoms. 

	-Do you think the guard would open the barrier for us if you paid him in kind? 

	Watchman? Barrier? 

	Finally, the smell of the place they were in filtered through the helmet. "It smells like cars. Soot and tires. It's a parking lot!" acknowledged Gema. "Do you want me to... to let you out for free?" she wondered incredulously. Had she fallen so low, and especially so soon? 

	Gema heard the clink of coins and listened to the sound of the cashier. The boy had taken her for a ride! Gema sighed in relief. She knew he had been teasing her, but she hadn't had it all her own way. "The helmet so the watchman won't "recognize" me," she had tried to explain. But it had been a mere bad joke. 

	The boy pulled on the leash and Gema followed him. She bumped into him again when he stopped unexpectedly. 

	-Where could they go like that, anyway? The boy slipped his hands down her trench coat and pulled her to him. He groped her at his pleasure, his own mainly, and lingered fascinated on the tail. 

	Did Alan know that, that the boy would touch her like that? Was that part of his plan? Gemma let herself be done. "For God's sake, we're in a parking lot! There'll be surveillance cameras everywhere!" protested one of her inner voices. "In parking lots there are dark places," she retorted.  

	The boy felt her ass, then stroked her back. His hands were everywhere. 

	-Look how you turn me on! -said the boy. He took his hand out from under his trench coat, grabbed Gema's hand and put it on his crotch. 

	Gema felt the bulge, he had a hard-on and she hadn't even touched it! She felt his cock and balls over his leather pants. It was normal for Gerardo to get turned on by her. But that he would make a young man this horny, never ceased to fascinate her. "With the young girls he must have at his fingertips!" she marveled. "And what do you know?" her nagging little voice interjected. "Maybe he's ugly, very ugly, a deadbeat who..." For once, Gema managed to silence her inner voice. Sometimes she succeeded, but unfortunately it wasn't something that lasted. Handsome, ugly... one had to abstract from that! Besides, Alan was handsome and soon she would be with him. 

	The boy continued to explore his body with both hands. Alan's permission or not, he was determined to take advantage of the situation. Due to the groping, the raincoat ended up opening almost all the way and Gemma's breasts were exposed. Greedily, the boy squeezed them. The little complex that Gema had had about her breasts after breastfeeding had disappeared with the operation that Gerardo had given her (more accurate would be to say negotiated). Now she knew they were appetizing, perhaps too appetizing. Hungry, the boy took a nipple in his mouth and sucked on it. 

	-Mmmm," he made, as if it were a Christmas candy. 

	-The bastard had bitten her! Instinctively, Gemma slapped him. Even blind she had managed to hit him square in the face. The ensuing PLAF was as loud as the scream that had preceded it. 

	The boy turned away from her and held his cheek, surprised and indignant. Or maybe he didn't. Obviously, Gemma had no way of knowing, but she figured as much. 

	-I'm sorry," the boy stammered, embarrassed. He had made a pass at her. She didn't belong to him; if anything, she belonged to Alan and he hadn't given him permission to grope her, let alone bite her. He had done it to take advantage of the situation, but he had been carried away by enthusiasm and a misunderstanding of how to treat a woman, submissive or not. Come with me, please. I have to take you to him. -The boy tied her raincoat, took her hand and guided her carefully and respectfully. 

	-The cat has paws! -exclaimed the boy, admiringly. I like her. We're going to have a great time," he assured her. He grabbed the nipple between his thumb and forefinger, squeezed and twisted it, making Gemma moan in pain. This is a tiny foretaste of what awaits you," he warned. I'll make you pay for the slap, but all in good time. Now I have to take you to him. -He grabbed the collar and tugged her unceremoniously, making her stumble after him, her trench coat open and her breasts swaying like the udders of a milk cow. 

	Which of these two versions is true, we leave it to the reader to guess or, better yet, to decide for himself. Perhaps neither version is true and what really happened is somewhere in between. "To the taste of the consumer", as they say. What is certain is that Gemma, either by the hand or by the leash, walked with the boy or behind him to his next test. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel looked at the map of his wife's tour that Alan had sent him. He could see that it was the Parque de la España Industrial, but the monuments at the marked points of interest told him nothing. What obscenity had the perverse Alan done with his wife at those points? Surely this was not a tourist route! The nonsense and uncertainty was worse than an explicit photo of his wife. He was tempted to call Gema, but he didn't. He hadn't even done that with Gerardo. He had not done so with either Gerardo or, of course, Silvestre, and he would not do so now, even though he found the inexperienced but insultingly assertive Alan's plan incomprehensible in a highly disturbing way. "Damn spoiled rich kid!" cursed Daniel, trying to see some sense in it all. "If anyone can make sense of it, it's me, if it makes any sense at all," Daniel tried to cheer himself up once more to clear up the mystery. Alan had planned that tour for a reason, but why? Or was he pulling his leg? His behavior didn't fit with what he expected of him. "Either he's pulling my leg or he's really twisted," she said to herself. "Or both." 

	Daniel put aside the map, Google and Wikipedia. He hadn't quite cracked the riddle, but he hadn't given up yet. Perhaps the enlightening idea would come to him later. He returned, instead, to the photos he had of the train, the self-portrait of Gemma in the toilet of the carriage that Alan had sent him and the photo that Bernat had sent him and that Daniel, in turn, had had to forward to his jailer, Alan. He looked closely at the selfie. He felt admiration at seeing his wife naked. 

	-How beautiful she is! -he exclaimed in admiration. 

	Surely Daniel is not the best person to judge Gemma's beauty objectively, but the real question is why did he look at the photo that way, with those eyes, and not the same way when he had her naked and live in front of him? Why did Daniel find her more beautiful when he knew she was getting ready for another man than when he had her at home for him every day? Why did he look at every detail now, again, but not when the days were routine? Logically, the beauty should be the same. Was it the attraction that varied? 

	Daniel continued to admire that picture of his naked wife, on her way to meet another man. "Of a deified lad!" Gemma, despite the cramped washroom and the anti-sensual surroundings, had managed to get a very erotic (and if not erotic, highly explosive) photo of herself. Or was it her eyes that were seeing her like that? "No wonder they're all attracted to you," Daniel told her. Despite the distance, in some esoteric way, they were always mentally connected. He was almost certain that Gemma had heard his thoughts. It wasn't (just) the beauty of her body; it was the attitude. "Provocatively embarrassing, despite the obvious boldness," he acknowledged. Gemma had used the toilet mirror to take the self-portrait. Somehow, she had managed to be seen full-length, at least from her thighs to her head. It constituted recklessness to send that photo to the young blackmailer, but didn't she have other, more compromising photos? "Even videos!", Daniel reminded himself. Gemma was wearing the accessories of her submission, the collar with the leash and the anal plug with the slutty tail. "I proposed to Silvestre about the anal plugs, but the tail was Gerardo's idea," Daniel acknowledged. "And it was good." She was missing the cat ears that Gerardo had sometimes made her wear. Half turned, you could see her thick, fluffy tail peeking out from under her buttocks and the short thong dangling between her breasts. "The breasts given to her by Gerard and now inherited by her nephew," she reproached herself. "I should never have let him pay for them, let alone let him choose them!" They were a permanent mark. Gerard had died, but the breasts remained. Gerard had died, but his nephew had taken the baton. "And soon he'll grab her breasts, he'll grab them, he'll suck them, he'll..."  

	Daniel felt how his heart had raced. His hand had instinctively gone to his privates, but had come across the chastity cage. "And now he'll have my key," he lamented, more with fascination than sadness. "Gem will hand it over to him. We will both belong to him." Fascination gave way to terror and a shiver ran through her body. It was a dangerous game. Blackmail always is. "We should have denounced in the first moment, no matter what the consequences!" The reproach was directed at Gemma, but he was just as guilty for letting her do it. "She needs a strong man and, since I'm not one, she's looking for one elsewhere. I'm not strong with her, not in that way, because she doesn't want me to be. And maybe because I'm not good for it." 

	"Tell the truth!", Gema had told him. "Deep down, you prefer to observe rather than to do, you prefer to react rather than to act." 

	His wife was right, at least in part. But life is not that simple and there are contradictions that mathematical logic would forbid. Daniel was fascinated by losing control as much as he was terrified of it. He loved watching as much as he loved planning. 

	He looked again at his wife's breasts. "Gerard has chosen them," he said to himself again. He said it to himself often, when he saw them swaying or bulging under her blouse, or when he held them in his hands and kissed them.  

	Daniel still remembered certain scenes from his adolescence. He remembered one of his first slow dances. He had danced at the disco with a friend of his brother's, a hairdresser who was seven years older than him and had many centimeters of pectoral girth. Her breasts were huge, really, and he had felt them in his stomach while dancing with her. It had been very exciting, both for the breasts and for dancing with a girl much more experienced than he was. He remembered also another girl from the gang of friends that his gang of cronies hung out with. The girl had a particular beauty, but for some reason, Daniel was turned on by her. Her breasts were very small, but Daniel always pictured her in a dress with a button front and imagined opening them up and down or even ripping them right off. There was something about those little breasts that he had never gotten to see or touch that had attracted him. Then he remembered another girl, gorgeous, whom he had come to kiss and touch. She aspired to be a singer by profession. They had looked at each other all night, without speaking. Then he had bumped into her in the hallway on his way back from the obligatory visit to Mr. Roca and they had finally struck up a conversation. She had told him it was her birthday and had asked him what he was going to give her. Daniel had replied that he was giving her a kiss and she had accepted his gift. And so, unexpectedly, he had kissed her. Daniel had been surprised and fascinated, not by her flirting skills, but by the girl's ways, as sexual as a boy. It was obvious that she was more experienced than he was. But Daniel had managed to do a good job with her in the car. He hadn't gotten to have penetrative sex with her because, as we said, it would be Gema who would deflower him. But he had kissed her, he had fondled her breasts, he had sucked them... and she had cum from that alone! Although Gema won't like to read it, Daniel still remembers her, not out of love, but out of admiration for her sexuality. 

	Daniel had read that the journalist and writer Juan Del Val, husband of television personality Nuria Roca, a technical architect by training but a presenter by profession, didn't care about breasts. It was not the part of the female anatomy that Juan most appreciated, and that is something that is incomprehensible to Daniel. "He says that because his wife's breasts are ugly," Daniel had said to himself when he read that. He had seen Nuria in her topless on the beach. Surely it was the paparazi's fault, who had taken the photo treacherously. The human body is the way it is and without the right lighting, in the wrong posture, even the most beautiful is ugly. The opposite is also true: the ugliest, externally, can be beautiful, if portrayed with love and care. Nuria's, Daniel recalled, were too small for the width of her straight shoulders. "Beauty is a matter of proportion and sensuality of attitude," he had been told. Attitude can hardly be portrayed in a treacherous photo, though sometimes they capture it best. Silvestre had proved it. 

	The bad thing about letting Gerard choose his wife's breasts was not the choice he had made, but the fact that he had made it. Gema's breasts had increased considerably in size, although, fortunately, without becoming monstrous. "Tit that hand does not cover is not tit, but udder," she said to herself, reciting an old saying. Between huge breasts and almost flat breasts, Daniel is one of the men who prefers the latter, as long as they are in harmony with the rest of the body. There are studies that say that men who are more insecure, financially and psychologically, tend to prefer large breasts, because, supposedly, they unconsciously identify them with abundance. Daniel's (and his wife's) financial situation was not good, but he still preferred not so big breasts. Maybe some two-bit psychologist could deduce that Mr. del Val doesn't give a damn about finances. Good for him, if so (good for the psychologist and good for Juan). Gerardo had not gone too far, fortunately, although, between the two extremes, the ones he had given Gema tended to be large. As for the shape, they tended to give away that they were artificial. 

	"Slutty breasts," Gerard had explained to her once in private, one of the few times he had deigned to have a moderately long conversation with Daniel. It had happened on their trip to the Canary Islands, where Daniel, as a servant, had accompanied the couple, his wife and her lover, on their vacation. That trip, as Gema had intended, had served to iron out the differences and to include Daniel more actively in their games, if that could be called a game. "Why put breasts on her, if not to let everyone know that they are false breasts?", Gerardo had told her. "I have tried to let everyone know how lustful she is and I assure you that I have succeeded. Do you think Tiburcio hasn't noticed?" Tiburcio was Gerardo's partner in the company. There was a deep enmity between the two and Daniel did not understand at the time, nor did he still understand, what Gerardo had intended by that. It was impossible that it was in Gerardo's best interest for his partner to suspect his special relationship with his employee and how he paid her for her services! It certainly wasn't in Gema's best interest. In fact, upon Gerardo's death she had been dismissed outright. "Everyone will know she's a whore, but they'll know she's my whore!", Gerardo had boasted. And no one could argue with him. 

