
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

	About the author

	About the co-author

	Chapter XIII - Payment

	Chapter XIV - The Road to the Soul

	Chapter XV - Sugar Girls

	Chapter XVI - I need you to do me a favor

	Chapter XVII - Where are we going?

	Chapter XVIII - Daddy, I like it when you look at me

	Chapter XIX - Compensation

	Epilogue

	Survey

	Coming soon

	
Gema Hotwife Vol. 9 

	- 

	I like it when you look at me 

	  

	Gemma V. Avril 

	Daniel Llamazares 

	

 

	To our daughter, so that you will forgive us when you find out that we include you in our stories. If we do so, it is because you are always in our hearts. 
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About the author 

	  

	"Not all girls are made of sugar and everything nice. Some are made of adventure, bitter chocolate, intelligence, bad words and courage." - WeirdPeopleRock 

	  

	Fantasy and reality are two different pairs of shoes. The pair that seems to fit you perfectly in fantasy, the one that even makes you feel like you're stepping on clouds, may squeeze you in reality. Unlike my books that revolve around Silvestre -my first lover- and Gerardo -my ex-boss-, this series of books are mostly fiction. 

	Fiction, however, has the advantage of allowing you to explore fantasies and desires with a minimum of risk. The risk is only in exposing too much of your innermost thoughts and not being understood. But the format of a novel reduces the risk, for there is always the excuse that you are writing to entertain and titillate the reader, rather than to communicate your own desires. In this sense, when you write you are freer than when you communicate orally. 

	All of us involved know, except our daughter, who knows nothing. When she finds out, I hope she will forgive us or kill us, if she doesn't. 

	I was saying that history is mostly fictitious. However, that implies that it is mostly real. Gemma (now with two emes), Daniel and Alan Manuel - those involved - we really exist. As I write the chapters, I wonder which paragraphs we will end up living for real. Allow me to correct myself and forgive my egocentrism: really, what intrigues me is which parts I will end up seeing for real. Regarding my husband, I don't know if he will end up taking the step we narrate in the book. Unlike me, he's a coward, you hear that, love?  

	I wonder if Alan Manuel, the nephew of my ex-boss, will end up wanting to have a physical relationship with us and, above all, logically, with me. We are a great distance apart geographically and also in age. Can I compete with the young girls he may have? A relationship is a commitment and an investment of time. The pandemic has prevented us from meeting vis a vis. Who knows if our fears and young Alan Manuel's lack of interest have not also prevented us from meeting. Am I too negative about feeling mature as I write these lines? I can make up for it with enthusiasm and commitment. Yes, Master, I can and I will. You will discover in this book that I have listened to you and taken into account your suggestions for the development of the story. Is this how you want me to be? 

	In the absence of the real action, of tasting him and feeling his cock inside me and his hands on my skin, soft or strong, I settle for imagining it and writing it down. At least the Internet allows me to feel him, even if he is far away. I don't feel his hands, but I do experience his character and I like it! It is a new experience to be dominated from a distance. I barely write about her in the book, as the story is based on what we imagine we would do if we could get together, but there are moments where reality and fiction intermingle. As I said, the story is only mostly made up. What's interesting is that it's a story developed by the three of us. As for my actual experiences of being dominated from a distance, maybe I'll write about it someday. At the moment, I'm more excited about imagining what it would do to me, which, in itself, is part of reality. 

	  

	-Gema 

	 

	
About the co-author 

	  

	"And you finally realize that real love comes down to feeling safe enough to be vulnerable." - JmStorm 

	  

	For the first time I dare to introduce myself. In previous books I have collaborated with my wife, but in this one I have been more involved. Perhaps it is easier for me to express myself and develop the story with her (and Alan) because it is fictional. Perhaps my wife is right when she says that writing a novel with an imagined story is less compromising. I must confess that I found it difficult to collaborate in the writing of her previous books, the ones that tell our real story with Gerardo. 

	Do I desire what we write? Part of me does, part of me doesn't. Do I want my wife to have a carnal lover, rather than one six hundred kilometers away and who does things to us and makes us do things (especially her) through the Internet? Without a doubt, I do. I'm a cuckold, what can you do! Maybe I was born programmed like that. Maybe my mind has evolved that way because of my experience with girls. Most likely it's a mixture of everything. What do I know! What I know is that I get excited when I think that she enjoys with someone else. 

	But the bitch (can you hear it, honey?), she has become very sibylline. She wasn't like that before. She used to be sweet (she still is, but now she's also hard as diamond and cold as ice when she wants to be) and even submissive. I may be confusing submission with conformity. The experience of cheating on me has changed her. Although it is possible that the only thing that has changed is the expertise with which she handles me now. Maybe I was the conformist and now I demand more from her. Maybe she is still as submissive and to satisfy me she is capable of doing what she does. But the bitch seems to enjoy it a lot (that's how I like it, love). 

	Why am I calling her a bitch? Well, because in this fictional story she forces me to explore things I'm not comfortable with. If you can't guess already, you'll understand when you read it. But worse, she is determined to force me to make it real (somehow), if I want her to get a real flesh-and-blood lover again (and not one in the distance, no matter how young and good-looking she is). That's her condition, in the fictional story and in reality. Ugh! And she only does it to satisfy me? Yeah, what else?!  

	As I said, these things don't come easy to me and I'm always afraid that they might be misinterpreted. I guess I'm especially afraid that she will misinterpret them. I don't give a damn what anyone else thinks, speaking plain and simple, that's when it's most crystal clear. I'd like to think that I'm not a unique case and that in this big world with this not-so-small underworld of cuckolds there are more people like me. Come on, would you be reading this if you weren't? (I'm obviously referring to the male audience.) Stop laughing! (Females can laugh all they want. That's their right, just because they were born as the most beautiful (and also fake and sibylline, but I say that with respect and admiration) creatures on the face of the earth. What can I say? I adore women. Maybe I do it because I'm submissive by nature or because my wife has managed to raise me that way. But even dominant men adore women. In reality, dominant or not, we end up doing what they want, don't we? Oh, Alan, keep this in mind. (Sorry, I meant to say, "Keep this in mind, Sir." I hope you won't punish me, I'm punished enough as it is). My Gem is a pretty gem, but it will captivate you in the end). 

	-Daniel 

	 

	
Chapter XIII - Rights of use 

	  

	"We do not judge the people we love." - Sartre 

	  

	-Here," said Gema to her husband, when Daniel finished parking the car. 

	Daniel looked puzzled at the five-euro bill his wife was offering him.  

	He had gone to pick her up at the Atocha station. He had kissed her when he saw her, there, at the passenger exit of the AVE, so much so that she had had to stop him, although it had been her who had initiated the kiss. It had only been two days, but he had missed her terribly. Daniel had watched in amazement as his wife emerged from the passenger-only area, her trench coat in hand. He had recorded the scene, just as the smug little boy had asked. The tone of voice had made it clear that it wasn't exactly a request. But at least he had called him to tell him so in his own voice. The haughty rich boy had reminded her of the consequences of not following his directions, but had also assured her, in a warm voice, that Gema was fine and that what she needed right now was her husband. Old Gerardo, the little boy's uncle, had never and would never have said anything like that to her. Fortunately, he had passed away. "The devil died, but a worse one has replaced him," Daniel often said to himself, ever since Alan came on the scene. "But he's a kid. I'll be able to handle him." In his twenties, Alan lacked experience. No matter how much power he had over them, he could be no match for Daniel. But youth made him as inexperienced as he was daring and dangerous. 

	Gema had emerged heeled in her booties, trying to maintain her dignity. The blush on her cheeks showed that it was not easy for her. She was wearing the same black miniskirt she had worn on the way out, as it could not be otherwise, considering that she had traveled without luggage. She was also wearing the same black, see-through blouse, but, unlike on the way out, she was not wearing a bra. Her breasts had wobbled under the blouse to the sound of her noisy footsteps. 

	Daniel's mouth had dropped open and he had stared at her, hallucinating. His cell phone in his hand had not been impressed and had continued to record the scene of the return. It was a crowded, public place, and yet his wife had come out of the train like that. It wasn't a party, it wasn't a discotheque, it was the Barcelona-Madrid high-speed train. Despite his excitement, Daniel had realized the message Alan was sending him. Gema was not dressed like that on her own initiative. It had been a request from the young man and he had done it to remind him -to remind them both- that it had been his uncle who had given Gema those breasts. His uncle Gerard had chosen the implants and had paid for them, and he, Alan, had inherited those tits. If only he had inherited that... 

	Despite the wobbling and in spite of his turgid state, Daniel had been able to read the inscription on his wife's left breast. It was only three letters and a tilde, written in red marker, which showed through the blouse: "Mia".  

	On the way home, in the car, Daniel had muttered silently about the term he had used when he saw those letters. The ride home from the station had been silent, except for the sounds of rolling and wind. He hadn't even put on any music. The Royal Spanish Academy defines the term as a writing engraved on a durable material to preserve the memory of an important event. The event was clear, but it was also clear that Gema's breasts, while firm, were not of a hard material. Still, Daniel thought he had gotten the term right, much to his regret. He hadn't thought it, but it had come from his subconscious. Another definition accepted by the academy of the language is that of a document issued by the State to certify the obligation to pay a perpetual income corresponding to a capital received. They had received a capital from Gerardo and now they had to return it to his heir. The boob job was only symbolic; the money was not worth mentioning, although the fact that it had been Gerardo, Gema's powerful and longtime lover, who had decided on size and shape. However, that was not what Alan's power was based on. He had real power over them, not symbolic. 

	"Are you okay?", Daniel had asked his wife worriedly after the welcoming kiss, still holding her in his arms. He had barely managed to whisper those words in her ear. Alan had assured him that she was, but should and could she trust him? 

	"Phew!", Gemma had answered him, as laconic as she was worried. Then she had taken him by the hand and let herself be led by him to the car. 

	Daniel had glanced sideways at her and hadn't been able to help but notice the hickey on her neck, just above the steel necklace his wife wore. "Yet another symbol," he had said to himself. "Yet another sign," he had thought to himself, dismayed. "Yet another token," he had lamented to himself. Alan had taken care to mark it well. The necklace she had already worn from home; Gerard had given it to her. But Alan had added those letters and a hickey. But could he be sure it had been him and not someone else? Daniel had restrained himself and refrained from drilling his wife with questions on the drive home. In any case, with so many things on his mind - always the same, only a few, but, in turn, very intense - the trip had been short. Worse had been waiting for her at home, spending the night alone in bed, unable to sleep. Worse had been even the brief wait at the train station - the high-speed train had been on time, as almost always, and he had timed it well, but that hadn't made it any easier. "Phew!" What did that mean? 

	-Take it," repeated Gema, waving the five-euro bill under her nose. 

	On the way from the passenger exit to where he had parked the car, Daniel had suggested to his wife that she cover herself with her raincoat: 

	-I'm not recording you anymore," he had explained the obvious, "Alan doesn't see you anymore," he had wanted to tell her. 

	-It doesn't matter," Gema had replied, even though her flushed cheeks continued to show her discomfort. It's not that," she had added and then ended up biting her lower lip. 

	-Take it," Gema repeated. 

	Daniel was still absorbed in his thoughts. This time they were going too far. This time it wasn't an agreement or a compromise. This time it was blackmail. 

	-What is it? -Daniel finally reacted. 

	Gema had tried to be bold and provocative, but, finally, she turned red as a tomato and that, already in the car, she had agreed to wear the raincoat. 

	-What is that? -Daniel repeated. Now it was he who was getting nervous with the lack of reaction. He looked up from the bill, the smallest of the European currency bills, and looked at his wife. He saw her blush, more pronounced than ever. And, at last, he also noticed the cell phone she was holding in her hand, pointing it at him. "Is it recording me?" he wondered, confused. "What the hell does this mean?" And why had his wife waited until he got home? 

	-Your share," Gema explained, as if those two words explained everything. Your share of the hundred euros," she added between her teeth. Her face was burning. He kept half of it. The other half, minus yours, is for me. The five euros are for you. It's your share, the royalties for the use of the conjugal cunt, he told me to tell you. 

	"Rights... a hundred euros... conjugal pussy," Daniel stammered in thought, unable to articulate any words. Unusually for him, it took him a while to realize what that hundred euros meant and what it referred to. The rich boy had rented his wife to a man for that kind of money! 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XIII - payment 

	  

	"The most unpleasant thing about evil is that it accustoms one to it." - Sartre 

	  

	-Grotesque! -Lidia exclaimed when she saw the video. She had experienced very racy scenes with Gema, with and without the old Gerardo, but the video surpassed everything. 

	-Do you like it? -asked Alan unnecessarily. 

	-No. Nothing! -Lidia lied, while rubbing her clitoris. She had put the recording on her laptop to see it better and it was right in front of her, between her legs. Anyway, even if Alan couldn't see her through the phone, she knew he would know it wasn't true. "The devil knows more for an old man than a devil," Lydia said to herself. "I suppose there will be exceptions. In this case, as young as he is, Alan is proving to be a real devil," she admired herself. "I'm a little angel next to him." The rain thing went very well. You were lucky. -It wasn't rain, it was a deluge. The masks, I admit it was a stroke of genius. Do they have any meaning? 

	-Of course," Alan replied. However, he avoided telling him what the horse mask, the water demon mask or the pig mask represented. In any case, he would explain it to him another time. 

	-The pig's, of course," Lidia commented excitedly. "Grotesque!" she said to herself again. "Deliciously grotesque. Just what he deserves." The only catch was that you couldn't see Gema's face, as she was wearing a motorcycle helmet. Still, he recognized her right away. She knew her body well; she had often walked over it with her eyes, with her hands and with her mouth. No one else would recognize her except Daniel, and that was a shame. What are you going to do with the video? -she asked excitedly, anticipating Alan's answer. She and he were a good match. The only catch was that he was obsessed with Gemma. "Actually, she takes after me," she said to herself, admitting that she was obsessed with her, too. "We're a match made in heaven," he acknowledged. He wanted to inflict all sorts of humiliations on her, and she wanted to punish her for forgetting about her. No, the real problem was not Gema. The real problem was her daughter Vicky, with whom Alan had foolishly fallen in love. It was one thing to use the daughter to humiliate the mother. Even enjoying her was fine. But falling in love? Vicky was a boring blank sheet of paper. What had a boy as sharp, demanding and perverse as Alan seen in her? "We're a match made in heaven, Alan. You and me." 

	-Upload it to the network," Alan replied without blinking. It wasn't as if the blinking was going to show through the phone line. Pornhub or XHamster," he specified. Or Heavy-R. 

	-Are you going to open a private, subscription channel for him? -Lidia got excited. "The pig thing is a hit," she said to herself excitedly, masturbating. The video was short, but she had put it on loop. Alan had cut it down to a few seconds, but those were the ones that conveyed the essence. The one in the pig mask was the client. The mask matched her body. Not that Lidia had anything against people who pay for sex or less fortunate bodies, but it seemed poetic justice that Gema's first adventure in her new post-Gerardo phase should be like this. The mature businessman had hired her to upset Gema and interfere in her marriage and she had succeeded. She had always fulfilled her orders. But she hadn't done it just for money, not on that occasion. "And not on this one either!" she reaffirmed. She had managed to connect with Gema and Daniel, but as with every action there was a reaction, they too had connected with her. They had struck up something more than friendship. That's why she felt betrayed that, after Gerardo's death, they had cast her aside and forgotten about her so quickly. "They did it because they know I'm paid." As if that was the important thing! "Poetic justice. Now you're payola too, Gema. And with a pig!" And that was only the beginning. Alan would make his revenge possible. 

	-It's possible," Alan replied, "Do you have any suggestions? 

	-You can... I think... 

	-Do you want to investigate, will you? -Alan interrupted her. He wasn't interested in the details. "I must stimulate his enthusiasm," he reminded himself. "It's not just a matter of paying him well." Actually, he wasn't planning to open a pay channel on which to hang the perversions he would have her do to Gemma. At least not at the moment. "Maybe it's not such a bad idea," he conceded, nonetheless. Lidia was always full of wonderful ideas, though his goals and hers differed. After all, Gema was her mother-in-law...or would be, if all went well. "And why not show off my mother-in-law, even if only in a mask?" It was what he was going to do, anyway, even if it was an extremely cropped video with the quality purposely downgraded. Why not a pay channel? He shook his head to get out of the thought loop. "For the time being, I'll order her to write a book to chronicle our for the moment short adventure." Alan knew Gemma was slow at writing, but she would write faster this time! He would know how to stimulate her. Yes, the video would give a lot away.  

	 

	 

	


Chapter XIV - The Road to the soul 

	  

	"It takes more than intelligence to act intelligently." - Fyodor Dostoyevsky 

	  

	-Is Vicky home? -asked Gema. It was obvious that she was embarrassed to come home like this. It wasn't because of her clothes, since the raincoat made her look nice. The necklace was something else. And then there was the hickey. Vicky would know that her mother had gone out with friends for more than a few drinks. Startled, she shook her head, it could still be worse! What was worse than cheating on her father? "Cheating on him with a woman," she answered herself. She shook herself again to shake off those thoughts. She would never do that! Actually, she had. "Lydia...," she thought sadly. Fortunately, he had broken up with her. "There's never been anything between me and her," he tried to convince himself. "She was only doing it for money." He had always suspected it, but had always looked the other way. How else could an old man sleep with two women, one young and one mature but still quite young in appearance and spirit? "You're admitting that you also slept with him for money," a little voice inside told him. That was unfair and his conscience should know better! Yes, money had played a part in sleeping with the wealthy businessman, but it had only been a spicy spice in their relationship, not the foundation. She had slept with him because Gerard had been able to read her soul. "Too well," she acknowledged, sad and relieved at the same time. She hadn't turned away from Lidia because of that. After all, she in that sense could not hold anything against him. Were seasoning and foundation so different? Were they often indistinguishable from each other? He had distanced himself from Lidia for the sake of their marriage. Daniel had found something in Lidia, but for Gema sexual freedom could not be symmetrical. Where some were aroused, others felt jealous. It was not her fault. 

	-Yes," Daniel replied. You'd better take off your collar," he indicated, worried. At the stage with Gerardo, they had been lucky in that sense. His daughter had spent many weekends away, with her friends and her boyfriend, and that had given them the opportunity to go to the old man's house, without his daughter noticing. Even, thanks to her mother's job, they had had the excuse for Gema to spend some evenings and even long weekends away from home without Vicky missing her. It had been easy to argue business trips and congresses and some had even been true. "Business trips," Daniel reminded himself. "You were banging Dídac's clown in Barcelona on a monthly basis in exchange for business." Anyway, Vicky, at the time, had been very self-centered, like most teenagers, and hadn't been interested in what her parents did or didn't do. But her daughter had changed. Daniel put it down to age and the end of the damn teenage years. She had broken up with that boyfriend, who had been a bad influence, no doubt. She had also moved away from her friends, another bad influence. She had had a bad time. Daniel often seemed like he didn't know anything, but he knew everything. Apparently, she had a boyfriend again and seemed happy. Also that new friend seemed like a much better influence than her previous companions. Everything had improved. He had even found a job. Of course, Gema had lost it. Everything had improved, until that damn Alan had arrived. "Gerard won't stop chasing us," he lamented. 

	-No." Gemma, despite her embarrassment, shook her head. 

	-At home? -Daniel was astonished. He raised his eyebrows. Then he frowned. He can't see you here," she reminded him. "What does she think she is, Big Brother?" 

	-It's not that," Gema replied, using the same words as at the train station. 

	Daniel grimaced. He knew what his wife meant. Even in a situation like that she could be stupid enough to give him her word and try to keep it at all costs! "At the cost of our daughter, Gema!" 

	-So serious, hm? -he asked sympathetically. He couldn't blame her, or at least he shouldn't have. Gemma was the way she was and he was the way he was. He had been the trigger, he had introduced her to the world of consensual cuckolding. "But she's taken it too far!" he cried inwardly. He didn't know whether to blame her or pity her, blame himself or pity himself. That it was addictive, he understood. He himself lived it in his own flesh. He raised the collar of her trench coat to hide the steel necklace with the symbolic ring and the hickey. 

	Gema nodded. She grabbed the raincoat and pulled it closed even tighter. The experience with Alan in Barcelona had penetrated her deeply. The rain had soaked into her skin, but he had penetrated much deeper, even before he penetrated her with his cock. Alan scared her, but he also turned her on. He seemed to understand her well, too well, and that frightened her. How could someone so young know how she worked and what she hid in the darkness of her soul? Even Daniel didn't understand her like that. Of course, Alan had the advantage of having read his uncle's diaries. Gerard had explored her dirty fantasies. He had made her masturbate on the floor for him, often lying on her back, legs spread, while he watched and questioned her from the couch. She had confessed things to Gerardo that she was not proud of and had not even shared with her husband. It was not the lack of love that prevented her from sharing that darkness with Daniel, but precisely its abundance. With a husband, the one you love, you do some things, with a lover you do others. That is a law of nature. Gema did not intend to remain a princess for him -it was neither possible nor what he wanted-, but neither could she show him what a whore she really was. She could only show that to someone she cared about, but less so, to a lover, a gore... or a Boss. Alan hadn't even asked her any questions, but he had understood her from the first moment. 

	-He wants me to write what happened. He wants me to write a book, a short one. 

	Daniel nodded, trying to absorb the words. It sounded simple, but there was more to it than it seemed. A book? What kind of a horndog would ask such a thing of a woman? What kind of a pervert would? "A dangerous one," Daniel answered himself. "One who understands her. One who understands us." Books are one of the paths to the innermost recesses of the soul. They allow you to surmise, to hypothesize, to imagine, to fantasize... to express what you truly feel, in a way that the exhaled word cannot. Written words have more depth. Only nonverbal language is deeper and only moaning, groaning, and whining is only marginally expressed by the written word. If I had asked her to write a book about what happened, it was not just to reflect on the events, but to explore emotions and delve into certain fantasies. 

	-And he wants you to help me write it. He doesn't want you to write a few sections, like in the previous ones. He wants us to do it together," Gema explained. 

	If Alan had asked that of Gemma, then he was truly dangerous. What could be more dangerous than someone with the knowledge of an old man and the impetus of a young man? Wisdom and knowledge are not the same thing. 

	-And... if not? -Daniel asked. Information is ammunition and Alan already had plenty of it. It wasn't wise to give him any more. "You don't expect me to write about MY fantasies?" he wondered, upset. He couldn't confess them to anyone, least of all his wife. He shouldn't even give a hint! 

	Gema shook her head. She looked down. 

	-He'll publish things of mine. You know, pictures, videos..." She didn't blush because her cheeks had already been burning for a while. In the van, Alan had been empathetic with her. They had connected. After the dramatic experience on the street, tied to the lamppost in the rain, they'd had sex. She had not felt that he had fucked her, but that they had made love, not because she felt love for him (how could she feel love for someone who blackmailed her?!), but because he had given her what she needed, at the right time and in the right way. After the severe humiliation, after that strong feeling of helplessness, of being completely at his mercy, of feeling unworthy, Alan had promoted her back to the status of a human being, lying with her as two human beings do. "As Master and submissive after a well-deserved punishment," Gemma said to herself. She had deserved that punishment for letting herself be blackmailed like that by him and for putting her family at risk. Every bit of humiliation had felt just, for directly and indirectly implicating her husband and daughter. But then Alan had shown undeserved kindness to her. After what he had witnessed, it would have been expected that he would have disowned her like a sow. "The sow who let herself be fucked in the ass by an unknown pig, in exchange for money," he self-flagellated. Fortunately, Daniel had not witnessed it. "But now I have to write about it, which is worse!" 

	Daniel understood the gravity of the situation. Alan had inherited his wife thanks to the graphic material that Gerardo had hidden. He had inherited them both! And the more they gave in, the more graphic material he would have. It had been a mistake not to report him in the first place. But Gema, his stubborn wife (and then he was the taciturn one!) had wanted to give the young man a chance. "To Gerardo's nephew, dammit!" cursed Daniel. Had he not been related to her examiner, another rooster would have sung. But Alan had convinced her somehow. It wasn't just the blackmail. "He wants it," Daniel admired himself and a shiver ran through his body. He had helped him! He had called Bernat, that man Gemma had met on the train, and convinced him to pay to fuck his wife! Alan had convinced him to do it, somehow. 

	-We have to write it down quickly," Gema explained. Before the next adventure. 

	-Phew! -said Daniel. He took a deep breath. He felt overwhelmed. He wasn't worried about writing fast. Gema was fast at writing and he was fast at thinking. At least, he used to be. Lately, he'd been feeling a bit of a dullard. Then you'll have to tell me what happened in Barcelona first," he suggested, hopefully. His wife didn't always tell him everything; she only told him what interested her and when it interested her. "Of course, I proposed that," he lamented. It excited him as much as it tortured him that she didn't tell him everything. But, especially in that case, it was important that he be told absolutely everything, with no details left out or put off. Alan was definitely dangerous. They had to work together, if they were to stand a chance against him. Unconsciously, Daniel touched his crotch. Whatever his wife had experienced with that rich boy in the city of Barcelona, it promised to be a morbid story. And she had survived and was ready to continue. Immediately, Daniel cringed at the thought. How could she? No, they definitely couldn't write that book. Most of all, he couldn't help her write it. 

	-No," Gema replied. Her eyes lit up for a moment. She recorded me. So, I guess you'll see the video, when he sends it to you. If he does. 

	-Have you already seen it? -Daniel interrupted her. Again, she was ashamed, this time of her words and the thoughts that had prompted them. 

	Gema shook her head. 

	-No, and I think I'd rather not watch it. -Was it possible that watching the recording could be worse than experiencing it firsthand? What else had happened, apart from what she had felt in her own flesh? Knowing Alan, as he was beginning to know him, he hadn't stopped there. If he doesn't send it to you first," she warned her husband, "you'll have to find out when we get to that chapter of the book, not before. 

	-So you're not going to tell me what happened? -asked Daniel in desperation. 

	Gema nodded. 

	-I'll tell you about it. When we get to that part of the book. Then I'll tell you in detail and we'll shape the words between the two of us. That's what HE wants. 

	Was it what HE wanted? Or what she wanted? Or what he wanted, deep down? 

	-You don't know my part either," said Daniel. You'll have to wait for that part of the book, too. 

	Gema arched her eyebrows, surprised and interested. 

	-Tell me! Now! -she ordered. She was good at keeping secrets, especially from her husband, but she got very nervous and impatient when she knew someone had a secret. She had looked the other way about Silvestre and Lidia; she had restrained herself and hadn't looked into those matters despite her curiosity. He had done so because it hadn't really been a secret; the Silvestre thing had taken him a while to realize that something didn't rhyme, but the Lidia thing he had figured it out from the beginning. He had continued and had refused to investigate it because he hadn't wanted to break the game mode. Daniel had arranged for Silvestre (without paying him, as far as she knew and she preferred not to know!) just as Gerardo had done with Lidia. You owe me obedience! -he reminded her.  

	Didn't Daniel understand that with Alan involved, they shouldn't keep secrets? Didn't he know how dangerous Alan was? He had comforted her in his arms after putting her through all that denigration in public, naked and out of sight. Yes, he had shown that he understood and appreciated her. But then, still between her legs, after they had cum together, after catching their breath and after removing her mask, Alan had put his two powerful hands around her neck and squeezed. He had looked into her eyes (those eyes that reminded him of Gerard) and had assured her that he would publish the photographic material he had, if she didn't do what he wanted. He had reminded her that now, in addition, he had a juicy video of her. That her face was not visible was really the least of it. 

	"Imagine if Vicky sees this," he had told her. Along with other photos, his daughter would have no trouble recognizing her naked, even though she was wearing a mask and helmet in the video. 

	"Yes, Master," she had answered him, just as she had done tied to the lamppost. She had never called Gerardo Master, only Boss. It seemed strange to her to call a young man that could even be her son that way. 

	Next, without letting go of her neck, Alan had fucked her again. This time, he had really fucked her. Not even after cumming the first time, he hadn't even taken his cock out of her yet. His cock could not lie. Men lie, but their cocks never do. Alan's cock had remained hard the whole time. How was it possible that it made a young man like him so horny? Surely he had no shortage of girls. Alan was handsome. He had his uncle's looks and stature, but, unlike him, he took care of himself. After answering her with the two magic words he liked to hear from her, Alan had kissed her deeply, taking possession of her, and had begun pumping frantically with his hips, all without letting go of her neck. He could strangle her, if he wanted to! But he wouldn't. He would never really hurt her... if she obeyed. He would never do anything public of her...if she followed his instructions. 

	Gema had taken revenge by scratching his back. Apparently, she had done it unconsciously the first time, when she had cum. Now she remembered it. But that second time she had scratched him again, and not only during orgasm, nor completely unconsciously. Alan, frantic, had barely let her breathe. He had pulled away from her mouth only to let her take a few breaths of air and to listen to her sweet moans. Then he had thrust his tongue into her mouth again, just as he was thrusting his cock into her pussy.  

	Only once had she let him utter a word. He had left her mouth and whispered in her ear: 

	"This is so Daniel knows who's in charge and who you belong to," he had told her. Next, he had pulled one hand away and had put his lips in place, ready to give her a flashy hickey. 

	The reference to Daniel had excited her even more than she already was. Alan had had had no problem mentioning her husband, even in those moments. He had assured her that Daniel would be a fundamental part of their games and, although he had logically started with her, he was beginning to keep his word, in a way. Gerard, in return, had avoided Daniel. He had swallowed him because he had been left with no choice. Daniel wouldn't fuck her like that, nor would he ever tie her to a lamppost. "Not if I can stop him," she told herself, remembering that Daniel oscillated between fantasizing about being dominant and wishing he was submissive. She would never allow her husband to treat her like a slut. He only allowed that to his mistresses. Of course, inevitably, Daniel would see it, but that was a good thing. That would put him in his place, in the place of the cuckold he was. 

	-No," Daniel answered stubbornly. 

	Gema knew it was a waste of time to keep insisting, he was always so taciturn! She would have to wait for that part of the book, if Alan didn't tell her first or make Daniel tell her. But at least that seemed to indicate that they would write that book together - it had taken Daniel four books to help her! He always found it difficult to talk or, worse, write about himself. With that in mind, it was only natural that she had evolved more than he had. The fault was not hers, but his. But maybe that would start to change from now on. What did Alan have in mind for himself? And what did her husband secretly fantasize about? 

	-But there's one more thing: You have to help me with the cover. Alan wants you to put a picture of me. None of those pictures of pretty models you've been looking for on the Internet for the other books. He wants it to be me. 

	Daniel swallowed hard. In the end, he was already beginning to expose her publicly, and with her him. Still, he nodded. Had Alan said anything about showing his face? Had he banned artistic effects? He wasn't good at art and couldn't count on anyone for that delicate work, but he was a fast learner. "People may want to see boobs," he said to himself, "but Amazon doesn't allow that kind of cover art." He almost lamented. "Anglo-Saxons are such hypocritical puritans. And the bad thing is that we Latinos are copying everything from them." 

	-And one more thing," Gema warned him. 

	More? 

	-Alan wants..." Gemma paused. It was hard for her to talk about it. 

	Daniel looked at her alertly, fearing the worst. What could be the worst? 

	-He wants to... innovate," Gema explained, as if that explained shit, "He wants the readers to decide the direction of the story, at least some parts of it.  

	To the reader it may seem silly, but to Gema it wasn't. For a writer, her characters have a life of their own. For a writer, her characters have a life of their own. The writer does not control them, they evolve as they go along and often even surprise her. As a writer, Gema was accustomed to allowing her characters, her own, her husband's and others', this freedom. Although she had so far only narrated her own true story, the novelization of the story had allowed her the occasional artistic license, not to herself, but to her characters. For a writer they are living entities. She gives birth to them from her entrails, not like a daughter in a painful childbirth, but in a laborious process of many, many more hours, often ungrateful. Gemma, the horny, horny wife, was used to other men - her lovers - deciding about her. She felt comfortable that way, even if they made her do uncomfortable things. If she didn't decide, it couldn't be her fault. But the other gem, the writer, felt that to leave control of her characters' lives in the hands of others was to betray them. At that moment, she felt she had lost control, even more so than being tied to the lamppost. 

	-How so? -Daniel stammered, equally surprised. He had understood perfectly what his wife felt. The how was not the key. The key was the fact itself. That and the why. A survey? -he asked incredulously. Are you sure? 

	Gema shrugged her shoulders. Yes, a survey was one possibility. What others were there? Actually, Alan hadn't specified anything to her about it, he had only told her what he wanted. 

	-Not a survey," he answered Daniel. Not one. One per book. At least one per book. 

	What will your readers decide? What hidden fantasies do they harbor? 

	Surely they couldn't be worse than his own. Or Daniel's, as yet unexplored. Or could they? 

	Should Gema and Lidia see each other again, and should Daniel and Lidia resume their story? You will find the poll in the penultimate chapter of the book. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XV – sugar Girls 

	  

	"There is something incredibly personal and raw about a kiss. A kiss can be more intimate than sex. More poignant than poetry. And when you find someone whose kisses make you feel intoxicated, it will change your world. It will ruin you in the most beautiful way."- uknown-hidden Bedside-Lily B 2019 

	  

	-How are you doing with my book, Daniel? -asked Alan, without even emphasizing the possessive pronoun. Why would he do that, when it was really his book? 

	-It's my life and my wife's, and you think it's just a story for your amusement? -said Daniel, annoyed, accentuating the possessive. 

	-She's your wife, Daniel. But that woman is mine," Alan corrected him with aplomb. "And your daughter soon will be too," he thought, but he didn't tell her. Someday he would find out, of course, but by then it would be too late. You can't imagine how much she is. In fact, I'm surprised at your lack of imagination, but I'm going to help you with it. -Alan began typing on his cell phone as he continued talking. You lack perspective, Daniel. But this should show you the right perspective," he said and sent him his favorite picture. As you can see, Gema doesn't lack inspiration," he said, without waiting for Daniel to see the photo he had just sent him. When you write that chapter and Gema tells you what happened next, you'll see that I'm not lacking either. 

	Alan was sure that Gemma had not yet told her husband. Looking at that picture, he was certain that she would do anything he ordered her to do, including keeping secrets from her husband. "Especially that," he thought. And that was what he had asked of her, in the van, the two of them naked, skin to skin, soul to soul, his cock still inside her after he had cum for the second time and his hand around her neck. He had explained to her what he wanted.  