	"Everyone will know," Daniel recalled those unusually provocative and profane words to Gerard. "I'll know. I'll know - and Alan knew instantly." 

	Everyone would know, including Gema. After the breast augmentation, her level of lust, always directed towards Gerard, had increased considerably. After breastfeeding, she had had a certain complex about her breasts. Mother Nature punishes mothers harshly and unjustly. And he had done nothing to remedy this. Quite the contrary, Daniel, if anything, had fed that complex. "It's my fault," he admitted. Gemma had punished him, agreeing to let Gerard pay for the operation and select the implants. Daniel felt his cock trying to get hard inside the chastity device. Obviously, he didn't succeed. He had enlarged the photo and fondled the breasts on his cell phone screen. Between huge and small, Daniel preferred them small, which didn't mean that he didn't like Gemma's. They weren't huge, but they were bigger than average. And their shape was unmistakably of... "Slutty," he said to himself once again, fascinated. "In perfect harmony with her shoulders and her attitude," he had to admit. 

	For Daniel, this term is not pejorative. Although it may seem the opposite, for him it is a compliment. Daniel has always been disturbed by strong women who take control of their sexuality, without hiding or repressing themselves. They have always disturbed and fascinated him. And he had managed to awaken that woman in Gemma. His wife had probably always had it in her, but she hadn't been that way at the beginning and during long years of marriage. Nor had she needed to be. In the beginning, romance and passion are intense enough to make you forget everything else, but over time it may not be enough. He had succeeded, even at the cost of the one who would take the most advantage of it being other men. "No, not us men, no. Her," he told himself with satisfaction. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema grabbed the biker's waist and pressed herself against him. The boy, perhaps in response to the slap she had received, had not let her fasten the belt of her raincoat properly. The wind produced by the speed of the motorcycle waved it like a flag and threatened to tear it from her body. Better hold seemed to have the slutty tail; anchored to his anus, it billowed along with the trench coat. "I'm putting on a nice show for whoever is riding behind us," he said to himself, trying to abstract himself from the sensation of speed.  

	Gema liked motorcycles as much as they terrified her. As a teenager, she had often ridden with her father. Her father had a chopper bike (which he still has, although he hardly rides it anymore). Styled to mimic a Harley-Davidson, it was a touring bike, best enjoyed at low speeds. The curves on country roads gave enough of a giddy sensation, even at moderate speeds. The aesthetics of the bike had fascinated her, as had the wind in her face, with the retro-style helmet without a visor, squeezing against her father and feeling safe despite the vertigo, and the smell of leather from the saddlebags and her father's jacket. She had never ridden the bike, though as a child she had ridden up front with him, between the handlebars and his belly, and probably never would. Everything had been fine, until one day, with her in the back of the pack, they had almost had an accident. Since then, she had become afraid of motorcycles, although her fascination with their aesthetics continued. 

	But the boy's bike wasn't a chopper. It looked more like a racing bike. Gema was still blind, with the mask under her helmet, so she had only been able to deduce the shape of the bike by feel and by how she had had to get on it. The boy, a real gentleman, had helped her to ride. In exchange for his kind help, he had groped Gema's body, who, trying not to fall off balance on the bike, clinging with both hands to the saddle, had been unable to do anything to prevent it. 

	"There's a baton," the boy had informed her, as he touched her to make sure she was sitting properly. "I hope I win it." 

	"A truncheon of what?", Gemma had wondered, more concerned with not falling over than tolerating his prurient paws on her body or listening to his nonsensical babbling. 

	"We guys have been betting on how wet the seat of the bike will get," he had explained to her, even though Gemma hadn't even uttered the question. "You better not let me down," he had told her, as he continued to rub her.  

	With Gemma holding on to the handles of the rear saddle, the boy had taken the opportunity to touch her to his heart's content. His hands had once again roamed over her breasts, fascinated by their weight and firmness. "Did Alan tell her I had them done? Did he tell her the story?" she had wondered. With her arms back, clutching at the handles, she had felt helpless as she had when Gerard cuffed her hands behind her back. Then she had moved down her belly until she found her clitoris and had amused herself with the magic little button. "I should give him another slap," Gema had said to herself. She was sure the boy was acting on his own, without Alan's permission. But there would have been no point in slapping him, since he had already put on his helmet. Gemma had been able to sense this because the timbre of his voice had changed. However, the real reason for not giving him his well-deserved slap may have been that, holding on to the handles, she felt handcuffed. 

	Next, the boy had roared the bike unnecessarily and had accelerated to full throttle, leaving half a wheel on the parking lot floor. Obviously, he had had to stop at the barrier, but he had accelerated again, as if he thought that would improve his chances of winning the bet. Gema was clinging to his waist, despite how the boy had treated her earlier. It was the only way to feel a glimmer of security, at the speed she was driving, dodging cars with left and right turns. Not being able to see increased the feeling of speed and the fear of being thrown off balance. That was worse than the near-accident she and her father had had, although, of course, she hadn't traveled half-naked or blind with him. 

	"The boys," Gemma remembered. "He used the plural. Oh, God, what's in store for me?" She hadn't realized it until that moment, but her purse was missing. Clutching it, it was obvious she didn't have it on her. Either she had previously stowed it in some hidden compartment of the bike - but for that she had had to run from the station to the parking lot and from there to the park - or else that boy was not the one on the train, but another one. "An additional one." What were they going to do with her? Horrified, Gemma remembered the news of the packs that had abused, even raped girls. Were the boys Alan's pack? Was that boy a friend of Alan's? Now that she thought about it, how could she know if this boy was a friend of Alan's? At no time had she ever told him about him! She had simply trusted that... But what if he had simply seen her there, kneeling there like a good submissive, and had taken advantage of the situation. What if it had nothing to do with Alan? What if he was kidnapping her? "But he said he had to take me to HIM," she reminded herself, trying to control her panic. "But HIM, what if Alan isn't 'him'? What if 'he' is the leader of his pack? What if he said 'him' because he knows that for all submissives there is a HIM and he's taken advantage of that to confuse me?" But no, impossible! He had said that they had done a club. That meant they knew about her beforehand. They could only know about it from Alan. She breathed a little easier. "But what if he saw you kneeling there and called his gang to warn them of an easy victim and they gambled right then and there?" intruded on her thoughts her annoying little voice from her subconscious, the one that liked to torture her. "What if Alan is actually desperately looking for you? With the noise of the bike and the wind, you must not have been able to hear the cell phone" The cell phone! Fortunately, she had activated sharing her location with him. If he was looking for her, he would easily find her and come to her rescue! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Mom's not coming to dinner? -Vicky asked her father. She had prepared a small dinner for three. Manuel, as she already knew, had not been able to come from Barcelona to see her. He was studying and had things to do. Vicky understood. He was already making enough effort to come to see her every other weekend. Layla hadn't been able to meet her either. That had been unexpected, since Vicky had counted on going out with her friend in the absence of her boyfriend. She missed Manuel and when he wasn't around, Layla was her comfort. But he had told her that he also had to study. Vicky understood: it must not be easy to work and study. She didn't know how Layla managed it. She admired her for her independence. She had left her parents' comfortable nest early, while she continued to live with them. "Layla," he said to himself, smiling. Lidia was Layla to her parents, so much so that even Vicky had grown accustomed to her pseudonym. "What would Mom say if she knew her arch nemesis was actually my friend?" Something had happened between them at the company. From being good friends, so much so that she had even come home frequently, they had become enemies for some reason. Maybe being enemies wasn't such a big deal (it was a figure of speech), but it was clear, judging by what Lidia had told her, that they had had some friction in the company. Shortly thereafter her mother had been fired, although it had not been the only dismissal. Apparently, the previous boss had passed away and that had led to a restructuring. Where's mom? -he asked his father. 

	-Hey," Daniel said. She's out with a friend," he lied. In Gerardo's time, with Gema working, it had always been easier to lie. If it wasn't a business trip on weekdays, it was a congress on the weekend. But now it was Gema who was unemployed and he was working. 

	-Wow," said Vicky, disappointed. She had made dinner for three, maybe out of boredom, maybe because in the absence of her friend and her boyfriend she needed other people so she wouldn't feel lonely. That was strange for her, as she had never been very familiar. In fact, she used to have dinner after hours, instead of with her family. With whom? -she asked; that too was unusual for her. 

	-Uh... I don't think you know her," Daniel replied uncomfortably. How far was his daughter going to continue with the interrogation, "Now you're the one controlling mom? -he said to end the conversation. Nothing good could come of it. 

	-Should I? -she replied. 

	"This one smells something," Daniel thought, worried. He shrugged and didn't answer. He tried to do it naturally to play it down. It had only been an innocent comment; he had no reason to answer that. In fact, if he answered, he would be making a big deal out of it. 

	-Is he coming back? -insisted Vicky. 

	He meant would he be back that night and wanted to know so he would know what to do with the dinner, whether to leave it on the table or put it in the fridge. 

	-Of course she's coming back," Daniel replied, as if his daughter had said the silliest thing in the world. "What I don't know is when. And I don't know what to tell you either if she doesn't come back tomorrow." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The motorcycle stopped. Judging by the speed and the turns, it had turned off the freeway and onto some kind of streets. Gema had the impulse to take off her helmet and mask, jump off the bike and run away, but she restrained herself. If the boy had stopped there, it was because she had no escape, at least not that easily. In heels he wouldn't get very far running. And if it turned out in the end that he was a friend of Alan's, he'd screw everything up with his escape. "It's a test," she said to herself more to convince herself than because she believed it. "It has to be a test!" she repeated to herself, almost desperate. 

	The boy dismounted from the motorcycle. Gema didn't know what to do. Without his help, it wouldn't be easy for her to get off, not without being able to see, not in those heels. What had she gotten herself into? How could she have been so stupid? Alan or not, what did she really know about who was doing all that? 

	The boy's hand slipped under the raincoat. It was not difficult for him, for he had started the journey half open and the wind had done the rest, even though Gemma had pressed herself against him. He easily found her chest and entertained himself with it. Gemma felt how, despite her fear, the nipple responded to the caress and became hard. Always after the operation she felt that her nipples had increased in sensitivity, as if breast enlargement might have something to do with it. Undoubtedly, it must have been something psychological, but who could deny the possibility that the surgeon, following the wishes of his paymaster, i.e. Gerardo, had not done something to her nerve endings? Was that possible? In any case, it seems more logical to think that the pressure of the implant on the mammary ducts was to blame. 

	The boy rubbed his melons in fascination. No doubt he had noticed how the pits had become erect and how the mature but still beautiful woman was vibrating on his bike. She may have been shivering with cold, but the boy was sure she was shivering with excitement. He repressed the desire to take those fruits in his mouth; that would require taking off the case and he didn't want to do that. The case offered him some protection, not from the woman's slaps, which it did, but from prying eyes that might identify him. Glances or cell phone cameras. Of course, he could also be identified by the license plate of his motorcycle, but only if he was filmed from behind.  

	The boy's hand reached down, unfastened the belt of the trench coat completely and opened it. Next, he caressed her thigh. Just like that man in the wagon, he was entertained by the garter. 

	"It's him!" thought Gema in relief. "It has to be!" she said to herself, even though she still hadn't come up with an explanation for the absence of her purse. If he was the person on the train, then he was a friend of Alan's in a forced way and not someone who had kidnapped her. "You've been kidnapped in any case," her little inner voice clarified. 

	The boy took the opportunity to climb up the inside of her thigh to her groin. Instinctively, Gemma tried to close her legs, but, astride the bike, she couldn't. She gasped inside the case when the boy's fingers found her clitoris between her clump of hair and touched it. She hadn't shaved her pubic hair for Alan on purpose-he wasn't going to make it that easy for her, considering he was blackmailing her. Besides, she didn't know how she preferred it. With Silvestre, he had shaved it completely shaved, which was how Daniel preferred it, completely shaved, like a girl. With Gerardo, it was more complicated. He had liked it neat, that was for sure. Trimmed and dyed, to match the dye in his hair. But for the vacation in Mexico and the party in Switzerland he had had it waxed, as Daniel would have preferred. On his return, however, he had had to let it grow back. Since Gerardo's death, since they had stopped playing, Gema, for convenience, had let her pubic hair grow back. In any case, Daniel had let her make the case for him before and, to be fair, she had let him make the same case for her. What would happen now, with her relationship with Alan?  