	From his previous blog, his weblog, Alan knew that it had driven Daniel crazy to have to wait to read on the blog what his wife had done with his uncle. "Him and her," he remembered. It had driven them both crazy. It had turned Gemma on to see her husband like that, hanging on her, racking his brains, imagining what had happened and fantasizing about what hadn't. There was something sadistic about her, just as there was something masochistic about Daniel. And he planned to take advantage of it. Gema liked to write and Daniel liked to read. That experience of Gema's public blogging was something Alan wanted to take to the next level. Gema loved having Daniel help her write, and it made him uncomfortable to have to open up like this, to her and to anonymous readers. "And now, in front of me, too," he said to himself, sure that he had been right about this initiative.  

	Gema and Daniel were not a simple couple. Both were full of contradictions. Besides, the way to conquer them was not only in the hardness of his cock nor in the firmness of his hand on the woman's delicious buttocks. That alone might work for a while, but Alan had long-term goals. After all, what was the likelihood of meeting another couple like that? "With another couple like that and with a daughter like that," he reminded himself. "You don't throw away a winning lottery ticket when you meet one on the street." 

	-You're a pig! -said Daniel, infuriated by the poise so atypical for a boy of his age. Alan was conceited. You think you can dictate our lives? How long do you think blackmail is going to work? 

	-Of course I'm not going to dictate your lives," Alan apparently remonstrated. I'm not that stupid. I plan to do something much more interesting than that. Hasn't Gemma told you yet? I want your readers to direct you.  

	-Pig! -insisted Daniel with his insults. 

	-You don't know," admitted Alan, without feeling offended. On the contrary, it had sounded like a compliment. But you, Gema and your readers will find out. Did you get the photo yet? 

	-You miserable bastard...! -Daniel didn't finish the insult. Enraged as he was, he had been looking at the message Alan had sent him on WhatsApp. Oh! -he did in return, when he saw it. 

	"Yes, oh, isn't she beautiful," Alan thought, interpreting that Daniel had finally seen the photo. He had noticed it instantly, the moment Biel had sent it to him. Of course, Biel wasn't the real name of his biker friend, but it all made sense. He was confident that the couple would eventually figure it out. It would keep Gemma busy, but Daniel would have more time to think, at least at first.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Do you think you could bring a friend next time? -asked the man in his fifties. 

	-I don't know..." Lidia began to answer cautiously. 

	-I'll pay," Amancio interrupted her, "of course. -He caressed her bare back. 

	Lydia lifted her head from his hairy chest and kissed him on the mouth to buy time. A threesome was a common fantasy among men. It wouldn't be the first time she'd helped herself to a friend to satisfy a client's lustful desires. When you worked at it, you had to keep an open mind. "And pussy and mouth too," Lidia said to herself. She slipped her tongue into the man's mouth to keep him entertained while she thought. Introducing him to a friend was not without its risks. It had happened to her once before when she had lost a client because he had ended up preferring the other one. She didn't feel jealous, because it wasn't a real love relationship - not even a real friendship - but it was always painful to feel rejected. And it was always a bummer to lose a good client. The other one, her friend, had not hesitated to displace her whenever the opportunity had presented itself. She couldn't blame her for that. Good sugar daddies, the ones who had the necessary purchasing power and sufficient generosity and understood the relationship for what it was supposed to be - a mutually beneficial relationship, rather than a mere paid service - were in short supply. It's not about age or looks; you get used to it, and it's the relationship that matters, not the aesthetics. Lidia had continued to see the man, but only occasionally and only as a guest, when he and her friend felt like having a threesome. Of course, she had argued with her friend, who was just another sugar girl she knew, but she had put on her best smile for the man. She needed the money, because bills don't pay themselves, and the client doesn't pay to see bad faces. 

	-Maybe..." she purred, as she paused from her kisses. She didn't dislike women. Quite the opposite. Besides, three-way sex was more fun. And although the physical aspect wasn't the most important thing, it wasn't that it didn't count. Amancio wasn't bad for his age, but he couldn't compete with a young girl. However, she would have to be careful not to lose him as a client. Alan paid her well, but there were always expenses and holes to fill. Studying and being independent from his parents didn't come cheap. He would have to find a pretty girl - not for her sake, but for his own - but he would have to make sure she didn't betray him. Men usually get tired and at some point they like to change, even in relationships like hers, which weren't supposed to be short-term. Was that the first sign that Amancio was getting tired of her? What was he looking for in a sugar girl? A mere sexual experience? Lidia shook her head. It would be cheaper for him to go to a real whore, a call girl or a brothel prostitute. A goddaughter to protect (apart from having sex with her, of course)? Many men are happy to help and guide a young girl; it's not just about sex. A flower girl to show off at restaurants and parties? 

	-I'm not thinking of leaving you! -said Amancio alertly. He had misinterpreted her negative head shake. It's just that.... 

	-Of course. I understand," Lidia replied, touched by his reaction. Amancio was not a bad guy. That's why she would be very upset to lose him. Undoubtedly, other escort girls would want to have him for themselves. But if he denied her desire... "The safest thing to do would be to call a real prostitute," she said to herself, obviating that she, deep down, was just as much a prostitute as the real ones. She shook her head again, lost in thought. Amancio would notice. He didn't want a whore. For that it would be easier for him to go to a roadside whorehouse. It was cheaper, more immediate and less hassle. Sugar girls were something else, or so she liked to think. 

	-Don't worry, it's not important," Amancio lied, trying to reassure her. Once again, he had misinterpreted her shaking his head.  

	Of course it was important. He was in his fifties. How much time would he still have left to have unforgettable sexual adventures? How many men did it with two women and how many with two young girls? 

	Lidia kissed him again to buy time. 

	-All right," he finally agreed. 

	-No, really. I don't want to make you uncomfortable," Amancio replied, in an incredibly sweet and considerate way on his part. That was true: he didn't want to make her uncomfortable. But he did want to... How could he not? 

	-You fool! -Lidia purred. Look how you've turned me on. -He took her hand and brought it to his crotch. 

	-You're dripping! -admired Amancio, "You mean...? 

	Lidia nodded. Then she bit her lip, as Gema used to do. Finally, she shook her head. 

	-Fuck me! I need you inside me. -She was careful with her words. She had really gotten horny, but she didn't want Amancio to have any doubt that it had been thanks to him and that she needed him and his cock. Can you do it again? -she asked, stroking his still flaccid cock with her hand. 

	-Yes, indeed! -exclaimed Amancio, even though he was not the type to get laid twice in a row. But the young woman's response and attitude had turned him on. She was so affectionate and genuine that she made him forget that he was paying her for it. He spent a good part of his income on her, between what he paid her monthly, dinners and gifts, but every penny was worth it. Not only was she young and gorgeous, but she really liked being with him. She enjoyed his company and would cum with him. It wasn't mere theatrics, of that he was sure. Lidia was a special girl, intelligent, moreover, and with a great future ahead of her. "What a pity that age separates us," thought Amancio, who could well imagine himself really being her partner. But he had no illusions about it. Besides, he had already been married. He had been there before and it had been a mistake. What he had now was much better. "And not more expensive," he reminded himself. The divorce had cost him a fortune-oh!" he made, as he felt the young woman's lips on his glans. He closed his eyes to fully enjoy her mouth. It was strange what he felt for her. On the one hand, it made him feel young and he imagined being a couple. On the other hand, he wanted to protect her, guide her and promote her, as if she were a daughter. A daughter who was giving him a blowjob. He pushed those thoughts aside. You bet," he muttered, nonetheless. 

	Lidia couldn't help but think of Gema while she was sucking Amancio's cock. She had found in her a kindred spirit. Age separated them almost as much as it did her and her client. But age didn't matter to her, nor did physical appearance. And Gema had proved that those things didn't matter to her either. They were alike in many ways, so why weren't they together? She felt herself getting angry at the thought, but that didn't diminish her excitement. Amancio had given her an idea.... Now she just needed to see how to put it into practice. 

	-Have you already...? Amancio asked, taking advantage of the fact that Lidia had stopped sucking him off to put the condom on, after he had managed to get a hard-on. 

	Lidia straddled him and aimed his cock at her wet cave. She didn't always cum with her clients, although she hid it well. Especially at the beginning of a new relationship it was more difficult, until bodies and expectations adjusted to each other. That's why, among other things, she liked her job as a sugar girl, because the relationships, although paid, were focused on the medium term. Of course, they didn't always prosper and on more than a few occasions they remained disappointingly short term. Even so, she did not consider herself particularly promiscuous. She liked sex, even with clients, but, with a few exceptions, she was not a casual, here I catch you, here I kill you kind of girl. She was also similar to Gema in this respect. Between her work and her studies, she didn't have much time left to fool around with boys. Or with girls. It had to be someone who really turned her on for her to accept a one-night stand. Sometimes it happened, of course, and then it was like a starburst, a supernova, intense... but brief. Usually, sex with her clients was enough for her. Nor did she really aspire to more. What boy or girl, what man or woman could understand and accept her as she was? Certainly, she was not willing to give up her independence. She wasn't going to stop having clients because her partner thought it was wrong. Maybe that's why she missed Gema and Daniel so much. She even missed Gerardo. In the end, he and not her had been the glue that had held them together. She had made him do perverse things with Gema. She smiled. "With Gema and with him," she remembered wistfully. 

	-Uhhh!" exhaled Amancio, as he felt Lidia's warm wet pussy engulf him. It was so incredibly tight. Her vaginal walls hugged and coddled his cock. "She's so young..." he thought unwillingly. He tried to push away the disturbing but exciting (and therefore even more disturbing) thought of seeing her as a daughter. He had a daughter somewhat younger than she was. Embarrassed, he looked away for a moment. 

	-No," Lidia lied, answering the question that Amancio had failed to complete. But she was sure of what she had tried to ask him. Of course not," she assured him, "But... if you wish," she said and began to ride him very slowly, "if you want me to..." She bit her lip, this time consciously imitating Gema's gesture. He shook his head, "I've never done it with..." he sighed, "with another girl. -He sighed again. Then he bit his lip again. He closed his eyes. He had no trouble feigning arousal; in fact, he wasn't faking it. I would only do it, if you..." he continued to lie. Her arousal was real, though not from what she intended Amancio to imagine, not exactly that way. She fondled her breasts as she continued to ride him. She sensed that it was important for Amancio to think that for her it would be the first time. It was imperative that he believe she would be doing it just for him, while at the same time letting him know that it was something that excited her. There was a contradiction there, of course, but who was talking about logic in those moments? It didn't suit Amancio to think she was a slut. That wasn't how he wanted to see his girl. But neither should she make him think she would do it just because he wanted her to, because that was what a whore would do... if she was paid. "For this you don't need to pay me," he thought. If all went well, she would have to pay him, in any case. Amancio had had a wonderful idea, even if he didn't know how wonderful. I kissed a girl once. It was on a hike, when I was fourteen. It was just a little kiss. -Lidia was telling him the truth. The best lie is always the truth. That had really happened and it had been her first lesbian experience. It had been no more than that, just a little kiss, but it had tasted like glory and had left her deeply disturbed, because she liked boys. At fourteen she had not been able to understand that she liked boys and girls. At that age, she had not been able to understand that she liked people, regardless of their sex, age and physical appearance. "Gema understands me," she said to herself, obviating that she had left her aside, not because of her bisexuality, not because of her pansexuality, but because she was really nothing more than a prostitute disguised as a sugar girl. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Did you kiss him? -asked Daniel in a hoarse voice. His heart was beating fast. He and Gema had almost written the Barcelona episode and Gema had told him everything, or almost everything. Did you kiss him? -Daniel repeated. 

	-Is that all you care about? -Gema replied, without really answering the question. Although she should know her husband by now, she couldn't believe that, after what he had told her had happened, that was what occupied her mind. "I've done worse things than kiss him!" she recalled with a beginning of anger. Above all, they had done worse things to her. They had denigrated her and tortured her nipples with those damned chopsticks and Daniel was asking about the kissing! 

	Daniel looked at her in torment. His face was a poem in which fieriness rhymed with anxiety and distress with excitement. He was well aware of the picture Alan had sent him of his Gem, kneeling like that by the pond. Mischievously, Alan had then wasped her a second photo, taken from a wider perspective, with the god Neptune in the background. "How long has he been dreaming about that?" he wondered as he remembered his wife's pose before her new god. Or should I say God? Daniel understood that, after the experience with Gerard, Gemma had not been still. The facts - both of them, in fact - had died down, but not her imagination or her longings. She had continued to explore her fantasies, her dark soul, as she called it, and she had done so in secret. That posture, on her knees, palms up, was rehearsed. "There are things he hasn't told me," Daniel acknowledged ruefully. He had told her nothing of the depth or intensity of his desires. "And I thought that with Gerardo's death everything had calmed down, stupid me! I thought it was just a one-time fascination with an abject but undeniably charismatic being," he reproached himself. Gema was his wife, but that young man, even that old man, understood her and had understood her better than he, her husband. He was no stranger to the pleasures of submission and domination. Rather, he was no stranger to the pleasure of being subdued by her, nor to the pleasure she imagined men had when they dominated her. But wasn't that going too far? "Now I understand why she gave in to blackmail," he concluded. "But blackmail is still blackmail, a vile and despicable act. Where does the game end and the Stockholm syndrome begin?" 

	-Yes, I kissed him, Daniel," Gema confessed. I kissed him in the car. I kissed him with him between my legs. And he kissed me. 

	-And... is he a good kisser? -Daniel asked shyly, "Better than me? -he asked, even though he knew he couldn't win that game, not after seeing those pictures. "And the ones I haven't seen," he reminded himself. No doubt Alan had taken more pictures of her. Supposedly, he had even videotaped her, or so he had implied to tease her. 

	-No, you fool! -Gema lied. She had started to nod, but had realized her mistake before Daniel realized it. No one kisses like you do," she reassured him. In that she had told the truth. No one kissed like the person he loved, him. But she couldn't deny that Alan was a good kisser. At least, he had known how to kiss her very well at that moment. "It's more than a moment," her subconscious whispered to her. 

	 -Better than Gerardo? -insisted Daniel, obsessed with kissing. They always seemed to him the most intimate act. It was contradictory that kissing was the first step in a relationship. "It should be the last, the most sacred," he said to himself. Although Gemma had avoided saying it, Daniel had understood perfectly well that Alan was a better kisser than he was. Or was that what he supposed? Or perhaps it was what he feared? Was it what he wished for? Better than Silvestre? -He continued to insist, even though it hurt him to do so. "Better than Lidia?" he wondered, although he already knew the answer. No one kissed better than she did. He didn't think so because of the kisses they had given each other, for to him Gemma kissed better, but because of the kisses he had seen them give each other. Lidia was a woman; that didn't make him jealous. Perhaps that was why he had thought of her, to abstract himself from the pain. He understood that a woman knew the secrets of another woman like no one else. He restrained himself and did not ask about her. It did make Gema jealous. 

	-Better than Gerardo? -Of course! Gerardo was not a particularly good kisser. -She hadn't been with him because of his weights, but in spite of them. His mouth had always smelled of tobacco and tasted of whiskey, and when he hadn't it hadn't been any better. Though, perhaps precisely because of that, she had kissed him ardently. She had been attracted to the grotesque, even more than she had repelled him. She might have been titillated by the challenge. Or, perhaps, she did it as a way of punishing herself for having come to love Sylvester and thus betraying her feelings for her husband. It was also possible that she opted for the grotesque as a way of punishing her husband, for having made her fall in love with another man, only for it all to end up being a farce staged by him. "When are you going to stop punishing him for it?" her inner voice intruded. Sylvester? Mmm. Mmmm. I don't know what to tell you. If you had asked me at the time, I would have told you he's the best. But now? I don't know. I'll have to kiss Alan more times to be able to compare. -Gemma looked at Daniel. Do you mind if I do? 

	-No!" replied Daniel, not knowing himself whether it was true or false. Did it bother him that she kissed other men? And if so, why did it turn him on? "It doesn't bother me that she does it. It bothers me that she gives herself away like that," he said to himself. "And if it bothers you, why do you shudder when you imagine it? " a little inner voice asked her. Although the little inner voices were Gemma's thing, it also happened to Daniel sometimes that he heard his subconscious. However, fortunately, this was not the norm for him. If anything, it was more likely to happen when he was caged. Alan had kept the key to the chastity device. Of course, they had a spare key at home, but that was supposed to be for emergencies only. He hadn't even been able to claim his wife yet after their morbid affair. Of course, he had made love to her in other ways, with his tongue, mostly, but his balls ached. Besides, the young scoundrel had penetrated her and he... "Not me," he lamented. Even that man, the whoremonger, had penetrated her. "And I, no," she continued to lament. "Why are you lamenting, if it was you who convinced that man and turned him into a client for your wife?" her little inner voice asked relentlessly. She could become as annoying, if not more so, than his wife's. Why had she made him fall in love with Silvestre, if she hated so much that he gave himself to another man? "But not like this! It's going to hurt him too much."-Why do you ask? Anyway, you're going to keep kissing him! 

	They weren't talking about kissing, not anymore. Kissing was an allegory. It always meant more than the meeting of two wet tongues. Kissing, strictly speaking, was important to Daniel, even more so than to Gemma. But they both knew they were no longer talking about the meeting of two eager mouths. 

	-You're right! -Gema agreed with him. Apart from the fact that I can't back out, you know it's my decision, not yours. -She looked him straight in the eye. You're my cuckold for a reason. -She felt his crotch and watched with a mixture of genuine concern and wicked excitement as Daniel twisted his rictus in pain. "It turns him on," he assured himself. "Otherwise, he wouldn't have balls this loaded. He wouldn't allow them to be like this." "And it turns you on that I suffer," the voice of his subconscious revealed to him. Or maybe it had been a reproach from his conscience. She didn't always know one little voice from the other. If you keep kissing me like that, I'll keep kissing you," she declared. 

	They both looked at each other for seconds, until, barely perceptible, the blush rose on both of them. 

	-But..." said Gema and Daniel at the same time. 

	-You first," said Daniel. 

	-No, you go first," Gema ordered. 

	Daniel sighed. He wasn't sure if he wanted to talk about it anymore. Talking had never been his thing. His thing was to observe. It had always been hard for him to express his feelings-especially when they were confusing and contradictory-but he had to tell her. 

	-He's going to do all sorts of nasty things to you," he warned her, dismayed. You know that, don't you? -Alan was just a child, an immature boy. How could she trust him? Not even his uncle Gerard, undoubtedly wiser than his nephew, had been a person she could trust completely. "Still miss the control you had over Silvestre, huh?" his nagging little voice asked. "Control? You only had the perception of control. In the end, it all got out of control. Don't you enjoy it more this way, knowing that it's out of your control, knowing that, whatever happens, you're not to blame?" her subconscious continued to question him. "Not guilty? I will always be the guilty one. I initiated her," Daniel answered himself. Or did he reproach himself? Did he regret having initiated her as a hot wife? Sometimes he cursed himself for it, especially when he suffered a slump. Other times... 

	-Dog kennels? -Gema replied, amused. Interesting expression. -Yes, I will be your little dog, Daniel, your faithful little dog. -She approached him and caressed the back of his neck. She bit her lower lip provocatively. She made an attempt to kiss him, but stopped before their lips touched. In return, she said in a husky voice, "Bitching is what Alan has in mind for you, love. -The sudden hoarseness had come to her spontaneously, without any need for premeditation. To her chagrin, she could not hide from herself that the idea excited her. She laughed in an exaggerated and sadistic way. Now that was premeditated. Alan had sent her the link to a video for her to copy and rehearse the laugh. Gema had been stunned to see that XHamster video and even more stunned to find out about the actress. Her name was Jean Bardot, she was a brunette, like herself (although for Gerard she had dyed her hair a reddish shade) and apparently she had done several movies in which she always played a particularly sadistic domina. What was Alan's intention? Why had he sent her that? He didn't want her to be dominant! "Except with Daniel." She arched her eyebrow and laughed again, trying to trace the expression, just as Alan had instructed her. It was the cackle of a sadistic madwoman. That was what he wanted. He had explained it to her when he sent her the link: "I want Daniel to lose all hope that you're going to rescue him." He told me in the van, love. -I can't help calling him love, even if I'm trying to sound crazy. After he fucked me for the third time. Oh! Didn't I tell you? -No, I hadn't told him yet, but he told him then: "He didn't settle for once or twice. He was really turned on and fucked me a third time, right there and then. I guess I put him on," he said, not without pride and not because of the rhyme that had come out of him unintentionally. Vigor had not been lacking in the young man. And he kissed me," she reminded her husband. Deeply," she added. "With Daniel I'm going to do the same, though in a different way. Don't be mistaken because I started with you. You both belong to me," she had warned him. And that had pleased him. She laughed for the third time, trying to look as disturbed and ruthless as Jean Bardot. That time, it cost her less. "He's going to do bitchy things to you, love. I'll be his little dog, but you'll be our dog. Alan understands us." 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XVI - I need you to do me a favor 

	  

	""If you don't make your life a story, you simply become part of someone else's story."" - Sir Terry Pratchett 

	  

	-I need you to do me a favor," Lidia announced to Vicky. It was crazy what she was going to ask. It could ruin Alan's plans, but she had had enough of him using her. She liked to participate in his plans, but as a co-star, as a lady with her king on the chessboard, not as a disposable pawn. It had been several weeks now and she had heard nothing new from him. Besides, it was highly unlikely that Alan would ever succeed with his follies. What real harm could she cause him with that action, when Alan's whole racket was nothing more than a castle in the air, a late adolescent's fantasy? "How could I have thought he would succeed and how could I have let myself be convinced of his triumph?" she questioned herself, deliberately ignoring that Alan had achieved the feat of sleeping with mother and daughter-with the mother, the daughter, the former's examiner and the latter's friend, actually. She had been a fool, as usual, In the end, they all ended up discarding her, when the time came. "I'm expendable material," she told herself bitterly. It was time for her to take matters into her own hands. She wouldn't torpedo Alan's plans, not on purpose, but she couldn't guarantee there wouldn't be collateral damage. It was time for her to have fun regardless of what the young man did or didn't do. "Time to teach your daughter the ropes," he thought, turning to Gemma. "You didn't love me for being what I am. Will you disown your daughter too?" It irritated her that Gema was so disinterested in her, that she would cast her aside like a common whore, when she herself had done it with Gerardo for money. "You think you're better than me because I need the money, while you, supposedly, accepted it just for fun!" It was revenge that the scorned Lidia was planning, but in her distorted way of seeing things, she harbored the hope of thus reconciling with her, with Gema. Somehow, she hoped that Gema would forgive her daughter when she found out and, on the same principle, accept her.  

	-Of course! -Victoria exclaimed without thinking. Lidia was her only friend and she owed it to her to be with Alan. Whatever! 

	-You see..." Lidia began. Unconsciously, she bit her lower lip as Gema did. The choice of words was critical. One false step could spoil everything. But how else could she tell him, if not by telling him? I need you to accompany me to a dinner. 

	Vicky frowned - dinner? She didn't understand why that was doing her friend a favor, but she kept listening. 

	-It's with... a friend," Lidia commented cautiously. A special friend," she added to get Vicky's mind going in the desired direction. She couldn't tell her all at once. 

	-A special friend? -Vicky repeated her friend's words, but enclosed them in question marks. 

	Lidia nodded and moistened her lips. 

	-It is very important to me. 

	Vicky wrinkled her forehead. What was her friend trying to ask her? 

	-Very important to you. 

	-Yes," Lidia nodded, "I don't have anyone else to ask," she lied. She could propose to other girls in the trade, but she didn't want that, and besides, it wasn't without risk. You are my only friend. -In that she had told him the truth, if Victoria was really her friend and not just a means to get back at her mother. Lidia herself was not sure about that. I don't have anyone else. -She could ask others, but it was true that she had no one else. Why, then, did she wish to drag her only friend with her? Despite her folly, she regretted dragging Vicky into it. No. Forget it! 

	-Of course I'll go with you! A dinner..." Vicky shrugged. What could be wrong with accompanying her friend to a dinner? Was it an ex-boyfriend trying to reconcile with her? Had she agreed to have dinner with him so she wouldn't despise him, but didn't trust him? Or was it someone who owed her something and wanted her to go with her to strengthen her claim? Those were the logical explanations, although none of them fit with her friend's strange behavior. Nevertheless, she said, "You're worried about being alone with him. Maybe we should ask Manuel to.... 

	Vicky did not finish the sentence because Lidia interrupted her. She imagined herself at a table with Lidia and... that man -because it could only be a man, although it could be a person of either sex- and Manuel at the next table, like another diner in the restaurant, but watching from nearby. 

	-No, no!" Lidia objected, almost too vehemently. Alan wasn't supposed to know anything about that! -No," she repeated more calmly. She waved her hand away the absurd idea and played it down. You and Manuel see too little of each other for you to dine separately when he comes. Besides, it's not like that. You misunderstood me. I'm sorry. It's..." Nervously, she moistened her lips again before continuing. There was a part of her that begged her not to go down that road, but another part of her was screaming at her. He's a very nice person and a very good person. He's not dangerous. That's not it. -She sighed and fanned her face with her hand before continuing, as if she was embarrassed and needed to work up the courage to tell her friend. Actually, she did, though not that much. In truth, she needed to work up the courage because what she was about to tell her could ruin everything. How would Vicky react when she confessed to her that she was a client and that she was a whore? No matter how much she tried to sugarcoat it, a sugar girl is a whore, or at least that's how many people see it from the outside. Human beings have a tendency to classify things and in doing so they mess things up. Reality is much more complex and interesting than the simplicity with which we end up defining and classifying it. But it is an instinct that by necessity has evolved in living beings. Lidia had not studied it at university, but she had read about it because she was interested in such things. Harmless or dangerous? Edible or poisonous? To survive, evolution has transformed our brains into a sorting machine and we do it with lightning speed. Afterthoughts and reasoning are of little use when the most primitive part of our brain has already made up its mind. We think we are intelligent beings with the ability to reflect, to apply logic and to change our minds, but in reality we are not so intelligent. He is a man... a bit older... and 

	-You're dating a mature man! -Vicky exploded. Now she understood, Lidia was embarrassed! I'm sorry," she said at once, realizing that she might have offended her. Certainly, if she was dating this older man, the last thing she needed was for him to make fun of her. 

	-No, no..." Lidia tried to deny it. Strangely, she had turned red as a tomato, even though age had never mattered to her. "I'm not dating him. He's a client," she was about to tell him. Okay, yes. I admit it," she said, though. We're just getting started," she lied. He hadn't thought of that possibility, but Vicky had opened the door for an alternative explanation. She had given him a hard time. The prudent thing to do was not to tell her yet that Amancio was not her boyfriend, but a paying customer, and a pretty good one at that. "It's better if you get to know him first. One step at a time." 

	-I'm glad," Vicky assured her. And it was true. She didn't know any boyfriends for her friend. Lidia always claimed that she didn't have time for boyfriends and that her studies and work took up all her time. What did it matter if he was an older man, if he gave her love and emotional stability to her life? I want to meet him! When is the dinner? You have to tell me everything! -she said excitedly. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Are you making love to Daniel on a regular basis? -Alan asked. 

	-That's not making love! -Gema shouted at him, despite her state of arousal. She had locked herself in her room to masturbate while talking to her young lover on the phone. Lover, blackmailer... maybe we should call a spade a spade: Master. Sometimes Gema forgot. 

	-That attitude deserves a punishment," Alan warned her, who was glad, because it gave him the opportunity to do her a bad turn without having to look for excuses. Gemma's temper had done him the favor and it wasn't the first time. He smiled. Although he had not seen her again, he was having fun. He had to take care of his relationship with Vicky. She was now the main target, even though she hadn't been at first. But he had fallen in love with her...in his own way. Vicky had the same potential as his mother, but she was young and a blank sheet of paper. They were the perfect match, something unexpected, when he'd started hatching the plot after inheriting his mother from his uncle. And then there was the father, of course. I've opened a channel for you on XHamster. I'll upload your first video tonight.  

	-Nooo!" protested Gema in despair. She was doing everything he asked her to do and yet she was going to make her intimacies public! 

	-Don't protest. You've earned it for your insolence and you know it. 

	-No, please, Master, don't do this to me! -I'll be good," she begged him. 

	-Of course you'll be good," agreed Alan impassively. You have no choice but to be good. This is so you know I'm serious. What are you complaining about anyway? With the helmet, no one will recognize you. Besides, the video is edited -he tried to reassure her, unintentionally revealing that he had already planned it before. I wasn't planning to expose her, not yet. I've lowered the quality and cut it down. I'm curious to know how many people are going to see it and what comments they'll put on it. Aren't you? 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma replied, with tears in her eyes. At the beginning of their relationship, she had asked him to push her and leave her no options (not that she needed to, since Alan, by all accounts, had all the aces in the deck in his hand), but she hadn't imagined that, behaving well as she was doing, Alan would actually take that step. "What have I gotten myself into!" she wailed. She could handle the humiliations, but not the risk of being found out by her family, especially her daughter. She had truly believed that he would never really make use of the image rights he possessed of her, that it would only be a chimera or, at most, a sword of Damocles whose thread would never be broken. But he had been wrong. She tried to reassure herself, but she couldn't help sobbing. "I have to believe in him. He would never really harm me," she tried to convince herself, with only partial success. "He's right: no one could identify me in that video." His little voice intruded: "No one will be able to recognize you, not in that video. But we've just started and he's already posting videos of us! He's too young and reckless for you to trust him." 

	-Your own channel, Gema. Aren't you happy? Don't you want to thank me? 

	Gema found it hard to swallow her saliva. The excitement had disappeared with that psychological blow. That she was going to have a channel could only mean that she would post more material. "I told you so!" her inner voice scolded her. Regardless, fearing further reprisals, he said: 

	-Yes, Master. Thank you. 

	-You'll be safe, Gema, as long as you behave yourself and do as I tell you. And now, look me in the face. 

	Gemma had to gather her strength to look up and look at the screen of her cell phone. She regretted using exclamation points with him. She wouldn't do it again. Now she knew he was serious. She wiped away the tears that threatened to spill from her tear ducts with her fingers. 

	-Aren't you having fun? Aren't you doing better with Daniel now than you were a couple of months ago? 

	-Yes, Master. You are right," Gema confirmed. It was true that the task of writing the book together that Alan had imposed on them had brought them together. It was true that Daniel, despite being caged (or perhaps precisely because of it), was more aroused and receptive than before. Daniel needed to feel cuckolded; it was part of his sexuality. "And I need to feel dominated by a man other than my husband," she acknowledged-. I'm grateful for what you're doing for us. Forgive my outburst. It's just that... 

	Alan smiled as he listened to her. He almost felt sorry to see her crying. Almost. But it pleased and excited him enormously the power he had over her and that she, a mature woman, called him Master and addressed him as you. He had not treated his uncle as you, but if he had, it would not have been funny. The grace lay in the fact that he was younger, much younger than she was. "I won't have Vicky call me you," she said to herself, dismissing that idea. "The grace is in having her mother do it in front of her, while she's on a first-name basis with me. Her mother and father. One step at a time." He interrupted her because he knew what was bothering her: 

	-You're afraid that the lack of vaginal sex will drive you apart, as it did with my uncle," Alan guessed. He continued when he saw that she nodded, although she had no doubt about it: "Don't worry. You learn from mistakes and that's not going to happen. My uncle wanted you for himself and that's not my case. Besides, I have plans for the two of you, for you and Daniel. We're going to be a happy family," she said. At some point they would have to find out that he was her daughter's boyfriend and it was better to drop subliminal messages, even if it was risky. He couldn't tell her yet. Gem was already eating him out of her hand, but Daniel still had to be subdued and broken into pieces so she could remake him to her liking. "I don't even know if that's my taste," he despaired. Sometimes things were neither black nor white and sometimes even oscillated between different colors, depending on the moment. "But I want to try," she reaffirmed. It was a path of self-discovery for everyone. Next time we meet, maybe he'll give you the key to meet him. -It would be a reward for allowing him to do with his wife as he pleased. Alan had no doubts about it: Daniel would allow it, but if he didn't handle it as he should, at any moment he could bang on the table and then everything would go down the drain, with or without the image rights that allowed him, apparently, to blackmail them and exercise his dominion over them. 

	-Thank you, Master. You are very generous with me. With us," said Gema submissively. She felt surprisingly good in this submissive role. Not that she would have doubted it, for, after all, it was what she had longed for and, besides, she had already experienced it with Gerardo. But much also depended on the master. However, she had hit it off well with Alan, except for the whole uploading the video to the Internet thing, which had thrown her off, but she had calmed down now. "They can't recognize me," she said to herself again. "Oh, no!" her little inner voice protested. "You're not thinking of the possible comments from your future fans!" No one would recognize her. Besides, she was looking forward to watching the video and seeing Daniel's reaction. They had already written the corresponding chapter of the book and sent it to Alan for his approval. She wanted to see Daniel's face and see if reality had been superior to her imagination. "Master... you," she said to herself in fascination. She was really in a Master and slave relationship, without feelings like the one she had had with Gerard, but potentially more depraved. Treating this young man as "you" still shocked her, however. It didn't seem appropriate, even though he was her Master. But that, coupled with the age difference, he was finding it surprisingly stimulating. "You like to break with the conventions of society," her little voice told her and, for once, it didn't seem like he was reprimanding her. 

	-I'll let you know as soon as the video is uploaded," Alan told him. Actually, the video was already on the platform, the only thing was that he had not yet published it, but he only had to give the notice to Lidia so that she would publish it. She would take care of Gema's channel. In fact, she had already created it and had everything ready. She knew Lidia was excited about it. "Too much excitement," she warned herself. "That's a danger, but it's good for me to use her energy." Lidia was impatient to publish it, but she had been good so far and had restrained herself. He had instructed her to wait for him to authorize it, but Gema and Daniel had been late with the delivery of the chapter (or rather chapters, because there had been several. Writer stuff)-. I want you and Daniel to watch it together, no more watching it first! 

	-Yes, Master. I will," Gema confirmed. Without that order, she would have watched it first on her own. She was impatient like that. But Alan was right, it was much better that they watched it together and that both of their reactions to seeing it for the first time were genuine. 

	-Two more things, Gema. First: You know how I want Daniel to see it, don't you? 

	Gema said nothing. She only confirmed by nodding. It made her uneasy. Sometimes it turned her on, but mostly it made her hesitant about it. "That's why it's good that he gets to decide," she said to herself, referring to Alan. "He's right that that's the way to go. But why does that scare me more than anything else?" 