	"This boy HAS to be a friend of hers," she repeated to herself, tormented. The silence and inaction were killing her. Judging by the breeze she felt in her chest, they must have been in the street, but no noise could be heard. Suddenly, as if to take it up a notch, she heard the sound of a vehicle in the distance, perhaps a truck. She released her hands from the handles and quickly covered herself. Relieved, or perhaps terrified (was no one going to intervene?!), she heard the truck pass by. It had passed by her! Maybe she had covered herself in time, maybe she hadn't even noticed. 

	The boy grabbed her arms and forcibly pulled them away. Gem put up a resistance and the boy had to struggle to achieve his goal, but he didn't find it too difficult. If it was Alan, if he was a friend of Alan's, shouldn't that mean "STOP!" She hadn't even negotiated a safe word with Alan! With Gerard she hadn't needed one. He had well understood his limits and how to make him overcome them. Experience in life is a degree, but Alan, compared to her and especially to her uncle, was but a child. "It's not Alan!" she admitted in terror. Experience or not, surely Alan would have understood her resistance as an unmistakable sign that she was on the edge and should stop. "I remind you that, Alan or not, you have essentially been abducted. No "STOP!" will do, no slapping or whining," her little voice intruded on his thoughts.  

	The boy forced his grip on the handles of the seat again. Next, he opened her trench coat again, exposing her to the elements and the prying eyes of truckers and drivers of other vehicles. He placed his hand on his belly and left it there, as if hesitating whether to slide it north or south. Finally, he decided on north. Caressing his skin, without Gemma being able to help it, the boy reached for his chest and took it again in his hand. He weighed it, as if he were a customer in a fruit shop, then squeezed it. That was something no greengrocer's customer would do, at least not without the greengrocer's permission, certainly not without having to buy the item afterwards. Unable to respond in any other way, Gema gripped the handles tightly. Her knuckles went white. If the boy was a friend of Alan's, it was clear at this point that he had her permission to treat her this way. "Alan! Where are you?" she summoned her blackmailer as if he were her savior. Of course, if the boy wasn't Alan's friend, he didn't need to ask anyone's permission.  

	Who else was around them? Suddenly, Gemma was aware that they were not alone. There was no point in their being alone. The boy had said he should take her with "him". There must have been at least one other person! But where was he, what was he doing, was he having fun with what he was seeing, with her tension, with her anguish, with her shuddering? 

	The one who was undoubtedly enjoying himself was that boy, who was still fondling her breast in fascination, checking its firmness. She put her other hand on his right leg and caressed it. With his trench coat open, the boy had free rein to continue to her groin and from there reach her sex... if he wanted to. Not knowing where she was, not knowing who was watching her, not knowing the boy's true intentions and her real situation were driving Gemma crazy, in both positive and negative ways. 

	The boy apparently got bored with groping her breast and pinched her nipple instead. 

	-Ouch!" exclaimed Gemma in pain. She screamed in a similar way as she had done in the parking lot, when the boy had bitten her. Since Gerardo, no one had pinched her nipples. Daniel had done it once and had gotten a slap in return. She wouldn't allow that to her husband. Gerard had known how to do it, had known how to make her feel pleasurable pain or painful pleasure. But he had designed her tits and bought them for her. They were his by mercantile right, just as her soul had belonged to him by right if he had known how to bring her dark corners to the surface. Certainly, her nipples did not belong to that boy, whether he was a friend of the obsessed Alan or a perverted kidnapper. 

	Gemma released her right hand from the handle to slap him, without stopping to think that the boy had not yet removed his helmet, but the boy had reflexes and stopped her before she had picked up speed. He grabbed his wrist and forced his hand back to the handle. To demonstrate his determination and the futility of the woman's actions, he released her nipple to squeeze her breast in return. When he saw that the woman had understood that she should let him do it, he stopped rubbing her. He placed both hands on her thigh, one on the outside, touching her groin with his fingertips near her sex, and one on the outside. He ran down her thigh until he reached the garter. He stopped for a moment to hold on to it and continued down her leg, dragging the garter with him. When he reached his foot, he helped him to lift it off the footboard, pulled the garter off and took the trophy. 

	-Come down," the boy said, "I'll help you. 

	On shaky legs, Gema managed to dismount from the bike. 

	The boy left her there, in the middle of somewhere, in the middle of the street, the sidewalk or an open-air parking lot, and turned away from her. Unable to lean on him or hold on to the bike, Gemma felt completely lost, as if floating weightless in dark space, slowly twisting and turning, but with no way to propel herself on any surface to alter her course. Not knowing what to do, neither with herself nor with her arms, she finally covered her breasts with one arm and her sex with one hand. It would have been easier to button her raincoat, but she was not very lucid. She still didn't know if this was serious or if it was a game. Her little voice made sure there was no difference between the two: "Alan is not Gerardo. You came to Gerardo. Alan came to you, he forced himself on you. You can believe in the illusion that he gave you the option to back out, but do you really think he would have let you? Whoever blackmails doesn't give options. If it's a "game," it's a serious one. And if it's not, the situation is just as serious." 

	-I told you so! -exclaimed the boy triumphantly, "I won the bet! Look at my saddle. 

	"There is no one. He's just saying that to confuse me, to frighten me," Gema said to herself. The strongest experience she had had was with a Croatian waiter and his friend in a forest in Switzerland, but Gerardo had been there, and she had had sex with the waiter before in the hotel. Where was Alan? "Where are you?" she repeated, once again. That was no longer funny! "Luis Alberto tied you up and left you alone in the room with that boy," her subconscious reminded her. Her little voice was right, but that chubby boy had been another guest at the wedding. She had chatted with him very briefly and, although he had not hesitated to take advantage of the situation, he was really harmless on his own. Besides, he hadn't given her anything she wasn't entitled to fuck, with Luis Alberto's stupid permission. "My little ass belonged to him," she tried to justify herself, thereby justifying stupid Luis Alberto at the same time. "I had the right to rent it to him, whether I liked it or not." Yes, those were Gema's favorite excuses: that she had to keep her promise and that she had no choice. In the midst of her crush on Silvestre, she had promised him her little ass if he would deflower her. Actually, she didn't know what she was promising, but she had been willing to respect her promise to the last consequence, including that her lover would transfer his rights to her hated roommate, as if it were a commodity with a negotiable value, and that he would rent it to the chubby guy for one or two fucks. Since her husband had been behind Silvestre, even if things got out of control later, it had all been Daniel's fault. Yes, that was Gema's third favorite argument: the fault, in the end, was not hers, but Daniel's. 

	-A veure! -someone exclaimed behind her in Catalan. It wasn't the boy's voice, nor Alan's. The veil that Gema had woven to hide the crude and cruel reality had just vanished. The veil that Gema had woven to hide the crude and cruel reality had just vanished. 

	-That's a floor, for sure! -shouted another voice. This one didn't belong to Alan either. 

	Gema again considered taking off her helmet and mask and running away, but where could she go? Not even in running shoes could she escape from a pack. "If I see their faces they'll kill me!" she said to herself in terror. "Not seeing them is the only thing keeping me alive." Then she exclaimed "ALAN!" again. She had not yet entirely given up hope, but no cry came from her mouth, only a faint whimper. 

	-Try to see! -he heard another voice. This one, at least, was that of the motorist. 

	-Prova tu! 

	-Let her come! 

	-Hm. No pee-pee smell," confirmed a bold man. 

	"Of course it's not pee, you idiot!" 

	-Ben fet, Biel! -someone congratulated someone for something. 

	-You idiot! -the boy who had kidnapped her on the motorcycle scolded her. Now you know my name! -she complained, without thanking him for his congratulations. 

	-What? -said the previous one. Seeing how excited he got, I don't think he's going to denounce us. On the contrary, I think he will congratulate you on Christmas. 

	-Christmas and the anniversary, ha, ha! No crec que vulgui esperar tant tanto a felicitar-lo. 

	Although Gema understood most of what they were saying, the fact that they used Catalan did not help her to feel less insecure, alone and helpless. The biker had used Spanish at the beginning on purpose, so that she would know what the conversation was about. Then he had reverted to the language of the herd. Of course, Catalan was a language spoken by many - it was to be expected in Barcelona - but Gema felt it separated them, the herd, from her, the victim. 

	Hands-a pair of hands on each side-gripped her wrists and pulled her arms away from her body. Another hand grabbed the chain and tightened it. Between them, they pulled her with them. 

	The one on her right soon let go of one hand - he may have thought that Gema had no intention or possibility of escaping - and placed it on her buttocks, which was what they were there for, that boy must have thought. He began to touch her ass as they continued walking. The one on the other side soon copied his partner's idea and did the same. Now there were two less hands holding Gemma, but there were still too many and they were joined by the hand that held the leash tightly.  

	"Run! At least try!" his subconscious shouted at him. Clearly, it was not the little voice that had intervened earlier. 

	If Gemma had any chance of escape, it was soon gone. Another pair of hands joined the party. As they walked, they opened the trench coat wide, exposing their breasts. The boy, for this, must have been walking backwards, but clearly the effort was worth it to him. He voraciously grabbed her breasts, filling his hands. Then he pinched her nipples and stretched them. He tugged at her nipples and pulled her in the same direction as the leash, that is, forward, into the unknown. 

	Gema felt helpless and degraded as she had rarely felt in her life. Of course, she had gone to the party in Switzerland as Gerardo's submissive. He had then disappeared - he had retired to another room in the chateau, perhaps to enjoy other submissives - and had left her with the rest of the guests. And she, like a good submissive, had had to do unspeakable things. It is too early to scare the reader with them; so far we have refrained from a pornographic account. But I had seen the guests earlier during the reception and it was a party of high social standing, reserved for the elites of economy and perversion. But there, at that moment, I was out on the street with some unknown lowlifes. Another car had just passed by her and, despite the spectacle they must have been putting on, had not stopped. 

	-It's like a cow," said the boy admiringly. No doubt the biker had used Spanish to make him understand the insult. He squeezed her nipples. He was clearly obsessed with her tits. 

	-Auuu! -protested Gema. She tried to break free from those who were holding her to take revenge, but she didn't succeed. She couldn't even get them to stop. 

	Emboldened by having managed to hold her down with one hand, the boy on her right released her ass, pulled the trench coat aside and slid his hand inside her, only to rest it on her buttocks again. He fondled her ass, this time with his grubby hand on her delicate skin. 

	-What's this? You didn't tell me about the qua! -he exclaimed in surprise when he felt the slut's tail. 

	-Compte! No s'ho treguis encara -the biker warned her, without letting go of her nipples. 

	Gema did not understand the last sentence, but she had said "watch out!" at the beginning. 

	-I want to see it! -protested the one on the left. 

	If he let her go, it was his chance to try to get away from them. Not that it would do him much good. 

	-Here we are," the driver informed them, again in Spanish for her to understand. A few more steps. -Apparently he was the boss. 

	"Then it's not Alan," Gema acknowledged. She had no choice but to accept the brutal reality that she had been abducted by a stranger. In desperation, she struggled with her captors, but only succeeded in getting them to use both hands to restrain her. Despite flailing like a pig in slaughter, the biker hadn't let go of her nipples, but at least he had managed to get his hands off her ass. "Alan! He's got me on his cell phone. He'll know where to look for me. He'll come save me," she said to herself, faced with the impossibility of escaping under her own power. Strangely, she couldn't help a thought that was completely out of place, "He'll be pissed at me, for getting me so foolishly into trouble." 

	The biker boss who was tugging at her breasts finally released a nipple. 

	-Ahh!" moaned Gemma as the blood suddenly returned to her nipple. The pain of the sudden return of the blood was worse than the pain of her imprisonment. 

	Her head suddenly hit something hard, but the helmet protected her. Next, she felt a cold surface press against her chest. It took her a while to realize that she was the one pressing against the surface, or rather, being forced to do so. Quickly, the ringleader grabbed the nipple again and stretched both tits. The metal surface had been between her breasts, with her tits involuntarily hugging her. 

	The other boy pulled the strap and forced her cheek, i.e. the side of the helmet, against the metal object. 

	-Help! -cried Gemma in panic, but the helmet drowned out her cry for help. 

	-Fast! Les mans! -ordered the boss. 

	The other two cronies reacted in kind and pulled Gema's arms forward, forcing her to embrace the object. Gema recognized that it was a lamppost, but that did not reassure her. She struggled, but could not prevent someone from tying her wrists. 

	-It's your league," someone said. 

	They were going to tie her up with her own garter! That's why the biker had taken it off before! Those pigs had it all figured out! 

	-You can let go easily," the voice continued, "but I think you'd rather not. 

	Gema stopped in her tracks. That voice... "Alan!" 

	-Alan! -she cried in a broken voice. She cried with relief. Alan! -He had fooled her good! She whimpered, trying to calm herself. Alan," she managed to say for the third time. It was Alan. They weren't going to rape her. 