	-The second, Gema, is that I want you to join a gym. 

	"Are you calling me fat?", Gema got upset. The bad thing about Alan was that she would always be self-conscious around him. Age forgives no one. With Gerardo she hadn't had that problem, of course. 

	-I'm afraid it's a bit far from home," Alan explained, "but you're going anyway. I'll pass on the address. You'll begin to understand when you go. I want you to go at least once a week. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hello, bitch! -Lidia greeted Vicky. Sometimes they called each other that, although for no special reason. However, even if Vicky did not know it, in Lidia's case it was an accurate description, partial and incomplete but true. In the case of Gema's daughter, it would soon be true too, or so Lidia hoped. She hugged her affectionately. Then, with his lips brushing her pinna, he said in her ear, "Thank you for coming. It means a lot to me. -He had told her the truth, it was important to her. She breathed in her friend's sweet but refreshing perfume. She was going to have fun that night, as well as satisfy an important client. Then she stepped back and invited her friend in. 

	-What are you wearing? -Vicky wondered as she studied her friend from top to bottom. 

	-Oh," said Lidia. She laughed mischievously. The same as you. -She stuck her tongue out at him and smiled. 

	Vicky frowned. She didn't understand anything. "What do you mean, the same as me?" she wondered. She looked down, inspecting her clothes, even though she was sure she hadn't left the house in a schoolgirl uniform. 

	Lidia disappeared into her bedroom, but she was back in a moment. 

	-This is for you," he said, as if he were giving her a gift. In her hands she carried a schoolgirl's uniform, the same color as his. 

	-How?" said Vicky, who still couldn't believe that her friend not only had in mind to go dressed like that to her date, but also that she intended to go with her in the same way. Her face was a poem of surprise and confusion. 

	-Oh, come on! -Lidia tried to cheer her up, "It's going to be fun! -You'll see the look on Amancio's face when he sees us! 

	-I can imagine," Vicky answered, unconvinced. Not only was her friend's boyfriend a mature man, but he was also into schoolgirls. "She's not dating a pedophile," Vicky wondered. 

	-Oh, come on! -Lidia repeated, trying to convince her. It's a surprise," she explained, "I'm imagining his face when he sees us both arrive like this..." She burst out laughing, which, a little forcibly, ended up infecting Vicky. Of course, you can go dressed like that," he said when she stopped laughing. She nodded her head. She was referring to the way her friend had come dressed, with simple jeans and a simple shirt. The important thing for me is that you come with me. But don't tell me it wouldn't be fun! Imagine her face! -Or is it that now that you have a boyfriend you've become formal and boring like married women? - "If you only knew what your mother was like..." 

	-No... 

	-And you shouldn't! -Lidia cut her off. Her tone was a little too severe and she feared she had frightened her friend. So she added softly, but without lowering the forcefulness: "We women are free, with boyfriends, married or not. Don't ever let anyone make you self-conscious. And, above all, don't be self-conscious yourself. 

	-No... of course..." stammered Vicky, getting more and more confused. 

	-Did you tell Manuel about this dinner? 

	-No, no..." Much to her regret, Vicky had not informed her boyfriend of this. "I don't have to either," she said to herself. "It's just a dinner and I'm just accompanying her. It's not like I'm dating that man. I'm just going as a candleholder." But Lidia had asked him not to tell Manuel. Apparently, she was embarrassed to let Manuel know she was dating an older man. "How much older?" wondered Vicky. Lidia hadn't wanted to tell him and had responded evasively when asked. "Age isn't the important thing, don't you think?" she remembered Lidia had replied. Of course it wasn't. 

	-Good! Then get ready! -Impatient, Lidia left her clothes on the sofa, took two steps forward and began to unbutton her friend's shirt, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. 

	Vicky blushed and her pulse quickened, which, upon realization, increased her blush. She was confused. Lidia used to be disconcerting - it was possible that was why she liked her as a friend - but this time she didn't understand her at all. Nervously, she started to unbutton her shirt to push her friend's hands away. Irremediably, they touched. 

	-What about the shoes? -she asked to say something to break the awkward silence. Besides, it was her last hope to abort her friend's plans. How could they go dressed like that, as schoolgirls, to a dinner with a man who was the boyfriend of one of them? She looked down at her esparto sandals. She couldn't go dressed as a schoolgirl in those shoes. 

	-Don't worry about it," Lidia replied confidently. Expelled from her friend's shirt, redundant in her upper garment, her hands made themselves useful in the lower garment. Wasting no time while their owner's mouth spoke, her fingers began to unbutton Vicky's pants, as if they had a life of their own. They delighted in the many buttons of the fly while her owner continued to talk, "I've got it all figured out," she assured her. I've bought you some shoes to match. -Lidia reached down and pulled the jeans down. It was tight and slid with difficulty down her friend's legs, even though they were slim. With her friend's sex in front of her, she couldn't help but stare at it. "I should look down to conceal," she chided herself, but she didn't, even though there was really nothing to see. Her friend's panties were dull, cotton and completely opaque. For Alan knew she didn't shave her pubic hair. He inhaled slyly to catch her scent. "You'll end up doing it, dear," she told Vicky in thought. "He'll demand it." Not all men preferred it waxed, but among younger men it was a preference more often than among older men. That's why she didn't have it lasered, so she could tailor her pubes to her clients' tastes. As a sugar girl she did not have as many clients as an ordinary prostitute and she preferred to have one or at most two long-term clients than several different ones in a month. "I just want me to be able to be the one to shave you." The damn perfume, sweet and refreshing, that she had inhaled with pleasure when welcoming her friend, now prevented her from smelling her. He put his hands on Vicky's legs, unnecessarily and deliberately high above her mulsos, and slid them down with the excuse of finishing with pulling down her pants. Short of actually being able to smell her, he delighted in her skin. Vicky's legs were different from his mother's; they were shorter and thinner than Gema's. Still, they reminded him of her. "If I can't have you, I'll have your daughter," he told his examiner. "I'll love her like I love you and I'll do all the fucking to her that I should do to you for your rudeness." 

	-Hey," Vicky exclaimed. With her pants around her ankles, she had lost her balance and was threatening to fall in the middle of the room. 

	Lidia held her down, but that only made things worse. In the end, Vicky fell to the ground. Somehow, Lidia rolled with her and, in an attempt to cushion her blow, was pinned underneath her. 

	-Oops," said Vicky, bumping into her friend. 

	-Ah!" complained Lidia, as she felt the impact of Vicky's head on hers. 

	-I'm sorry! -they both said at the same time. A long second of silence later, they both laughed. 

	-Did I hurt you? -Vicky was interested in her friend's condition, even though she had caused the accident. 

	-A little," Lidia admitted. She tried to rub her head, but she couldn't. Vicky had fallen on her. Vicky had fallen on top of her. 

	-We'd better hurry," Vicky warned after a long, uncomfortable silence. She tried to sit up, but they looked like a lump of plasticine, difficult to separate. I'm sorry I was late," she apologized. He had left home late and for seconds he had missed the train and had to wait for the next one. It was normal for Lidia to be in a hurry to get him dressed for dinner. What was not normal was the behavior of her parents, specifically her father. Her father had started doing housework, which was unusual for him. He had even dared to cook on weekends, which, in his case, was an absolute anomaly. "Not so much," a little voice inside warned him. Vicky was startled to hear it. She had only recently started hearing that little voice inside her head. It was her own voice, but it wasn't. It was her own words, but they were her own words. It was her own words, but they were different. "What happens is that at other times you were in another world and you weren't interested in anything but your own." With her previous boyfriend and his band of so-called friends she had behaved... "... very adolescently," the disturbing little voice finished the sentence. She had focused on her problems and her emotions, like any teenager, but she had done so in an exaggerated way. She had spent many nights out, supposedly at a friend's house, though in reality she had often spent them at her boyfriend's house. His parents hadn't minded. "I haven't been a good daughter," Vicky acknowledged. "No," agreed the little voice. "You didn't notice, but Dad's not the first time he's behaved like this. He's had previous phases, at least two." Of that Vicky barely remembered; she hadn't paid attention to it. What she did know was that from the last few months to now her father had taken a radical turn. "Just like you," the little voice told her. That was true. Although he still spent many nights away at Laila's house, and although Laila was often an excuse to spend the night with Manuel, he felt like a different person. Maybe she was running out of adolescence. "Or maybe I've finally found a real friend and boyfriend," she said to herself. With Lidia and Manuel she felt much better than she had ever felt before. She felt balanced. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-How are you feeling, Daniel? -Alan asked. 

	Daniel did not answer. Embarrassed, his face flushed, he looked down. It was the first time he had seen the young man and he didn't know what to think of him. Above all, he didn't know what to think about himself. He was kneeling on the ground, adopting the same posture his wife had adopted in front of the statue of Poseidon in the pond in Barcelona. "Damned noodle and damned Poseidon!" he blasphemed. He had had time to reflect on the sculptures that Gema had told him Alan had made him visit in the Parque de la España Industrial: The mighty dragon that engulfed his wife and could sweep away everything in its path. The oxen of plenty, with which the rich boy Alan tempted them to solve their financial problems, as old Gerardo had done. The woman's torso, a clear allusion to the tits that his uncle Gerard had put on her, a symbol that he was still there, through his nephew. And the modern Venus, the woman Alan intended to transform his wife into, as if it were Emmanuelle's transformation, but not into a goddess, but into a slave. And finally, the god of the seas, known as much for his destructive temperament as for his libido and the offspring he had spawned. On top of that, Gemma, to spite him, had asked him if he would be her St. George who would slay the dragon. Her tone of voice and her little smile had given her away deliberately; it was clear that she did not want him to kill it. 

	-Answer him, Daniel," Gemma mumbled. Proudly, she was kneeling next to her husband, in the same posture as him, with her hands on her thighs and palms up, but with her back straight. Answer him! -You've already seen what he did for speaking to her in an inappropriate tone," she reminded him, referring to the video that Alana had posted on a pornographic portal on the Internet. The recording had prompted a flood of comments in different languages, most of them foul, as expected. "You will, eventually," someone called Pos3idon had replied. That was also the name of the channel, not Gema or Gema Hot Wife, fortunately? She had felt, perhaps, wounded in her artistic pride, by the choice of name. "What kind of hot wife am I, anyway?" she had wondered as she watched the video of her public humiliation. It wasn't the same living it as reliving it by watching it. It had been different but equally intense in both cases. Most of all, it had been intense watching the recording with her husband, having to torture her mind whether he approved or whether he disapproved and, even, rejected her. "Instead of golfing with several men, I devote myself to one lover. Instead of playing with men, I allow them to 'play' with me, humiliate and blackmail me." Her little inner voice had been unable to suppress itself at such thoughts and had noted, mockingly, "Several men? Don't worry about that. Alan will provide them for you. Some will pay for it. Others will use your body for free." But was that the woman Daniel wished he had Daniel? In any case, that was the woman she was scared and excited to be. 

	-I can't! -Daniel whispered in despair. He was so ashamed that he wished the earth would swallow him up or, failing that, that an earthquake would strike and bring the house down with him. "No, not that. Not with Gemma in it!" he rectified.  

	To add to his humiliation, Alan had made him dress like his wife, with stockings, garter belt, panties and even a bra. Despite the panties, his chastity device was transparent, and the damn nadu posture, legs spread wide, did nothing to hide that he was an emasculated man. "Culate. Does that come from ass?" he wondered. The plug he wore in his ass - one of the ones Silvestre had given Gema, though in reality the idea had been his and he'd bought them - bothered him. Gema had worn them for hours, just as she would later wear and carry the plug with the slutty tail (in fact, at those moments, she was wearing it), but he couldn't stand it that long. His man anus was rebelling against such an intrusion. "It's an ancestral defense mechanism, as the Recio says," Daniel said to himself, trying to relax with a joke and referring to a famous TV series. He didn't follow it, he only watched it while watching, but he sensed that in the end he had seen all the chapters and some of them repeatedly, although not in the right order. The series was a Spanish thing, with all kinds of messes, including, of course, the sexual ones. There was everything: cuernos, papuchis, cougars, male and female prostitution and even transsexuals. "Just like my life," Daniel said to himself, feeling transsexualized, in that outfit and with those accessories. The writers of the series were fucking geniuses and he was a fucking bastard. 

	-What did it feel like to see what I did to your wife? -Alan insisted relentlessly, "How did it feel to see her so devoted to me? 

	Red as a tomato, without looking up, Daniel swallowed. He knew Alan was staring at him through the camera on his laptop, which was on the floor in front of them. He felt in his flesh his stinging gaze. Gerard, at least, had ignored him, which had been painful, on the one hand, but a relief, on the other. But Alan had video-conferenced. He hadn't even hidden himself, which, while it wouldn't have avoided her sly look, would at least have made it so she didn't have to endure it. 

	-Did it turn you on? -continued Alana. 

	Although Daniel avoided looking at the screen, he couldn't help but imagine Alan's smirk. His wife liked that immature kid. "He leaves me no choice. He leaves us no choice," Gema often excused herself, shielding herself from the consensual blackmail with which the young man pressured her. "He pressures us," Daniel warned himself. "Us." They were in the same boat, a boat called a family, a boat with Victoria's name on it, a boat of love? Her blue eyes would have been undeniably attractive, had they not been so piercing. "But that beard... Since when did Gema like bearded guys?" wondered Daniel, trying to think of anything but the answer Alan was so insistently asking for. Daniel didn't like Alan's hipster beard at all and doubted that his wife really liked it. "Is he doing it again just to annoy me? Does he hate me that much? Does he hate me that much because of Silvestre?" What had affected Gema more, the set-up or that he ended up cheating on her with her friend and Silvestre, in a more than excusable threesome, the result of the extreme confusion, loneliness and desperation he had felt? 

	-Yes," Daniel finally admitted. He could have lied to her, but Gemma would have known. And Alan would have known, one way or another. That penetrating gaze, despite his youth and inexperience, missed nothing. Even if he had swallowed his lie, he would have ended up discovering the truth through Gema's mouth. "Her mouth on his cock!" thought Daniel. He would suck her; that, apparently, he had not yet done, but he would end up doing it, no doubt. And with his enthusiasm he would answer any questions the young man asked him. "He doesn't know how to or want to lie," Daniel said to himself. "With me he does, but not with his mistresses." To his surprise, the thought did not come as a bitter one. 

	-I appreciate your sincerity, Daniel," Alan replied. He tried to hide his nervousness by speaking in an exaggeratedly slow manner. It was an incredible scene. He glanced sideways at the status bar on his computer, which confirmed that he was indeed continuing to record the videoconference. He would have to review the recording to analyze the reactions. "I might even do it with Lidia," he said to himself. "She's a psychologist and can help me." Of course, she wasn't a psychologist yet; she was only a student. "Besides, I feel like having a beastly fuck with a young girl and Vicky isn't ready yet." Deep down, what amused her was that she was cheating on mother and daughter with her examiner and best friend, respectively. "When it comes out, Troy is going to burn, if I don't prepare them well beforehand," he warned himself. By the time the cake was discovered, he would have thoroughly enjoyed them both. "I'll be damned, although that would be a failure for me. I have long-term plans," he reminded himself. Sometimes impatience threatened to get the better of him and he had to pull himself together lest he make a blunder. It didn't help that his friends were asking him day in and day out about Gemma and propositioning him with obscenities. Fortunately, he had refrained from telling them about his girlfriend. That had been a wise decision. And I understand that it's hard for you to talk about it, Daniel," she assured him, trying to appear to empathize with him. But..." There was always a but after that kind of sentence. Alan loved buts, at least when he said them. But it hurts me that you haven't expressed your gratitude, after the gift I gave you. You're having more sex with Gema now than before, aren't you? 

	-Yes," admitted Daniel, embarrassed. It was useless not to answer him. Alan would keep insisting and postponing the answer would only prolong his discomfort. 

	Alan smiled. It had been a rhetorical response. Of course Daniel was having more sex with Gemma, despite being caged. He held the key to the chastity device between his index finger and thumb and ostensibly showed it to the camera. 

	-Look! -he ordered. He was amazed to see Daniel obey him and look up. There had been no doubt in his mind that Daniel would look at the screen, but he was still amazed. He knew Daniel well enough to know that he was not a guy who could be easily intimidated, even though it might seem otherwise. Anyone else would interpret Daniel's attitude as cowardice, but he wouldn't make that mistake. He would humiliate him to unsuspected levels, but he would do it with respect. He barely managed to suppress a chuckle as he realized the apparent contradiction of what he was thinking. "I'll tear you apart, Daniel, but I'll give you what deep down you want," he told her in thought. She wished Daniel could read her mind, but maybe it wasn't even necessary. In any case, when the time came, he would tell her just like that, exactly like that, but that was not yet the time. "Will I tell him with my cock in his beloved little daughter's pussy or in his admired wife's?" he wondered amused. Either way, he knew well that if Daniel cooperated it was because deep down, deep down, he wanted to. "A ship doesn't sail against the wind. It does so downwind and even when it goes upwind it does so with the help of the wind, not against it," Alan said to himself, remembering the yacht captain classes he was taking to get his degree. That was one reason he couldn't go to Madrid more often. 

	Daniel looked up and saw the key to his chastity device in the hand of the boy who was blackmailing them. He held it like a king his scepter of power. With relative ease he could get rid of the chastity device, with the spare key or even without it. Only with a Prince Albert-type piercing and a chastity device adapted to take advantage of it could she not get rid of it. So why didn't he do it? 

	Gema was giving him a hard time lately. His ass was sore from making love to her. To make matters worse, his balls were swollen and sore. But Daniel wasn't complaining about that. His wife's new adventures, writing the book together, even being on their knees before his... His what? Blackmailer? Master? Boss? Cocky idiot boy? All that had brought them together and that was in stark contrast to the attitude he'd had toward her (and she toward him, for that matter) during the downtime as hot wife and cuckolded husband after Gerard's death. He functioned that way and Gemma, it seemed, did too. They were programmed that way or had programmed each other that way, after the first experiences in that field of consensual cuckolding, on the one hand, and female domination, on the other hand. Feeling submissive did not unsettle him. In fact, it filled him with a warm and tremendously satisfying feeling. It was like being in love again. And it was just as addictive as love. The humiliation, of course, was... humiliating. Daniel didn't know how best to describe it. But the feeling it provoked in him was well worth it.  

	If anything, what bothered him was knowing that a good part of the dominant energy that Gema had been displaying with him lately came from the boy with the stupid hipster beard. "You could have at least bitten your tongue, like you do when you're interested," Daniel chided his wife. Gema had told him, "Alan wants me to fuck you every night." By fucking, obviously, she meant fucking him with her dildo and harness. About that he had had no doubt, from the first moment. "So you do it only because he orders you to?", Daniel had asked his wife. "Oh, no, silly! Of course I don't! I do it because he wants me to," Gemma had replied without hesitation. Ordering versus wanting, there was a small but painful nuance there. "So, you do it only because he wants you to?", Daniel had ventured against all wisdom. Sometimes it seemed he needed to hear those harsh answers. "Obviously," Gemma had answered him instantly. "Once or twice a week, I would because I like to hear those little moans of yours. But every day? I assure you it gets tiring. It's easier to spread your legs... or your ass, isn't it? I don't think I've ever done so much exercise. I even have stiffness," Gema had added.  

	She was sore and he had a sore ass. But they were happy like that. At least, they were, until Alan had uploaded the video to the Internet. It was impossible to identify Gema, but Daniel had been reminded that the danger was real. Even playing the blackmail game, if you could call it a game, a slow-witted person with experience would not have committed the folly and folly of posting that video. It didn't matter if he had the legal right to do so! (And that would have to be discussed, if what Gema had signed with Gerardo really covered such an extreme.) It didn't even matter if Gema consented! A real Dom should behave more responsibly. 

	But the worst thing was having to admit that the scene had turned him on. He had had to admit it to his wife, first, because it was true, and second, because if he hadn't, she would have interpreted that he was ashamed of her. And that wasn't true - he admired her! But it's painful to get off on watching masked men denigrate the person you love most in the world. And it is even more painful to have to admit it, first, to yourself, second, to the one you love the most, and third, to the abuser who caused it.  

	"On top of that, the pig will be recording all this," Daniel alerted himself. "But there you are! If you even think of publishing this, you're doomed!" For a moment, despite what that would mean, Daniel wished Alan would commit such recklessness. First, he'd kick his ass for it. No judge would convict him of it, at least not severely. "Justifiable transient mental derangement." And, second, I would denounce him for publishing his intimacies. "You may be in possession of my wife's image rights and they may even cover the recording and distribution of pornographic material, but you don't have mine!" Alan had fallen into the trap. His ambition and inexperience had caused him to make a blunder. Daniel chuckled in anticipation and looked at him defiantly. 

	-Don't you think you should thank me properly for this gift? -asked Alan, emboldened by the success he was having. Daniel was playing his part and was eating out of his hand. It was going even more smoothly than he expected. "It's all a matter of giving everyone what they need, but not everything, just a little of it and leaving them with honey on their lips, wanting more," he acknowledged. The book was the intellectual stimulation Daniel needed. The video answered his voyeuristic needs, either because he enjoyed the humiliation of a woman (his wife!) or because he secretly imagined being her. That was something he had yet to find out. Alan already had his theory on the matter and with Lidia's help he had no doubt that he would be able to decipher the enigma. And all that cross-dressing him, making him wear the chastity device, the anal sex... all that was in response to his own need for humiliation. "I'll have to find out if it's because he would like to be in his wife's place or if it's because, in this way, let's say figuratively self-flagellating, he atones for the sins he commits against his wife, because he wants, deep down, to humiliate her and get off on it," Alan thought to himself. It was becoming increasingly clear to him that he would have to go back to Madrid soon to talk it over with Lidia. Of course, they wouldn't just talk. "With my cock in her throat she's going to have a hard time talking," he told himself amused. With Gema he could do whatever he wanted because he had the power over her, backed by a reckless contract she had signed with her uncle. With Lidia he could do it because he had the economic power and because he paid her for it. They were different but equally exhilarating powers, each in its own way. His uncle had exercised both at the same time over the same person. "What power!" marveled Alan. Of course, power alone was not enough. He could do with Gemma what he did because she had that inclination, as did Daniel. And with Lidia, money was not enough. She too had that inclination, at least to some extent, although she was much more devious and unpredictable. What kept her in check was neither money nor her perversion, but her thirst for revenge. "What power!" marveled Alan again, though this time thinking to himself. And with Vicky he would have the power of love, the most powerful of all, or so the poets said. But as with Gemma and with Lydia, power would not be enough. He would have to develop that dark side in her. But if his girlfriend looked just a tad like her mother, it would be easy for him. "Or her father," he acknowledged. "If Daniel is her father," he said to himself. He'd seen too many strange things in his short life and couldn't rule out that possibility. 

	-Thank you, sir. I am grateful for what you are doing for us," Daniel answered like a faithful puppy, although with a hint of derision. It seemed ridiculous to him to have to address the boy as "you" and call him "sir", even more so when until recently he had called him by his first name. But Gema had urged him to do so. For her, Alan was Master, for him he would be Sir. Of course, he was not obliged to capitalize the word when he pronounced it. At most, Alan would realize it when he read the book, but not before and, by then, it was possible that it would all be over. "In a big fiasco for you, brat. You shouldn't have posted the video - I can take anything but that!" 

	-I see that your tongue is starting to loosen up, Daniel, and I'm glad for that. However, you must learn to respond instantly. -Alan smiled sadistically in anticipation. Daniel had given him ample reason to punish him. He didn't even need excuses. It was usually harder with Gema. Let's see you loosen up. Stand up. Good. And now, get on all fours on the bed. I think you know which way I want you to look. Gemma, dear, please tilt the screen back a little bit and focus the camera. -I wanted to see everything and I was going to record everything. There, that's good! Now, go get the whip," he ordered his slave. Then, as she pulled her out of hiding, she turned to Daniel, "Daniel, listen to me. You are going to count every whip and you are going to thank me for every one of them. If you don't count it, if you get it wrong or if I don't hear sincere thanks in your words, Daniel, Gema will have to repeat it. And knowing her, at a certain point, it will hurt her more than you, but, nevertheless, I will make her continue relentlessly. -I knew well how to motivate Daniel. She had forgotten to tell him, but smiled when she saw that she didn't need to tell him: Gema had just pulled down her husband's panties of her own accord. Her hairy ass wasn't exactly the most aesthetically pleasing, but her attitude made up for it. "Power!" he said to himself enthusiastically. Power turned him on, no matter if it was a man or a woman. He had always sensed it, but now he would have a way to prove it. Aware that he could be seen through the screen, he turned off his camera. In its place appeared the symbol of the Greek god of the seas. Ready, my dear? Stand a little more to the side so I can see everything well. That's it. Fifty, dear. Start gently to warm up and gradually increase the intensity. But I warn you, if you fall short, I'll give you a repeat whipping! 

	-One," said Daniel. Thank you, sir. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Ho... Hello!" Amancio could not help but look surprised to see Lidia approaching him, walking holding Vicky's hand. Of course, his surprise was pleasant. 

	-This is my friend Victoria. Vicky, for friends," Lidia began to introduce them, "and this is my boyfriend Amancio, the one I've already told you so much about. 

	-I hope only good things," said Amancio with a forced smile. He then approached Vicky and greeted her with two kisses, while trying to inhale her scent deeply without being noticed. Although he was an older man (at least compared to Lidia and Vicky's age) who was no longer as easily aroused as a teenager, he felt a tingle in his crotch. 

	-Only excellent," Vicky confirmed politely, "You've got Lidia crazy about you," she commented in an attempt to help the odd couple and to continue with the cordial tone. It was true that Lidia had only told her good things about him, although not many, to tell the truth, but to say that her friend was madly in love with him was an exaggeration that bordered on a lie. 

	Amancio approached Lidia and shyly greeted her with two kisses. 

	-Boyfriends, huh? -he whispered in Lidia's ear, the one who was farthest away from Vicky, taking advantage of the fact that he was kissing her cheek. He had liked the word. He had no chance of being her boyfriend, although sometimes he couldn't help imagining it punctually. "What a couple we'd make!" he said to himself. Amancio knew very well that the young woman was with him because he paid her, but they had developed a friendship and the feelings seemed genuine. Lidia was his second sugar girl. The first one had been a disaster; they hadn't connected and he had always had the feeling that she was only doing it for money. It was one thing if she was doing it for the money and another if she was only doing it for the money. Then he whispered, "You didn't tell me she was so pretty! 

	-Shh!" Lidia whispered in his ear. She doesn't know anything about our arrangement; she really thinks we are sweethearts. Behave like one, don't force anything, be patient and let me handle the situation," she warned him, whispering. Undoubtedly, it was reckless not to have warned him earlier and run him over like that with that surprise, but Lidia was glad to see his bewildered face. She couldn't see it at the moment because she was whispering in his ear, but she would have the whole dinner ahead of her to revel in it. "Am I a bad person because I like to see people suffer?" she wondered amused. "I'm not a bad person, just a little sadistic," she answered herself. The situation excited her, not only because... eventually, depending on how things turned out, she would have the opportunity to be intimate with Vicky, with Gema and Daniel's daughter.... not only because, maybe, he would manage to get Vicky into that sweetened prostitution business, turning her into what she was and putting her on the same level as she was, the level that Gema and Daniel had rejected... not only because he would manage to make Amancio happy and thereby lighten his wallet... but also because of the bewilderment of both of them. "Amancio won't know how to behave. And Vicky won't know where to put herself, when she discovers the truth." The evening promised and the nights after, hopefully even more so. He avoided letting out a laugh with no apparent rhyme or reason. Instead, she held Amancio's face with one hand (with the other she was still clutching Vicky's), pulled away from his ear and planted a kiss on his lips. She did not insert her tongue into his mouth, although she did wet her client and boyfriend's lips with it. 

	"You'll be a whore!", was all the surprised Amancio managed to think. He didn't mean it in a pejorative sense. "You really are like a fucking goat." Partly he felt disappointed. If his friend thought they were boyfriend and girlfriend, his chances of sleeping with both of them were minimal. With the money up front, he could get any girl interested. It was another thing if he was interested in any girl. For any girl he would go to a whore. That was not what he wanted. But without that component, he would have a very difficult time with this very young beauty. What could she see in him to be sexually attracted to him? Age aside, he wasn't in that good of shape. Money aside, that's why he liked Lidia, because if he cared, he camouflaged it very well. He didn't feel anger, however, and his disappointment quickly passed and gave way to anticipation. "What will Lidia have in mind?" he knew she was a smart girl. And he also knew she was somewhat manipulative; he had experienced that in his own flesh, figuratively and literally speaking. Lidia knew how to earn an extraordinary gift and it didn't seem wrong to him, not in the case of her, though it did seem wrong in the case of his previous sugar girl, a bland self-serving one. "You know I don't want a simple dinner with your friend. I don't think she misunderstood me when I told her to bring a friend. What's she after? And how are you going to get it?" 

	Amancio invited Vicky to sit at the table and pulled her chair aside to help her in a gentlemanly manner. He slyly looked down at her little legs. Lidia's friend had come dressed as a sexy schoolgirl. It wasn't real private or charter school clothes, but, fortunately, it didn't look like a costume for an orgy either. He had already been embarrassed enough by the kiss from his girlfriend, Lidia, who had evidently dressed the same way. At the restaurant no one knew him, although he had come on several occasions, but it was a public place. Their relationship was already scandalous enough due to the age difference without emphasizing it with that dress. However, even though he was embarrassed to kiss in public with Lidia - due to the age difference that made them look more like father and daughter - it also made him swell with pride and filled him with satisfaction. One way or another, he had conquered her and she was his, at least for that night or that afternoon. And Lidia always behaved wonderfully natural, despite people's stares. That made it easier for him. In fact, she was the one who usually took the initiative, without the slightest restraint, like any young couple. Thanks to her, he had grown younger. "I'm afraid I've grown too young," Amancio said to himself, looking with appetite at Vicky's little legs for friends and that little skirt she was wearing. "She looks like a fourteen year old, what in God's name am I thinking?" Amancio felt the bulge between his legs begin to grow. Emotionally touched, he detached himself from the very young girl and just as chivalrously helped his girlfriend to sit down. She too had been rejuvenated by the costume and looked like a teenager, though not a minor. Her legs were prettier, more womanly, but Amancio couldn't get Vicky's slender little legs out of his mind. "Lidia has to get us to be very close friends, more than friends. I want her," he acknowledged, but immediately lamented, "No, this is wrong!" However, he tried to reassure himself, "She's of age, actually" But he said it without too much conviction - she seemed so young, so at the age of still going to high school. 

	Lidia took Vicky's hand again. With both hands on the table, hers on top of Vicky's, Lidia winked at Amancio slyly. She was glad to see him upset. Beads of sweat had appeared on his forehead. She was sure it wasn't because of the heat or because Amancio had come dressed in a suit and tie, as she had asked him to highlight the contrasts. "Good! This is going to be a lot of fun, whatever comes out, even if it ends up being a disaster. I have a lot to lose, but a hell of a lot to gain and the first thing is to have fun tonight. Carpe diem." He smiled. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Fifty. Thank you, sir," Daniel whimpered. In the past, Gemma had spanked him as part of the submission and domination game, but that had been a long time ago and she had never done it so long and intensively. He had endured her blows stoically, without complaint. To be more precise, she had endured it without asking him to stop, because what is to complain, she had not been able to avoid exhaling pitiful moans. Gemma had overstepped her bounds and if she had not said anything to him it was not because they lacked a safe word, but because she did not want to give the pleasure of such humiliation to Alan who, remotely, had witnessed (and presumably recorded) the scene and who had been giving Gemma some instruction or other. In return, with her bravery in enduring the spanking, he had given her the satisfaction of another humiliation, that of bowing to him. For it had been Alan who had whipped him; though it had not been his hand, it had been his will. And Gemma, his wife, his life partner, his love, had carried out the young man's will, showing no mercy. Daniel was tempted to say that that was what had hurt the most, but his ass would have contradicted him. The whipping with the riding crop hurt like hell and there was nothing erotic about it. Perhaps it was true that fantasy always ended up surpassing reality. 

	-Okay, Daniel," said Alan in a strangely hoarse voice. It took him a couple of seconds to bring his video back up on the screen. The session had not gone quite as he had hoped. He had read about how to bring a submissive to ecstasy by gradually increasing, in phases, the intensity of the punishment. It had something to do with endorphin secretion. Although I had had Gemma follow in the footsteps, I didn't have the feeling that I had brought Daniel to that level of ecstasy. It wasn't pain he wished to produce in him, though pain was a means to his ends and a welcome one. "Apparently, it's not that easy," he said to himself, somewhat disappointed. "Or it isn't with Daniel. With Gemma I'm sure it will be much simpler." What was clear was that he would have to practice to master the art. But that was something he wouldn't be able to practice with Lidia, even if he paid her twice as much. "Or would he?" he wondered hopefully. He certainly wouldn't practice on his girlfriend. She deserved the final version, not the trial versions. He would keep practicing with Gemma and Daniel, which was what they were there for, and besides, they couldn't refuse, if they didn't want what he did to them to be worse than physical punishment. He chuckled to himself as he realized that he would end up doing part of that to her anyway. "Even if I prefer Gemma, maybe I should practice more with Daniel," Alan mused. "Easy doesn't make the master. Mastery is acquired by facing adversity." With that thought he perked up again. It had only been the first time. The second, of that he was sure, would work better. He would get Daniel to that state of total ecstasy, and if he could do it with him, that meant he could do it with anyone. I hope it taught you a lesson and that you won't forget it," he lied, for he really wished Daniel hadn't learned the lesson or would soon forget it. He wiped the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand. He had failed in his goal, no doubt too ambitious to begin with, but he had been on the verge of ecstasy. If he had not reached it, it had been because he had held back. He had been unable or unwilling to cum at the sight of a man's hairy ass, even though it excited him enormously to see the woman obediently whip her husband under his instructions and him submissively endure the humiliation. Watching her obey, her face oscillating between anguish and ferocious cruelty (or had she imagined it?), and him vacillating between whimpering like a poor helpless puppy and openly rebelling, had been of sublime eroticism to him. "And this is only the beginning," he told himself hopefully. He had good reason to be. "Next time I'll ask her to shave. It will be more humiliating for him and easier for me. And it will make Gemma see him less as a man. What do you have to tell me, Daniel? -she asked to continue humiliating him. Turn around and look at me!  

	Reluctantly, Daniel turned away. There were tears in his eyes and he didn't want Alan to see them. He had endured the punishment manfully. That he had been unable to suppress the whimpers was understandable; the important thing was that he had endured bravely - that was his way of showing his defiance. But the tears would eventually give him away. "A man doesn't cry," Daniel reminded himself, "and I'm not going to show this little boy any hint of weakness." Before he finished turning away, he ran the back of his hand over his face and eyes to wipe his face clean of tears. "You little fucker! If he does this to me, what won't he do to her?" he asked himself angrily and frightened. "But better me than her," he said to himself, mostly to cling to his manhood and use it as a shield against the humiliations he had yet to endure "Better me than her," he said to himself again, even though he could not forget that she had followed every instruction meticulously, refusing none and softening no spanking. He definitely preferred to think that his wife was not on the side of that apprentice stalker. "If she is, I'm lost," he acknowledged, and he wasn't referring to the spanking. 

	-Thank you, sir," Daniel replied obediently and in a voice weaker than he would have preferred. He was sweating, but felt cold all over his body. Apparently, that was his body's response to extreme pain. It had happened to him once before at the dentist, in a long, uncomfortable and painful treatment, despite the anesthesia. I won't forget, sir," Daniel confirmed, telling the truth. He would not forget. It was another thing if that was why he was going to bow down to him. He would keep on with it, no matter how painful and humiliating it was, until he could get his revenge. The inexperienced Alan would not end up falling into the trap. For a moment, Daniel thought about turning the tables and, when the time came, investing more than reversing the situation and blackmailing him, humiliating him and making him pay for everything. She shook her head as she looked him in the eye. "No, I'm not like that," she admitted, but she didn't mean unethical. 

	Gema hugged him affectionately and kissed him on the cheek as she listened to her husband submit to her very young lover. "I hurt him," she lamented. She would never have spanked him that hard. When they had played games of domination and submission in the past she had always found it hard to be undaunted by her husband's suffering (at least when it came to that kind of sexual play, not so with regard to cheating on him with a man who was not to his liking). "But I had to do it. It would have been worse not to," she justified herself. Even though it had hurt her more than it hurt him, as they say misleadingly, he felt mysteriously happy. Expectantly, on all fours on the bed and cheek to cheek with her husband, she looked up at Alan. Her heart skipped a beat as she saw Alan looking at her. It was hard to tell for sure on a video conference, but she felt he was looking at her. 

	-Do you want to make love to her now? -Alan ventured. He didn't want to prolong the conversation any longer. He needed to finish the video call to process what had happened, maybe by watching the recording, maybe by reviewing the Barcelona video or both, maybe even both videos at the same time. He needed to relieve himself, though he wasn't sure which video he would do it with. "I'll get all three on screen," he said to himself, remembering the video his girlfriend had sent him, masturbating with that dildo of Lidia's. "Yes, all three." 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma answered, even though she couldn't be sure if Alan had asked him or her. The question was equally valid, basically and grammatically, for Daniel, but she felt that he had asked her. She blushed at the admission, but it didn't show because she was flushed and sweaty from the effort of chastising her husband. Yes I would, Master," she admitted. Daniel had behaved wonderfully well. But she knew that, unfortunately, it would not be possible, unless Alan gave them authorization to use the emergency key. 

	-Do you see him, Daniel? -said Alan, this time referring unmistakably to him. The young man smiled as he watched Gemma unconsciously bite her lower lip. She could be a shy kitten and a fierce tigress at the same time. "A cougar, a cougar panther, actually," he corrected himself as he again realized the age difference that separated them. "And despite that, she looks like a child in my hands, especially when she looks at me like that"-. Your wife desires you even more because of me. Or do you think that without me she would want to free you momentarily from your chastity device? -She looked at him for a few seconds to let his words take effect. Then he answered himself, "No, do you? -I knew he was right. He knew the couple's sexual ups and downs. He knew how they worked. He didn't know why, if there was one, but that wasn't important. Is that so, Daniel? He asked in a sterner tone, at the understandable dumbness of the man who was his father-in-law (though he didn't know that yet) and the cuckolded husband of his mistress. "You're going to be more than that, Daniel. You can't even imagine it, can you?" 

	-Yes, sir," Daniel answered laconically. Despite not wanting to agree with him, or to do so as little as possible, he couldn't help but pronounce the capitalized "Sir". In fact, she had almost had a slip of the tongue and called him Master. The spanking and his wife's seemingly unconditional submission, even though he wanted to deny it, even though he rebelled against it, were irremediably having their effect on him. He wanted to be angry with him, but he was trembling, not from fear, no, but from the physical sensations and the emotional impact they had had on him. He cursed himself at having to acknowledge, if only to himself, that the humiliation had taken its toll on him. "Just like making love - or having wild sex - ends up connecting the two people on a deeper level than the physical," he acknowledged with annoyance and dread. What saved them was that Alan lived far away. "Could my wife fall in love with him, based on...having wild sex...or making love?" he wondered, even though he thought he knew the answer. He knew it and feared it. He knew Gemma. And he knew that certain acts irremediably triggered certain hormones and endorphins and, with it, certain responses in the brain. "And Gema is very plastic and adaptable." I had seen it happen with Silvestre, Luis Alberto and Gerardo. She had enjoyed it with Silvestre, had worried for her, for her health, with Luis Alberto and had feared for him with Gerardo. "But he's far away," she told herself to reassure herself. Weeks had passed and they had only seen each other once, although they had kept in touch by phone and through the computer. "Sexting... and she knows he records her." 

	-It's all right, Gemma," Alan agreed magnanimously. The truth was that they had deserved it and he wasn't there to break up the couple. You can make love to her... from behind. Do it gently and slowly," he conceded. Of course he could have given them permission to use the spare key. Actually, they didn't need it. In fact, they didn't even need the key. The chastity device that one wasn't such a secure model. "There are others with piercing that are," he recalled. "But it's too soon for him and for her too. It even is for me." But he felt that encouraging them to use the spare key would be tantamount to losing a share of their power and to that he was not willing. He would have to find a solution to that. In fact, he had already seen small safes with remote control via cell phone. There were all kinds, including models that were little more than toys, but he didn't need much more. After all, symbolism was what it was all about. He didn't want to forbid them to make love in the conventional way, he wouldn't make the same mistake as his uncle, but he would make them feel that he was in control at every moment. Wasn't that what they both wanted deep down, even if they wouldn't admit it? You'll both get a prize, you Gemma, if you make him come like that, and you, Daniel, if you come that way. But no cheating! I'll know if you use your hands. -Alan sensed, rightly so, that although the chastity device prevented an erection, it did not prevent the small movements, almost vibrations, that could make Daniel cum, almost as if he was jerking off. That could not prevent it, but it could prevent Gemma from helping him, or even allowing it. He was sure that with those words he would prevent Daniel from touching himself down there through the chastity device or from Gemma doing it or allowing it. He smiled in satisfaction. Daniel would have to get used to getting pleasure another way. 

	-Thank you, Master," replied Gemma contentedly, even though she would have preferred to make love to Daniel in the conventional way. In the end, vaginal sex was unbeatable. "And the last one I had vaginal sex with was with him, with Alan," Gema remembered. She could still feel his cock inside her and his hands on her neck, penetrating and dominating her. 

	Gem nudged Daniel's elbow, at Daniel's dumbness. Wasn't he going to leave her in a bad place in the end, after how well she had behaved in this session and, above all, after how well Alan had behaved with them? Alan had involved them both, when he could have focused solely on her. She was different from Gerardo and Luis Alberto. Of course, he was also different from Silvestre: "You don't control this one like a puppet," he said in thought to Daniel. "Nor me like a dumb doll through him." 

	-Yes, sir," Daniel answered as laconically as before, but returning to the lower case. That had been a slip of the tongue, the result of his psychological state after the painful and humiliating session. The pain had been the least of it. The most humiliating thing had been that the young man was the mastermind who had ordered the punishment and who had observed every whipping. Daniel felt a deep sense of shame. It was not the same to be observed by a woman (like Lidia) as it was to be observed by a man. "And now, on top of that, you're ordering my wife to fuck me in the ass!" Certain things were for intimacy or, at most, to be done in front of or with another woman, but never in front of a man. "What would our daughter think if she saw me like that?" she was scandalized. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Vicky looked at her friend in surprise. She was a little dizzy and had had to go to the bathroom to relieve her bladder. Perhaps she had drunk too much wine. It seemed she hadn't, but the golden liquid, a sweetish white that Lidia had chosen to go with the food, went in well and went down even better. Coming out of the toilet he had bumped into her. She had come out a little bent over, not looking forward, and had slammed her face into her friend's torso. Lidia's small breasts - the right one, to be more precise - had cushioned the blow. Actually, Lidia's weren't small, they were normal. Hers were small, especially compared to her mother's, specifically the ones she had worn a couple of years ago. Vicky didn't understand why her mother had undergone a boob job at that age. What did she expect from life? Big breasts or small breasts, she was a bore. Her father at least left her alone, but her mother was always criticizing her for everything. Her father... why had he encouraged her mother to have a boob job? Didn't he love her, just the way she was? Vicky tried not to think about it too much. Her parents behaved strangely, but she had her own problems. 

	-Animal! -exclaimed Lidia, as she felt the impact of her friend's head. If I knew, I'd wear a push-up. -She made a pained face, exaggerating the pain, and ostensibly massaged her boob to relieve it. She wasn't wearing a bra, just like her friend. Lidia had convinced Vicky to go to the appointment without a bra. Amused and satisfied, she had been able to see the effect on Amancio's gaze, who had not been able to look away from her breasts, neither hers nor Vicky's. "He likes them small, just as I suspected," Lidia said to herself. The white shirts were not transparent, but they marked the shapes and the breasts, though small, swayed freely underneath with the movements. She didn't feel jealous because Amancio was devouring Vicky with his eyes, after all, that's what he had brought her for. To do otherwise would have been a failure. "Amancio is horny, but that was the easy part. Now I have to figure out how to convince this one." 

	-I'm sorry," Vicky stammered. Then, remembering the insult, she snapped, "You animal, you! You bitch! -She stuck her tongue out at him, as they used to do with each other when they half argued. 

	-You bitch, you! -Lidia returned the insult, sticking her tongue out at him. Then she reached forward and pinched her friend's nipple in revenge. 

	-Ow! -Vicky exclaimed, more in surprise and embarrassment than in pain. She slapped her friend's hand away and soothed her nipple with her hand. Maybe the pinch had really hurt. She flicked her tongue out again to stay on top of it. 

	They both looked at each other, as if they were challenging each other. Lidia, however, seeing her friend's tongue out, thought of taking her face in her hands and kissing that tongue, sucking it as if it were something else... or as if it were what it was, the tongue of her friend, Gema's daughter. She too had been drinking and felt dangerously uninhibited. 

	-I don't understand why you brought me here," Vicky blurted out, perhaps the pain in her nipple had cleared her mind a little. I mean, you clearly don't need me. You're on very good terms with him. -What was clear was that Amancio had devoured her with his eyes. It hadn't helped the sexy and almost childish outfit she was wearing, even without a bra! He had accompanied Lidia and had dressed like that to help her and do her a favor, but help her in what, exactly? In any case, her boyfriend's looks were not appropriate. And it was even less so for a man of that age. She felt that Amancio was cheating on her, or that he wanted to. It would have been inappropriate, even if it was a young boy her age, but it was even more so. On the other hand, Vicky, perhaps encouraged by the wine, had taken a little revenge on her friend. On more than one occasion she had caught Manuel looking at her inappropriately. Even if it was normal (a guy thing to do, and Lidia was very pretty), she didn't like it. But she hadn't said anything about it, she hadn't complained to her friend or to Manuel. She didn't want to look like a hysterical jealous woman with a lack of self-confidence. The dinner with Amancio, however, had given her a chance to get a little revenge and so she had played along with Amancio's looks, smiling coquettishly and letting her little breasts move under her shirt when appropriate. Either Lidia hadn't noticed or didn't think it was wrong or didn't dare complain, just as she hadn't complained about Manuel. But, trying to think coldly, she did not understand what she was doing at that dinner. Unfortunately, even if she tried to think coldly, her head refused to do so. 

	-Of course I do! -Lidia answered sincerely. He took half a step forward and grabbed her hands. Amancio is wonderful, don't you think? 

	-Well..." Vicky answered without much conviction. Amancio had behaved very gallantly, except for those playful looks. But they had provoked them, dressing like that. He was a mature man, funny for his age, cultured... but too mature, at least for her! But if her friend liked him, why not? A little peace and quiet wouldn't go amiss in her life. Although, she couldn't see the four of them going out together either, she and Manuel, and Lidia and Amancio. But why not, if she liked him? 

	-Oh, come on! -Lidia was indignant at her friend's evasiveness. I saw perfectly well how you were looking at him! -And I know it turned you on! 

	-What? -Vicky exclaimed in disbelief. Never in her life could she imagine being with a man like that! Amancio was not a mature man like... like... Brad Pitt, who had his years. He wasn't even flabby. She could only pray that Manuel, with age, wouldn't get like that. She would try to be like her mother, except for her breasts. Not only had she had an operation, but she had gone a size or two up. She hadn't seen them, except through her bikini, nor did she want to. It seemed obscene to her to do that to satisfy a man. Why had Daniel demanded that of her? me? -she continued to exclaim. She snorted indignantly, more than she would have liked. 

	-Oh," said Lidia. Now you have offended me. -She looked down and made a sad face. 

	-I'm sorry. I didn't mean to..." Vicky mumbled, devastated. I hadn't meant to offend her. How could I have said that to her? She was being so unfair to her. You had to accept people as they were. Not everyone was as lucky as she had been with Manuel. "I'm doing it again!", Vicky berated herself. She kept thinking negatively of her friend's boyfriend, instead of accepting the relationship for what it was. It was like calling a black man a nigger or a homosexual a faggot. "Oh, I'm doing it again," lamented Vicky, who didn't know what was wrong with her. Normally, she was not one for prejudice. 

	-It turns you on," Lidia insisted. I saw it in your eyes and your erect nipple told me so," he assured her, while he released her hand to quickly pinch her other nipple. Bitch! -He stuck his tongue out at her again so that, apparently, everything remained a mockery. 

	Vicky tried to pull her hand away from her battered nipple, but this time she was unsuccessful. Lidia's hand did not move and her fingers kept the pressure. Vicky looked at her puzzled and indignant, it hurt! And it was not appropriate, not even as a joke between friends. 

	-Tell me it turns you on, at least a little bit," Lidia begged before her friend got angry. You owe me as an apology. 

	Vicky bit her lower lip, as her mother sometimes did. Even that was inherited, apparently. She bit it nervously, indignant or about to give up.  

	That familiar gesture made Lidia almost want to kiss her. The little game of schoolgirl costumes had turned her on, but not because of Amancio, but because of Vicky. 

	-I'm sorry," Vicky apologized, "Your boyfriend turns me on," she admitted as part of the apology, even if it was a lie. It certainly hadn't been right to imply so clearly to her friend that Amancio wasn't her type because he was May. If they liked each other, who was she to judge? 

	-I knew it! You're a bitch! -Lidia was artificially indignant. Her friend had fallen into the trap. She increased the pinching pressure briefly, then released her nipple. 

	-Oh," Vicky complained. This time it had really hurt. She pushed Lidia's hand away, but it had already disappeared. What are you doing? -she exclaimed, dumbfounded, her eyes wide open. Surprise had paralyzed her, disbelief had done the rest. 

	Lidia had moved quickly. Or perhaps, due to her inebriated state, it had seemed that way to her. Lidia had pulled her hand away from her nipple, released her other hand, bent down to a crouch, grabbed her panties from under her skirt and, in one motion, pulled them down. 

	-What... what are you doing? -she stammered incredulously, her panties around her ankles. 

	Lidia grabbed her ankle and helped her pull her foot out of her panties. She repeated the operation with the other foot. Vicky, perplexed, moved her feet like an automaton, letting herself be done. Lidia emerged from the depths again. Triumphant, she held the panties between the index finger and thumb of her left hand. 

	-Oh, come on! You owe me for insulting my boyfriend and calling him old, ugly and lewd," she explained, even though Vicky hadn't used those words, but she was sure she had thought them. Or would you rather I spank you with my hand instead of taking off your panties? -she joked. Then, in a conciliatory tone, she said, "I don't blame you. You're right, but it turns me on. You have some very exciting and funny ideas. 

	Vicky opened her mouth to protest, but, with her free hand, Lidia put her index finger to her lips to silence her. Stunned as she was, Vicky's mouth remained half open. Lidia had to resist once again not to kiss her or to put her finger inside her and make her suck it. She had done that with Gema first for Gerardo and then had done it with her privately as well. With Gerard, he had taken the initiative whoever he decided, but in private she had always taken the initiative... and Gemma had gladly let herself be done and guided. She had to shake herself so as not to give in to temptation. Compared to her daughter, Gema was voluptuous, because Vicky was more of a sardine. But in comparison to Gema, Vicky was so innocent and so pervertible.... 

	-Shh," said Lidia, without any real need. Before coming to the bathroom, he asked me to take off my panties to give them to him right there on the table. See how he's a very funny guy? I bet you haven't done that yet with Manuel. 

	-But..." Vicky tried to protest. 

	-Shh," Lidia said again. This time it was necessary, "If Manuel asked you for your panties in a restaurant and you asked me for them to surprise him, I would give them to you," she assured him, ignoring the fact that she had not asked him for anything, but had taken them off by surprise. He winked at her. Actually, Manuel, meaning Alan, had already taken off her panties many times, but that was not for her to tell him. "I'm fucking your boyfriend, I've fucked your mother, I've fucked your father too... and I hope to fuck you soon. I owe it to you that, in return, you fuck my... client" -. Smells like a slut," he said, after sniffing Vicky's panties. Then she put them in front of her nose. Do you smell how Amancio has turned you on? Or if not him, the situation," she conceded, "Do you smell it? You can't deny it! You're part of the slut club," he said, reminding her how he had congratulated her on losing her virginity to Manuel in his bedroom. Being a slut was not a bad thing, but a very good thing. 

	-But..." Vicky tried to protest again, she was hallucinating. Her friend had accustomed her to some crazy things, but this time she didn't recognize her. Was she drunk? Like her? 

	Lidia pulled her finger away from Vicky's lips. In return, she took her hand. She folded the panties in her hand and took her friend's other hand with it as well. 

	-Just one more favor," he begged. He made sheepish eyes, impossible to resist. The last one," he assured her. It was a lie. He would keep asking her for favors or manipulate her in other ways until he got what he wanted. After the way she had been treated, he had no pangs of conscience. Please," she begged with a look that was somewhere between sad and hopeful. 

	Vicky sighed. Her friend was like a goat, not a lamb. But she was her friend and somehow she should have known Manuel, to be able to meet him at her house, sleep with him in her bedroom, while her friend, in her own house, slept on the couch.... 

	-All right," she said reluctantly. She had been bowed down by her friend's insistence, by her friend's need. She had already convinced her to go to dinner, to dress like this... to have her panties ripped off!... What else could happen? But she had to admit that she had had fun. She would have preferred to be with Manuel, of course, but he always had a lot of things to do and they hardly saw each other. Didn't she deserve a little fun? "Fun with that old man...," she said to herself, shaking her head and rolling her eyes. But she couldn't deny that she'd had a good time at dinner, despite Amancio's lustful glances. Or had it been precisely because of them? Maybe it was half and half, half disturbing that he was looking at her like that, half creepily amused, like a roller coaster that amuses and frightens at the same time. "Or fun because it's scary." It had been funny to dress up as a schoolgirl, to go without a bra... and now without panties. With Manuel I couldn't do it. He, fortunately, was too formal. Or she could do it, but it wouldn't make the same sense. "Besides, Manuel's not here." Besides, he wasn't doing anything wrong. He was Lidia's boyfriend, not hers. He sighed again. 

	-Come on! -Lidia exclaimed with joy, when she saw that she had won. You're a sunshine! -In her excitement, she couldn't hold back and gave him a fleeting peck on the lips. Imagine when he discovers that the panties I gave him are not mine... so, by default, they can only be yours! -She laughed wildly, as she did, and managed to infect Vicky. 

	"Oh, yes, very funny," Vicky thought, trying to convince herself, but not quite succeeding. "And how do you plan to get her to find out?" she wondered, imagining all sorts of ways she thought her friend was capable of. 

	-This is the last favor I'm going to ask of you," said Lidia, suddenly all serious. She looked distressed. You'll see..." she sighed. A tear threatened to appear in her eyes. 

	"What's wrong with you, my friend?" Vicky wondered. She was confused by herself, by everything, by... by all that..., but the sudden change of mood confused her completely and alerted her. Lidia was one of those who joked to take the seriousness out of things, until she couldn't take it anymore. Something severe was happening to her. He squeezed her hands to encourage her to talk. 

	-You can tell me," he encouraged her. I'm your friend. You can tell me everything," he assured her sympathetically, trying to empathize with her. 

	For a moment, Lidia almost regretted what he was doing to her, how he was cheating on her to get his revenge. Almost. Vicky was an angel and she didn't deserve that. "The truth is, everyone is going to hurt you. You just have to find the ones worth suffering for," she remembered a quote from Bob Marley. "I will hurt you terribly. But, next, I will stand terribly by your side. I will not cast you aside as your parents did to me. I will hurt you to hurt them, but I will take care of you." 

	-It's that... it's that... I'm a virgin! -she first stammered and finally exclaimed. She laughed nervously. Incredibly, a tear slipped from his tear duct. With Vicky's hand in her hand, she brought her knuckles to her mouth to calm herself. It was the hand with the panties. She was finding it hard to speak out of emotion. 

	-How?" asked Vicky, dumbfounded. She blinked nervously because she couldn't believe what she had just heard. Was her friend a virgin? But that was impossible! Vicky had asked Lidia about her relationship with Amancio, but she had answered evasively, even contradicting herself. Now she understood: she was ashamed of still being a virgin at her age! And she thought she had lost her virginity late! Yes, with her first boyfriend she had, but never from the front, only from behind, and from behind didn't count. She had not felt true love for him and had not allowed him the front entrance, the real one, the one that counted. With Manuel, on the other hand, everything had been different. And all because he had been patient with her and hadn't given her to understand that the only thing he was interested in was fucking her, not like her fool of a first boyfriend. But Lidia? "No, but it's impossible! What about the slut club? She's part of the club too." Vicky didn't understand anything, but seeing her friend so excited, left her no choice but to believe her. Besides, why would she lie to her, "But it's impossible!" She shook her head. "Or is it?"-If he's pressuring you-" Vicky pointed out carefully. No boy (or man) who pressured was worth the trouble. That much she had learned from the contrast between her first boyfriend and her second, Manuel. 

	-No, it's not that... 

	-But how? -Vicky interrupted her. She immediately regretted it, but continued, "I... I always thought that you..." He had always thought that Lidia had a lot of sexual experience. She had always given him that impression, with that self-confidence she displayed. Was she behaving like that to hide something she was ashamed of? 

	-No, that's not it," Lidia said again. She felt proud of her theatrical performance. "I deserve an Oscar for this," she said to herself. She managed to keep from smiling a satisfied smile to keep from screwing up. I'm not... I'm a slut, like you. I'm not a virgin out there. 

	Vicky looked at her with a "So?" face. She didn't understand anything. 

	-Amancio and I... have been making love for some time now," she confessed. For lack of a plan and to add to her friend's confusion, until then she had only answered with evasions. But now she saw what she had to do. The best ideas always came to her as she went along. Oh, that's wonderful! I won't kid you, it's not like with a boy. She managed to half-smile and even wink at him, despite the feigned excitement. She chuckled nervously to take the edge off and managed to get Vicky to laugh with her. "Oscar-worthy," she assured. "Clearly, I've got the wrong career. They certainly pay more for a few tears and flashing their boobs on camera than doing the show off-camera and in private." But I think he really loves me. And what he lacks in momentum in bed, he makes up for with these little games," he explained to Vicky, even though the little games were usually her initiative. About the momentum in bed, that was true. But between one thing and another, including the good pay, Lidia liked to do it with Amancio. In general, she loved to transgress. Gerardo... with Gema and Daniel... had been the most transgressive thing she had ever done. And the pay had been very good, too. Amancio obviously couldn't keep up with Gerardo. But that could be arranged, more than enough, through some manipulations on his part and some on Alan's. But Amancio allowed him to explore another kind of transgression: he liked them young, very young, and that gave rise to all kinds of spicy games. "Yes, Daddy." Lidia became aroused at the thought of hearing Vicky say that to Amancio. "Yes, daddy," he repeated, imitating her on that occasion. Unfortunately, it was too soon for that, too soon. Why was everything interesting too soon? He was beginning to get impatient with Alan's promises. Actually, she had already grown impatient. That's why he was taking the reins from them. "Aw, Daddy, it hurts!". He laughed involuntarily.  

	Fortunately, Vicky took it as a nervous giggle and laughed with her to encourage her to keep talking. What was she trying to tell her? She didn't understand anything. 

	-He wants... I need your help! I want... What if it hurts? -he explained stumblingly. Lidia knew that her words, in their loose form, didn't make much sense, but that her subconscious would figure them out before her conscious did. 

	-If it hurts what, Lidia? -asked Vicky. It didn't make sense for it to hurt if she was no longer a virgin. It hurt the first time, the first few times, but she must have already known that. 

	-I thought you... as you already..." she hesitated on purpose, deliberately prolonging the agony of her friend's confusion. Then she dropped the bomb. She did so without uttering a sound, only mouthing the words with her mouth. She arched her eyebrows and opened her mouth as if to say "Oh, my God!". She had already blurted it out. Now her friend only had to connect the dots to get the whole picture. He had set her on a convoluted red herring to throw her off her true motives. Obviously, in the end, the paths would have to converge. 

	-Did he...? Did he ask you to...? Does he want to fuck you from behind? -Vicky asked incredulously, when she finally realized what her friend was telling her. But... if you love each other! -she said confused. She had let her first boyfriend do her from behind because she knew she didn't love him. The vagina was for making love. The ass was... well, it was for satisfying a boy. But from the front was how it was done with a real boyfriend. "So, Amancio and her...?" she asked herself puzzled. From the front was much more pleasurable. From behind it hurt. "Why do they want... from behind... if they love each other, like she says they do?"- Was it his idea? -she asked suspiciously. 

	-No," Lidia denied. Yes," she then admitted. It's from both of us. I want to try what it feels like, but I'm a little scared. And I want... I want him to try it, to do it for the first time with me. I want it to be our first time. We'll both lose our virginity at the same time, together. Do you understand? I want that with him. But it's a little scary. That's why... that's why I need your help. 

	-Well... yes, it hurts... a little... You have to... 

	-No. I already know that. -Lidia cut off her friend's babbling. Of course she already knew all that. She hadn't been a virgin for a long time, front or back. Her rear virginity she had lost to a client who had paid a premium for it, for being the first. And yes, it had hurt, even though she had tried to relax, even though she had tried to dilate her anus beforehand, but not so much that the client might think she was not a virgin, and despite the lubrication. But then, she had gotten used to it and it was now just another component of her sexual repertoire. It didn't always hurt anymore, although that depended on the client's sensitivity. Fortunately, his clients were medium to long term clients with whom he entered into a relationship. The first one, the one who had claimed her anal virginity, however, had been a sporadic or rather one-off client. He had come for that and had paid for that. And he had not been gentle with her. He even seemed to have enjoyed her discomfort. He was a born ass deflowerer. He had treated her with contempt, but he had paid well. An ass-cracker. Amancio was not like that. None of his clients were like that anymore. That had been a mistake, the result of her inexperience and her need to become independent from her parents, but she had learned to manage the business and to choose her clients. Amancio was a sunshine. She had not lied to her friend about that. He was a sunshine with his little perversions. "Oops, Daddy, it hurts!" she wouldn't get Vicky to say it that night, but she would get her friend to hear her say it. "Words for the subconscious." It would be the first time from behind for Amancio, with her and with any woman, if it was true what she had told him. She would deflower him. Of course, she would pay a premium for it, just as she would for introducing him to Vicky. It was not a fee. Amancio would be generous and compensate her with an extraordinary gift. "But when I do it with Vicky, I want you to pay her in bills." I want you to be with me at the time. You don't have to do anything. I just need you to hold my hand. You're my only friend. I don't have anyone else to share this with. Just hold my hand and smile for me. Please, bitch," he begged in a sweet voice. He still hadn't given up hope of getting Vicky to do more than listen to those words that night. "If she's anything like her mother..." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Shhh," said Gema, caressing Daniel's back. I love you. I love you and I always will," she assured him, whispering. She had Daniel between her arms and between her legs, although, of course, he hadn't penetrated her except with his tongue. He had penetrated her below and then he had penetrated her above, in her mouth. And she, aroused, had let him do it, in that order. Normally, she didn't like Daniel kissing her after cunnilingus, but she had been exceptionally aroused and had allowed her husband that small victory. She knew it was a triumph for Daniel, getting her to savor herself. He had tried for years, with his fingers and with his tongue, but she had almost always refused. With Sylvester that had changed from practically the first moment. Her first lover had managed without difficulty and with total naturalness to penetrate her and then have her give him a blowjob. Gemma still wondered if Daniel had experienced this as a personal victory, if even for that Silvestre had been a delegate. With Silvestre, she had done it without stopping to think about it and without giving it any importance. Then, with Gerardo, the same act had taken on a special meaning, a double one, in fact. "Watch me submit to him," Gemma had said to Daniel with a look, as she rode Gerard on the couch in the living room, where Daniel was allowed to watch, and then knelt between his legs to engulf him with her mouth, only to ride him again and take him in her mouth again. And then, with the next furtive glance, he would tell him, "This I will never do with you." Gerard's old fox had also gotten him to taste another woman, both on his cock and directly eating her pussy. With Lidia, too, it had all been very natural, with no meaningful glance at Daniel. If anything, she had looked at him saying, "Look at me, not at her!" 

	Daniel said nothing and let himself be caressed on the back. Gemma had a weakness for caresses on the back of his neck and he had a weakness for caresses on his back. If he had cum, he might have been assaulted by post-coital drowsiness, but he hadn't. How could he, without the possibility of stimulation on his penis? He felt exhausted, almost like after an orgasm, but, at the same time, he felt a tingling sensation throughout his body. It was the excess of sexual energy that he had not been able to release and that, far from diminishing, continued to accumulate. With no way to stimulate his cock, he felt Gema's caresses in amplified form. That was good. He liked the sensation, but the pent-up sexual energy kept his heartbeat uncomfortably fast. He tried, however, to relax in his wife's arms, but it wasn't easy. His ass still ached from the whipping and his anus ached from the penetration, despite the abundant lubricant and his wife's gentleness. "Don't complain," he said to himself, almost blaming himself. "Gema endured worse onslaughts, especially from Luis Alberto." But he was a man, not a woman. He wasn't meant to be penetrated, even if it wasn't news to him. In Gerardo's time, Gema had already done it. "And not only her...", he thought, feeling totally guilty this time. It was possible that she deserved those whippings, after all, although it wasn't possible that Gerardo's nephew knew anything about it. "Or did he?" 

	-Whatever happens, I will always be by your side," Gema insisted, as if she feared Daniel might have any doubts, or worse, as if she did. Whatever happens. 

	-I don't know if..." Daniel started to say, but stopped immediately. He hesitated about telling him that other thing. Maybe it was time to confess. But it would probably mean making everything worse. 

	-Tell me. You can tell me," Gema encouraged him to continue. It was always the same with Daniel, it was hard for him to open up and share what he thought, even what he felt. 

	-It's... it's dangerous," Daniel said. He didn't care what the world thought. But his parents... especially his daughter... -Don't you see he's unconscious? Young, reckless... He posted it on the Internet! 

	Was that really what Daniel was worried about? 

	-Oh!" did Gemma. Unconsciously, she stopped stroking her husband's back. She had even achieved a small orgasm or something similar by penetrating him from behind. In women, orgasms were not always sharp and unmistakable as in men. It had been the pressure of the dildo and harness on her clitoris or the excitement caused by the prolonged session, first with the video conference with Alan and then alone with her husband. She had never managed to cum like this before, not even a little. But it had turned her on beyond measure to see Alan getting involved in her husband's education and to see Daniel so submissive with his lover. It had been perfect, although she had not found it easy to whip Daniel harder and harder, just as Alan had demanded. And now, Daniel, with his reticence, which was nothing more than covert reproaches, had just spoiled everything. The magic had been broken. What are you really afraid of? -Gemma asked, calming down and managing to control her disappointment. She stroked his back again to comfort him, "That I'll leave you for him? That I'll fall in love with him? He's just a boy! -And Gerard was just an old man," her little inner voice reminded her with a grin. 

	-He's crazy! -Jan, Biel, Jaume..." he said, reminding Gema of the names Alan had used to introduce his rapist friends in the video. Do you think those are their real names? -Who in their right mind would say the real names in a video like this, and then upload it to the Internet? "But didn't you just say he's crazy?" his inner voice warned him to his annoyance. What bothered Daniel was not so much that she was right, but that this little inner voice that Gema usually had would enter the scene precisely at that moment, after being whipped and penetrated under a man's orders. He immediately blushed, "I've done my research. Those names mean "God is merciful", "the strength of God" and "he who follows God". God, god, god... Don't you see? Neptune or Poseidon, I don't care. God, God, God, God," he said again, "He's a nutcase! He has delusions of grandeur. -How could he not, with Gemma and him acting so submissive? 

	-Oh, come on! -exclaimed Gemma, not at all frightened, but amused. God's strength? -she asked skeptically. 

	-Yes," Daniel reaffirmed. That Biel... is the Catalan diminutive of Gabriel. And Gabriel means that. I looked it up. 

	-Don't you realize what this means? -asked Gema, who, incomprehensibly, was still not scared after hearing what she had just heard. 

	-Yes!" exclaimed Daniel, "That he's a moron and a danger! 