	Or is it? 

	-It's all right, little girl, it's all right," he didn't apologize. Didn't he feel remorse for having gone too far with her? No doubt he had gone too far. Here's what's going to happen," he told her in a calm voice. He still held her hands in his. Your garter is handcuffs. Next time, I might use real handcuffs, but for today, for the first time, this will do. -His voice was calm, but his words did not reassure her. Tonight you can take off your handcuffs," he assured her. He intended that to reassure her, but remember that you belong to me. You had your chance to escape. Now you can escape from these handcuffs, but not from me. No one will hurt you, at least no more than I will allow. No one! -He looked defiantly at his cronies. I will take care of you. I take care of my property and you belong to me. 

	"Our little ass belonged to Silvestre and then to Luis Alberto. Our breasts belonged to Gerardo and our soul too. But now, everything belongs to Alan," her little inner voice lectured her. "You know what he'll do if you don't accept it. You asked him to do it yourself." The little voice of her subconscious, sometimes that of her conscience and sometimes that of her consciousness, had summed up Gemma's new reality incontrovertibly. She herself-surely in a moment of mental derangement-had asked Alan to make good on his threat if she didn't behave as he expected. Not that she needed to ask him. Alan was determined to get what he wanted. The credibility of the threat is inversely proportional to the likelihood of having to make it come true. Now hung over her the Sword of Damocles. "This is a drug, Gemma! You're addicted. Unhook yourself! You still can!" another little voice implored her. It was foolish to continue down that path, but she needed it; the darkness in her soul demanded it. Daniel was to blame for everything. He had opened Pandora's Box and now the winds ran free to wreak havoc. "I wasn't like this before," Gemma justified herself. She was foolish, but not intellectually impaired. She knew that, like a drug addict, she would need stronger and stronger doses. Gerardo's passing had stopped the action, but not her desires. Gema had not stopped fantasizing about submission. It may come as a surprise to the reader, but that's the way things are sometimes, Gema fantasized about submitting to another man, but never to her husband. She loved Daniel, but was not turned on by him being her boss. "It's your fault, Daniel. You taught me the pleasure of submitting to another man. You opened the door," she self-justified, once again unfairly placing the responsibility on her husband. 

	-You belong to me," Alan repeated. You can struggle if you want to, you can object, but it doesn't change anything. You're mine! You will do what I want one way or another. And you will do it with devotion, the same devotion you showed in the park, kneeling before me. 

	He was crazy! Did he really think he was Neptune! 

	-Alan..." said Gema. 

	-Silence! -I have many things in mind for you, many challenges you will have to overcome to please me. Some you'll like, some you won't. Don't think I care. I just promise I'll take care of you, my property, just like I've been doing all night. -He paused dramatically, during which he winked and smiled at his friends, something Gema obviously couldn't see. It's your first night and it's important that you learn a few things from the beginning: from now on, you will address me as you and call me Sir or Master. -Alan slipped his hand between Gema's legs. He quickly checked her wetness and nodded with a smile towards his friends, but focused on her clitoris. He took it between his index and middle fingers and rubbed it gently. 

	Addressing HIM in this way was something that had never occurred to Gemma. The mere concept was outlandish to her. "If I can be his mother!" said Gema to herself. Not even Gerardo, who had been older than her, had she ever called him that or addressed him as "you". At most, she had called him boss, taking advantage of the fact that he was her boss at the company. Of course, for her - and probably for him as well - the word had had a double meaning. The official terminology of the BDSM world made her uncomfortable. She hadn't even considered herself a submissive, let alone a slave. She had always thought of herself as his special assistant, even when Gerard had promoted her in the company and she had officially ceased to be his secretary. Of course, her perception of things had evolved over time... and it hadn't stopped evolving after his death. Still, to call a boy twenty years younger than her "you" and call him "Master" was outlandish. 

	-Did you understand me? -she heard Alan ask sternly. His fingers were still gripping her clitoris, but he had stopped moving them. 

	The adrenaline that had coursed through her body, driving her to panic, had suddenly transformed into another substance. Gem had struggled and had tried to run away. Now, she felt in a surreal calm. Everything had been controlled by Alan! She had not really been in danger. The adrenaline was still in her body, but other endorphins were at work, including oxytocin, the love endorphin, and dopamine, the reward sensation. She was beginning to feel light. She listened inside, but heard none of her ever-present annoying voices. 

	-Did you understand me? -Alan repeated, whispering. His words seemed like a breeze that transported her out of that reality. Alan let go of her clitoris. In return, he went on to caress it gently, as gently as the breeze of his words. 

	-Yes, I understood you, Master," Gemma heard herself say. Her heart had slowed down. She was beginning to feel time passing in slow motion. "I'm in subspace," she managed to marvel with acceptable coherence. It was what he had longed for: to return to it. It was the drug she needed, the one she'd been hooked on, ever since she'd first tried it. 

	Alan looked triumphantly at his friends. Luis Alberto's Cro-Magnon had managed to take her to subspace the night of the wedding party they had attended as guests. The caveman had gone as a friend of the groom and owner of her ass (or asshole, as Gema liked to say) and she had gone as his partner. Daniel had managed to squeeze in, going as Nuria's partner, who was a friend of the bride. Silvestre the fool had gone alone (though admittedly he would manage to reconcile with Nuria that night, at Gema's expense). Despite the crush Gema had had on him, Silvestre's goofball had never managed to get her into subspace. "He only knew how to follow Daniel's instructions," Alan explained to himself. His uncle had also managed to get Gema into subspace on multiple occasions, although not as many as it might appear at first glance. "I know what she needs and how to give it to her," Alan reaffirmed. Success was palpable (never better said, considering where he had his fingers at the time). If that brute Luis Alberto had succeeded almost at the drop of a hat, how could he not? And, in fact, he had just succeeded, and at the first try!  

	Alan had a right to feel pleased with himself. His uncle's notes, the blog and the books he had read from her and reading about dominant-submissive relationships had been worth it! Naturally, he wouldn't have made it without Lidia's good advice. "Too bad I don't have room for you, gorgeous," she lamented. With Gema on one side and Vicky on the other, there was no room left for Lidia. "But she can't complain. I'm paying her well, both with money and with deferred experiences." He had made sure to videotape everything, both the scene on the bike and now on the lamppost. He had attached the leash to the lamppost and that had left his hand free to check and stimulate her sex as he continued to record. "Excellent video report." He chortled. "Lidia's going to be pleased. And Daniel...I'll see what parts I send him and when." 

	-You will call my friends by their names, but you will address them as you. -He had again touched her clitoris harder as a reward for her good response, but he returned to stroking it only gently. It was important to implement reward automatisms early. 

	-Yes, Master," Gema answered. She bit her lip, trying to compensate for the lack of stimulation in her parts. What are their names? -she managed to ask with some logic, despite her mental state. 

	-Biel is the one on the motorcycle," Alan replied. The others, I'll introduce you to them when you need to know their names. Or do you need to know their names to let them touch you? -Alan knew what he was doing, or so he thought. At each good answer from Gemma, he rewarded her by stimulating her clitoris with moderate intensity, and at each new question of hers, he decreased the intensity to leave her wanting more. "Basic training," she told herself. Of course it didn't work if she didn't want it, but she wanted it! It wasn't hard to find a girl like that, not in the age of the Internet and specialized social networks. But there was an unmatched morbidity in doing that with a mature woman, who was also quite hot for her age. Added to that was the morbidity that it was all in the family: her grandfather, her uncle... and her daughter! Who could match that? It was well worth the effort to prepare herself thoroughly. Besides, regardless of her uncle, she really liked Vicky and to have such a mother-in-law was... What was it? There are no words to define it. "We're going to be a very happy family," she told herself, "happier and closer than the one I've ever had." 

	-No, Master," Gema answered. Immediately, she felt Alan's caress on her parts, just the right intensity, neither too hard, as Luis Alberto would have done, nor too soft, as Alan did while waiting for her to respond. 

	-Do you want to thank my friends? -She went back to caressing her clitoris with excessive gentleness. 

	-Thank you, chic... gentlemen! -replied Gema quickly, correcting herself at the last moment. 

	Alan's friends laughed. They hadn't believed him, but it was really happening, and right before their eyes! Alan had had to insist until he had at least aroused their curiosity. What he had proposed sounded unbelievable, even illegal. Unfortunately, news of abusing and raping packs abounded lately and, both ethically and prudentially, they didn't want to be one of them. But Alan had sworn to them that it was all consensual and now they were seeing it. To tell the truth, until the last moment they had not had it all their own way, even though it was impossible for a half-naked woman to blindfold herself and get on a motorcycle unless she wanted to.  

	Alan had been stingy with information. He had told them a few things about the woman's relationship with his uncle, but not much. Although he had disclosed that there were pictures of her in abundance on the Internet (which was an exaggeration, fabricated for the purpose of making them search futilely on Google and amateur porn sites, trying every kind of filter, all to leave them wanting), he had refused to show them a single picture. "Surely she's not as hot as you say," he'd had to endure hearing them say. "She is," he had answered her every time, "but you'll have to check it out for yourselves." 

	In the end, it had been worth it and the best was yet to come. 

	-Do you want to thank Biel for bringing you on his bike and for squeezing your nipples? 

	Alan gestured to Biel and Biel increased the strength of his fingers. 

	-Uh-uh-uh!" protested Gema, but the lack of stimulation on her clitoris and her submissive state of mind made her quickly add, "Thank you..." Gema hesitated about how to string the words together, "I appreciate it, Mr. Biel. 

	-Do you thank him for hurting you? -Alan asked to humiliate her. He gestured to his friend.  

	He understood and began to pull alternately on one nipple, then the other, milking her like a cow.  

	Alan was getting hard with what he was seeing and, more importantly, hearing. He was liking Gemma's answers. He had a feeling of absolute power. "I must be careful," he warned himself. They were just getting started and she could not afford to slip up because of delusions of grandeur. She could afford to float in subspace. He was looking out for her. But he had to stay in control. "Is there such a thing as 'domespace'?" she wondered. He made a mental note to investigate it. He was certainly feeling something like that. In all his research and preparation, he had focused on her. 

	-No!" replied Gema. Then she rectified: "Yes! 

	-No, yes," Alan teased her, "You'll have to make up your mind someday. Don't answer me now, but I hope you'll meditate and come up with a better answer. I know you can do better than that. 

	Clearly, Biel had as well-defined a sadistic streak as Alan. He was enjoying the little torture and great humiliation of that woman and continued to milk her. He was about to take the initiative, but remembered what Alan had warned them about:  

	"If you fool around in the slightest, you're out of this forever! I swear!" Alan had left little room for improvisation, apparently with very good judgment.  

	Biel felt envy and admiration for his friend.  

	"We're going to humiliate her, but we're going to do it MY WAY," he had told them. "It's what she wants, what makes her horny," he had explained. "But deep down, you must respect her. This is a game. Whoever I see that is really disrespectful to her, I'll smash their face in!" "She's the mother of my future wife," Alan had said to himself, but he had avoided giving that part away. "She deserves respect." 

	-Moo like a cow," Biel ordered him, as he continued to milk Gema. He had not been able to restrain himself.  

	It's hard not to lose respect for someone when you see them like that. No matter how much you tell yourself that it's just a game: in the end, the subconscious ends up believing what it sees. It's possible that something like this happened to Gema with her husband. 

	Alan looked at him sideways. He pursed his lips. Biel had gone off script. Should he intervene before it went any further? 

	-Muuhh. Muuuh," said Gemma, obediently. 

	Alan couldn't stifle a chuckle, but managed to suppress the sound. "Maybe Biel has had a good idea," he said to himself. "But not for now, for later. I think this could go a long way." He decided to let Biel's outburst slide for that one time. "She had a flabby boob complex," he reminded himself. "Surely with the tits my uncle has given her, she now has the opposite complex and even more so knowing under what 'productive' conditions he has put them on." According to the diary, for her uncle the breast augmentation he had financed had been primarily a way of displacing her husband and getting Gemma to agree to intensify working conditions with him, to mortgage her to him, in a way. But her uncle had not fallen into the possibility of using the inflated tits as a means of humiliating her and making her even more submissive. Or if he had, he hadn't written it down. "So many possibilities!" he marveled, "Why choose, I'll explore them all with her!" Of course, to really humiliate her that way, he'd have to provide her with even bigger tits, to make them real udders. "I'd hate to spoil a good aesthetic," she lamented. She had to admit that her uncle had proven to have good taste. "But why not, there's no disparaging the aesthetics of the quirky." Of course, with Vicky he'd be a hell of a lot more careful, but with his mother-in-law? 

	-Muhhh. Muh," continued Gema, in time with Biel's rhythm. 

	"A nose ring," Alan thought. He shook himself. He had to get out of that line of thinking. The endorphins were getting to him too, but he couldn't afford it, as sweet and powerful a sensation as it was. 

	-I brought you a present," Alan said. He gestured for Biel to stop. I hope you like it. You used it once with my uncle. 

	"Oh, no! He's going to whip me with a riding crop," Gema lamented in anticipation. 

	Responding to her fears, they lifted her trench coat from behind and exposed her ass. They tucked the bottom of the trench coat into the belt, so that it was raised at the back. 

	Gemma had not expected Alan to physically discipline her on the first day, let alone in the street! Pain is pain and it always hurts. Pain is not pleasurable, unless it is something very mild and erotic. Gema did not like pain. Gerardo had whipped her with his hand, his belt and his riding crop. He had known how to do it gently and he had known how to do it hard. When he had done it hard, Gema had hated it every time. What she had loved, however, was the feeling afterwards, when he had comforted her after making her cry. In those sessions he had released as much stress as in a thousand yoga sessions. He had released stress and guilt. The guilt was Daniel's, but she was doing that to Daniel; she was getting back at him that way and for that she should pay with her ass and her back. 

	Alan produced two long chopsticks from his back pocket. They were like chopsticks, but much longer. 

	-I'm going to tie your tits to the lamppost," he warned her. 

	It would be a pretty picture, with her neck attached to the lamppost thanks to the collar and leash, her hands tied with the garter and her tits hugging the lamppost. He passed his cell phone to one of his friends so they could continue filming. His uncle had been a photo guy, he was more into videos. 

	He wrapped a rubber band around both sticks at one end. He had calculated the length of the sticks well: they exceeded the diameter of the lamppost. But that had been easy because she had been able to measure it beforehand. He had also calculated well the size of his future mother-in-law's tits. 

	Jaume helped her in the operation. He grabbed Gema's right breast from behind, one hand on top and one underneath, and squeezed it to enlarge it. How he loved to touch it! It was so... full. 

	Biel helped him from the front. He pulled on the nipple and stretched it like gum. Gem protested, but Biel was not impressed, neither was Alan. It wasn't sadism, it was necessity: the chopsticks he had were necessarily bigger than the ones his uncle had used and thus harder to handle. His uncle had managed it all by himself, but with no lamppost involved. Alan opened the chopsticks like a scissors at the opposite end and, thanks to the excellent job Biel was doing (you could tell he'd gotten the hang of it with practice), he managed to get the nipple between the chopsticks. He closed the chopsticks and squeezed the nipple between them. 

	-Uhh! Uhh!" protested Gema. 

	-Can you hold it? -Alan was immediately interested in her. He would have caressed the back of her neck, but the helmet prevented that possibility. Can you do it for me? -he asked gently. 

	-Yes," Gema confirmed, "Oh," she continued regretfully, "Yes, Master," she added. 

	This time it was Jan's turn to help on the other side. He imitated Jaume and squeezed Gema's left breast with both hands to lengthen it to facilitate the maneuver. He wished he could feel it in his hand in another way, but for the moment it was the job he had been assigned to do. Alan had promised them there would be opportunities in the future to make all their dirty dreams come true. 

	Biel's expert hands stretched Gema's nipple, wrenching new moans from her. "She moans, but she doesn't say 'no,'" she acknowledged admiringly. Alan had not exaggerated. The woman was hot and was giving them a unique experience. "And more experiences you'll give me, bitch!" he said to himself. 

	Alan opened the chopsticks a little at that end and rotated them in such a way that he managed to place one above and one below the nipple. It was the other nipple, the one that was already pinched, that suffered the not so well thought out but effective maneuver. 

	Gema moaned in pain. 

	-Now, love, now," Alan consoled her. Soon the pleasure will come. You'll see. -What she was definitely missing was a nose ring to tie her to the lamppost. "And another one on her clitoris," she said to herself. She shook herself again to shake off that excessive feeling of power. Now she understood perfectly what her uncle had felt. It was not the same to read it as to experience it. But in him, a young man, the sensation was a hundred times more powerful than in his calmer, more experienced uncle, powerful and dangerous. 

	Alan closed the chopsticks, squeezing the second nipple. Fortunately for him, the first one hadn't come loose. That had been the hard part, but he had had the help of his friends' hands. Jaume, either out of helpfulness or vice, had continued to hold the breast in his hands. Alan took the rubber band from his pocket and quickly knotted both poles together. 

	-Almost ready! -Alan congratulated himself, "All that's left to do is make a few adjustments. You look beautiful like that," he said to himself, but he avoided alarming her. Actually, making her moo like a cow had been a good idea of Biel's. Maybe she would reward him in some way. Maybe he would reward her in some way... Tell me how long you can stand it. 

	Alan slid the rubber bands toward the middle of the sticks. The closer together, the more the pressure increased. It was a simple contraption. It provided moderate pain and, with the lamppost in the middle, the inability to move. Gemma was three times immobilized to the lamppost. "How I'd love to fuck her from behind right now!" she admitted. 

	-Ah! Ahh!" protested Gema. 

	-Oh," Alan said in response, "I thought you were more prepared for this. You don't want me to get bored with you so soon? You know the consequences. Surely you can hold out a little longer, can't you? Would you do it for me? 

	The choice of chopsticks had been no accident. Alan intended to invoke memories of his uncle in her, of when they were happy. He wanted Gemma to associate him with him. And, besides, he knew how Gemma experienced that pain in her nipples. Her uncle had written about it over and over again. He had made her moan with pleasure and pain at the same time, squeezing and twisting her nipples. The funny thing was that this had happened after the breast augmentation operation.  

	Alan knew that Gema wondered if the surgeon had somehow intervened in his nerve endings. What was not clear to him was whether Gemma was really wondering or whether she was just asking to provoke her readers. She had carefully reread her uncle's notes regarding the operation, but had found nothing to indicate that the surgeon had done anything, at least not on purpose. Surely it was more psychological than anything else, although there was always the possibility that the implants pressed on the nerve endings and caused the change in sensations.  

	Alan had researched the subject. He had even telephoned the surgeon. The surgeon had informed him that the process of creating the breast pocket for the prosthesis involved severing several nerve endings. Key among these were the ones located in the flanks, which depended on the intercostal branches. The surgeon had told her that, in general, almost ten percent of patients who underwent areola surgery suffered some kind of loss of sensation. Of course, this depended on the technique and the doctor's know-how. The surgeon had obviously assured her that he had done an impeccable job with Gema. He had operated on her submammary fold, which reduced the risk to a third. But he had warned her that each case was different and each patient was different.  

	Gema's nipples were strange because, on the one hand, she had developed a greater tolerance to pain when her nipples were squeezed and, on the other hand, they had become very sensitive to pleasurable stimuli and erected easily. It could not be ruled out that the necessary sectioning of some nerves had influenced the loss of sensitivity to painful sensations, while the pressure exerted by the prosthesis on the unsevered nerves increased the pleasurable sensations. Likewise, the pressure of the prosthesis on the blood vessels could facilitate the retention of blood and, thus, make them more easily irrigated. The larger the size of the prosthesis, the greater the likelihood that something like this would occur and the more accentuated the sensations would be.  

	In short, anything and everything was possible, but Alan had concluded that the physical reasons had been joined by psychological ones, in Gemma's case. In any case, the nipple thing, the pleasure and the pain, was something he had to take advantage of. Alan had heard Gemma moaning at his uncle's house the day he and his parents had spent the night there after his uncle's birthday celebration. They hadn't held back a bit! Alan had been blown away that his uncle could give him such pleasure in bed. After reading his uncle's diaries and Gemma's books, he had learned that Gerard had ordered him not to hold back, all to spite his brother and sister-in-law, and that Gemma had genuinely screamed, without exaggeration, in pleasure and pain at the same time. 

	-Yes, Master," Gema confirmed. 

	"Oh, yeah, I'll make you scream just the same," Alan said to himself. "But not today." Alan pulled the end rubbers a little tighter together and increased the pressure. "Too bad I can't see your face!" he lamented. 

	He rewarded Gemma's suffering with his hand between her legs. "Pleasure and pain," she reminded herself. "Both together." That was the difficult thing for a novice Master like him, to give pleasure through pain to his submissive. The ability to give only pain did not make one a Master, but a sadistic fool. 

	Gem moaned through the helmet. With her hand between her legs, the melody of her moans had changed. When she thought she was ready, with a gesture, Alan ordered his cronies to move away from her. 

	-Do you like it? -he asked. It was a rhetorical question; he knew the answer. 

	-Yes," Gema sang. She did like it. She had missed the feeling of being powerless and being at the mercy of a man. That might sound unfeminist, but feminism is demonstrated by deciding and she had decided she wanted that. "Where did we leave off, didn't you say he left you no choice?" her little voice tried to intrude, but immersed in subspace as she was, the words didn't reach her. 

	-Well, wiggle your ass, wiggle your tail, so we can see you! -Alan encouraged her. At the same time, he slowed his hand movements, forcing her to move to maintain the stimulation. 

	Gema moved her hips, out of obedience or desperation, it didn't matter. The slutty tail wobbled back and forth. With her tits imprisoned by the chopsticks and the lamppost, she had to be careful not to move her torso unnecessarily. 

	What a beautiful show she was putting on! "Yes, this is the real Gemma," Alan congratulated himself, "not the one from the last year and a half alone with her husband." Daniel would have no choice but to admit it. He just needed to select the right shots and construct a narrative that would seamlessly support the storyline. That wouldn't be too difficult. 

	-And now..." he paused dramatically, which Gema didn't mind, as long as he didn't remove his hand from between her legs. Fuck the lamppost! -she ordered. Suddenly, he turned away from her to appreciate the unique spectacle that he, as writer and director, had created. "You're my muse," he told her. "You will be my leading lady." So many things he could do with her! 

	As degrading as it was, Gemma was so horny and mentally alienated that she didn't hesitate to press her pubis against the lamppost and rub herself against it. She preferred Alan's hand a thousand times over, but, in the absence of his hand, all she had left was the lamppost. Besides, he had ordered it. What else could she do but comply with his filthy desires? If she didn't, if she didn't obey him, Alan would undoubtedly end up going public with her intimate life, and he would do it graphically and unequivocally. "I'm doing it for you, Daniel," Gemma said to herself, thinking about how it would affect Vicky's relationship with her father. She moved her hips rhythmically, rubbing her clit against the lamppost like a bitch in heat. Did bitches in heat, the four-legged ones, also behave the same way? Gerard had liked to watch her masturbating with the corners of the furniture, like the armrest of the armchair or the table leg. And his nephew was now making him do that, in the middle of a public street. 

	Alan took another step back to observe the scene as a whole, the sad street lamp, the hyper-excited Gemma, the dark street of a desolate industrial estate already abandoned at that time of night. It was a unique image. He had even taken the trouble to organize a rickety Volkswagen bus. The mythical Bulli model T1 from the sixties was strategically parked in front of the lamppost, partly as a backdrop for the photo (i.e. for the video), partly to protect the action from too many prying eyes. At that time of day, there were no passers-by in the industrial estate and only a few cars were driving around, perhaps of some self-employed person closing his business very late to return home exhausted after having tried to earn his daily bread. The car was a gem, a classic of the hippy era, of freedom in general and sexual freedom in particular. Alan was one of those who thought that we were going backwards in terms of individual freedom. Democracies around the world, instead of expanding freedoms and reducing prohibitions, were doing the opposite. The quintessential hippie car he had rented was an exquisitely well-kept relic. He had been lucky; in these matters one can only take what is offered. Externally, it looked rusty, on the verge of falling apart, but that was only the effect the owner had achieved with the paint. What looked like rust spots were nothing more than meticulously painted areas of a gradient orange. "My first video is turning out great," Alan congratulated himself. The effort of organizing everything and the outlay he'd had to make to rent the van (and Gema's ticket) was paying off. The money was the least of it; besides, Gema was going to end up contributing to the financial effort. 