	-Ah!" said Gema. I love you. But sometimes, even though you're so smart, you're so naive," she said paternalistically. Or, since she was a woman, should I say maternalism, "No, love. What it means is that he has worked hard to stimulate you. If what you say is true, I'm sure he's done it for you, because he knows you and he knows you'd do your research and eat your brains. He's staying with you, love! -she assured him amused. She pressed him against her. If it was true, it was fabulous. It meant Alan was really thinking about both of them. "How can I not call him 'Master'?" she wondered. "He's young and perhaps therefore reckless, but in return he's bold and energetic," she said to herself and her little inner voice added, "And he's hot." "And he proves to be intelligent and cultured. And, above all, he proves to be involved. He doesn't want me just to fuck me. He wants to fuck both of us, mind or body," she concluded. It was worth taking certain risks. "If you don't take a risk with him, you'll end up taking a risk with someone else, which can be much worse. You know you need this," agreed his little inner voice, which usually disagreed. You've done everything so well, Daniel. I'm proud of you. Why are you suddenly afraid? Do you really think he would really hurt us? Do you think I would leave you for him, because I call him Master? I may not be able to live without a Master. At the very least, I need to explore that and you know it's now or never. Besides, it's your fault," she reminded him unnecessarily, "I didn't have these longings before you convinced me to cheat on you. You awakened something in me. But I think something had been awakened in you for a long time. Do you think I could live without a submissive husband because I have a Master? -She asked him seriously, but with a hint of mockery. What are you really afraid of? 

	Daniel, instead of answering, turned his head away, perhaps to hide the fact that he had turned as red as a tomato, even though he must have known that from that position it was impossible for Gema to see his face. He only knew that his face burned as much as his ass. 

	-Oh!" did Gemma. She didn't sound disappointed by his repeated dumbness. She nodded, "I understand. At last I do. This time I assure you that you won't escape. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Amancio's surprised expression and goofy face made Lidia laugh out loud. The laughter was contagious and Vicky couldn't hold back and laughed with her. Lidia was right: that innocent little game had been worth it. Horny, Lidia ate the ear of her boyfriend, Amancio, while he looked at Vicky in bewilderment. Vicky blushed. When she finished laughing, she didn't quite know what expression to adopt. Uncomfortable with the situation, she apologized with a shrug. In a reflex action caused by embarrassment, she was about to stick her tongue out at Amancio, as she used to do with Lidia for anything, but she controlled her nerves and held back. She had no such complicity with him and would not have understood him. In fact, he would have misunderstood. 

	After the bewilderment passed, Amancio looked at Vicky in fascination. There could only be one logical explanation. Lidia had assaulted him in the subway parking lot, kissed him and, shamelessly but with great ardor, had brought her hand to his ass, under his schoolgirl skirt. At first, she hadn't noticed anything unusual. He had felt the bare buttock, as he had expected, after Lidia had handed him her panties in the restaurant, after going to the bathroom, where, supposedly, she had taken them off. But it was a mirage. The cotton panties had been tucked between her buttocks. Feeling her bottom at pleasure, encouraged by the young woman's fieriness, it hadn't taken him long to discover that she was indeed wearing panties. But the fact that he had her panties in his pants pocket could only be explained by the fact that the very young Vicky, who had left with her to go to the bathroom, had taken them off for him. Of course, there was also the possibility that she had taken an extra piece of underwear, just to trick him, but Amancio didn't believe it. He felt himself getting a hard-on and it wasn't from Lidia's kisses or from feeling her ass. He kept looking at Vicky. If she had taken her panties off for him, that could only mean one thing. But Lidia had told him that she was just a normal friend who knew nothing of their mutually beneficial relationship. Had she tricked him into that and was she really just another sugar girl? Amancio continued to look at Vicky with sass and desire, ignoring his girlfriend's caresses. "No, I don't think she's one of those," he said to himself. Was that his clinical eye talking or his desire? "She looks so innocent. She's even blushing." Lydia never ceased to amaze him. It was so much better that she wasn't a pay girl. She was so young and looked even younger in that schoolgirl costume. And that blush on her cheeks, that nervous twitch on her lips, that gave away that she didn't know what to do in those moments... He had wanted her from the first moment and had been disappointed to hear Lidia whisper to him that she was a normal friend, that she didn't know anything and that he shouldn't expect anything from her, but now he felt hopeful. "And if she were also a virgin...", he said to himself, letting himself be irrationally carried away by enthusiasm. Of course that was highly improbable, impossible, even. "But if she were...", he insisted on the idea. Solar, like wishing, was free, though he would, at that moment, pay anything to make his wishes come true, though he preferred not to have to, not out of stinginess, but because it would be more genuine that way. For an instant, he wished Vicky really was underage. But in a moment he regretted it. "What's happening to me?" he wondered in a daze. "I'm not like that," he assured himself; however, he kept looking at Vicky, the innocent schoolgirl. 

	Lidia detached herself from him and, stumbling around, laughing, approached her friend. Clearly, she had drunk too much wine, as much as Vicky had, she had taken care of that, refilling her glass when it was empty. He hugged her with the excuse of needing her support so as not to become unbalanced. 

	-See, I told you it was worth it! -he said in her ear. Her lips brushed Vicky's ear, but she didn't whisper. She was drunk, at least supposedly, and she wanted Amancio to hear her words. Look at him! -she shouted, pointing her finger at her supposed boyfriend. With her other arm she grabbed Vicky by the waist, like an accomplice. I told you it was worth seeing his face! Did I tell you or didn't I tell you? I think he senses it's you who's not wearing panties. Look at him! He's not only surprised, he's turned on! See the bulge in his pants? He's got a nice big one," she lied, both to flatter Amancio and to try to arouse her friend. Then he put his lips to Vicky's ear again and reminded her, "You have to help me with that. Don't fail me, you promised! 

	Vicky had not promised anything, but she had agreed to give emotional support to her friend. Unconsciously, she looked where her friend's index finger was still pointing and noticed the bulge in Amancio's crotch. Immediately, despite her state of inebriation - not as much as Lidia's, it seemed - she was ashamed of it. What was she, who had a beautiful boyfriend, doing looking at an old man's crotch, and even more so at her friend's boyfriend? 

	-I think he's still wondering if you've taken off your panties. Maybe he thinks I brought another pair, although I wouldn't know why I would do that. Tell him! Tell him you took them off for him! 

	Vicky said nothing. Drunkenness did not prevent her from feeling embarrassment, both her own and others, at her friend's behavior, nor did it prevent her from feeling her face burning. She was shocked by the surreal, amusing but inappropriate and embarrassing situation. 

	-Tell him! -Lidia insisted, "Or would you rather show him? 

	How could she have taken off her panties for that man? How could she have done such a crazy thing? And why had she found it funny, both at the moment, in the bathroom, and later, in the restaurant, sitting at the table, without underwear, like now, a few moments ago? No, she didn't find it funny now, but a few moments ago she had burst out laughing. 

	-I think you'd rather show him," Lidia said mischievously, at her friend's silence. 

	Lidia grabbed the bottom of her friend's skirt with the clear intention of lifting it, but Vicky had reflexes, put her hands on her skirt and prevented it. Would Lidia really have lifted her skirt in front of Amancio? 

	-No!" Vicky protested, hoarsely. She didn't let go of her precious skirt, "You're drunk! 

	-Just a little," Lidia admitted, "Don't be boring! We can't leave him wondering now," she joked. Tell him or I'll lift your skirt," she threatened. Tell him you've taken off your panties for him. 

	
Vicky was terrified. Reason told her that she should be angry with her friend for putting her in that situation, but for some reason she couldn't really be angry with her. She had been drinking, they were just having fun, it was a prank, she didn't mean it.... 

	-I took them off for you," Vicky finally admitted, despite her embarrassment. Although she tried to convince herself that Lidia was not being serious, she had no doubt that she would hike up her skirt if she didn't say so. 

	Amancio felt his cock grow even bigger, suddenly. She had taken off her panties for him! That sweet creature had taken them off for him. What could that mean? It was clear what it meant. She was a girl, but a naughty girl, who was beginning to have sexual desires. 

	However, Lidia was not satisfied and decided to push her luck and stretch her chewing gum. The resemblance to Gema was uncanny, more so than the physical resemblance to certain parts of her psyche. 

	-Tell her, "Daddy, I've taken them off for you," she ordered, whispering in his ear. Then, to reinforce his order, he added, "Do it, or I'll lift your skirt. -Gemma worked very well when she thought she had no choice. She needed to let herself be convinced that she didn't have a choice. Then she became uninhibited. "It eliminates the feeling of responsibility and with it guilt," Lidia recognized that psychological pattern. "It's true that she's submissive, like her mother. Alan will be pleased. But I also plan to take advantage of this facet, even if Alan gets pissed off. What do I owe him? He sees me as a tool, he walks more, like everyone else." Lydia doubted that she had the makings of a domina. For that, she was too chaotic. She liked to swing back and forth, even without a predetermined rhythm. She had liked that with Gerard, being sometimes the dominant with Gema and sometimes the submissive, as he felt like it. "But it's true that most of the time I had been the dominant," she recalled. But had she been so because he had ordered it, because it suited him, or because she had goaded him into believing it suited him? With Daniel she had acted exclusively dominant. That had also been what Gerard had wanted, but had he really wanted it, or had she made him think she wanted it? "Maybe it's time to find out with Vicky," she proposed to herself. He could always make that out to be what Amancio wanted him. Seeing Vicky like this, he had no doubt he would get it. Regarding Amancio, she had checked before and abundantly that he always did what she wanted, even if he didn't realize it. "My God, am I not falling into that psychological pattern of shielding myself too, holding others responsible for what I really want?" she wondered, realizing that having Amancio make her dominant with Vicky was just that, a false mirage of being forced to act that way. 

	Absorbed in her thoughts, she almost didn't hear her friend say it. 

	-Daddy, I took them off for you," Vicky confessed. She felt embarrassed when she said it, but she also felt something else, something weird, inappropriate, of course, but something else. 

	Amancio's eyes widened when he heard that confession. He almost came right there. Fortunately, he didn't. He intended to cum in a better place that night. 

	Satisfied, Lidia let go of her friend. It was going better than expected and she was having a lot of fun. She loved playing with people and didn't feel bad about it. Didn't the others play with her? She would just have to find a way to play with Alan too, or at least play with him. He deserved it. She had gotten her hopes up about him at first, but the way he had treated her lately, ignoring her, she deserved nothing else. Uploading the artificially blurred and cropped video of Gemma had hardly been more than a drop of water falling on a hot stone. 

	-Daddy, I took them off for you," said Lidia, imitating Vicky. In her hand, between her index finger and thumb, she held the panties, showing them with her arm outstretched to Amancio. She had a mischievous expression, but soon changed it to that of an innocent girl. 

	Amancio did not know what to say; he could not believe his luck. And Vicky, who, still dumbfounded, had not seen what Lidia was doing next to her, was perplexed. She hadn't seen it - she had only perceived a blurred movement that she hadn't paid attention to - but if her friend was holding her panties in her hand, it could only mean that she had bent down and taken them off right there and then. 

	With his free hand, he took Vicky by the hand and asked boldly and loudly: 

	-Look, do you think she's gotten even harder? -Then, shamelessly, he turned to Amancio: "Fuck her? Or don't you want her? -Without waiting for his answer, he added: "You don't want me anymore? Do you prefer her now, daddy? Do you prefer my little sister? 

	Amancio didn't know what to answer and didn't do it. He stretched out his arm to grab the panties that the little devil was offering him, but he only caught air. Lidia had been quicker than him and had withdrawn her arm. 

	-Smell it! Which one smells better, Daddy? Which one is sweeter, my little sister or me? -Without waiting for any comment, he tossed her the panties and turned around with Vicky. He let go of her hand, put his arm around her waist and walked with her to the car. 

	Amancio, who was walking behind them, put his panties to his nose and breathed in. He already knew that smell. He liked it and liked it a lot, but at those moments he was more attracted to the sweet, new scent. Would Lidia be angry if he admitted it? He paid her, but he didn't see her as a prostitute. To him she was his girlfriend, in that mutually beneficial relationship, and he was her boyfriend...and her sugar daddy. Now he understood the expression sugar daddies, sugar daddies. And even more he understood the expression sugar girls. For a moment he feared that those two young women would ruin him - not financially but psychologically - like Keanu Reeves in the movie Knock Knock. Ana de Armas and her equally crazy friend had done barbaric things to poor Reeves. He had seen the erotic thriller and it had really turned him on, but it had also distressed him. Now he remembered it again. Nevertheless, he followed the two to the car, watching the hypnotic swish of their skirts and the wiggle of their asses. Lidia's hips swayed purposely from side to side, but he couldn't take his eye off Vicky's ass, even though it moved less. 

	-Hey," Vicky protested as she reached the car. She put her hands to her ass as fast as she could to cover it. She couldn't believe that, in the end, her friend had quickly lifted her skirt, even though she had complied and said that sentence. 

	Lidia did not apologize. Instead, she laughed, planted a kiss on his cheek and said: 

	-Have fun! 

	Lidia grabbed the handle of the passenger door. Amancio's proximity and his wireless key caused the lock to unlock. She opened the door, but, instead of getting into the car herself, she took advantage of Vicky's bewilderment and pushed him in. Then he climbed over her, letting her naked ass (and then some) peek out from under her schoolgirl skirt, and slipped between the two front seats to the rear bench. Amancio's car was a sporty three-door, things men need when they are young and need again after a certain age. 

	-But..." Vicky began to stammer. She didn't finish the sentence, realizing that it was too late and that it would have been useless in any case. Once again, Lidia had had her way. She grabbed the door and inadvertently closed it right under Amancio's nose, who watched in disbelief and excitement. "All right, I'll go ahead," she agreed. She too was feeling the effects of the alcohol, but she didn't understand how Lidia, who had drunk the same as her, could be so affected. "It's not her fault," he excused her. "She's nervous about what they're going to do tonight. I would be, too. But maybe I shouldn't do it, not in this state." 

	She felt Amancio's gaze on her thighs-the seat was low and the skirt was short-and that brought her out of her thoughts. Amancio realized that she had noticed, cleared his throat and started the car. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Damn it! -cried Alan angrily. Where is Lidia? With what I pay her, she might as well get on the phone as soon as I call her. -He looked indignantly at his cell phone, as if the device was to blame, or as if by looking at it he could glare at Lidia. He had already called her three times and sent her two wasps, but the pay girl had not answered. She's probably out there fooling around," he admitted, although he was still angry with her because she hadn't given him even a couple of seconds to reply to his messages in the briefest of tones. Even if he was with a client, he could perfectly well excuse himself for a few minutes to go to the bathroom. It's her loss! -he exclaimed with a vengeful spirit. He was going to tell her what he had done with Gema and Daniel, he was going to tell her that he would send her a little video clip, because he knew she would like that, but he wouldn't do it anymore. The one who went to Seville lost the chair. Fuck! I need to know what Vicky is doing. -He had also tried to contact his girlfriend, but had gotten the same result as with Lidia. They'll be together," he said and started scratching his head, "What the hell are they doing? Especially Lidia, she's a devil! He could use a she-devil as his girlfriend's friend, but only if he could control her. 

	Nervous, as if he had a sixth sense telling him something was wrong, he paced from one wall of the room to the other. He recognized his mistake. He had left his girlfriend unattended for too long. He regretted it because he liked being with her. But he was still dealing with the mess of his uncle's inheritance, which was monumental, after discovering what it would have been better if he had never known. It had affected him emotionally and triggered a whole paraphernalia of legal paperwork. The shysters were delighted, of course. They, like the banks, always won, and the bigger the mess, the bigger and better. That revelation and its consequences had kept him distracted and had caused him to neglect Vicky. Then there was the fact that he really liked the girl. Alan feared falling too much in love. If he did, it would scupper all his plans for Gema and Daniel, even certain plans for Vicky. Alan did not want to give up his goal. He didn't want a normal relationship, no matter how fulfilling it might be. "Love is precious, but too much love blinds and can fuck everything up," he reaffirmed. Above all, he wished to surpass his uncle and prove to him that he was a worthy heir to him. He was not a believer, but despite that, inconsistencies of human psychology notwithstanding, he imagined him watching him from beyond, riding on top of a cloud, in heaven, although he knew that, if anything, he would be in hell. "That's where I'll end up," he acknowledged. "But it will have been worth it. If I'm going to end up there anyway, at least let me go in through the big door." 

	She decided to call Jaume. He smiled as he realized that he had thought of him by his code name. Of course, that was not his friend's name. "Triton," she mentally pronounced. That was his other code name. He was proud of the names he had chosen. They all had their meaning. "Arion," he said to himself, remembering Jan's other codename. That meaning was part of a long-term plan, one perhaps unrealistic, one he might not even want to carry out, eventually, if ever. It was extreme what she had imagined when she had decided on the name. At the time, having recently cum, it seemed so to him. "Through the big door," he reaffirmed. "I'll go where you haven't gone, man." 

	-Newt," he said. He smiled as he heard himself say the code name and heard his friend respond. I have a new video for you. I need you to edit it. -Jaume was in charge of audiovisual production. He was finishing his higher cycle of Vocational Training in Audiovisual Projects and Entertainment Production for a reason. Jaume knew how he liked videos. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I don't think I can do this," Vicky warned Lidia. On the trip to Amancio's house her drunkenness had worn off and modesty had won the battle. She had felt Amancio's sidelong glances at her legs and, knowing she was naked under her skirt, she hadn't known where to put herself. She had also sensed his desire to touch her leg, every time she rested her hand on the gearshift. While the effects of the alcohol had lasted, he had even found it amusing, especially since Lidia had encouraged her from behind to spread her legs to tempt him. "Make him horny for me," she had prompted her. "I want him to think about you while he fucks me," she had whispered to him, and those inappropriate words, at the time, had turned her on. But no longer. 

	-Oh, come on! -Lidia protested. He hugged her, seeking her support. You promised me! -she repeated the lie. Promises worked for Gema, why not for her, even if she hadn't promised anything? I can't do it without you. I need you, my friend. 

	-Maybe you shouldn't do that," Vicky advised her, ignoring her friend's plaintive plea. You've had too much to drink. It's not good... What if you regret it later? 

	-I made the decision before drinking, remember? -Lidia replied. She was still hugging her friend. She had excused herself to go to the bathroom for a moment to get ready and Vicky had followed her. But she wasn't going to let Vicky leave the bathroom without reaffirming her commitment to her. Amancio would already be waiting in the bedroom. I want to do it. I want to do it with him," she assured him. I'm not drunk, not that drunk, at least. And I want to have this memory with you, my friend. -In that he told her the truth. He wanted to share that moment with her, even if the motives were not honest. We're both bitches. We both belong to the slut club," he reminded her. She had welcomed him when she lost her vaginal virginity to Manuel. But you're way ahead of me. It's time for me to lose my virginity too, the one I have left. Help me, slut! I beg you, my friend. You don't have to do anything, just grab my hand. 

	-I... it's just that... 

	-Manuel? -Was Vicky resisting him at the last minute because of Alan? He had hardly paid any attention to her in the last few weeks! Suddenly she understood. He called you," she said. That must be it. She was sure of it. She had several missed calls from Alan and surely he must have called Vicky too. Had she answered? Had she told him that she was in the car with an older man, in the passenger seat, without panties or bra? Had she confessed that she had shown him her ass? Of course she hadn't shown it voluntarily. She'd treacherously raised her foul, but that didn't matter. Suddenly, he had an idea. It was her last trump card in the face of her friend's unexpected last-minute resistance-: And how do you think she'll react when she finds out you've dressed up as a schoolgirl, called my boyfriend daddy and assured him you've taken off your panties for him? 

	-Vicky's blood froze in her veins and she turned pale as a corpse. She could never, ever tell him that. It was impossible for a boy like Manuel to understand that. 

	Lidia stopped hugging her, pulled away from her a little and grabbed her shoulders. He looked her in the eyes and said: 

	-Manuel must never know about this, right? -Alan almost said, instead of Manuel. Neither of them should know. It was not in Vicky's interest for Manuel to know, nor was it in Lidia's interest for Alan to know, at least for the moment and perhaps never. "Give me a fulcrum and I will move the world," Archimedes had said. She had just found the fulcrum for leverage with Vicky. If persuasion failed her, she would use blackmail, which seemed to work so well for Alan with his mother. She preferred suggestion, anyway, but when it failed her....  

	-No, of course not. Never! -agreed Vicky. It took her a little more than ten seconds to interpret Lidia's penetrating look. No! You wouldn't...?! 

	-Of course not! We are friends," Lidia assured her. He took her in his arms again and pressed her against him. Then she whispered in her ear, "We're friends, aren't we? -Her lips caressed Vicky's pinna. Bitches and friends. I need you, bitch friend. 

	-You..." said Vicky weakly. She couldn't, she didn't want to believe that her best friend, her only friend was threatening her. No, it must have been a mistake. She would have misinterpreted it. Lidia would never do anything like that. But even though she hadn't said anything explicit, the implication she had made, what she had implied... She was shocked. "No. It's the alcohol," she said to herself, trying to search in horror for an alternative explanation. "I've misunderstood her. Or she's expressed herself badly." She knew, however, that Lydia had expressed herself exquisitely and that she had understood it well. 

	-No. Of course not! -Lidia denied. Vicky was not making it easy for her. Just three quarters of an hour before, she had thought it was going to be a piece of cake. Apparently, Vicky had inherited her mother's docility, but also her father's stubbornness. She pretended to fight the inevitable, when she had already lost. Not me," she continued to deny. She would remain his faithful friend, even if it was an illusion, even if they both knew it was. But guys talk, you know? Amancio is a good guy, but he's very excited about this. If someday the four of us meet, what do you think he'll say to Manuel if it's your fault he doesn't achieve his goal today? Don't take it badly; you have to understand. The disappointment would be very big and those resentments can come to the surface at any moment. Don't let me down, bitch. -She could have said don't let us down or don't let him down, but Lidia chose the pronoun advisedly. With that insinuation she wanted Vicky to know who was in charge from now on. She had stepped into the puddle and there was no turning back now. In fact, the more she gave in, the deeper she would be in the puddle. "Just like your mommy," Lidia told her in thought, obviating that her mother had chosen it voluntarily. Gema had signed that image rights assignment contract voluntarily with Gerardo and Alan had given her a chance to retire on time. "I don't need stupid contracts like that. That's for beginners. Subtle manipulation is much more interesting." Let's give Amancio a little show. But don't worry, you're safe with me. You always will be.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Jaume received Alan's assignment with enthusiasm. He and Alan had known each other since childhood. They had grown up together in the same neighborhood and had maintained their friendship despite the fact that Alan had been admitted to a private school, while he had continued in a public one. Their parents had always been rich and had tried to mark the differences. In fact, they had been under no illusion that he was their son's friend. Even worse, they had considered their prolonged friendship when he had repeated a grade. Of course, the rich boy had done very well at the private school. He had finished high school, had taken the University Entrance Examination (EvAU) with pretty good grades and had entered the university, a private one, of course. He, on the other hand, had not wanted to take the EvAU, and had signed up for a higher degree in Vocational Training. None of that had affected their friendship, much to the chagrin of his friend's smug parents. 

	Jaume had always admired Alan, for his intelligence, for his determination, for his good looks, even for his success with the girls, but also for his loyalty to him. He knew of his parents' pressures to separate them. And now, she still admired him. He had gotten himself a nice girl, mature but very good looking. She was too old and slutty to be a girlfriend, but, of course, that wasn't the point. The funny thing was that the woman was married, happily married, according to Alan. How had his friend gotten her? How had he convinced her to take a train half-naked and let him do that for them in the middle of the street and in the rain? That was a mystery to him. The question for him was not what kind of woman would let herself do that, but how Alan had done it. He knew his friend hadn't told them the whole truth yet, but he was confident he would when the time was right. He was intrigued, but not so intrigued as to pierce him with questions. 

	Of course, he had masturbated multiple times remembering that scene, even watching the recording. He and Alan were the only ones who had the full video, but he almost liked the version he had edited better, as it highlighted and emphasized the most important moments. It wasn't just about the action. Subtleties like a look (if you could even call doing it blindfolded and wearing a motorcycle helmet a look), a moan, a hand gesture or a posture were more important than the action itself, at least to him and he was sure to his friend as well. He had certainly congratulated him on the good job with the editing of the previous video. The other two, Biel and Jan, preferred the original video and had lamented not having access to it. They had even pressed him to pass it on, or at least to let them watch it one more time (they had all watched it together on one occasion), but he had refused. He was loyal to Alan and knew he would not approve. 

	"The next video, I hope I can shoot it myself," he said to himself. Of course, she wanted to be present again when the action took place. She'd even dreamed of participating more actively, and Alan had promised her that at some point she'd allow him to fuck this woman. That had instantly made her hard, even though he had a girlfriend. His girlfriend, of course, did not and would never know anything about it. His girlfriend he treated like a queen, as she deserved and as any girlfriend deserved. Now, what man doesn't from time to time have dirty desires, things he would never do with his girlfriend or wife? What she didn't understand was how her husband allowed all that; Alan had told her that he was aware of it and that, besides, the video was mainly intended for him. Jaume shook his head in disbelief.  

	In any case, he hoped to accompany Alan on his next adventure with this woman. He had no desire to cheat on his girlfriend, although, when the time came, he would not waste the opportunity, not with that woman, not because she was extraordinarily hot, but because he could do things with her that he could not do with anyone else. "Except with a whore, but I'll pass on whores," he said to himself. He had never been to a whorehouse and never would. What he wanted was to act as cameraman, as well as editor, even director, if Alan would allow it, although he would leave the script to him. He was clearly kinkier and had better ideas. Filming with a cell phone had its advantages, not only because of the mobility and because having it always at hand made it possible to capture unthinkable scenes of all kinds, in any area of life. The quality was not bad, if the lighting was right and, above all, it gave a very homemade touch to the recordings. "Auteur cinema", he said to himself and smiled because that could hardly be called cinema, but precisely because of that he would make his artistic post-production work more valuable. 

	-And now I'm going to meet that woman's husband," he said aloud. I'm curious to know what he's like. Maybe I can understand him a little bit. I don't want to prejudge. Let's see what he surprises me with," she said to herself and started up the video Alan had sent her on the computer screen. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Lidia came out holding Vicky's hand, she in front, her friend behind. To her surprise, Amancio was still dressed. Seeing them, he got out of bed. 

	-Hi, daddy," she greeted him and blew him a kiss. Then he mumbled to Vicky, "Say hello, daddy. Follow my lead. 

	Vicky obeyed him and greeted Amancio in the same way, but spared the air kiss. 

	-Good girl," Lidia congratulated her nonetheless. Stay here," he ordered her. Perhaps to emphasize her words or to put up an additional barrier, she closed the bedroom door. That wasn't going to stop Vicky from running away, if she wanted to or if she panicked, but it was a physical barrier that was symbolic of the psychological barrier. 

	Sinuously, Lidia advanced towards Amancio, leaving Vicky behind, at the threshold of the bedroom, in the little passageway that joined the bedroom and the bathroom. 

	-Hi, Daddy," she said again. Was I good? -he asked, as he unbuttoned a button on his shirt. 

	Amancio looked at her in fascination. He still didn't know what would happen and how far he could go with the young girl. She seemed to look at him with a frightened face. But that, instead of worrying him, as would have been the logical and decent thing to do, excited him. 

	Lidia clung to his body and began to rub herself against him. She checked with satisfaction with her hand that he had it hard. "He's holding a lot with a hard cock," she thought contentedly. "Must have taken a Viagra while we were in the bathroom?" Lidia knew that Amancio sometimes took a little blue pill. He hadn't recognized it, but Lidia had enough experience with men to differentiate between when their cocks stayed hard because of libido and when they did so because of chemistry. Besides, she had found the aforementioned pills in his nightstand drawer while he slept. She didn't mind, although she preferred the satisfaction of knowing that the cock's reaction was entirely and solely due to her action. Let's call it professional pride. It certainly made men last longer. In some cases he could be a nuisance, although he tried to have only clients he liked to be with. Of course, you can't always choose, especially when you need the money. But Amancio was a sunshine. With luck and persuasion (and a little blackmail, if necessary), he would get Vicky to realize that. 

	To the rhythm of an imaginary music, Lidia began to undress Amancio slowly. She tried to do it as sensually as possible, to excite Vicky. What did it matter that Amancio was a mature man? If Vicky was anything like her mother, at some point she would understand that it didn't matter at all and that, if anything, the obscenity of the age difference could contribute to the attraction, or at least to the morbidity. Lydia moved around her boyfriend, undressing and caressing him with desire and tenderness. "You see, Vicky?" she tried to send him telepathically. "You can do it too." Real boyfriends weren't worth the trouble. They ended up leaving one in the end, when they didn't try to control her. "It's good for me that I have a boyfriend, though, and I'm afraid he's going to find out about this," she said to herself. "When she's more into it and has gotten used to it and enjoys the perks, I won't need her to have a boyfriend anymore, or Alan or anyone else. We'll both just slut around together, like the good friends we are." Incredibly, Lidia still saw herself as Vicky's friend. Had she psychoanalyzed herself-something she avoided doing-she would have realized that she suffered from reality distortion and obsessive-compulsive behavior. "We will be sisters. And Gema and Daniel will be our parents. Then you can't reject me, right daddy, right mommy?" If they rejected her, they would have to reject Vicky too. "Victoria is mine," she said to herself and was glad of the pun. 

	Despite having a young beauty undressing and touching him, Amancio couldn't take his eyes off Vicky. He felt he was making her uncomfortable with his glances, but at the same time her modesty was turning him on. "Precious little angel who is discovering sexuality and is curious," he thought. Maybe he too suffered from seeing reality in a distorted way, although, in his case, it would be totally transient. Who wouldn't see things differently, in such a situation? However, he might not be so wrong. Vicky was certainly not as innocent as he imagined, but that was a relative question. Amancio, without having thought it through, was not so wrong in his assessment. 

	Lidia realized that her lover only had eyes for her friend, but she didn't care. On the contrary, once again, she was glad. She understood. She too, despite her hovering around him, only had eyes for Vicky. "If she hasn't taken off it's because deep down she's getting off on this, even if she's ashamed to admit it and even though she has an uneasy conscience about her Manuel," he concluded. "I'm not doing anything that deep down she doesn't want to do. I'm just giving her a little push." He tried to soothe his own conscience, what little he had left of it. "Being inhibited is not good. And living in fear of breaking taboos that aren't really yours, either." Then she said to herself again, "She's the friend I need. The two of us together would succeed, with or without Daniel and Gema. We'd have a great time." Lidia oscillated between her desire for revenge on that couple and the hope of having a friend who was like her and with whom to share her life, maybe her apartment, certainly her clients or boyfriends. 

	When she finished undressing Amancio, she turned him so that he was in profile to Vicky and knelt in front of him. Lovingly, carefully, almost devotedly, she began to give him a blowjob. Amancio had not washed it off and at first, as expected, it tasted bad to her, but she was already way beyond that level and only thought of sharing that taste with Vicky and teaching her to appreciate it and take it as one more sexual stimulus. Men didn't like picky girls and neither did she. Gema had been anything but fussy with Gerardo. Lidia cursed herself because her thoughts had returned to Gema again. She would never get rid of her, not if she couldn't reconcile and get back together with her... or if she couldn't get revenge once and for all and, thus, get rid of that thorn in her side. She stopped looking at Amancio who, in any case, was not looking at her, but at Vicky. 

	"Come, join us," they both told Vicky with their eyes. "Come, kneel down and suck me with your friend," Amancio was telling her with his eyes. "Come, kneel next to me and let's share this, slut friend of mine," Lidia suggested with her gaze. The act was the same, but the meaning was quite different. Vicky, however, did not move. "If the mountain won't go to Mohammed, Mohammed will have to go to the mountain," Lidia said to herself and stood up. Even though that meant she had stopped sucking his cock, Amancio, hopefully, did not protest. Lidia had sucked him many times - and would continue to do so - but Vicky had not yet. "Maybe she never has," he thought, and he did it more with his cock than with his head. 

	Vicky was frightened when she saw Lidia advancing towards her. She feared the worst, but did not back down. "I don't want Manuel to find out," she said to herself. "If he finds out, he'll leave me for sure." 

	-Don't be afraid," Lidia told him when she saw his reaction. Her eyes had opened wide and her little mouth a little too. "Delicious," she thought, but refrained from tightening the rope. The blackmail thing was giving as good as it got. If he pushed her too hard, the rope would break, and with it the future. Maybe she could make a breakthrough that night and thus have a better foothold for her particular lever, but she preferred persuasion, as it offered better long-term results. He needed that to be pleasant for her, not traumatic. Remember, you're only here to help me. Just follow my lead. Nothing will happen that you don't want," she assured him quite honestly, which wasn't bad for her. Is this the third stiff cock you've seen up close in your life? -Don't you want to hold it in your hand, touch it, taste it?" she thought, but didn't say it. 

	Vicky nodded. Amancio was definitely not her type. Not that she had anything against mature men! Not against blacks, of course, not against gays or...! She belonged to a generation that had been brought up in tolerance and in which any hint of discrimination was frowned upon. Consequently, she could not, or at least should not, say that she did not like mature people. At most, she could say that Amancio in particular did not turn her on, but never because he was a mature man. In spite of that, he couldn't stop staring at his cock. He hadn't seen so many in his life that he couldn't be curious, not to touch it, let alone put it in his mouth, but to look at it. It wasn't so different from Manuel's, really. It was smaller, that was obvious, but not so different. She didn't even remember her first boyfriend's. She had forgotten it or wanted to forget it. She had forgotten it or had wanted to forget it. 

	-Undress me for him," Lidia asked. She turned around, turning her back to her friend and looked at Amancio.  

	Amancio looked at her with a questioning face and she answered him with a gesture that indicated uncertainty. She did so without Vicky being able to see her. She hoped that Amancio would understand, or at least know how to behave. He should not force the situation. Vicky was not a paying girl - she had already told him that - and it was possible that she was not yet ready for more. Or maybe, if they played their cards right, she would be. But neither she nor he was to force the machine and if he did, she was prepared to intervene subtly but forcefully. She would not tolerate abuse and only agreed to the well-intentioned and subtle outrage that came from her. 

	Lidia took Vicky's hands, put them on her waist and began to move her hips to the rhythm of that imaginary music that, somehow magically, she was getting to play in everyone's head. Then, she guided her friend's hands to the buttons of her shirt. Vicky, her hands trembling from nervousness, maybe excitement, but maybe fear, began to unbutton the garment while Lidia continued to move. 