	Alan changed angles, taking care to make the sign on the bus look good. "Gema Esposa Caliente," read one of the side windows. "Branding is crucial," he said to himself, remembering his college education. She had taken a master's degree in business administration and a marketing course for a reason. The brand belonged to Gema, but she belonged to him. He gawked at the scene. He was beginning to understand the fascination his uncle had felt for this woman; now he was really beginning to understand her. "But I'll go further," he reaffirmed his goals. He continued to watch the scene ecstatically. Just watching her had made him hard, very hard. "I should have brought a rod," he lamented as he watched Gema wiggle her delicious upturned ass. With the trench coat pulled up in the back, framing her buttocks between the fabric and the spongy slutty tail, some nice red marks were what she was missing. He hadn't fallen for that and if he had he wouldn't have dared to make it happen for fear of going too far with her the first time. However, seeing her at that moment so submissive and obedient, so aroused and joyous, her eyes glazed over, more in her inner world than her outer world, he knew he should have done it. There was still time, but a girth would not leave the same marks as a rod and what the scene called for was that. "And some clamps for her labia," he noted mentally. Next time he would pin her to the lamppost with some real handcuffs and accompany her nipple sticks with some vaginal clamps attached with a little chain behind the lamppost. She thought again of the piercing septum; with a ring and chain it would be one more way to tie her to the lamppost. He had assured Gemma that his taste was exquisite and that he would not do anything barbaric with her, but a strategic piercing or even a nice tattoo could be very aesthetic and sensual, if it was in the right place and in the right way. The idea of restraining her intrigued him; his uncle hadn't gone beyond handcuffs with his hands behind his back, but there were many more possibilities than that.  

	When she came out of her reverie, she turned with her cell phone in her hand to record her surroundings. His friends didn't even notice, so absorbed were they in Gema's movements. Only Biel noticed and stopped slyly touching his cock through his pants to wave at the camera. There was no risk of them being recognized in the video: you could always edit later and blur their faces. But to avoid the arduous work, they had put on masks.  

	One of the masks, made of hardened leather, covered the wearer's face from the cheekbones up, exposing his mouth and jaw. Had Gemma seen it at the time, she would have described it as demonic, but she would have missed the mark. The mask was aquamarine in color. Coral ribs extended upward like horns and protruded above the head like a diabolical crown. Between the bifurcations of the ribs, the material shimmered like golden, turquoise and purple scales. In the middle, above the forehead, two smaller coral nerves bifurcated to form a v-shaped vane containing an eye reminiscent of a reptile's with its vertical pupil. The owner of the mask wore it with pride. He had bought it online, but had added small but important details from his own hand, such as the shiny scales and the evil eye. Alan had been adamant about this and had insisted that he work on it and add something in his own handwriting, something that involved personal work and cost him an effort that was not purely financial. 

	The other mask was clearly that of a horse. It was made of supple leather and covered the entire head. The wearer was proud of his work. He had been enthusiastic from the first moment about Alan's demand that they make the masks themselves. He had understood perfectly why. Alan wanted this experience to be something personal, something unique and unrepeatable. Besides, as he had explained to them, it was a sign of respect for this woman that they should make an effort. It was a tribute they should pay to her. He had promised them that, even if she could not appreciate the care they had taken at first, if everything went well, there would be opportunities in the future for her to see her masks up close again... and not just the masks. The owner of the mask had made it himself by cutting and joining the leather with a template he had purchased on the Internet. He had downloaded the document with the template and printed it out. Although the photos shown in the store as an example of the finished product corresponded to a brown horse, he had made it with black leather. What did match was the proud black mane. The mask did not belong to just any horse, but to a special one Alan had in mind. Gleaming chrome rivets joined the different pieces of leather and adorned the mask. The wearer was very proud of his work and what it represented. 

	 The third mask corresponded to the head of a pig. It was made of latex and, to make it even scarier, it included a long black mane. This was the only mask that didn't include any handmade work. Alan had bought it on the Internet as is. He hadn't bothered to customize it and had done so with good reason. 

	Biel smiled back at Alan, but since he was wearing a helmet, Alan couldn't see it. He and Alan were the only ones not wearing masks; Biel didn't need one because of the helmet and Alan was behind the camera. 

	-It's your turn! -Alan exclaimed, "Do you have the money? 

	The pig showed her the bills (one fifty-euro bill, two twenty-euro bills and two five-euro bills) and put them, as agreed, in the purse. He approached Gema from behind. His erect cock, already sheathed in a condom he had taken from the bag, protruded menacingly through the fly of his pants. The grotesque mask concealed his insecurity. His quiet trip back to Barcelona had turned into something completely unexpected. She had never experienced anything like this before and probably never would again. Bernat had been about to intervene when he saw how they mistreated that better woman, but he had finally refrained, remembering the strangest conversation he had ever had in his life. The woman's husband (if he really was her husband) had almost begged him to take part in the macabre game, but he hadn't explained how macabre it would really be! Perhaps she didn't know. Surely if he had told him he would not have agreed, but at that point, excited as he was, he could no longer back out. "What is clear is that this woman is a willing participant," he said to himself to reassure himself, remembering the scene on the train. The last thing he wanted was to be accused of sexual abuse or, worse, rape.  

	"The mask protects me," she convinced herself to take a step closer to the woman. She tried to ignore how that gang of young men had mistreated her, humiliating her and twisting her nipples in that way, but she couldn't; precisely that had turned her on, although the arousal had been as involuntary as it had been surprising and embarrassing.  

	"I've never had desires of this kind," he wondered, barely half a meter from the woman's backside. His conscience was still uneasy, but his arousal was more powerful. She had been dragged and pushed into the lamppost! If that wasn't abuse! And if what he was going to do wasn't rape! But then she had been asked to rub herself against the lamppost and she had obligingly done so. 

	"The mask protects me," he said to himself again, conjuring up what little courage he had. He hadn't liked the video at all, but, as upset as he was fascinated, he hadn't refused when he realized that no one could recognize him. The grotesque masks had frightened him: what if they were a gang of crazy Satan worshippers? What if he ended up as a pig in the slaughterhouse, as a bloody offering to the Lord of Evil? He had been reassured at first to see the uncovered faces of the three young men; they looked like normal people. To be precise, he had only seen the faces of two of them. The third one, the biker, who was undoubtedly the boss, had remained hidden behind his helmet the whole time. Bernat regretted not having taken note of the motorcycle's license plate. He could have threatened them that the police would discover the photo if anything happened to him. Nowadays everything is uploaded to the cloud. Although Bernat didn't know how to do this and only saved the photos on his cell phone, he knew that this option existed. The kids had no reason to assume that he didn't know how to save photos in the cloud. It had occurred to him to photograph the bike, but he had not dared to take out his cell phone for fear of reprisals. And now, for the same reason, he didn't dare back out. That, of course, was a half-truth, meant to ease his conscience. The other half of the truth (possibly more than half) was that he was too excited to give up the experience. 

	Bernat placed his hand on the woman's buttock. Gemma stopped moving when she felt the contact. In return, she shuddered. Bernat felt the woman's buttocks tremble under her delicate skin. He pressed himself against her to reassure her and his cock contacted her buttock. "I've never done this," he said to himself incredulously and excitedly. Neither had he ever had sex on the public highway nor had he ever had it that way. At last, after more than two-thirds of a century, he would do something memorable in his sad life. He rested his hands on the woman's thighs. His fingers remembered the touch. Although she wore a helmet and her face was not visible, there was no doubt that it was her. Greedily, his hands moved up the woman's body. He wanted to touch her breasts. He had wanted to from the first moment, ever since he had seen her in the train cafeteria and had dared to talk to her. And she, surprisingly, had even flirted with him! He hadn't understood why that beautiful woman had taken a liking to him, but now he understood. No, actually, he understood less now than before. But did it matter? His erect cock clearly didn't care. It hadn't been this hard in a long time. He felt as best he could for the woman's breasts; it wasn't easy with the streetlight in the way. The woman moaned in approval. He fingered her tortured nipples, clamped between the sticks. She almost felt sorry for him. Almost. He almost wanted to release her and confront the gang. Almost. It was what a decent man would have done. And he was a decent man! He always had been, until that moment. Almost always had been. Almost. Unconsciously, he continued to play with her nipples. The woman didn't protest; maybe because of the reduced blood supply they had already lost sensation. It would be even worse when she was released and the blood rushed back to them. The woman had already moaned in pain on the first nipple when they opened the sticks to position the second nipple, and that had only been a brief squeeze. 

	Bernat forced himself to let go of her nipples. He wasn't getting any reaction from her anyway, no matter how much he fondled them, even if he pinched and stretched them slightly. He was attracted to her breasts-that was natural-but he'd been blown away by the wicked idea of chopsticks. And his mouth had watered behind the mask-what was his fault that those cooks cooked so well? 

	She grabbed her hips and imagined what she was going to do. Her imagination was running ahead of events. She had never done it this way before. 

	He grabbed the tail and slowly pulled on it. His cock pulsed impatiently, but he didn't want to hurt it. The woman moaned as she felt millimeter by millimeter of that thing come out of her ass. She moaned louder when it was all the way out. Bernat held the cabbage in his hand. That was something he had never seen before either. How many things had he missed in his gray but satisfying life? However, he paid no attention to the thing; there were more important, even urgent things at that point. He couldn't hold it in any longer. Not knowing what to do with his tail, not really caring, he was about to drop it on the cobblestone floor of the dirty industrial street. But, although his blood was barely circulating in his brain anymore, since it had gone to another part of his body, he still had enough lucidity to put it in the pocket of his raincoat. He had to struggle a bit with the trench coat to access the side pocket, as it was tucked up to expose his ass. But he was a decent man who certainly wasn't in the habit of throwing things into the street. 

	-I am..." -he hesitated to tell her his name, although he had already told her on the train- "Bernat, the one on the train. 

	"The one on the train," echoed in Gema's head. The boy on the train. The one who had touched her on the seat. "No, but...!" Bernat wasn't the name of the old man in the cafeteria? "So...?" Gemma's mind was working slowly, in fits and starts. "The one on the motorcycle, then..." Hadn't the one on the train been a friend of Alan's?! Or was the old man in the coffee shop a friend of his? Had he touched her in the carriage that...?! 

	-They told me the price was one hundred euros," he said in her ear. He had to speak loudly to make sure he could hear him through his helmet. Out of the corner of her eye she saw the young man with the cell phone approaching. I have paid," she continued with what she had been instructed to say. Her (supposed) husband had insisted that she tell him beforehand that he had paid for her. I put the money in your purse. 

	"My purse!" It had been the old man in the cafeteria who had stolen it. He had been the one who had groped her in front of the rest of the passengers! 

	-It's on the ground, next to the lamppost. I guess they'll give it to you later," Bernat told him. The truth was that he wasn't sure if they would give it to him. He wasn't even sure that the two of them were going to get out of there alive. The only thing that was clear to him was that he needed to fuck her. After seeing her smile in the cafeteria, after touching her in her seat and hearing her moan, after seeing her tied up against the lamppost and how she obeyed, he urgently needed to stick his cock in her! "I've never done it from behind," he said to himself again, aroused. It hadn't been his request; he hadn't even been asked his opinion. They had simply told him he could fuck her, but only from behind, and he had agreed for fear of contradicting them. Is that your price? -he asked, following the established script. 

	"Ass is only for the horny," Gemma reminded herself. Her husband hadn't tasted it and never would. And Mr. Ripoll's clown had wanted it, but she had refused to give it to him. Gerardo hadn't wanted it, even though she would have gladly given it to him. As if it were a NetFlix movie played at accelerated speed, the images passed through Gema's inner eye, fast but equally jerky, without fluidity, showing only certain key moments of her sex life. The asshole Luis Alberto had acquired the rights to her ass by trickery (it had really been a barter) and had rented it to that chubby guy. "See how it's not just for horn players," a little voice inside her instructed her. Even floating in subspace, their voices wouldn't leave her alone! 

	-Is that your price? -the man repeated. 

	Gema tried to nod, but only managed to get the helmet to brush against the lamppost. If her goreador had set that price, then that was it. He had the right to do it. He could even prostitute her, if he wanted to. Alan was more than a goreador; he was her Master. "Then the old mustachioed man is not her friend, but a random man," she concluded at last. It was her right. Alan was, and so was the old man, if he paid. 

	-Yes!" he confirmed loud and clear, although the clarity was debatable, interspersed with a groan and in a hoarse voice as had been his exclamation. How low he had fallen and how soon! Less had the fat boy paid for the wedding, more, much more would have been paid by Mr. Ripoll. 

	Bernat did not hesitate any longer. It was not convenient for him to hesitate any longer. He opened his cheeks with both hands and helped himself as best he could with his thumbs to position his cock over the woman's sphincter. The cock had widened and he, following the instructions, had applied lubricant from the small bottle in the woman's purse to his sheathed cock. He hoped he wouldn't hurt it, but if he did, it wouldn't be his fault. Bullied by the gang, he had no choice but to lunge. Besides, he had paid. 

	Bernat's cock made its way in, not without difficulty, despite the plug Gema had been wearing for hours. Her ass was untrained. In fact, only Luis Alberto had used it frequently and intensely, and that had been years ago. With Gerardo her ass had only known a cock on a few occasions and it had always been another man's, except the first time she had taken the initiative. She had, of course, often worn the tail end of the anal plug, but cold, smooth metal was not the same as a hot meat cock and the friction of the back-and-forth was not the same as the static device. Gemma tensed as she felt her client's intrusive member work its way through her sphincter, but she didn't protest beyond a few stifled moans. She tried to relax to accept the man's cock in her loins. 

	Bernat managed to get all the way in. Satisfied, he grunted, very much in keeping with the mask he wore.  

	Alan noticed and smiled. With any luck he would grunt the whole time. It was going to be an excellent video. Even if Gemma's face was hidden behind the helmet, it would be additional graphic material he could use to press her. Best of all, she knew, or at least sensed it, "You twisted bitch, you want it. You really are a unique woman," he said to himself admiringly. "I wonder how Vicky would react if she saw this." If Vicky took after his mother.... 

	Alan looked up at the sky. A drop had fallen on his forehead. So far he had been lucky with the rain, but the weather forecast was not encouraging. Bernat was still pumping, oblivious to the water that was beginning to fall. With his pig mask on, he still hadn't noticed, or if he had, he didn't care. He was still gripping the woman's hips, ramming her again and again. Alan almost felt sorry for her. The guy didn't know how to pleasure a woman. Gema had described it in her books: he liked anal sex, if it was accompanied by clitoral stimulation. But the guy was still holding on to the woman's hips with both hands as if, bound as she was, she was going to escape. "So much submission," she marveled. He didn't need to tie her up, he didn't even need to blackmail her, really. "But it's much better this way," he reaffirmed, watching the scene and recording it for posterity. "For Vicky, maybe. For Daniel, sure, though I'll see how and what parts," she said to herself. "Ah, yes, for Lidia too. I owe it to her. It's part of the payment." Yes, it was much better that way, it was much more aesthetic and exciting to tie her to the lamppost and threaten to publish her intimate life if she didn't cooperate. "It turns me on and it turns her on. We're a match made in heaven. And Daniel... if he can get over his fears..." She looked up at the sky again. A good downpour was finally starting to fall. "I'm going to push you to the limit and beyond, Daniel. Don't think you're going to come out of this unscathed. You shouldn't have threatened my uncle that night. No one here is going to come out unscathed. Neither am I." Worried about the downpour, Alan looked at his cell phone. If his phone was holding up, he was actually getting an even better video in the rain.  

	Water droplets on the camera lens blurred the image, but it was better that way. It wasn't about the detail, it was about the mood of the scene. He moved to change the angle and stood in front of Gemma. Behind her was the grotesque mask of the pig moving in ecstasy. He wiped the camera lens with his finger to nevertheless capture some details up close. Small rivulets ran down the woman's breasts and ended in waterfalls that cascaded to the ground as they collided with the dams formed by the chopsticks. Some of the water managed to get past the chopsticks and dripped from her nipples. She reached out with her free hand, making sure to record it all. She collected the drops under her nipple with one finger. Water flowed around the new obstacle. "Rain is inevitable and water is unstoppable," he acknowledged, "just as I am." He grabbed the woman's nipple and stretched it like gum. "You see, Daniel, you see what I'm doing with your wife? And this is only the first time!" After that, he would have to control himself with Vicky. First and foremost, she was his girlfriend. Alan was serious about her, albeit in his own twisted way. "I'll have to control my urges with her," he warned himself. "I'll have to let off steam first with her mother, my mother-in-law." Alan understood well that Gemma felt addicted to such emotions. He was just starting out and was already feeling his mind asking for more. Of course, so was his cock. He repressed the urge to touch it, even if it was just above his pants, and continued to stroke her nipples. The camera was again recording in a blur because of the water droplets, but that was good, in the end. It was a realism as distorted as his appetite for that family, mother, daughter and father. 

	The pig grunted once more, this time louder. His movements gave away that he had cum. He hadn't lasted long, but that was to be expected. Who could have held out under those circumstances? "I don't think you were in a hurry not to get wet, eh, pig?" He was about to tell her to her face, but restrained himself. There was no need for name-calling. After all, the little guy had done magnificently. If it hadn't been for him - him or anyone else on the train - he would have had to put a friend of his in his place. It would have made no difference to the video, but not to Gema -and that was the whole point-. 

	Alan showed his friends, who were still stoically enduring the downpour, for the last time. He then stopped filming. Then he approached the pig and removed his mask. What appeared under the latex was another pig's head. 

	-You did well," she congratulated him. Maybe we'll call you another time. Shall we call you a cab? 

	-No, no," Bernat stammered, "I'll manage. -He put his cock in his pants and left in a hurry. After he had cum, after his excitement had suddenly subsided, he didn't think it was a good idea to stay there with that bunch of lunatics. How could he have let himself get involved in that? How could he have participated in that madness? He had objected, but something in him had been stronger than his will. He ran. Now he was him again. What had he done? He wanted nothing to do with those madmen! He was him again, but he would never be him again. He could never forget that. He had come out physically unscathed, but something in him had been sullied, perhaps his conscience, surely something more than that. He would try to forget that, but could he? He turned one last time to make sure he was not being followed. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel looked at the message he had just received on his cell phone with eyes of disbelief: 

	"Gema has behaved like a good professional," the message read. "Remember to thank that man, whatever his name is. You know, you have to take care of your clients." 

	-You son of a bitch! -Daniel exclaimed, out of his mind, "You conceited child, who do you think you are to treat my wife like that, like a common whore? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alan put his cell phone in his pocket. For fun, he would have added a few more sentences; he would have reminded Daniel, for example, that the stranger had fucked her where he never had and never would. But he didn't have time for that; he had to take care of Gemma. 

	He approached her and carefully removed her case. However, he still did not remove her mask. 

	-Are you all right? -he asked. He stroked her face affectionately. It was possibly the most overheard question in TV series and movies, so much so that he felt ridiculous asking it, but he needed to know that she was all right. He was sure she was, as much as she could be, however.... 

	Gema did not answer. She was shivering with cold... or fear. 

	-Go away! -he barked at his friends. He handed the helmet to Biel. 

	Fortunately, his friends didn't object - they had better, if they ever wanted a chance to taste her. And they would, unless he had gone too far with her that night. Lust or not, perversion or not, blackmail or not, when something breaks, it breaks. 

	Horse and water demon got into the car. Gemma startled when she heard the engine next to her. They had parked next to the van. Biel walked away in the direction of his motorcycle. Intent on walking Gema down the street to the lamppost, he had left her about ten meters away. He secured the helmet on the rear saddle, mounted and started up. He would arrive home completely stalled, but he had the feeling that it had been worth it... as long as he could... another time... He made the engine roar unnecessarily. Then he accelerated, leaving some of the rubber from his rear wheel on the ground. Gema was startled. 

	"Asshole!" Alan shouted at her, but avoided uttering it. Gemma had enough on her plate. She was beginning to seriously worry about his condition. At that moment she wished Lidia was with him. A familiar voice, a friendly face would do Gema good. "Lidia or Daniel. Someone!" he said to himself, feeling helpless, maybe even guilty. How could he have ever thought that Gemma could like such an experience, when he had almost kidnapped and raped her! He had been carried away by her account of her encounter in the forest with the two Croatians in Switzerland. But what if Gemma had exaggerated it? Her uncle's diary also echoed that experience, but it was much less detailed than her account. What if what she had written was how she would have liked it to have been and not how it really was? Even if that had been her wish, it was one thing to fantasize and another to live it in reality. 

	With feverish hands, Alan removed the rubber band from one end that joined the two sticks and pulled them open. Gem moaned in pain, even though he had done it carefully. There was nothing she could do against the sudden rush of blood returning to her nipples and painfully stimulating her nerve endings. At another time he would have been aroused by her moans, but he was truly worried about her. For her, and for his future with her and his daughter. For both. The chopsticks fell to the floor; seconds later the garter would. 

	-Come! -he said to Gema. Actually, he gave her no choice. He pressed her against him with one arm. Was he afraid she would run away or was it to give her human warmth? With his free hand he opened the van door. 

	Gemma let herself be guided. She was still shivering heavily. Suddenly, the rain didn't seem so pretty to Alan. Once inside the van, he quickly disentangled her from her soaked raincoat and hugged her. 

	-You're all right. You're safe," he tried to reassure her, at the woman's shivering. He was unable to warm her; he, too, was soaked. "Damn it, I should have brought some blankets!" he lamented, as if that was the source and solution to the problem. Wait," she told him, as if she could do anything else, naked and locked in the van. Alan jumped over the bench into the driver's seat. He started the engine and turned on the heater. 

	The sudden noise of the engine made Gema more nervous. She was completely disoriented. She didn't know where she was, but more importantly, she didn't know why she was there, let alone what she still had to suffer. 

	-No," Alan exclaimed at the woman's whimpering moans. She sounded like an abandoned puppy calling for its mother. No," he said again. It's just for the heat. We're not going anywhere. It's all right. 

	When you ask someone to calm down, chances are they won't. If anything, that word usually has the opposite effect. If anything, that word usually has the opposite effect. Tears spilled from Gemma's eyes, but the mask absorbed them. 

	Alan jumped back over the stool and scooped her up in his arms. The woman was clearly frightened and was having a nervous breakdown. He was scared, too. "You idiot!" he cursed himself. 

	-I'm going to take off your mask, okay? 

	Gema nodded between sobs. Then she shook her head. 

	Alan was delusional if he expected her, in that state, to give him a coherent answer to his question.  

	Finally, he decided not to remove her mask and pressed her against him again. 

	-You are safe. I'm here with you," he tried to reassure her, forgetting that he was the source of her woes. Don't worry, baby," he said, ignoring the fact that he was the baby and she was a mature woman who, by age, could have been his mother. You've done well. You did good," he repeated. He rocked her in his arms like a baby. I'm proud of you," he whispered, trying to comfort her. He had read that that was what you did after a session, but reading it and putting it into practice were two different things. The written word seemed so clear and easy, but the actual emotions were made of another substance. It was not only psychological, but also chemical. A cocktail of endorphins and other neurotransmitter substances must have been coursing through the woman's body, among them epinephrine, a substance also known as adrenaline. She had read about it and had also read how to deal with it. "Read," he repeated the word with contempt. How could he have believed it was so easy? Adrenaline is a response to stress and fear. When oxytocin and other psychotropic substances with appeasing effects decay in the body, the response to adrenaline is unpredictable and can range from uncontrollable shivering to aggression-. You did well," he repeated again. He again regretted going too far with her and not having the foresight of the blankets. Maybe he was the one who needed to hear that he had done well. He stopped hugging her for a moment to quickly remove his sweatshirt; soaked as it was it would be of little comfort to Gema. You've done well," he assured her again. He was beginning to sound like a broken record. I'm proud of you, and so is Daniel! -she added in a moment of lucidity. "Yes, Daniel, your husband. Everything revolves around him. This must never be forgotten." Unlike his uncle, he would have no problem with Daniel being a co-star.  

	Gema and Alan remained like that, cuddling on the middle bench for countless minutes. It was already starting to get hot inside the van and the windows had filled with steam. 

	Alan didn't know what else to say to Gemma. He continued to rock her, although perhaps he had the feeling, somewhere in the back of his mind, that it was she who was rocking him. 

	Gemma was still wearing the mask. In the end, Alan had not removed it so as not to expose her to more stimuli. The falconer knows that the hawk is calmer with the hood on. He did not wish to torment it any further. The calmness is not in the bright light but in the sweet darkness. 

	It had been a few minutes since Gema had stopped sobbing. Fortunately, she seemed to have recovered from the nervous breakdown. The worst was behind her. The worst of that night. However, her mental state was still altered. How could it not be? 

	Gemma's mouth found Alan's lips and kissed him. It wasn't sex she was looking for, at least not lustful sex. In those moments she was not seeking to feel desired, but to feel comforted and loved, surely also appreciated and not despised. She was not conscious of motives; she was acting on instinct. She was not yet thinking clearly and, in fact, at those moments, she did not yet wish to feel lucid. Lucidity would bring no good with her. She kissed him again, encouraging him to kiss her. Although he had already told her verbally, perhaps what she needed was to feel his approval. 

	Alan wanted her, but he didn't want to take advantage of her anymore, not in that state, and he held back. But her kisses were softening him. She was naked before him, in his arms, and he was already naked from the waist up. Skin to skin. He had no desire to torment her further, not at that moment, but he couldn't resist either. Wasn't it worse if he rejected her? But he could not reject her, not because it was worse, but because he could not.  