	-Please, sis, undress me for daddy," he said to encourage her to continue, to excite Amancio and to pervert her friend. At her hesitation, he took her hands and put them on her breasts, over her shirt. She kept her friend's hands there, with her own on top of them to keep them from slipping away and to press them tightly against her tits. He had dreamed of that, of feeling her, from the first moment he had seen her at Gema's house. He wished Amancio wasn't there and that it was a private moment. Undress me," he asked Vicky, his voice genuinely hoarse with excitement. He pulled his hands away from hers and let her do it. The shirt fell to the floor, sliding down his skin as he would like Vicky's lips to do. Quickly, feigning modesty in front of Amancio, she covered her breasts with her own hands and turned around to turn her back to him. In reality, it was nothing more than an excuse to look at her friend. This is for Amancio," she reminded him, but she couldn't help herself and added, "But you're making me horny. -She winked at him to play it down and make it look like a joke. 

	Vicky put on a forced smile. She didn't know how to react, she didn't know if her friend was joking or serious. Actually, she didn't know anything anymore. 

	Since she was turning her back to Amancio, she no longer needed to cover her tits, so she began to unbutton Vicky's shirt. He started with the first top button. Lidia wanted to grab her by the lapel, pull her to her and kiss her, but she sensed that she was getting carried away and that her friend wasn't ready for that yet. But she knew that someday she would be. Knowing that she wasn't wearing panties under her skirt, she was tempted to check her wetness and, with it, her arousal. She was sure that Vicky, despite her misgivings and despite still holding back, was aroused, but she needed to know. However, she held back. If she wasn't ready for the former, much less would she be ready for that. Now was not the time to make her aware of her lesbian, bisexual or pansexual inclinations or whatever it was that she experienced her sexuality as. For the moment, it would only plant small seeds of doubt and curiosity in her head. 

	-No!" protested Vicky, as she watched helplessly as Lidia tried to undress her, but did so without much force. 

	-Don't worry," Lidia replied. It's just an innocent flirtation to stimulate him. -She winked at him again. 

	Vicky looked at Amancio over her friend's back. Seeing how he had his member, she doubted he needed any more stimulation. 

	-Just one more," Lidia told him and began to unbutton the next button. He's going to fuck me, but you're going to fuck his mind. Fucking someone's mind is the best thing there is," she assured him. He smiled and winked again. In that Lidia had been honest with him. Of course she was enjoying fucking Vicky's mind, also Amancio's, at the same time, but that was secondary. To continue to pretend it was a joke and to relax her, he stuck his tongue out at her, as they usually did with each other. This time, however, he did it slowly, which made it a sensual act. She watched with delight as Vicky imitated her and, although she didn't do it as sensually as she did, she was satisfied, for the moment. "Maybe I'll hit the jackpot tonight," she thought. The ass," she indicated. Show him my ass. Lift my skirt. You know how. -As she still didn't trust Vicky in that sense, she took his hands and brought them to her hips. The rest she would have to do, but to spur her on, just in case, he added with another wink, "Do it right for Daddy, or I'll unbutton your next buttons. -He said it and immediately hesitated about whether he preferred to undress her or feel her hands on his ass. 

	Vicky did not want to undress in front of Amancio. That would have been betraying Manuel for good. So far, she had shown him a bit of ass, very furtively, nothing more, and only because Lidia had lifted her skirt. That and her tits were slightly transparent through the white blouse. She lowered her hands from Lidia's hips and felt her buttocks. Lidia's swaying hips turned the contact into a fondling. 

	Lidia put her hands on Vicky's hips and let her friend imagine that they would advance to her ass, emulating the route she had followed. She arched her back to stick her ass out and present it nicely to Amancio and because that way her head was level with Vicky's, since she was taller than her friend. 

	-Pull up my skirt," Lidia encouraged her. Show daddy what I'm going to give him today. 

	And Vicky obeyed. She took hold of the kilt and wrapped her fingers around it, slowly pulling it up. Finally, she pulled up the little fabric that still covered her ass and exposed her friend.  

	Amancio let out an involuntary grunt as he saw what was presented to him, but more importantly, how it was presented to him. He had seen Lidia's cute ass on multiple occasions, but he had never seen another girl undress it for him, let alone a girl as sweet as Vicky. If only... Now completely uninhibited and given over to lust, Amancio jerked himself off. He didn't need it to maintain his erection, since what he had in front of him was enough, he needed it because his cock was asking for it. Of course, that wasn't the only thing it was asking for. He looked up from Lidia's ass and stared into Victoria's eyes. 

	-What do you want my little sister to do, Daddy? -asked Lidia. Her tone of voice was mischievous, even obscene, but at the same time sweet and innocent. 

	Amancio was ready to jump into the pool and was about to respond with what he had in mind, but Lidia beat him to it and answered herself: 

	-Do you want me to open my cheeks and show you what I'm going to give you? -You've never made love to me that way," he reminded Amancio and Vicky. It was true. No one has ever made love to me that way," she lied for her friend's benefit. Her back was still to Amancio, but her head was turned to watch his reactions. She winked at him so that only he could see it. Amancio, of course, knew it wasn't true. If he was smart, he would know that he was deceiving her friend for his benefit. 

	Another grunt, this time semi-voluntary, was Amancio's response. He wanted that and much more than that. Lidia had really understood what he wished for. For an instant, fear burst into his mind, fear of his own desires and fear of Lidia's diabolical abilities to discover them and, even more, to make them come true. But it was only an instant. Before he even realized it, lust took over again. She nodded and growled again. 

	-You heard Daddy," said Lidia, turning to her friend. She turned her head and looked her in the eyes, "Open your buttocks for me, sis. 

	-How?" Vicky gasped in disbelief. She couldn't do that! Touching her friend's ass! And that was more than touching her friend's ass! 

	-You heard it," Lidia whispered. It's a Kinder egg; there's a surprise inside," she explained without clarifying anything. Do it or, if you don't, I swear I'll kiss you right here in front of it. -And if that's not good enough for you, I'll have to remind you that I can tell Manuel what we're doing here," Lidia thought. "Manuel. Alan. It's very clever of him to record all the sessions with Gema! What a good reminder this would be! And what a great pressure measure!" But it couldn't be. They were at Amancio's house and although he too would appreciate such a video as a souvenir of an unforgettable night, I doubted he would want to be recognizable. There was nothing illegal, as they were both of age, but there was something morally reprehensible. 

	Reluctantly, Vicky's hands returned to her friend's ass and rested on her buttocks without knowing how to do it without touching her, which was obviously impossible. Then, suspiciously, they opened her buttocks. 

	-More, a little more," encouraged Lidia, who was getting horny with the situation, both with Amancio's excitement and with her friend's confusion that, despite her apparent misgivings, she was doing what she wanted. More! -She kept looking at her friend. 

	Vicky, however, was unable to hold his gaze. Nor could she look at Amancio. Nervously, she looked away. It was all wrong on several levels. And, in spite of it, she was doing it. "All I've ever wanted in life is to have a normal boyfriend, a normal relationship with a guy who loved her," she lamented. What she was doing was boycotting her desires and her plans. 

	It is curious that for Vicky her parents were boring, but that she had taken that boredom as an example to follow. Daniel and Gema had been together for more than half their lives, loving each other and, from what she had heard, at times and very much to her regret, even desiring each other. 

	Vicky hated herself because while Manuel was her prince charming, she wasn't being the princess he deserved. But she parked her self-loathing for another time; she would have to deal with that later and she would have to find a way to redeem herself. Now, she would have to do whatever Lidia asked of her or her love affair with Manuel would be over before it had really taken off. 

	-Oh," said Amancio, surprised. He bent down to get a better look. 

	Lidia arched her back a little more and stuck her ass out to show her boyfriend her gift. She wiggled her ass to tempt him and not to make it too easy for him to recognize what was between her buttocks. 

	-Sis," Lidia whispered sweetly to Vicky, "What face is he making? Look at him and tell me. -Her heart skipped a beat as she watched her friend force her head to turn and saw the blush take over her cheeks. "Too bad you're not a virgin anymore - how I'd love to deflower you, ass or pussy!" That was something he hadn't gotten to do with Gemma. But he would do it with his daughter, even if it was too late to deflower her. "I'll deflower her in other ways. There are so many first times she hasn't done yet. Her first time with a client, knowing she's going to pay him and collect the bills from his hand at the end... I'll be there that time, at the beginning, certainly during, definitely after." 

	-He's...he's..." Vicky stammered, "his eyes are popping out of their sockets. 

	-And how's his dick? What's he doing with it? -Lidia kept asking to make her uncomfortable, "What is daddy doing? Tell me, sis! 

	-He's... cracking her up. 

	-Is she fat, sis? Does daddy have her fat? 

	Vicky nodded. Sensing that this would not be enough for her friend, she swallowed and said: 

	-Yes. 

	-Say: Yes, sis. Daddy has her very fat, he loves us very much and he wants us to make love to her. say it! 

	-No!" Vicky exhaled, more desperate than rebellious. 

	-Say it," Lidia replied firmly. The gentleness had almost disappeared from her tone. You are a good sister," Lidia comforted her, having heard from her mouth the words she wanted to hear. But you must also be a good little daughter. Say it out loud so Daddy can hear you. 

	-No!" Vicky exhaled again. She was fighting against herself and was about to cry from the tension. 

	-Say it. Look at him and say it," Lidia insisted, showing no mercy whatsoever. Say it or you'll do worse," he encouraged her. Encouraging was a figure of speech; he was really blackmailing her. But for Lidia the two terms could be synonymous. "You'll do worse things anyway," she thought, knowing that with every step she took the more entangled she would become and the harder it would be for her to escape. "Maybe I've made a mistake with Gema," she said to herself, remembering, once again, her examiner. "Vicky is far more valuable than her mother. But Alan is no more so than Daniel." There had been times when she had imagined being Alan's mate, two destructive elements together, wind and water, an unstoppable typhoon. But after the way he'd treated her, the way he'd ignored her lately, the way everyone ended up doing with her after using her, she had all but written him off. Almost. Vicky, however, wasn't using her. If anything, it was the other way around: it was she who was taking advantage. 

	Vicky ended up saying the words out loud. She was startled and embarrassed to hear them come out of her mouth. 

	-No," he exhaled again for the third time, this time more faintly. 

	Amancio, spurred on by what the very young Vicky had said, advanced towards them, cock in hand. It wasn't true that his cock was fat, but he wasn't going to contradict her. What's more, he even believed it at that moment, because he wanted to please her with that fat cock. 

	-Stop!" exclaimed Lidia, who had heard or sensed Amancio's footsteps. 

	Her voice was imperative and the man obeyed and stopped before he had gone half the distance separating them, which was not much, anyway. 

	-Daddy," she said, returning to her sweet tone, "Am I being a good daughter or a bad daughter? 

	-Good one," murmured Amancio without thinking about it. He was still ecstatic and enthralled with the spectacle that those two sweet girls were offering him. That must be Heaven, but if it was Hell, he was willing to misbehave to go to it. 

	-What a pity! -Lidia replied, apparently disappointed. Maybe she really was. I thought your little girl deserved a punishment. Wouldn't you like my little sister to spank me? -She wiggled her ass to tempt him like a fisherman wiggles the hook to get the fish to bite. 

	"What a bitch you are!" thought Vicky. Maybe even her eyes conveyed that message. 

	"Shut up and learn how to treat men," Lidia shot back with her gaze. She liked strong men (and women) who dominated her in bed, as long as they didn't try to control her life. But she also liked people who let themselves be dominated. And, most of all, she liked to upset people, men and women, young and mature, lovers and clients. "Learn to fuck with your mind to fuck their minds. I have so much to teach you!" Amancio was generous, but together, with other wealthier men, with those little games, manipulating them properly, they could get more. And with Vicky she would no longer have to limit herself to the men (or women, though these were in the minority) she liked to be with. Doing it with her would be incentive enough to put up with the occasional asshole. Physique, in any case, had always been the least of it for her. She was sure Vicky would also learn that it wasn't important. 

	-Yes, of course! -Of course he wanted to see that! He had never spanked her... yet. How had Lidia guessed that it turned him on, if he didn't even know it (or hadn't dared to think about it)? 

	-But I've been a good girl. No way. What about Vicky? Has my little sister been a good girl, Daddy? 

	-No!" exclaimed Amancio quickly. It was a bad girl. 

	-Of course it was, Daddy. But why was she? Tell her why she's been a bad girl. 

	-Because... because... because..." Really, Amancio didn't care why. What he wanted was to whip her. Or at least to see how Lidia did it. Or at least see her ass, again. He'd seen it too fleetingly. And he'd been horny as hell knowing she'd taken off her panties for him. Because she's been looking at me with desire, even though she knows I'm your boyfriend," Amancio argued, unintentionally breaking out of the father-daughter script. And because she has taken off her panties for me, to seduce me. What should a father do with such a little daughter? -he said, returning to the script that the diabolical Lidia had established. If that was how she intended to convince her friend, good for her. "And good for me, very good indeed." 

	-Did you hear that, little slut? -Lidia asked Vicky. She too had just gone off script, although nothing prevented one little sister from calling the other a slut. It's my daddy, were you planning to seduce him by showing him your ass? Did you want to spread your legs for him? Or did you want him to spank you? -Lidia stuck her tongue out at her friend and winked to show that she was joking. But was she, really? 

	Vicky was startled and her eyes widened. The image came to her mind of when her father had spanked her for really misbehaving, according to him. He had hiked up her skirt and pulled down her panties to give her a hard spanking on her buttocks, although, of that she was no longer sure if it had happened that way. She only remembered the humiliation, the injustice of the punishment and the stinging on her buttocks. Daniel had done it when she was about nine or ten years old. She had almost forgotten that. 

	Lidia narrowed her eyes as she noticed Vicky's strong reaction and made a mental note to find out why. 

	-Tell Daddy again that you took your panties off for him," Lidia ordered her, trying to make a point. "Tell him or I'll let him spank you for what a bad little sister you are" -Tell him sweetly and maybe he'll forgive you. 

	-Daddy... I... took... off... my panties... for you," Vicky confirmed with difficulty. Her throat ached from the tension and from the effort of holding back her tears. Finally, two tears escaped her eyes and slid down her cheeks. She thought of her prince charming, she thought of her first boyfriend who was an asshole, she thought of the spanking her father had given her, she thought of her mother who didn't understand her, and she thought of Lidia, who was forcing her to say that, to get that out of her, and yet she was still the only friend she really had. 

	-Shh, my child," said Lidia. She hugged Vicky to comfort her. "There's definitely something here I need to find out. It may be a very important button I can push." Just kidding, bitch," she explained in a sympathetic tone, "That's not what we came here for. It's about me, remember? -She hadn't counted on finding a vulnerability, maybe a badly closed wound, in her friend there, and she'd almost gone too far and ruined everything. "Or maybe this is the last push she needs. I may have her right where I want her," Lidia mused. I've been mean to you. I'm sorry," she whispered, "That's the way we bitches are sometimes, but we forgive each other. Spank me. I deserve it. Give it to me! 

	And Vicky, who still had her hands on her friend's buttocks (although she had stopped spreading them apart), gave her a weak spank. 

	"More!" wished Amancio, that weak whipping felt like glory. 

	-More," Lidia encouraged him to continue. Give me another one. I deserve it. -Of course I deserve it, for my sins. That and many more." She deserved all the spankings Gerardo had given her and all the ones Gema had given her too, although it had almost always been Gema who had taken the most and with the greatest intensity. And you deserve to give it to me, my friend. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Jaume watched the video carefully for the third time. He wanted to be sure he understood it in order to capture and transmit the essence when he edited it. But he also found it fascinating, on a level he found difficult to understand. That recording was not a pornographic video, at least not in the strict sense of the word. It was not an "open and crude presentation of sex that seeks to produce arousal". There was no sex, at least not penetrative sex of any kind, not even kissing. Nor was it an erotic video, even though the couple appeared nude. In any case, the eroticism was not in the naked skin, but in the couple's attitude to their friend's commands. The session he had watched was not intended to produce arousal, but he had become aroused nonetheless. 

	Jaume felt that he lacked cameras to capture the scene from different points of view to better convey the context. "No, I'm making a mistake," he corrected himself, after some thought. He would have liked to have had a camera in Gema and Daniel's place, to record their point of view, so as to show the laptop they were taking orders from and Alan on his screen. Alan, of course, didn't want to be in the video, at least not in a recognizable way. "But that's not what it's about," he said to himself, finally sure he understood. "It's about conveying both of their commitment, especially hers." Daniel he had seen reluctant, but he wasn't sure if he was doing it to himself or if he really was. Her, however, as on that occasion in Barcelona, he had seen her completely devoted to Alan and his cause. "Incredible," exclaimed Jaume marveled. "Not only is she completely devoted, but she's doing everything she can to make sure her husband is too." Now he knew what he had to do. I had to put the focus on their expressions, synthesize and narrow them down to the key moments. "Yes, I have to edit the video in a way that highlights how she influences her husband to submit to her lover." Jaume already knew how to do this. It was possible that the general public - always more attuned to flesh and porn action - might not like his reduction to the essence, but he didn't think Alan intended to reach a large following with the channel he had opened. That wasn't his goal. "Can there be anything more humiliating than submitting to the man who fucks your wife?" he wondered. For a moment, he imagined being in Daniel's place and having his girlfriend treat him that way. "Yes, submitting to the man who fucks your wife and does it that way," he thought, remembering the scene in Barcelona and imagining what was still to come. He shook himself to push away that image, not of Gema's visit in Barcelona, but of Alan fucking his girlfriend. He was a good friend, but now he was sure he wouldn't waste the opportunity if he had it. He understood better and better what motivated his friend and what turned him on. 

	He stopped the video at a frame showing the woman's face. In Barcelona he had not had the opportunity to see her. Alan had assured them that she was beautiful and Biel had confirmed it. But now, at last, he knew it was true. "She's very hot for her age," he acknowledged. Alan was lucky, but through him they would be lucky too. "And that expression...," he mused in wonder, noticing how the woman wanted to give herself body and soul to Alan and wanted her husband to do so as well. What he still didn't understand was why. "Can there be anything more humiliating for a husband than to submit to the man who takes possession of his wife and does it that way?" he asked again. Jaume understood that this was exactly the point he had to convey with his edited video. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-More! -Lidia encouraged Vicky to spank her ass again. Anyway, her friend wasn't able to spank hard. Shyly, with that shyness that made Lidia horny when she thought of how it would pervert her, Vicky's hand barely impacted her buttock. "If only you knew how your mother spanked me!" But Gema too had held back, though nowhere near as much as Vicky, but it was understandable, for it was her first time. "And your mother only jumped when I first spanked her hard, will it be the same with you, sister slut?" Anyway, the question was not how her mother had done it, but the fact that she had done it. "What would you say if you knew?" she wondered, only to immediately correct herself, "What will you say when you know?" One way or another, Vicky would eventually find out, if not from Alan's mouth, from hers. "What could be more humiliating for parents than to see their beloved little daughter spoiled, turned into a bisexual whore, precisely by the mistress they rejected for being that way?" she laughed, savoring her revenge. He would have it one way or another, with or without Alan. 

	Vicky stopped when she heard her friend's giggle. What could be so funny about it? She didn't quite see the humor in it. 

	-More! -Amancio growled in despair when he saw the whipping stop. Impatient and overexcited, he went over to take matters into his own hands. His hand impacted on Vicky's, who had not managed to withdraw it in time from her friend's ass. The contact with the young girl's flesh electrified him. What he really wanted was her. She was still clothed, but that wasn't a drawback. "Better. Then I can take her clothes off," he said to himself, but instantly realized he had no desire to do that. He'd rather not undress her and let her continue like that, in those schoolgirl clothes. Mind you, he would open her shirt all the way and have to punish her. He would put her over his knee, lift up her skirt and... He certainly wouldn't spank her hard, but he wouldn't do it as softly as he was doing to her friend. 

	-No!" ordered Lidia. Then, in a gentler tone, she reminded him, "Daddy, you said I've been good. You can't punish me. 

	"Of course not. She's the one I want," thought Amancio, but he said nothing. He took it as an invitation and tried to skirt around her to get to Vicky. 

	At the sight of him advancing toward her, Vicky tensed and stepped back. 

	-No, Daddy," Lidia interjected, verbally and physically. My little sister is still too young for that. She's not ready yet. -He's too excited. I have to control him so he doesn't spoil it. I thought a man her age would have more head." Vicky wasn't ready for that yet. "You shouldn't rush things. It's better to enjoy them one step at a time. How do you serve revenge? On a cold plate, not hot." He'd done enough with Vicky that night. It was more than he had expected when he had proposed. Besides, the interesting thing was the effect it would have on her. It was better for her to ruminate on what she had experienced and let the experience shape her subconscious without her realizing it than to go too far and traumatize her. I did not want to create any trauma for her. What he wanted was to pervert her and spoil her. He would pull her and push her, but he would do it gently. And he certainly would not allow anyone to treat her harshly, at least not until she desired it for herself. "I won't allow Alan to treat her rough either, unless he gets her to want it." Rough sex appealed to her, just as she liked other forms of sex. It all depended on the moment, the person, and the context. But what she would not tolerate was abuse, either with respect to herself or with respect to her friend. She would pull out her fingernails for her, if necessary. Fortunately, words - the right words with the right tone of voice - were often better weapons than nails. It's time for you to deflower me, Daddy. Please don't hurt me. 

	"He's protecting me," Vicky said to herself, realizing that her friend was sacrificing herself for her. She remembered that she had always found it uncomfortable from behind. Still, she had held out to give her boyfriend satisfaction. He really wanted her pussy, but for Vicky vaginal sex had been sacred. She still had it, but with Manuel it was her own; he was her prince charming. "I hope you're sure of what you're doing, Lidia," Vicky said to herself, thinking of Amancio. Was it possible that they loved each other, was it, not because of the age difference, but because of how he had looked at her. But Lidia was going the opposite way from her, first vaginal sex and then anal. Why would she want to have anal sex, if they were already doing it up front? The first time would hurt for sure. After that, it would continue to bother her, or it would continue to hurt. Did she feel so strongly about Amancio that she wanted to give him that? But it wasn't a step forward, it was a step back. Vicky didn't understand, but she had to respect her friend's decision. "And I must help her. I promised her," she reminded herself, but she remembered it wrong. She hadn't promised anything; it had been Lydia who had managed to get it into her head that she had promised. "After what I've seen, you may need me by your side." She wasn't going to abandon her, even when Amancio made her restless, even when Lidia had pushed her to do things she didn't want to do. "It's only been an innocent game to excite him. She loves him so much," she tried to convince herself. 

	Lidia took Vicky by the hand, perhaps to prevent her from escaping, perhaps so that Amancio would not catch her. What is clear is that she did not do it because she needed his support or his closeness. He took her with her to the bed. Lidia climbed onto the bed and got on all fours. 

	-See," Lidia said to her friend. 

	-What? -Vicky replied, shaking her head. 

	-Look! -insisted Lidia. She motioned for him to stand behind her. 

	For some reason, despite the obscenity of seeing her friend like that, seeing her ass and pussy like that, Vicky obeyed. 

	-What is that? -she asked confused, seeing the small blue object glistening between Lidia's buttocks, just covering her anus. She wanted to get closer to inspect it and wanted to step back to move away, but she sensed Amancio behind her, with his cock pointing at her. 

	-You don't know what it is? -Lidia asked, amused. How was it possible that he didn't know that, or at least deduced it? She sensed that Amancio wouldn't know either and said, "You don't know either, daddy? 

	-Eh... no," Amancio managed to say, not expecting such a question. He had seen it before, when Vicky had opened her friend's buttocks, and he had been surprised, but he hadn't wanted to ask. All he knew was that he thought it looked sexy. 

	-It's an anal plug, sis," Lidia explained to her friend. She was proud of the color she had chosen, matching her schoolgirl uniform. Men didn't usually pay attention to such details, but women did. In any case, it was enough for her to know why she had chosen that color and not another. Blue wasn't the only one she had in her arsenal. "Yes, virgin from behind!" he thought teasingly. He chuckled. Then she went back to her sweet, almost pitiful voice: "I want you to be the one to take it out of me, sis. Daddy will take care of getting something else in me. Please, sis, you do it. 

	Amancio shook his head, incredulous and fascinated with Lidia's manipulative arts. "She has a lot of boards. But she seems to really like what she does. But can I trust her?" He shrugged. Did it really matter if she liked it or if she was just very, very convincing? The important thing was that, that she seemed real to him. "I'd swear she's like that, that she's real," he said to himself. In any case, regardless of Lidia's theatrical gifts, he realized that the very young Vicky was not acting. "She's not a fellow actress. It's clear to me now. That's why she's like that, she doesn't know where to put herself," she concluded. "But that hesitation, that's just how I would imagine a girl beginning to discover sex, that one I want, but I don't dare." He shook his head again in admiration of Lydia. "I couldn't have done better nor could I have chosen a better companion for the occasion. But it's all right, I understand now. I won't force the occasion. Now I understand Lidia's reaction and this young lady's." She waved her arms inviting Vicky to do the honors of uncorking her friend and took a step back so as not to overwhelm her. Besides, from that distance she could better observe her reaction and expressions. "I want to, but I don't dare," she repeated mentally. 

	-Come on," Lidia encouraged her. It will be the second to last thing I ask of you. I'm looking forward to you doing it, sister. I've been thinking about it all night," she confessed. She was telling the truth and was therefore even more convincing than usual. Although he had thought it unlikely, he had not stopped thinking about the possibility. 

	Reluctantly, Vicky approached. Her heart was pounding, how could she touch her friend's ass - her anus, no less - that was inconceivable! Nevertheless, Vicky felt honored and did it. Careful not to touch her too much, her fingers took hold of the anal plug and pulled on it. But she only managed to advance it an inch, until she met resistance that seemed insurmountable. She didn't want to hurt her friend. 

	-Keep pulling," Lidia encouraged her once more, in a husky voice. You can do it, sister. Together we can. 

	Vicky stopped in her motion, just as she was starting to pull the plug again. 

	-What's the last thing you're going to ask me? -she asked suspiciously. She should have done it before, but she felt at that moment the anger at how her friend had been manipulating her throughout the night. She suddenly realized that this was not the first time he had manipulated her. The video she had made him record for Manual had also been manipulated by her. Out of anger, he pulled the anal plug without waiting for a response.  

	The plug pulled Lidia's anus grotesquely and stretched it until it began to dilate to give way to the thick part of the contraption. Lidia let out an involuntary moan. 

	-What's the last thing you're going to ask me? -Vicky insisted, leaving the anal plug in that spot, near what must have been its maximum girth. Lidia had manipulated her, and suddenly she felt powerful. She knew she had every reason to be angry, but she didn't know where that streak had come from. Lidia had made her do things... dirty things... with her... and that man... Also her first boyfriend had always tried to get her to do things she didn't want to do... and she had partly gotten her way... a good deal of it. Vicky looked at her friend's dilated anus with annoyance. 

	-Just hold my hand, while daddy deflowers me," Lidia answered in a sweet and pitiful voice. Sweetness had been hard to come by in that situation, but not that it sounded pitiful. In that position, with the plug dilating her statically to the max, it would be an understatement to say she was uncomfortable. 

	Lidia's words managed to make Vicky's anger fade away, but not before she suddenly pulled the anal plug to get it all the way out. 

	-Uh!" Lidia involuntarily protested. Her anus, just as involuntarily, imitated the mouth of a fish out of water, desperately trying to breathe. 

	-I'm sorry," Vicky apologized. The outburst had passed just as suddenly as it had come on her. Did I hurt you? 

	-No, don't worry. - "You vindictive bitch! That's the way I like you," thought Lidia. "Give and take. We'll have a good time together. Just... come, sit here, next to me and hold my hand," she asked. 

	Not quite sure what to do with the damn anal toy, Vicky put it down on the floor. It looked clean, but she wasn't about to put it on the bedside table, next to the bed and pillow. It certainly wasn't something she wanted anywhere near her sight (let alone her nose!). Then he obeyed and sat down, leaning his back against the headboard of the bed. From there she could see her friend's face... and also Amancio's, if she looked up. She could see everything. Too much. She was tempted to close her eyes when Amancio stood behind Lidia, but she did not. Instinctively, Vicky knew he was lining his cock up with her friend's rear entrance. She, with her first boyfriend, had never been on all fours. She had lain face down and allowed him to take her from behind, legs closed, taking care that she was not encouraged to take the front door treacherously. In that and only in that had her first boyfriend been good to her. He had insisted on having vaginal sex with her, but had respected her refusal, settling for doing it from behind. "What if it had been the other way around?" wondered Vicky. "What if I had offered him my pussy in the first place, would he have become obsessed with having my ass?" Wasn't that what had driven Amancio and Lidia there? 

	-Ohh!" did Lidia, as she felt Amancio's cock slide into her ass, impaling her. She squeezed Vicky's hand. 

	Amancio stopped to let her breathe and because he didn't want to hurt her. Anyway, he had slid inside her magnificently well, with one movement. "The anal plug dilated her nicely. And, anyway, she's got a lot of boards," he acknowledged. It didn't matter to him that for Lydia it wasn't the first time. For him it was. 

	-Did it hurt you? -asked Vicky, who couldn't interpret Lidia's face. Was it pain? Was it pleasure? She had never seen her own face when she did it. 

	-No, no," Lidia reassured her. Just a little," she added because she had an idea. I need another little favor, sis," she whispered. 

	Vicky rolled her eyes at those words. With Lidia there would always be one little favor after another to do her. 

	-Only if you don't tell Manuel about any of this," he asked. Promise? 

	-Uh!" exclaimed Lidia and squeezed Vicky's hand as she felt Amancio move inside her. Yes! I promise," she confirmed pitifully. 

	-Okay, you promised! -Vicky reminded him. 

	-Ah! Ah!" moaned Lidia, as she felt that Amancio was starting to get into a rhythm. She was really enjoying it, not so much for the physical sensations, but for the situation. It was Gema who was enjoying the physical sensations of anal sex, at least supposedly. Gerard had never shown any interest in her ass, other than to admire and spank it. But he knew that he had come to provide her, exceptionally, with anal pleasure through others. "At the orgies he took her to in Switzerland he surely went through everything," she thought with a hint of envy. And then there was the Slav and his friend, in that forest, also in Switzerland. The old man had recorded it, and although Lidia had not seen the video at the time, she had read the account weeks later on Gema's blog. Fortunately, Alan had been gentle with her and had shown her the video. Really, the two Slavs had treated her harshly. "Did you take inspiration from that for the Barcelona scene, Alan," Lidia wondered, "Oh," she continued, moaning and groaning, "Open your shirt! -she mumbled between moans. 

	-What? -Vicky asked incredulously. 

	-Abbreviate it! -insisted Lidia. You don't have to show anything," he agreed. Uhh! Just unbutton it all the way. Please, do it for me," she begged him and to emphasize her words she let out another moan. She didn't have to do too much theatrics, although she was no stranger to anal sex. "I think I'm a little short on lube," she lamented. It had been too long since she'd put the plug and lube on in the restaurant bathroom. I don't want it to take too long to cum! -she explained, mumbling, "Phew! 

	Amancio had heard everything. The two had spoken as if he were not present. He certainly didn't want it to hurt Lidia, but if it bothered him a little, that was okay too. He would pay her well, very well. And more than he would pay her in compensation for that night, both for the anal sex and for introducing him to that delicious little friend. Besides, as much as he liked to manipulate, he couldn't be sure that her moans of pain weren't moans of pleasure. Nevertheless, he slowed down. He didn't want to cum so soon...except if it was at the sight of his little friend's titties. "Her little sister's," he corrected himself. He watched lewdly as the very young girl unbuttoned the last button of her shirt, exposing the cleavage between her sweet little breasts. He didn't take his eyes off her, as he continued to pump inside Lidia's ass. He grunted with excitement. Those tiny little breasts sure were delicious, sweet and smooth like peaches in syrup. He closed his eyes, imagining that Lidia would finally get him to open his shirt all the way. "That and more!" If not that night, it would be some other time. "I'll pay whatever you ask!" 

	Vicky watched in disbelief as Amancio moved in and out of her friend's ass. Despite his age, he was doing it vigorously. It wasn't a frenzy (and it didn't need to be, especially when it came to the always annoying anal sex!), but from her position she could see how hard he was gripping Lidia's hips. He must have been hurting her terribly, this being her first time, the way he was impaling her, at a leisurely pace, but relentlessly and all the way in. The fact that he was squeezing her hand showed that she was not comfortable. "Oh, poor thing, what we women have to do to give satisfaction to men!" Lidia must have been very much in love with Amancio to want to sacrifice herself for him like that. "So much in love that she doesn't mind that he looks at me shamelessly with desire," she thought, realizing that their gazes had crossed. Embarrassed, Vicky looked away, but from the corner of her eye she could see that Amancio was still looking at her, while he had his cock in his girlfriend's ass. Once again, she felt the heat of his blood on her cheeks. Although it wasn't her fault that Amancio was thinking about her, she felt guilty. Nervously, she put her fist to her mouth and bit the first phalanx of her index finger. 

	-Uh! Uh! Oh!" said Lidia. 

	Vicky, with a face like a tomato, looked at her. Lidia's cheeks were also red, although her motives must have been quite different. She saw her friend puff, pouting her lips, and shake her head with a frown. He squeezed her hand to encourage her. Really, there was something erotic about the situation. Lidia was beautiful. Amancio was not, and besides, he was not her type. "It's not about age!" she reminded herself, aware that it was wrong to discriminate against people. But it was precisely that contrast along with Lidia's devotion to him that brought them together that created the eroticism. "And I'm not ugly," he said to himself. She didn't normally have such a high opinion of herself, but she looked attractive in that schoolgirl costume. At least, Amancio's eyes told her she was. She settled back against the headboard. As she moved, her nipples brushed against his shirt. 

	-Oh, God! -exclaimed Lidia. She blew again, pursing her lips and shaking her head. Her expression showed her tension. It's so good," she declared, "I didn't know it was that good. -He lied because he did. Oh, God! -She had guided Amancio's hand to her clitoris and he had finally started rubbing the Aladdin's Lamp. "Now that's something else!" she managed to think in ecstasy. Anal penetration was still uncomfortable, but with clitoral stimulation it had taken on a different feel. Discomfort and pleasure intermingled indistinguishably, merging into a single sensation. Uh-uh-uh. Oh!" she moaned. He kept his eyes on Vicky and watched as her lips whispered, "Do you like it?" to which he nodded vigorously, "Amancio does it so well! -She assured him between moans. He didn't have to make theatrics to moan. He wasn't doing it for money, at least not solely. He was doing it for pleasure and for money, and the pleasure was a strange indistinguishable mix between psychological and physical, as indistinguishable as anal and vaginal sensations were at that moment. If there was one thing she hated, it was convention, and if there was one thing she loved, it was manipulating and shocking people, herself included. She let go of Vicky's hand and, in return, rested it on her thigh. In the position Vicky was sitting on the bed the skirt exposed her leg. 