	"You want me to fuck you? I'll fuck you when I please, not when you want me to. I have a girlfriend. Fuck, I can do that with anyone, with my girlfriend or with another. I want something else from you. You already fucked your first client with me. I won't fuck you tonight. You'll have to hold out until the next time." I had rehearsed telling her that or something like it. Of course he wanted to feel her, in his hands, in her mouth, with his cock. But it was true that fucking wasn't what he wanted from her. He wanted that, of course, but mostly he wanted everything else, like what he had done with her that night and other things he had in mind to do with her. He had intended to send her home hungry, eager to feel him. He had wanted to send her home without the satisfaction that he wanted her; he didn't want to let that go to her head or he would lose some of his power over her. 

	But Alan couldn't resist. He opened his mouth and let her tongue penetrate him. They kissed long and wetly. 

	Gema willingly leaned back on the stool. Alan followed her movement without stopping kissing her. He caressed her breasts with desire but with tenderness. He had no desire to hurt her anymore, not that night. He marveled at the firmness of her breasts. Her uncle's implants defied the force of gravity with no problem. Upside down, instead of squirming, they still held their shape. She couldn't see it, but she could feel it with her hands. Kneeling beside her on the floor between the middle bench and the front seats, he gently caressed her body. He felt her shudder under his touch. He almost regretted that he had put her through that ordeal, but he had done it because he thought that was what she wanted. He had done it because of that and because that fantasy had turned him on.  

	Among the thicket of hairs, his hand found his crotch. Pubic hair, she had yet to decide how she wanted it. She had yet to decide so many things about it. The shape of the pubic hair, even its color, was but one of the things she would gradually decide. But that was not the time. 

	Gemma moaned as Alan found her clit. Her back arched as her hips came out to meet his fingers. She grabbed his hand to keep him from pulling her away. Her ass still stung. Without clitoral stimulation, it hadn't been a pleasant sensation and even less so after so long. But she had endured...the test?...because...to...prove to him that she wasn't a waste of time? Really, it didn't matter. At that moment, she just needed to feel him, not for being him, but for being HIM. 

	Somehow, he was still floating somewhere. He preferred not to take off his mask. He didn't need to see, he needed to feel. For an instant, she felt guilty thinking about Daniel. This thing they were going to do was a way for her to reconnect. It was a way for him to make her his again. It was something that should be reserved for husband and wife. It wasn't something for wife and gore. But with Gerardo she had reconnected after some rough sessions. A boss is not the same as a goreador. The connection can more easily and intensely go far beyond the mere sexual relationship with a goreador. Feeling helpless and protected, surrendered, is what it's all about. On top of that, she had never been one for mere sexual relations. 

	Alan left her mouth and instead ran up and down her body with his lips. When he reached her crotch, he quickly replaced his hand with his mouth. The woman at first resisted the change, not the change itself, but his pulling his hand away. But then she moaned at the feel of his tongue on her clit. That was one thing her uncle had never done with her. At least, he hadn't mentioned it and she, so pornographically thorough in her stories, hadn't told about it either. Unlike her uncle, Alan had no problem giving oral pleasure. Quite the contrary, he liked to feel the woman with all his senses, including palating her taste. "You don't know what you've been missing, man," he said to himself as he tasted her. Sure, the hairs were a nuisance. "But they are to Daniel, too," he warned himself. There he would have to find a compromise. He continued to lick her as he removed his pants. "Your daughter tastes better than you, sweeter," he told her in thought. How he wished he could really tell her! Of course Vicky tasted sweeter: she was his girlfriend and she was the mother-in-law. 

	He finished taking off his pants. He had watched her. He had heard her. He had kissed her. He had touched her. And he had tasted her. Now he burned with desire to feel her with his cock, to really possess her. "Will I ever really possess her?" he wondered. "There will always be Daniel," he acknowledged, without regret. She wasn't going to compete with him. 

	Groping, he found the packet of condoms in the pocket of Gema's trench coat. He pulled one out and managed to put it on while still eating her pussy. The annoying but necessary condoms, that was something that would have to go, both with her and her daughter. 

	He positioned himself between her legs. Gem willingly opened them. Alan hesitated about making her beg, similar to what he had done with Vicky. "Fuck me, please, I beg you!" he imagined saying to her. "Fuck me and I'll be yours." "Ah, but you're already mine in any case," he fantasized answering her. He said nothing, however. He sensed that in the state she was in that would be breaking the magic of the moment. 

	He placed his cock at the entrance of her vagina and slowly penetrated her. She felt the warmth of her moist cave. "I didn't make a mistake after all," he reassured himself. "If she's this wet it's because I got it right and she liked the experience. I've pushed her to the limit and beyond. Maybe I've overdone it a little, but not much." It was good to know because he intended to take her much further than her uncle. The last few inches of his cock he rammed into her all at once. To his satisfaction, Gema let out a mixture of moan and groan. He let Gema absorb the sensations. Hers, even if she didn't move, were incredible. 

	Gema spread her legs. The van's bench was uncomfortable for that, for fucking, but it was better than the seats in a normal car. She managed to crisscross them behind Alan's ass. The boy had filled her, but more importantly, his pelvis was pressing on her clit. Men often forget that in humans, females have their clitoris on the outside. Other species have it inside. Of course, there is also the G-spot, but that one is not so easy to find and even more so in that position. 

	Alan took it as a signal to start moving his hips. Not that he was complaining about his passion, but he didn't like that Gemma had imprisoned him between her legs and that she had the feeling of control. "For this first time, I'll have to let it slide," he said to himself. "There will be time to teach you later." Alan began pumping at a moderate pace. He didn't want to risk cumming prematurely, as that would have been extremely counterproductive to his plans. "For little stamina there's already Daniel," Alan said to himself, with no intention of taunting Gemma's husband. Alan understood all too well that Daniel was mentally lost in the images of his wife's stories, garnished by snapshots of what he had actually witnessed. That, coupled with the actual sex, could push any man past the point of no return, even him. He had to restrain himself from getting overexcited by what he had just witnessed. To his delight, despite his controlled movements, he managed to wring little choked moans of pleasure from the woman. He did not intend to give her the fuck of her life; he would have time for that another time. What he wanted was to comfort and intimate her, after what she had put him through. It was enough for him to find her pleasurable and to make her cum; he had already given her the truly explosive and differentiating part. 

	Alan kissed her. He penetrated her with his tongue, at the same time as he penetrated her with his cock. His mind, he had penetrated her before. Gemma responded to his kiss. She seemed desperate, but she had no illusions that it was out of hunger for sex. Nor did he want a nymphomaniac. He wasn't looking for a woman in her who needed and demanded sex at all times; what he wanted was a woman willing to have all kinds of sex, not because she needed it, but because he demanded it. Her uncle had been a master at that; he had somehow managed to make her want what he wanted. Plasticity, he had called it. She hadn't claimed to have lesbian experiences or to make love to her grandfather, but she had done so even though it had been a limit for her to overcome. That was what Alan intended with her, that she would overcome one limit after another because he wanted her to, that she would find it difficult and uncomfortable at first - even during and after - but that, in the end, she would enjoy the experience. "But not that much," he told himself. "I don't want you to ever find it completely enjoyable. When it happens, I guess I'll get bored with you. But I can be imaginative enough that you'll always be out of your comfort zone."  

	Alan left her mouth and listened again with delight to her moans. He sped up his movements and watched as they varied to her rhythm. He hadn't been surprised that Gemma hadn't minded him kissing her after having his tongue in her pussy. He hadn't just licked her clit, he had thrust his tongue inside her. He knew that wasn't what women liked best, but he hadn't been able to help wanting to savor her thoroughly. Not a few women turned their faces away and shied away from a kiss after cunnilingus. He was almost disappointed by this; it would have been a tiny but nonetheless interesting challenge to get her to overcome. Anyway, for that night, he had already overcome enough challenges. 

	Alan winced as he felt the woman scratch his back with her nails, but he endured stoically. "My kitten," he began to say to himself to abstract from the pain. Then, she corrected herself: "My Tigress. I won't cut your nails, but I'll have to tie you up so you won't scratch me. Anyway, tied up is how I like you best." 

	-I'm coming! -Gema warned him. She had sought orgasm not as the ultimate expression of lasciviousness, but as a symbol of human warmth. She moaned as she felt the accelerated thrusts of Alan, her young lover. No, her lover, no, her young owner, not to say her Master. 

	-Come on! -Alan encouraged her, between gasps. Some other time, he would have to teach her to ask for permission, to beg him to cum, but this was not the time. In any case, she deserved the orgasm. Alan sped up for the final sprint, taking care that his pelvis rubbed against her clitoris. Come with me! -Although this was not the time to teach him to ask for permission, it was the time to give him a quick command for something that was going to happen anyway. The brain does not always distinguish cause and effect well and often, through repetition, simply creates associations. 

	-Yes. Yes," exclaimed Gema. Oh! Ohhh! Uhhh!" she moaned. 

	-I'm cumming too! Come on! Come with me! -Alan repeated. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Epilogue – The Pharaoh’s Legacy 

	  

	"When men call us "whores", they are calling us "free", but they don't know" - Zahara 

	  

	-Do you think readers will have understood that this story is fictional, unlike your previous ones? -my husband asked. 

	-Fictitious, real, what difference does it make? -I replied, shrugging my shoulders. The important thing is that we have given them something to dream and fantasize about for a while. 

	-I do care whether it's real or not," Daniel disagreed. He had blushed. 

	-But that's because you live it with me," I replied with aplomb. For them, for our readers, it's just a story. 

	-And for you, what is it? -Is this what you'd like to do? Are these the fantasies you have left to live out? 

	-There is as much of you in this story as there is of me," I replied, reminding him that we had written it together. For that reason and because it was fictional (a necessity due to the pandemic, which was still going on and forced us to be cautious) we had written it in the third person, instead of in the first person like the previous ones. 

	The blush on my husband's face increased. For him it was and would always remain more difficult than for me to accept the dark side of his sexuality. 

	-Now your future goreador already knows what you want," said Daniel, "but that's why you wrote it down, isn't it? 

	We have written, Daniel. I have written the bulk, but you have written your part. 

	-Your future goreador, Daniel," I answered. Ours. But who's to say that he didn't know about it before? Have you thought that maybe he has contributed to this story as much as you and I have? Just because we've kept our distance so far because of the pandemic doesn't mean that I haven't been in contact with him and that all this isn't his fantasy. But you're right," I shrugged, "this isn't a fantasy," I paused dramatically, "it's a plan. 

	The blush on my husband's face disappeared instantly. In return, he paled like the sheet of this paper. A fantasy was a fantasy. Even if it broke taboos, it still belonged to the ethereal world of imagination. But reality... 

	-And... and... and... Vicky? -stammered Daniel. 

	Whose idea had it really been to include our daughter in the story? Mine? My husband's or her subconscious, which I know better than him? Had the idea originated with Alan? Or had Gerardo fantasized about her? Had he made me tell him about her, even though I did not mention it in my previous books? Had Lidia's visits to our house been for Daniel and me alone, or had Gerard expected and foreseen a profitable friendship between Vicky and her? Had he hinted his plans for her to me at the time or had we learned of them post mortem from his meticulous diaries? Or had it been something unknown to me and it had been Alan who had read about those ideas in Gerardo's diaries and had proposed (or forced me) to write about it? What if it had been Lidia the culprit, angel and demon in the same person? Of course, speaking of angels and demons, it is also possible that the idea had come from my own daughter: had she found out about our sex life and, after digesting the inevitable initial shock, wanted to jump on the bandwagon? Like father, like son... 

	Who do you want the origin to be? Your decision will influence the development of the next book! You can vote here: 

	 

	-Vicky, what, Daniel? -Did you think you could confine a young woman? It's good that you and I have maximized precautions. Besides, we needed this break, we needed this time for you and me, for us. 

	Daniel grunted. I took that to mean he approved of my words, at least those last ones. "We... We haven't been alone. We've been writing this story, thinking of others. And we haven't written it alone, at least I haven't. {Are you going to prove to him that it's true, or are you going to leave him uncertain about it?} 

	-But Victoria wasn't going to stay cooped up at home, she wasn't going to be without a boyfriend," I continued. Who do you think she's been dating all these months? 

	-So...? -asked my husband, staggering. No! You're kidding me! -he exclaimed hopefully, trying to hold on to something, some hope, however vain it might be. You're fucking with my mind! 

	I smiled. Isn't that what you want, for me to fuck your mind? I was having more fun now than writing the story. 

	-I'll show you soon enough," I said. I hope the pandemic ends soon, not for me, not for Daniel, not for our sexual fantasies, real and not real, but for the whole world. But for the moment, whose idea do you think the Egyptian temple of Debod was? Who do you think the pharaohs married, so that their power would stay in the family? Gerardo left his inheritance, someone... picked it up. 
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