	Vicky almost screamed as she felt Lidia dig her nails into her flesh, but she was sympathetic to her friend; she didn't want to interrupt the couple with her own petty moans and restrained herself. He only placed his hand on top of hers. She felt with relief how her friend relaxed and stopped digging her nails into her. Her exclamations were definitely more moans than groans by now. Amancio, on the other hand, was still grunting like a pig, as he had been from the first moment. And he kept looking at her. He kept looking at the channel between her breasts, exposed as the shirt was unbuttoned all the way down. He could even see her navel, if he looked further down. And if she moved, Amancio could see the inside of her breasts, including the cute little mole on one of them. Without daring to look at him, without daring to look at her friend, Vicky shifted her back against the headboard of the bed to be more comfortable. Her cheeks were burning again, and this time she could even hear her blood roaring in her ears. 

	Lydia, despite the intense sensations she was experiencing, noticed these small details. She watched for signs of the change in her friend's countenance and interpreted the body language of her trunk. "Little slut," she thought with satisfaction. Vicky was making her very happy. Someday she would have to let him punish her for his transgressions towards her. She wouldn't mind if he did - quite the opposite - as long as it cemented their friendship. "Today for you, tomorrow for me." They would have a lot of fun together, much to her parents' desolation. But she wasn't a bad person. She would stop perverting her daughter, if Daniel and Gemma agreed to make it up to her. "I'll leave Vicky alone. It's not too late for her yet," she imagined him telling them. "But only if you, in return, slut with me," she dreamed of telling Gema. "And if you agree to let Daniel belong to me." She had never sought to own Daniel. She was a sharer. But they owed her for how they had treated her. Besides, she couldn't trust them anymore, at least not at first. She would have to make sure she carried the upper hand in the relationship, much to her dismay, for she liked being dominant as much as being dominated. She liked men as much as she liked women. And she liked young men as much as old men. The important thing was to have fun and not be boring. What bored her was the conventional. Of course, at no time did she see herself being dominated by Daniel, only by Gema. "He doesn't fit that role. I think a part of him dreams of being dominant, but it's not in his soul. It's only a part of him. He would make a lousy dominant. In return, I think he's an excellent submissive." But then she thought, "Maybe I should let him be the dominant in the relationship, just to upset them both." Seconds later she added, "Or all three." His hand slid up Vicky's thigh and slipped under her skirt. 

	"What are you doing!" exclaimed Vicky mentally, when she realized. "No, no, no, no, no," she protested. She commanded her hand to seem Lidia's advance, but it did not obey her. "No, no, no, no, no," he repeated, more faintly, this time. Beneath her skirt, not needing to see, Lidia's fingers found her clitoris in a certain way and touched it. "No. Please, no. What are you doing!" a part of her tried to resist, but she was already in the minority. She looked at her friend, ready to ask her what she intended, if not in words, at least with her eyes, but had to quickly push her away out of embarrassment. Lydia was ecstatic, but within that ecstasy she guessed a smile directed at her. "Why does he seem to be smiling triumphantly at me?", Vicky managed to ask herself, within the mental cocoa she had. Lydia kept touching the most sensitive part of her body and she was doing it pleasantly, as only a woman knew how to do. Her first boyfriend had not cared about that area of her body. He had limited himself to her tits and poking around inside her pussy, ignoring - out of ignorance or because he didn't care - that a woman's center of pleasure is, first, in the head and, second, in the clitoris. It is also in the heart, but that too had been missing. With Manuel, the latter abounded, but even he had had to be guided and shown how to pulsate her clitoris. Out of embarrassment, Vicky stifled her moans, which became mere sighs, and closed her eyes. She tried not to think about anything, tried to simply let it happen and, at the same time, to pretend that nothing was happening. 

	Lidia detached herself for a moment from her friend, turned her head and saw that Amancio was not missing any detail. Enraptured, he was alternately looking at her hand under her friend's skirt and at her face. When he saw that Lidia was looking at him, he looked away from the girl for a moment. Lidia smiled and winked at him in complicity, but Amancio was too ecstatic to return the wink and returned his gaze to Vicky. He was sure he would end up possessing this creature. Lidia would seduce her and he would pay - Lidia had outdone herself! That was turning out to be much better than having a threesome with her and a paying friend of hers. He preferred Vicky's corruptible innocence to the experience of a floozy. What more could a man ask for than to have a kinky partner and a pretty creature to corrupt together? On top of that, although she looked underage, that girl had turned eighteen. Because, she had turned eighteen, hadn't she? He certainly wasn't going to ask her for her identity card at that moment. He even preferred not to ask Lidia. 

	Vicky bit the first phalanx of her index finger again. She was hurting herself, but she didn't feel it. Her friend was bringing her to orgasm, but she preferred not to think about it. The old man was devouring her with his eyes, but she preferred to ignore that he was there. Still, she felt Lidia's fingers, just as she felt Amancio's gaze. She could almost feel the warm breath of both of them on her skin, her little sister's and her daddy's. Unexpectedly, pleasure came over her. She tried to stifle her moans with her fist on her lips, but she didn't succeed and heard herself moan. In her moment of maximum pleasure she tried to think of Manuel, but, although her eyes were closed, the images of Amancio and Lidia intermingled with that of her boyfriend. 

	When he regained consciousness and opened his eyes, he saw that Amancio had withdrawn from Lidia and was sitting on the other side of the bed. 

	-The three of us came at the same time," he heard Lidia say. It all seemed unreal. 

	Hearing Lidia's words, as if it were an agreed signal, Amancio got out of bed. He needed no signal to know that he should leave the two alone. Now that he had cum and was thinking soberly again, he knew. He hesitated whether to go to the bathroom or to leave it to them and retire to the living room to give them their space. At that moment, he saw Vicky flash past him. First he saw her pass, then he felt the thump. In the hallway, which was the same one that led to the bedroom bathroom and out of the bedroom, Vicky pushed him and nearly hit his head against the wall. In the rush, inertia caused the unbuttoned shirt to fall behind, exposing, at last, her little breasts. Amancio regretted that he had only been able to observe him from behind. That was his first thought. Then he regretted that he had scared her, not by getting up, but by lusting after her and looking at her in that lewd way. After the orgasm, things look differently. "I'm not a bad man. It's Lidia's fault," he said to himself.  

	Lidia almost ran over him as she ran after her. Hearing the commotion behind her, Vicky sped up, but Lidia managed to catch up with her at the front door. 

	-I want to leave," said Vicky. She had tears in her eyes. After the orgasm, things look different. 

	-Of course. Right away," Lidia assured him. He felt bad for her. Everything had gone perfectly. He hadn't meant to hurt her, not really. "After the orgasm, things look different," Lidia reminded herself. "She's having a slump now, but she'll get over it." She remembered that a similar thing had happened to Daniel. That was partly why, so that the sudden dip in his libido after orgasm wouldn't spoil everything, they had put him and Gemma in the chastity device. Otherwise, it would have been impossible for him to tolerate the humiliations. Swallowing her own semen after cumming had been hard enough for her. Swallowing another man's cum - let alone old Gerard's - after cumming would have been impossible. In a man the post-coital slump is inevitable. "It's part of nature's wisdom," Lidia acknowledged. "Otherwise, we'd be fucked to death. The letdown allows us to get away." In a woman it sometimes happened, too, but sometimes it didn't. A woman could cum multiple times and keep her libido high. "But that depends on the situation, the partner, the moment... so many things," Lidia thought. "We women are much more complex. It's possible that my little sister needs training to reach her full potential." If she needed it, she would give it to her. But first she would comfort her. Wait here," she told him, "I'll get dressed in a second. -She wore only her schoolgirl shoes and socks. She didn't mind too much being seen naked, but she couldn't go out on the street like that at the risk of making things worse for her friend and ending up in a police station for public scandal. - "Oh, if only the cops weren't so boring in reality and were just a little more like in the stories!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Vicky is not coming to sleep today! -said Gema to Daniel. 

	-Did he call you? -asked Daniel. He didn't give that much importance to such things. He wasn't controlling with her, quite unlike Gema. "Mother stuff," Daniel admitted. He trusted his daughter. She had never been an easy daughter. She had inherited his stubbornness, but she had never caused any real trouble.  

	-No! Just a brief wasap. Do you think so?! -He could have at least called her and told her in person! 

	-He'll be fine. Don't worry," Daniel advised. She'll be with that friend of hers. What's her name? -I hesitated. He knew it began with an L, but it was a strange name. Laila, right? -he answered himself, when he managed to remember. She'll be fine," he said again. Laila seems like a nice girl. 

	-How do you know? -Gema burst out. Uneasiness gnawed at her. Vicky was of age and had always spent frequent evenings out, with friends or even with her boyfriend. As far as she knew, she had had one and was now with another, although they hardly saw each other, as far as she could tell. Vicky, like her father, was not much of a talker. "Damn Llamazares genes!" cursed Gema, alluding to her husband's surname. But she was always uneasy when Vicky slept outside. She didn't like it at all when she did, even though that had given them and was still giving them free rein for their own adventures-. You've never seen her! -Gema reminded him. They only knew Laila through Vicky's mouth and, of course, she didn't talk much. So what did they really know about her? 

	-Since she's been with that... Laila! -it was hard to remember that name- and with her new boyfriend, she seems more focused and happy -Daniel tried to calm his wife down. It was true that Vicky had changed lately, although it was also possible that it was because she was maturing. Leave her alone. She knows what she's doing," Daniel advised her. He had no doubts about Vicky's ability to cope. Besides, what could happen? Despite what some people believed, the statistics did not lie and showed that Madrid was a safe city. And, anyway, if something happened to her, what could they really do from a distance? Wouldn't Vicky call the police first, instead of her parents, if there was something serious? No, nothing was wrong with her. The only thing wrong with her was that her mother had always tried to control her too much. Ironically, she had achieved just the opposite. But Vicky was a smart, responsible girl. She didn't need anyone to control her. Besides, he had other concerns on his mind at the moment. If he had to control anyone, it was his wife, and if he had to control anyone, it was his wife. Leave her in raisin? -he repeated. Do you want to? 

	Gema reread the wasap she had received. At certain moments, her maternal instinct bordered on precognition. "Something's not right," she said to herself, worried about her daughter and angry with Daniel for not listening to her. 

	"I'm fine, Mom. I'm sleeping over with Laila," the terse message read. 

	"Am I okay, MOM?" Gemma mentally repeated the message. "Since when does she call me mom?" Unfortunately, Vicky did this very rarely and practically never in a WhatsApp message. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Everything had gone wonderfully, or so it had seemed until the end. I hadn't counted on the fact that this little game could have affected Vicky in such a way. She was shocked. They had taken an Uber from Amancio's house to hers. She hadn't had time to say goodbye to Amancio, although that wasn't important. They would talk the next day, as soon as she had the chance. He hadn't even had time to get dressed properly and had gone out with his shirt unbuttoned. The priority had been to attend to Vicky. 

	On the drive home, Vicky had barely spoken and when she had asked her questions, she had responded listlessly. Lidia feared that she had blown a fuse. "But we haven't done anything, for God's sake!" she wondered. It hadn't been such a big deal to react that way either. "I hope she'll be all right tomorrow. She just needs to rest and let her subconscious digest the experience. Sleep will do her good." He had taken Vicky's cell phone and unlocked it with the print of his index finger. Vicky had noticed, of course - in fact, she hadn't tried to hide it from him - and hadn't objected. "I'm going to tell your parents that you're staying over with me," he had warned her and Vicky had only nodded apathetically. 

	When she got home, I had made her a lime tea and given her a Trankimazin to help calm her nerves. It was a drug that was only available in pharmacies and by prescription, but she had her ways of getting it. She had a doctor friend and got him to prescribe all sorts of things when she needed them. It was handy to have friends like that. "I'll suck you off and you prescribe for me. Okay, Trankimazin prescription is three blowjobs." She didn't take that stuff-except when she needed it-but it was always nice to have that kind of medication in the house. The last time she had had to self-medicate had been after Gerardo's death, and it hadn't been because she had lost him (she had regretted it, but she didn't love him), but because since that time Daniel and Gema had disengaged from her. 

	I hadn't pressured Vicky to talk. She knew it was best to leave her alone. "But if she doesn't recover, I'm afraid I'll have to ask Alan for help." That was to be avoided at all costs, unless she had no choice. Or should she go to Daniel and Gemma and tell them the whole truth? If she did so, Alan would be in for a huge shock. "He might kill me for that," Lidia panicked. Alan was very excited about Vicky and was obsessed with Gema. He had invested a lot of time in his plans for them. She wasn't a choleric console, but faced with such a disappointment, she might snap. "A disappointment, no, a betrayal!" acknowledged Lidia.  

	She felt cold and decided to take a hot lime tea herself, but it was his fault for ignoring her! He had promised her that he would have his revenge on Daniel and Gema, but they had really made little progress, too little and too slowly for his taste. Could he blame her if in this situation she decided to take the reins and accelerate events? "Yes, she can and she will!" If Vicky didn't recover emotionally, she would have a serious problem with Alan. It was no longer just that he was going to need her help with Vicky, but that, if she continued to be this shocked, it would prove impossible to hide the truth from him. "He'll find out!" Even if they didn't tell him, he would realize that something had happened.  

	"He'll kill me for taking her to the old man!" It was possible that he had worse things planned for her. With Gemma, his plans included far worse things. But he would want to decide when to do what and not have a slut like her steal his thunder. Alan had a complicated, contradictory mind like hers. That was why she liked him, why she'd gotten her hopes up about him, until she realized how he really saw her. "Like a slut. Like everyone else." He considered Vicky his girlfriend and claimed he loved her, but, at the same time, he planned to corrupt her even more than she would dare to do to her friend. "He's a real pig. I was lucky I realized it in time," she lied to herself. Actually, it wasn't a matter of her noticing in time, it was a matter of Alan ignoring her. Even if Alan had dirtier plans, he would never accept that she had tried to get his girlfriend to sleep with an old man. "Let alone one who pays for services." Who could tolerate having his girlfriend prostituted to him? "Daniel, who is a saint. Daniel has tolerated that with Gema. But Alan is different. He'll kill me," she said to herself again. Frightened, she decided to take a Trankimazin as well. It would help her sleep. The next day the sun would rise and everything would be back in order. Even if it didn't, the medicine had the power to make it seem that way. "Better two," he said to himself, recognizing that he had screwed up badly. If Vicky didn't get her smile back, she was screwed. "For God's sake, Vicky! If it's all been so innocent. Manuel has much worse things in mind for you." Yes he did, but he had them, and he would never tolerate others having them. Alan was not violent, but he was not exactly peaceful either. He carried his rage inside him and expressed it in sex. She knew this firsthand. "I will pray that everything will be limited to sex," she resolved, even though she was not a believer. 

	Lidia undressed. Vicky was already sleeping, although, given her shock, it was hard to tell if she was asleep or awake with her eyes closed - I had undressed her and tucked her in and Vicky had let herself be made like a mannequin. Lidia began to feel the combined effects of the infusion and the medicine. She yawned. Then she lay down on the narrow bed next to her friend and cuddled up to her. It was not a sexual gesture. She just needed to cling to someone and surely Vicky needed someone to give her human warmth as well. "Even if it's my warmth. She needs me; I'm her only friend. And I need her; she's my only friend," Lidia thought. These were her last thoughts before falling asleep.

	 

	 

	


Chapter XVII - Where are we going? 

	  

	"Love the one who doesn't turn around when you get naked. Not your skin, but your soul." - _TMOF_ 

	"You can never experience everything. So please do poetic justice to your soul and simply experience yourself." - Albert Camus 

	  

	  

	-Where are we going? -asked Daniel. 

	-I've already given you the address," Gema replied mischievously, knowing that was not what her husband wanted to know. 

	Daniel sighed, but inwardly smiled. He liked that side of his wife, a side that before he started with the spoiled horn laying he hadn't expressed. She had always been a devoted, sweet, caring woman. Now, she was still devoted, but not necessarily to him. She projected her devotion in a heightened way toward her lovers. Something had changed in her the moment they had started this game. Had it been feeling the power she had over him and knowing she was unpunished? The balance of power had shifted in their marriage, but Daniel didn't regret it. On the contrary, he was grateful for it. He was more relaxed since he didn't feel pressured to be the leader of the family. He had been for many years. Of course, that relaxation was neutralized by the quasi-constant state of nerves from having to deal with his jealousy, to a lesser extent, and his fears, to a greater extent. It is not easy to see how a wife behaves so devotedly with other men, to the point of falling in love with her lover. Gemma had not had many lovers, but it had happened to her with each of them. "Or has she changed with respect to me not since Silvestre, but since after him, since she discovered that I had arranged everything?" tortured Daniel's mind. That was the eternal question: did he still resent him for it? If the desire to punish him for it had driven his relationship with the old Gerard, was it still driving his new relationship with his nephew now? "He always does something that annoys me," Daniel admitted. "With Gerardo it was his old age. I knew I wasn't at all amused to have to watch his thick belly with his wrinkled cock poking out from under his floater, to have to watch her suck him off and that, despite his ugliness, she did it with such devotion." With Alan it wasn't his physique or his age. Regarding that, she couldn't complain. "With Alan it tortures me having given herself to him completely, letting herself be blackmailed and allowing, in doing so, to be blackmailed by him as well." 

	-We're here," Gema commented unnecessarily. That was already indicated by the GPS. Do you want to know what I'm going to do here? 

	Daniel nodded. Of course he wanted to. He was dying to know. Did he have to verbalize it? 

	Gema sighed. Maybe she had fallen in love with Daniel because of his quietness. Her first boyfriend, the guy she had dated immediately before she started dating Daniel, had been the opposite in that sense and had often gotten on her nerves with his energy. And he had cheated on her. And she had broken up with him, although not immediately. That had been the final straw in their relationship. But sometimes Daniel's silence and calmness annoyed her. Then he smiled. He grinned from ear to ear and his eyes sparkled. 

	-It's my gym," he explained, waiting to see Daniel's reaction. She was happier about that than she was about starting at the new gym. In fact, she was a little uneasy about the latter. 

	-Here? So far away? -Daniel wondered. They lived in Alcobendas, a city of a hundred thousand inhabitants less than a handful of kilometers north of Madrid, and they had had to take the car to get to that street in Madrid. "No way there won't be gyms in Alcobendas!" 

	-Alan's orders," said Gema, paraphrasing what she used to say when Gerardo ordered her to do something. 

	-Oh, come on, don't fuck with me! -Daniel exclaimed, surprised, incredulous and angry at the same time. "Again with those, with the old man's orders, but now they're the young man's?" He already knew the story. Gema would hide behind the fact that she had to follow orders so as not to take responsibility and do the unthinkable. 

	-It's a special gym," explained Gema, throwing out the bait to see if her husband would bite and ask. But, to her frustration, Daniel remained silent, although as a consolation prize, his face was priceless. Don't you want to know what makes it special? -she tempted him. 

	Daniel rolled his eyes, pretending he really didn't want to know. Evidently, he wanted to know why Alan wanted him to go to that gym. He needed to know. Obviously, it could only be malice on his part. But he wasn't going to spur his wife on any more than he had to. "You're already too spurred on by all this." A week had passed since the last telematic encounter with Alan. The young man had not yet posted the recording he had undoubtedly made. "No, I'm not mistaken. He recorded us," Daniel reaffirmed. He had been monitoring several times a day the porn channel where he had posted the first video, the one from Barcelona, but Alan had not added additional content. "As soon as you post it, which you will, because you don't know how to control yourself, I'll sue you. Or I threaten you to do so and neutralize the power you have over us. You'll have her image rights, but not mine." You could almost tell that Daniel wished Alan would make that mistake, even if it meant releasing an intimate and humiliating video of him. It's almost what he got: the striker who almost scored a goal had been as successful as one who hadn't shot in the entire game. The only updates there had been had been the multiple tasteless, extremely racy comments from people who had viewed the video of his wife's extreme degradation. He had read them all. And since he watched the channel several times a day to see if the young man made the blunder, he read them almost in real time. 

	-Did Alan tell you to jump on the monitor? -Daniel replied jokingly. "I don't know why I said that as a joke. It's quite possible he ordered you to. The monitor... or monitors." 

	-She is not a monitor. She's a monitor," Gema replied with a smile. "I'm not going to fuck any woman, but you think what you want.". She watched with satisfaction as Daniel's eyes widened like saucers. "Yeah, you like that, huh? Well, no. Lidia was an exception. I'm not into chicks." Despite her experiences with the young woman, Gema still considered herself heterosexual. 

	-So Alan thinks you're fat and that's why he wants you to join a gym," Daniel commented to tease her. 

	Gema snorted and waved her hand, dismissing her husband's argument. But, in fact, Daniel had hit the mark. Alan was young and she was a well-preserved mature woman, but she couldn't fight age or the age difference. Surely his expectations must have been high. She worried that he would see her for what she was, a mature woman, a mother he would like to fuck, and not just a woman. 

	-You didn't see how he fucked me in the van! -Gema blurted out. She had made him so horny that he had fucked her several times in a row. She had told him about it, but Daniel had not seen it with his own eyes, his physical eyes, because he had seen it with his imagination. But his physical eyes had only seen the video of the man in the pig mask fucking her against the lamppost. I'm very hot and I put him on. I turn on young boys. -She stood up in the seat and stuck out her chest. She made an unnecessary gesture to highlight her tits. -However, the reality was that Alan had ordered her to the gym. You could argue whatever you wanted, but that was the truth and she was well aware of it. Finally, insecurity got the better of her and she asked her husband, "Do I look fat? 

	Daniel huffed at the question. He regretted provoking her like that. The truth was that he preferred her with a cocky attitude to insecure. If she dominated, it was easier for him to carry on his sex and submission relationship with another man (or boy), but if he saw her as insecure, it would cost him much more. 

	-You're very hot, honey," he assured her, "and I'm not telling you that to make it sound good or because I'm your husband. If I wasn't, I'd turn my head in the street when I saw you. 

	-Really? Thank you," said Gema. She blushed a little at his words- Hey, wait a minute! You mean that since you're my husband and you've already got your eye on me, you don't turn around to look at my ass? -He feigned anger. Does that mean you turn around with other women? -This time, part of his feigned anger was real. Extreme jealousy was one of his faults. 

	Daniel was stung, bought the anger and blushed. 

	-No, I..." he stammered. 

	-You better hope so, Daniel Llamazares! -Gema exclaimed with an exaggeratedly severe tone. Then she laughed. 

	Daniel, recognizing that he had been the victim of a trap he had tried to set himself, laughed with her. When they finished laughing, Gema confessed to him the true purpose of the gym. Or, rather, she explained to him what the specialty of that sports center was. Alan had not told her the purpose, but she imagined it and knew that her husband could imagine it too. In fact, it was better for him to imagine it than to have it confirmed. 

	-They don't have this kind of gyms in Alcobendas," he began, "They only have one exercise: pole dancing, if that sounds more familiar. 

	-Oh!" Daniel did. And then, he did it again-: Oh! -Finally, he did-: Oh-oh! 

	Daniel and Gema looked at each other in silence for a few long and meaningful seconds. 

	-And... can I come in and see you? -Daniel asked cautiously and hopefully. He still felt his stomach clench. Of course he wanted to see her. But did he want to see her... where Alan intended? 

	-Not today, love," Gema replied. Alan wanted you to bring me, but he made it clear to me that you must stay outside, at least today. -Indeed, that's what the young man had told her. In part, she preferred it that way too. She considered herself clumsy and didn't want her husband to observe her ineptitude with the American bar, especially the first day. "Or the first few months. I'll have a hard time doing it acceptably well." She had seen videos and read things and knew it required not only artistry, but agility and strength. "I don't have any of that. I don't know what Alan intends, if not to humiliate me and make me see that I am what I am next to him: an old woman, as old as his uncle was next to me." But she was willing to put up a fight and prove him otherwise! 

	-Oh," said Daniel, crestfallen. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-You've done a great job, Jaume," Alan congratulated him. He had seen the video edited by his friend and had been impressed. You understand me. You've captured what's important in the video. 

	-Yes, I think so," Jaume replied, referring to his friend's congratulations. As for understanding him, he wasn't so sure if he really did. He thought he understood that what motivated Alan was the power and devotion he received, rather than the sex itself. "It's how he understands sexuality, as a power relationship," he thought. Maybe he understood it, but that didn't mean he shared it. He had a formal girlfriend and was in a conventional relationship. He didn't want a different relationship at all. He didn't want his girlfriend to adore him in that way, nor did he yearn to show that kind of devotion to her. To love each other conventionally was enough for him. That, however, didn't mean he didn't get a hard-on from watching and editing the video. But it wasn't something he wanted for himself, at least not for him and his girlfriend. Too bad we didn't have more cameras at different angles," he said, partly to divert the subject. 

	-What do you suggest? A recording room, with several webcams, one in each corner and one on the ceiling, perhaps? 

	-No, well, I just..." answered Jaume defensively. He had not proposed such an aberration, how could he think that the couple would put those cameras in their bedroom? He was just trying to do his job well and had tried to express the limitations he had encountered. 

	-Not a bad idea," Alan said. Judging by the tone of voice and the expression on his face, he seemed to be seriously considering it. You know what I mean, Jaume," he repeated, "You might be the first one to fuck her," Alan said, as if he intended to repay him for his efforts in editing the videos. Then, seeing the expression on his face, he added: "If you want to, sure. 

	-Well..." Jaume hesitated. The truth was that he had no desire to cheat on his girlfriend. In fact, he was already feeling guilty about what they had done during Gema's visit to Barcelona. His girlfriend, of course, did not and could never know what they had done. "If she finds out about that, she'll leave me for sure, and rightly so," he thought, and that he hadn't really done anything. He hadn't kissed her, he hadn't penetrated her... He had only groped her a little and helped the others humiliate her. "And if he knew I was going around with these videos, he'd leave me too. Especially if they knew they turned me on. She wouldn't understand that I don't want that with her." As for Gema, she had also had an uneasy conscience because of what had been done to her, but after watching that last recording they had passed. After analyzing the edit she had made to see if she could improve it, her conscience had eased. The raw video made it clear, but her editing, cutting out the superfluous and focusing on the essential, emphasized it: she wanted that. What Jaume didn't understand was why she wanted it. In her attitude with her husband he had detected things he did not understand. He had the feeling that she really wanted this humiliation for Daniel, either through her or directly, but that she did not dare to express it clearly. It seemed to him that there was something more there than lewdness. Perhaps there was some kind of rage locked up. But why should there be? Had her husband done something wrong? Had he cheated on her, perhaps? Or had he been the dominant one in the past, had he humiliated her and now she wanted to pay him back, one way or another? More cameras would be useful to me," she dared to suggest, taking advantage of the fact that Alan seemed to be seriously considering it. Besides, on the subject of sex with that woman, Jaume preferred not to comment. He was tempted, how could he not be? But he didn't want to be unfaithful to his girlfriend. "Not that way, am I being unfaithful to her by editing the videos and, perhaps, in the future recording them?" Of course, Alan couldn't understand that he would rather engage in the videos than have sex with the woman. Not that he'd prefer it, either, exactly. The temptation would always be there. What he did want was to unravel the mystery through film production, which was what he loved. That much was clear to him. 

	Alan put his hand on her shoulder and said: 

	-I know I can trust you. You will record everything. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Did you like the other day, Daddy? -asked Lidia. He pronounced the last word in an exaggerated way, in what was a clear mockery. Without waiting for his answer, she took his cock back into her mouth. It tasted like glory. 

	-More than I initially expected, when you told me that she thought I was your boyfriend," Amancio replied. He put his hands on Lidia's head to guide her, while he sucked her. The truth is that at first I thought you didn't understand what I wanted, when I told you I wanted a three-way date with a friend of yours. 

	Lidia did not answer, but kept sucking greedily, looking at him intently in the eyes. She had learned that from Gema. Not that she hadn't previously known that men liked that, but Gema had perfected the technique, as she had observed with Gerardo. 

	-You really like this," said Amancio. 

	-Yes, daddy," Lidia confirmed. With one hand on the base of his cock, she wanked Amancio with the other. His member was abundantly lubricated by her drool and the man's presemen and the hand slid pleasurably up and down. He had not learned that from Gema. In fact, she had practically never jerked Gerard off, because she considered that as a submissive her mission was to give him pleasure with her mouth, not with her hand, which is much easier. But Lidia was not submissive to Amancio. She was only submissive when she felt like arousing him in that way. Or she would be, if that was what her client wanted, but Amancio wasn't as into domination and submission as Gerardo was. 

	-And how much are you going to charge me for this unexpected visit? -he asked, nevertheless. He had seen too much of Lidia's planks. He had witnessed how she had manipulated her friend to her advantage and he had no doubt that she would do the same with him. 

	-You insult me, Daddy," Lidia replied. She sounded angry, "I really like this and I like you. -As if to emphasize her words, Lidia leaned down and licked Amancio's balls and the sensitive area of his perineum. She considered going lower, but she had never done a black kiss before and was not about to do so at that moment. He certainly wouldn't do it on his own initiative. "In the end Gema is right. Everything is easier if you think they make you do it," she thought. I came because I like you," she reaffirmed. She rose from between her legs and watched with satisfaction as Amancio looked at her. She had put her schoolgirl costume back on and was wearing her shirt completely unbuttoned, like Vicky the previous time. She let him look at her. Then she straddled him. If I didn't like you, I wouldn't do this," she said. The truth was a little more complicated than that. It wasn't a matter of liking the client, it was a matter of what she did with him turning him on. She had been with clients with whom a priori she had not connected physically and mentally, but then, in bed, she had liked sex with them, perhaps precisely because of that, because a priori she had not connected and felt an obscene repugnance that she had to overcome. Something like that had happened to her with Gerardo, at first. Then, after understanding how he worked and what he wanted, she had connected with him, above all, because thanks to him she had begun to feel things for Gema. And also because thanks to him I had been able to experiment with the domination of a man, specifically with Daniel. The sugar daddies she had as clients generally did not want to be dominated; if anything, they tended towards the other side of the spectrum. He took his cock and pointed it at the entrance to her pussy. Or would you rather bust my ass again, Daddy? -she asked innocently. Without waiting for his answer, she impaled her pussy on his cock. 

	-Oh!" they both said at the same time. 

	-I don't want anything, neither for this visit nor for last night," declared Lidia. Or do you think your little daughter is a common whore you have to pay for every service? -she asked as she slowly rode on top of him. She took his hands and placed them under her schoolgirl skirt on her buttocks. Do you want to spank me for being a bad girl? -she teased him. She knew for a fact that Amancio wanted to do it. But she was not a submissive like Gema and even less so with Amancio. 

	Amancio took the question as a proposal and gave her a light whip. 

	-Oh, Daddy, no," Lidia protested. She put her index finger to her lips as if to silence him. No!" he repeated. I've been a good girl. You said so yourself. My little sister Vicky is the one who deserves to be spanked. She's the one you really want to spank, isn't she? 

	With his index finger silencing him, Amancio could only nod. He wouldn't have known what to answer him either. It was all wrong and he knew it. 

	-I don't want anything. What I do, I do because I like to do it," she repeated; she may have done it for herself She slightly accelerated her movements on Amancio. He was sitting in an armchair, not unlike how Gerardo used to sit to play with Gema (and/or with her, when he visited them; sometimes, Gerardo would sit Gema in a corner and play only with her, to tease Gema). Riding him, leaning forward, her clitoris rubbed against his pubis, giving him pleasure. But what gave her the most pleasure in those moments was thinking about Vicky and Gema. "No, Amancio is not Gerardo. Gema couldn't be with him. He's too simpleton and good person for her. But for Vicky he's enough." From Vicky he really had no news. The next morning she had woken up not very talkative, but at least not apathetic at all, like the night before. Vicky had avoided looking him in the face, perhaps because he had slept naked next to her in that narrow bed, or because of what had happened at Amancio's, had apologized and gone home early. "At least she doesn't seem to have freaked out. It wasn't that bad either," Lidia said to herself. The lime tea, the medicine and the sleep had been good for her. "What is clear is that she is not going to tell Manuel anything. I don't even need to remind him." That part was a relief to her. If Alan was ever to find out about her misdeeds, it had to be from her own mouth and in her own words. Two things were certain: Alan wished to pervert Vicky, for he had no desire for a conventional girlfriend, but he wished to be the protagonist himself. If it was necessary for him to know, he would somehow manage to profit from it. The break had been good for her, too. After the panic attack, she felt like continuing to corrupt her friend and in Amancio she saw the perfect tool. You should give a gift to Vicky," he suggested. 

	-Yes? -asked Amancio. He wasn't sure why Lidia had said that. 

	-Yes," she confirmed, "To apologize for making her uncomfortable. And to encourage my little sister, Daddy. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-American bar," Daniel said to himself, "it's a perfectly normal sport. It doesn't necessarily have to be an erotic act. It doesn't have to be related to doing a striptease in front of an audience, in some dingy bar... or worse. 

	With those thoughts, while waiting for Gema in the car, he checked the porn channel where Alan had posted the video. She did so only because she wanted to check if Alan had posted a new video. "If he posts a video of me, Alan will have dug his own grave with his brazenness." There was no question that she could legally attack him over there. Of course she would have to explain it to a lawyer, show him the video, even on porn channel with the other video and he would counter with the blissful contract which, although it didn't bind him, would have some value. "Along with Gema's books, he will try to prove that he only does what we really want him to do, even though he is obviously wrong. obviously!" The judge or the judge would freak out in colors, apart from the lawyer, of course. And there would always be a risk of leaks to the press. But it might not be necessary to go to trial. Maybe, just with the threat of the complaint, Alan would back down and stop humiliating them in that way. "It was better with Gerardo. At least the old man would leave me alone!" With Gerardo, it had been Lidia and Gema who had humiliated him, two sweet creatures and, above all, two splendid women. The old man, at most, had humiliated him by ignoring him. "But Alan whipped me, not with his hand, but it had been him, after all." He had no desire to go down that road. What would his wife think of him? "Or our daughter. She, though young, is very conservative. She wouldn't understand." Vicky certainly wouldn't understand, and she should never know. 

	The porn channel still showed only the original video that Alan had posted. Daniel inadvertently touched his member through his pants. It was an unconscious mechanism, but he encountered the hardness of the chastity device. 

	-And you haven't taken this off yet," he muttered. Then she corrected herself, "I haven't taken it off yet! -It was hard to admit that Alan had the key and that it was in his hands. Of course, it wasn't true. Gem had a spare key and, besides, he could escape from that prison whenever he wanted to. Why don't I do it, then? -That's a good question," he thought. I'm not taking this off for Gemma. She'd be disappointed," he answered himself to the question, but added silently, "And because I've been cumming too soon lately. I couldn't fuck her like Alan." Apparently, he hadn't even been able to fuck her like the old Gerardo, apart from giving her pleasure like he did, with his cock, with his belt, with his pictures, with his Lidia... Gema had assured him that Gerardo fucked better than he did. "He told me over and over again that I was only his plan B and not even that, only his plan C". I don't want to disappoint you, love," he murmured.  

	Oddly enough, Lidia had told him that he did it very well, even when he cum too soon. But he hadn't done it many times with her. And he had only done it because at the time she was the one in charge. "Gerardo's orders," Daniel reminded himself, not without a grin. At the time, she was in charge and she held the key to the chastity device. "And you, Gema, were totally focused on him," he justified himself. "You even went so far as to sign that!". Fortunately, Gema didn't know he'd had vaginal sex with Lidia. He certainly hadn't told her. And he didn't think Lidia did either. As for Gerardo, the lung cancer had developed at a galloping speed. "I hope Lidia didn't tell him, and I hope Gerardo didn't reflect it in his damn diaries." Because, otherwise, that meant Alan would know. So he would have to be careful with the young man and he would have to select his confrontation well, if at all. Until then, he would have to hold out at the risk of losing everything. I don't want to disappoint you," said Daniel, for the third time. 

	The comments to the video had increased in number. Most of them were along the lines of calling Gema a slut, whore or other denigrating adjectives that many tend to use with women, precisely after getting turned on by them. "This one I'd fuck her myself...", said another comment, one of many of that style. "The husband must be a useless impotent, to let her do that and for her to need that," said another. In fact, it was one of the first. "How do they know it's a married woman?" wondered Daniel. He had been wondering that since the appearance of that comment. "Fucking functional illiterates," Daniel cursed, "it says 'must be', not 'must be'." The comment that had hurt him the most, however, was recent: "That one's ugly as fuck. That's why she wears the helmet." "If you only knew!" thought Daniel vehemently. 

	-What's up, honey? -asked Gema.  

	Daniel was startled when he heard his wife's voice and then immediately heard the sound of the passenger door slamming shut. He had parked in the blue zone and to avoid having to pay the ticket, he had been on the lookout for the controller, to change the car's location as soon as he saw it, but in the end he had been distracted and had become engrossed in his thoughts. 

	-How about you, love? -Daniel answered. He hadn't done anything, he had only waited. It was she who had interesting things to tell. Did you like it? 

	-Phew! -said Gema. I'm a wreck. Tomorrow I'm going to be sore as hell. This is so hard! 

	-¿Y...? 

	-¿Y...? -Gema imitated him. She knew exactly what her husband had in mind, "No, we've been taught to undress and do obscenities with the bar, if that's what you think. It's a sport like any other. 

	"It surely is. But Alan has his reasons for choosing this sport and this gym. And I doubt it's because he's like everyone else," Daniel and Gema thought at the same time. That much seemed clear to them, that Alan didn't do anything casually. 

	-So you're no longer interested in coming to see me? -said Gema to her husband. 

	-Yes, of course! -Daniel assured her. Of course he wanted to see her with the bar, clothed or naked, athletic or erotic. 

	-Better later. When I have a better command and I'm not so clumsy," Gema deferred to him. The first class had not gone well at all. It took a lot of arm strength. "Not only in the arms, but also in the abdomen. Tomorrow I'll be sore all over!" And maybe she also needed to slim down a bit to better hold her weight on the bar. 

	Alan was going to be the first to see her, at least naked. They both knew that and it didn't take either of them to express it aloud. They looked at each other for a few seconds in silence and both had a blush rise to their faces. They could only imagine under what circumstances the young man would see her wriggling naked around a bar. It was better not to ask him and better not to talk about it. Gemma got down on her knees in the passenger seat, leaned over Daniel, took his face in her hands and kissed him. Their lips met and immediately after their tongues did. 

	-I'm horny," Gema told him, "Fuck me! -She climbed onto Daniel's seat and straddled him. At least she tried. With the steering wheel, there wasn't much room. She inadvertently pressed her back against the steering wheel and activated the horn. 

	-What are you doing? -Daniel exclaimed, shocked, but his hoarseness indicated that he had become aroused. 

	-It's your loss," Gema replied. She had expected precisely that kind of embarrassed reaction from her husband, although he hadn't done it on purpose. They were in a public place, parked on a street not too busy, but in broad daylight, and the mere fact of sitting on top of him like that in the car was inappropriate. "Especially being adults, parents of an adult daughter," Gema thought sadly. Time marched on and age spared no one, as she had witnessed during the exercise. In the old days, she would have been shocked if Daniel had tried something like that in the car with her, not in their twenties when they first met, which they had done many times in the car, albeit at night, but they had also done it once in a lake in the daytime, but later, after becoming parents. But now it was she who had lost her shame, especially after what she had done with Alan, or rather what he had done with her. She no longer had the right to be ashamed, but, above all, she didn't have the time for it. "Tempus fugit," she thought. "How much time do I still have left to be moderately hot, not suffering from menopause and having my sexual adventures to remember them as an old woman?". Gemma returned to her seat, glad to have provoked Daniel, sad that time was not passing in vain, but hopeful that this could be her last great adventure before retirement. Anyway, I forgot that you couldn't, with that," she continued to tease him, pointing her finger at his crotch, that is, at his chastity device. 

	-No," Daniel confirmed monosyllabically. He looked at his wife in wonder. He liked how assertive she was with him. He loved it when she was the one asking him for sex, even if he couldn't give it to her. It excited him on more than just a sexual level to see her take the initiative like that. He preferred her like that, grabbing him by the balls, by the cock, by the head or fucking his ass, if necessary, to hearing him say, as he did in the past, "Love me! Give me love." Why couldn't he be a sexual object, to put it in some way? Why should he, just because he was a man, be the one to initiate the contact, to be assertive, to demand...? That attitude turned him on more than seeing her naked, and she was very attractive. The least important thing was whether he could consummate the act or not, because the pleasure transcended the physical. 

	-Better," Gema assured him. It's times like these that I forget how useless your chick is. -She looked him piercingly in the eyes, partly because she wanted to appear confident, partly because she feared, as usual, that she was going too far with him. "The funny thing is, I like it when my lover treats me like that. But I find it hard to accept that Daniel really likes it that way too, and that I'm not hurting him by telling him that," she thought. But I don't have Alan here. Or any of his friends... or the man on the train," she added embarrassed, though she tried to hide it. She wasn't exactly proud of it, not that she'd let him touch her on the train, not that she'd let him fuck her in the middle of the street, and certainly not that she'd paid him for it, but she hadn't done it to be proud. She had done it because Alan had demanded it of her and because she knew that Daniel would be turned on by it. And because she knew that Alan knew that Daniel knew that such obscenity, such degradation, such a challenge would turn her on. "What a speech and what a rodeo! And all to say that you're turned on by those things. And it turns me on that you're ashamed to admit it," his little inner voice cut in. So, you could be my plan C for tonight," Gema teased Daniel. But you'd have to take that off, of course. Because what's for sure is that I'm not going to take it off. Alan wouldn't want me to. Now, if you're a bad boy and you take it off.... 

	"We'd make love, finally! I'd cum early because I couldn't hold it in after wearing this for so long and after knowing you've just come from working out on a strip bar... and you'd end up telling Alan so he'd punish me!", Daniel concluded, but he didn't share it with Gemma. It was going to be a short-lived but intense pleasure, in exchange for being subsequently humiliated by his wife's very young lover, barely more than a child. Daniel was tempted. 

	-I..." he started to say, but stopped because they had both started talking at the same time. 

	-I'd... have to tell Alan later, of course," Gema warned him, seeing that Daniel hesitated and thought about it. "Come on, I know you're really turned on by this!" said Gema to herself expectantly. She was convinced that, in reality, at least deep down, Daniel was turned on by his lover punishing him, from a distance and through her. She had seen how Daniel had reacted to his first and so far only such punishment. She had humbled herself before him, had treated him as you, had called her lover Sir and had accepted each of the whippings he had administered. She had trembled with excitement at them. "Come on, what more do you need to rip that thing off? You'd have sex with me, your rebelliousness to prove you're a man and the humiliation afterwards that I know turns you on. That Alan is so young is a plus in this regard." 

	Daniel felt his cheeks burning. "I want to have sex with you again, Gema, vaginal sex, but if I tell you that, now you'll think I'm doing it because I want your lover... Fuck! I can't tell her that! If I do, he'll think that..." 

	-Okay, then no! -Gema exclaimed angrily, at her husband's speechlessness. "It's unheard of that he doesn't want to have sex with me! I wonder if all that butt-fucking is having adverse effects on him."  

	At Alan's direction, they were having anal sex almost every day. It wasn't necessarily long sessions every time. That would have been too tiring; after all, there is life beyond sex. Besides, anal sex was not as pleasurable as vaginal sex, neither for Daniel nor for Gemma. But Alan had commissioned her to penetrate her husband every night and she was mostly complying. Of course, so much friction in that delicate and unaccustomed area made Daniel complain, so Gema let him have a few days off, even if that meant not complying to the letter with what Alan had tasked her to do. "But Daniel always complains when I make him do something to show his submission. He has me clueless. I don't know if he rebels because he really doesn't want to do it or if he objects so as not to appear that deep down he likes it and actually wants to do it."  

	Gemma's little inner voice intruded once again, "Well, the moans are wonderful." Of course, it is often not easy to distinguish moans of pleasure from moans of pain, physical or psychological. "I don't mean her moans, I mean yours," Gemma's little inner voice continued to comment. The dildo attached to the harness managed to press on her clitoris when Gema pushed forward, but it wasn't the same as rubbing it with her hand (face down, while Daniel penetrated her from behind, in what was one of Gema's favorite positions with her husband) nor feeling Daniel's pubis pressing against it (face up, in the typical missionary position Daniel preferred). Gema's moans could not, therefore, be due to physical pleasure, at least not entirely. Or were they moans?  

	It gave Gema psychological pleasure while at the same time making her worry that she was doing her husband irreparable mental damage. "It turns me on to do it. It turns me on when Alan orders me to do it," she admitted. "But, at the same time, I'm afraid Daniel will do it only out of submission, not because he wants to." Again, her little inner voice stepped in to offer her own point of view: "You're afraid he really wants it." But it seemed to Gemma that her little voice was either erring or that she had not expressed herself correctly, "I'm afraid he'll end up liking me too much?" Another part of her subconscious raised its voice and indicated, "You're afraid you'll like seeing Daniel like that too much. That's why you're so hot that Alan told you to do it, because then you can hide behind the fact that it's not your doing. 

	Daniel was opposed to anal sex sessions, but he did it with his little mouth. He could take off his chastity device - with or without a key - and take his wife as husband and wife usually do. Even, if he forced her, if he forced her to have sex with him against Alan's wishes, Gemma would have let him. She would protest with her little mouth, as Daniel did, but she would allow, without too much resistance, for him to lay her on her back, spread her legs and penetrate her until he cummed inside her. "I'd even be proud of him if he did that," Gemma mused. Partly, she missed her husband. Partly, she wanted him like this, exactly like this, for cheating on her about Silvestre and Silvestre (and Nuria). Partly she deserved that punishment for having awakened those submissive desires in her. "I was very happy and had a quiet life before Daniel started with his hotwife stuff," Gema thought. "Quiet, comfortable and boring. You were withering away," her little inner voice added. And, in part, she wanted it that way, submissive towards her and towards her young Master because only in that way was she guaranteed to be able to deepen her own surrender towards her Master to go as far as He wanted her to go. "And at the same time that I want it, that's what scares and annoys me, that Daniel becomes so submissive that he doesn't protect me from myself," Gema admitted. There were too many contradictions. She longed for the one, but also wanted the other. She feared it and she wanted it. "But what you know is that, in that image of you, kneeling at your Master's feet, be it Alan or another man, there is no room for a dominant husband. Daniel only fits if he is submissive, very submissive." 

	They had been in the car for some time, on their way home, each lost in thought, when Gema broke the silence. She was almost always the one who broke it. 

	-I haven't told you yet that there is a professional dancer at the gym," Gemma said to Daniel. She stared at him to see his reaction. Fortunately, he was driving. An exotic dancer, I mean. A professional stripper," she added to make it clear to Daniel. It wasn't true, but Alan had instructed him to tell him. The young master hadn't explained why, but Gemma had an idea of his motives and she didn't dislike them. "He wants Daniel to think about sex, every time I go to the gym. He doesn't want me to think it's just physical exercise," she told herself, but her little inner voice corrected her, "He wants Daniel to keep in mind that he's preparing you to perform in a nightclub." And her subconscious thought, "He wants YOU to think he's getting you ready for a whorehouse." Then, after processing that thought, her subconscious concluded, "It's true that there is a professional stripper at the gym. It's you. It's going to be you." 

	Whose mind was Alan playing with? Whose mind was he really fucking, Daniel's, Gemma's or both of theirs? 

	-She's young, I presume? -That was all Daniel said, after absorbing his wife's words. 

	"He's young, I suppose!" cried Gemma to herself. "Damn bastard! You have a husband for this!" she was indignant. "He's calling me old and I have a very young lover. But don't worry, you'll pay for it. Tonight at the latest." 

	-Of course," Gema replied. I didn't ask her age. We barely had time to talk in the locker room because I didn't want to keep you waiting. But I reckon she's around my age. 

	-And her tits, what are they like? Perky? -Daniel suppressed a smile. Gema had answered calmly, but Daniel had understood the underlying acidity. 

	"Opened!" he says," Gema continued indignantly. "Just like mine. Well, how nice they are! For others to enjoy, while you're caged." Actually, being caged didn't stop Daniel from enjoying her breasts. Besides, he liked it when he did. Thus he was mindful that she had had them put on by another man, paid for and chosen at her lover's pleasure, as it should be in consensual cuckolded relationships. Daniel, out of pride, had never gone so far as to admit that he liked what Gerard had chosen. When she asked him directly, her husband would dodge the question or merely reply that they were whore tits or bimbo tits. That last term, the first time Gema had had to look up what it meant. Maybe Daniel didn't have the strict dictionary definition in mind and was thinking of something else. ""A young woman, sexually attractive, but not very intelligent." I like two-thirds of that," Gemma thought, remembering the Oxford dictionary definition, obviating that, in reality, only one-third of that was true, in her case. The thing about Daniel was that she was increasingly focusing on the negative things he said. "I'm not unintelligent," he reaffirmed. "I did what I did with Gerardo because I wanted to. I learned a lot from him, I prospered with him financially, professionally and as a person. And I advanced leagues sexually. And with Alan I plan to do the same. I'm not stupid because of that, quite the contrary. I'm married and I love you, Daniel, but it's my body and my life, and time is running out. How dare you think I'm unintelligent for that? I wouldn't have been with Gerardo if he hadn't stimulated me intellectually and I wouldn't be with his nephew if he were a moron. And I wouldn't be with you if I thought you were unintelligent." Given the choice between bimbo and whore, Gema undoubtedly preferred the noun whore. "Woman of promiscuous behavior and provocatively provocative clothing," Gema recalled the definition of the Real Academia Española. The latter was not entirely true; she did not dress so provocatively, except on special occasions, when her lover demanded it. "Although, neither is the former entirely true; I have never had more than one lover at any one time, with the exception of the brief time when I belonged to Silvestre and Luis Alberto at the same time." Gema did not consider that with Gerardo and Lidia she had had two lovers at the same time, perhaps because it was a woman and because she did not consider herself bisexual, or because, despite the feelings she had developed for the young woman, she had always belonged to the old man. "It's another thing if my lover decides to share me on an ad hoc basis with other men. But that doesn't make me promiscuous. I'm not a real hot wife with a multitude of lovers." Interestingly, it no longer seemed to Gemma that she was promiscuous because she had a husband and a lover; that circumstance had become normal to her. That may be why, to escape normality, while she could, she sought the next level, a master rather than a lover. The two words are similar and the implications partially overlap, but what Alan intended to do with her was very different from what Sylvester had had in mind. "Yes, Sylvester," he thought bitterly and spitefully. "It was you, Daniel - didn't you want soup? Then have three ladles!" 

	Gema stuck out her chest and responded to her husband: 

	-I don't know, do you want me to take a better look at the wardrobe next time to describe them to you, love? Or would you prefer to see them yourself and come to a conclusion? Maybe touch them? I understand you're quite an expert on the subject... thanks to Gerardo," she reminded him teasingly. She looked at him sternly. 

	Daniel felt the hardness in her gaze and did not answer. It was a trick question. Whatever he answered, Gema would find a way to be angry with him. "If I tell her yes, she's going to think I'm interested in other women and as jealous as she is, that's a mortal sin. And if I tell her not to look she'll conclude that it's because I'm not interested in operated tits, like hers." The situation was serving him right for provoking her. He hadn't exactly shown a submissive attitude with her. "It happens to me all the time. My ex-boss, too, I kept busting his balls when I didn't agree with something. And, in the end, I got fired. But that's just the way I am." He hadn't been fired for that, as there had been massive layoffs in the company, but perhaps, if he hadn't been a ball-buster, he would have been lower on the list.  

	-I'm sorry," Daniel apologized. He said it quietly, perhaps too quietly. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I don't know what happened to me the other day," Vicky said to herself. She was shocked by her behavior and regretful of what she had done. She still hadn't digested it. She looked at herself in the mirror, trying to check if she was still her. The old man... Lidia... how grotesque! -Oh! I'm sorry," she assured her reflected image, "I didn't mean it was grotesque because... they're... years old. Or because of the age difference, if they love each other! Oh! I don't recognize myself. That's not me. -She put her hands in front of her face to cry, but she couldn't get any tears to come. 

	How could she explain it to Alan? And if she didn't explain it to him, who could she share it with to get it off her chest? Not with Lidia. She had gotten her into this mess. Besides, she didn't want to hurt his feelings, if she let the word grotesque slip out again in relation to her boy. 

	-Alan is handsome, very handsome, but if he wasn't, I wouldn't want to be told by my best friend that he isn't either," she said to her reflection. 

	Still, it was undeniable that Amancio and Lidia had a strange relationship. "Could it be Lidia's thing?" she wondered. She knew that her friend was well capable of extravagant ideas on her own. In fact, it was already extravagant in itself for her to get together with an older gentleman. "And here, I am, prejudging again," she lamented her thought. In high school she had been taught to be tolerant of fat people, of gays... and yet she couldn't stop thinking about the age difference that separated her friend from her boyfriend. 

	He could not tell his mother and ease his worries with her. His mother would not understand and would be furious. She was always angry with her. Nothing she did seemed to satisfy her. She continually prejudged and judged her. Her mother always acted as if she had never broken a dish. Of course, she had been raised in a boarding school for nuns! And maybe she had never broken it. But then she'd been a hypocrite, putting on those tits. What had she had the surgery for? They had always clashed, but when she had needed it most, her mother had been absent. When her boyfriend had pressured her to have sex with her-so much so that in the end she had given in and offered him anal sex to preserve her virginity-her mother had decided to give priority to her new job and had devoted herself body and soul to it. She had even radically changed her clothes. She had been absent from home nights, weekends and weeks at a time. Not content with that, she had even signed up to do a master's degree and learn English. He had never been available to her. He hadn't even been available to her father. 

	-Daddy..." she said to the mirror and a shiver ran through her body. "It's not me," she thought and forced herself to look at herself again. She had put on her schoolgirl costume. It wasn't her. Daddy," she repeated, forcing herself to say it and look at herself as she said it. She didn't mean her father. "Of course not!" She pushed the thought from her mind and forced herself to say it again, "Daddy. -With her father she might be able to talk it over. He had always been more understanding and tolerant of her. But obviously he wasn't going to. His hand slid down, then up, under her skirt that time, and finally down again, inside her panties. Daddy," she said, once more. With her other hand she touched her breast on the outside of her shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were small and she didn't really need one. The thin fabric did not lessen the chafing, but accentuated it. 

	"What have you done to me, Lidia?" she wondered in embarrassment. The experience had caused her insomnia and nightmares when she managed to fall asleep. She had lost her appetite, thinking about how bad what she had done was, and she had lost a couple of kilos, which, in her case, was a lot. She had tried to avoid thinking about that night, first with Amancio and Lidia in the bedroom and then with Lidia in the narrow bed, both naked. She had pretended to sleep and had avoided moving, but she had felt their naked skin clinging to her own. And she hadn't been able to keep the images of what had happened at Amancio's house from replaying in her mind, though she had tried. "What have you done to me, "daddy"?" she asked herself. He was not referring to Amancio, nor was he referring to his father, but to the obscenity he had experienced. Unable to process it, she had finally torn herself away to have a self-therapy session in front of the mirror. She needed to understand what had been done to her. 

	-Pa... -He was less than a syllable short of finishing the word. "Shit!" The blissful word and not only that. "Oh, no! I can't get caught here, not like this!" Vicky ran out of her parents' dressing room, where the long mirror hung, and took refuge in her room. How had they returned so soon? How long had it been? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-How has my dog been doing? -Alan asked. 

	-Well, Master," Gema answered him. She had called him as soon as she got home. She hadn't even showered yet. But it's very hard. I'm exhausted. -Then she told him all the exercises she had done.  

	Alan listened to her carefully, interrupting her story several times to ask about some details. 

	-Did you feel excited? -he asked, after he had finished listening to her story. That was what interested him most, how she had felt, more than the specific physical exercises she had performed. 

	-Yes, Master," admitted the faithful and devoted wife. She was faithful to Daniel in her heart, and she intended to be devoted to Alan, body and soul, if he continued to deserve it as he had deserved it up to that point. "It's not like I have a choice," she reminded herself. A little. -It was true. She'd been excited about it the whole time since Alan had ordered her to join that gym specializing in the stripper pole because her fantasy had flown and she'd imagined things that had little to do with reality. Then, as she entered, her heart had pounded, as if she were about to do something forbidden. The receptionist had shown her the room where they practiced with the bars and it had been just as she had seen it on the Internet on their website. It was a fairly large room, with a mirror-lined wall on one side, a parquet floor and multiple chrome bars that went all the way to the ceiling. She had bitten her lip as she imagined herself twirling around one of those bars, sexy, sensual, emanating eroticism. Excited and somewhat distressed, as if she were signing up for something else, she had filled out the sign-up form back at the front desk. Soon after, she had participated in her first class. It was no coincidence that it had started soon after: she had checked the schedule on the gym's website and organized the times to sign up and be able to participate almost instantly. 

	-Describe it. What turned you on? -Alan encouraged her to keep talking. The more he knew how it worked and what made her panties wet, the faster and farther he could get with her. "Especially farther. I want it all with her," Alan reminded himself to curb his momentum. His baser desires were urging him to speed up, but that was putting his long-term goals at risk. 

	-See the bars," Gema replied. She was determined to be as honest as possible with him to make their special relationship work. If he lied to her or kept things from her, it would never get her where she wanted to go. It was another thing if she was going to proactively tell him everything. "No, Master. You'll have to ask, probe, find out, and discover. In that, I plan to be a little bit like my husband. Although I won't make it as difficult for you as he did for me," thought Gema. 

	-And why? What did you imagine? -Alan asked patiently. I was recording the videoconference. It wasn't a testimony I was going to publish. No one would be interested in mere words without action. "Or would they?" he wondered. "Surely Jaume would be interested. He could probably make a good edited video even of this." What he intended was to make a record of his exploits. It would be a valuable testimony of how he had accomplished it all. His uncle had written it down on paper, in his diary, but he belonged to another generation. 

	-I don't know," Gema answered, pretending to be stubborn. She felt it would be too honest if she told him. 

	-I think you do," Alan told her. It seemed like he was the adult and she was the child. Come on, tell me. 

	Gema snorted nervously. She was embarrassed and excited. "I mustn't tell him or he'll make it real. And then I'll really die of embarrassment," she admitted. 

	-Did you imagine yourself dancing on the bar? -asked Alan at Gema's hesitation. It was the obvious. He really wanted to hear it from her mouth. Naked? -he continued to guess, in view of the fact that Gema had merely nodded. "You want to play, eh, shame on you? Then let's play. I intend to have my way with you anyway." "Alone? -she asked knowingly. He smiled when he saw that Gemma first nodded, but then rectified it by shaking her head. In front of an audience, then. -He wasn't surprised to see Gema's head twitch slightly, nodding cautiously. Did you imagine yourself dancing naked on the bar in front of an audience of men, maybe women too? -Alan was pleased to see Gema blush. "How it turns me on that you're embarrassed! You and Vicky have a lot in common. And soon you'll have more in common than you realize at the moment. Was it in a sober room, like the one in the gym? Was it perhaps your final dance, an exam for your exotic dancer's title? -he groped her. "From professional and certified entertainer, entertainer on stage... and backstage. With your teachers, with an attentive eye for every detail? 

	-No," Gemma exhaled as monosyllabically as Daniel. 

	-So... With elegantly dressed guests at the graduation ceremony of the students, sitting in that same gymnasium hall on wooden folding chairs, some watching with interest, others looking bored, waiting for their friend's... or relative's turn? With your parents looking forward to their little girl's prowess? 

	-No!" exclaimed Gema emphatically. 

	-No daddies, then," Alan agreed. He was having fun. He had provoked her and she had reacted. But you say: No, Master, or have you forgotten already? Have you forgotten that you can make just that come true? I can set up such a ceremony and I can invite your parents to it. Would you want that? I think you would. You want them to be proud of you. 

	-No!" Gema shook herself. Then she remembered and begged, "No, Master, please, Master. 

	-That's fine," Alan agreed. Parents were always a nuisance. They would try to protect her by all means, even from herself. "People are the way they are. Sometimes they come out to their parents or how their parents want them to be. Others, no. I've come out to...". Daniel and Gema, too, would try to protect Vicky, from him and from herself. But she hoped that by the time they found out she would have them well tamed. That, obviously, she couldn't do with Gema's parents. "I wonder what your mother looks like, Gema. Does she look like you? I'd like to see a picture of her. And I'd like to 'meet' her, eventually." He hadn't thought of it beforehand, but it had just occurred to him. "Getting that would indeed be a truly insurmountable feat: grandmother, mother and little daughter. Grandson and lover, son-in-law and master, and husband." No daddies, then. We'll just invite Daniel and your daughter. 

	-No!" exclaimed Gemma vehemently. No, Master. Not that. 

	-What is your name? 

	-Who? -Gemma had understood perfectly well, but she played dumb. She didn't want to talk about her, not with Alan and even less in that context. 

	-Your daughter, Gema. -Alan clarified patiently. He realized that Gemma had forgotten to call him master, but decided to let it go, just this once. What's your daughter's name? -he insisted. 

	-Vicky," whispered Gema in anguish. 

	-What? I didn't hear you," Alan lied. 

	-Vicky," repeated Gema, a little louder. 

	-Vicky from Victoria? -Victory will be mine," Alan thought. It would be with the capital 'V' and with the lowercase 'V', both of them. Nice name. She inherited the name from you," he commented, alluding to Gemma's middle name, but, in reality, he meant that she had inherited other things from her. Victoria, what? 

	Gemma looked at him in confusion.  

	-Victoria Llamazares Avril," he answered when he understood. 

	-No, Gemma. I already know your last names," Alan lectured her. He was purposely prolonging the conversation about Vicky. "Seeds in the subconscious," he said to himself, remembering what he had learned from Lidia. "They'll sprout someday and bear fruit. Haven't you forgotten something? 

	Gemma looked at him again in confusion, this time more than before. 

	-Victoria, Master," he said at last, when it dawned on him. I'm sorry, Master. 

	-All right, Gema. Let's drop this subject. Imagine if she was at that ceremony and decided that she wanted those classes too," Alan shook his head as if the idea was horrible, pretending to empathize with her. -Alan shook his head as if that idea was horrible to him, pretending to empathize with her. Let's drop it. But first, say her full name again. And don't forget to call me master. By the way, I like Vicky better. Go ahead, say it. What's your daughter's name? 

	-My daughter's name is Vicky, Master," Gema answered with the whole sentence to avoid being made to repeat it by any omission. She felt a pang as she heard herself pronounce the two words, Vicky and Master, side by side, one after the other, as if she were betraying her daughter and serving her on a platter to her Master. 

	-Okay. So, it's not a graduation ceremony that you imagined. How would I know? -Is there, perhaps, colored lights? Flashes? Artificial smoke? -Alan guessed as Gemma nodded to each of his questions. "Maybe you didn't imagine it that way, but you're so relieved to get off the subject of your daughter that you'd accept anything else." Alan smiled. "Well, now that I think about it, I'm almost more excited about the graduation ceremony, with your daddies and your little girl as guests. And Daniel, of course. But Daniel with company." Her smile widened as she imagined the scene. "Why not, it doesn't have to be one or the other; both scenarios are perfectly combinable."-Are there hungry men staring at you, devouring you with their eyes? -Alan was no longer sure if he was guessing at Gema's fantasy or if he was leading her on, but in view of her reaction, that was of little consequence. And you know that some of them might devour you with their hands and mouths when you finish your performance, don't you, Gema? You will have to attend to your fans, won't you, won't you, Gema? -Alan insisted to get her to respond with words, instead of just nodding. 

	-Yes, Master. That's what I saw when I saw the bars. That's what I felt," he confessed. 

	-You felt your excitement, dancing lasciviously for such a select audience. 

	-Yes, Master," admitted Gema. He nodded. 

	-You felt their stares. 

	-Yes, Master," Gema confirmed. Talking about her daughter had cooled her down, but now she was as excited as she had been at the beginning. 

	-You felt attractive. 

	-Yes! 

	-You felt desired. 

	-Yes, Master! 

	-You felt his hands on your skin. 

	-Yes," groaned Gema. 

	-You felt how they put the bills in your garter belt to continue touching you. You felt dirty. 

	-Yes, very dirty, Master. Very dirty," she whispered back. That was what turned him on, to do things that would not be easy for him to do, and for which he would have to overcome himself, and things that would scandalize Daniel and yet still, deep down, turn him on. 

	-And you imagined that you would give me half of that money because you belong to me and that you would give Daniel a testimonial part because he is your husband and so that he would be aware of what you do. 

	-Yes, Master. All for you, except a small part of Daniel," Gema confirmed, excited. 

	-No, bitch. You deserve your share, even if you are my property. You deserve to feel like you're getting paid, that you're earning it. You deserve to feel dirty for it. 

	-Yes, like a paying whore, Master," Gema confirmed. She was touching her clitoris through her tights, but she hadn't noticed. 

	"I'll be damned if I didn't hit the jackpot and if Jaume isn't able to do something decent with this video!" said Alan to himself, who watched in rapt attention as Gema masturbated to his suggestions. 

	-And what were those men who looked at you and touched you like? Were they handsome? Were they ugly? -Alan asked, looking for another clue that would allow him to understand her even better. 

	-A little bit of everything," Gema answered. 

	-Ugly, then," Alan remarked. "That's why my old uncle. He was attractive as a young man, but not as an old man. That's why the client in Barcelona. What was his name? Dídac, yes. And that's why you kept mentioning my uncle's partner, Tiburcio, who has a name as ugly as his face and ass." 

	-Yes, Master. Those who look at me and touch me are ugly," Gema confessed. 

	-And why, bitch? Why aren't they attractive? I can provide it for you. 

	-Because for attractiveness I already have you, Master," explained Gemma. That was partly true. With attractive men she wouldn't feel so dirty, nor would she have the feeling of having overcome a challenge and made progress, nor would Daniel be shocked in the same way. "Do you see who I have to allow myself to be groped by? Because of you, Daniel! It's all your fault!" For attractive he'd already had Sylvester. For physically attractive he already had Alan. "But inside you're cold and ruthless. You're ugly. And Daniel knows it." 

	-I understand you, my little bitch," Alan assured her, but he was imagining the fantasy with some slight modification. And now, you say it, my little bitch.  

	Gema nervously bit her lip and chewed it as if it were chewing gum. 

	"What a delight to see him so embarrassed to talk about it! If he didn't blush, it would cease to be interesting. That's why I like it," Alan acknowledged. "It's going to be hard to always keep him embarrassed. Habit numbs. That, it seems to me, is the real challenge." 

	-Say it so I can hear it come out of your mouth," he encouraged her. I longed to hear the embarrassment in her voice, I longed to watch the blush on her cheeks, I wanted to see her look away because of the humiliation. "She will feel all that and in spite of herself she will say it, for I am truly her master. The stupid contract has little to do with it." 

	Gema had to swallow saliva several times before she began to speak, and when she did, she felt like she was choking: 

	-When I saw the bars I imagined myself... on a stage... in a night club... a strip club... I imagined the fuchsia neon lights and the blue and red spotlights... I imagined a fog partially hiding me, an artificial fog, like in discotheques, or maybe the tobacco smoke -Gema described, remembering the smoke of Gerardo's cigars. In his living room she had danced sensually for him and had shared a cigar and whiskey with him, even though she didn't really like tobacco or alcohol, much less high proof. I imagined men looking at me... some leering, others laughing at me for how silly I am and how easily they would take advantage of me... rude men, misogynistic men, sex-hungry men... men with just enough wallet to make me continue dancing.... 

	-Or to take you to a private dance later to the private rooms," Alan interrupted her. 

	-Yes, Master," Gema confirmed. I would be paid and with my share I would buy something nice for you. And Daniel, with his small share, would buy me the condoms to use with you," Gema assured him. The fantasy had made her horny. She hadn't imagined all that when she'd seen the bars in the gym, but it had turned her on to work out the whole scene with Alan. Another man would have used video conferencing to get her to strip for him and show him her parts, but Alan wasn't another man. "I'm not stupid bimbo. I chose Alan because he knows how to turn me on with his mind. It's not carnal sex, fleshy sex. It's mental," Gemma said to herself, reaffirming the good choice she had made regarding her new lover (and forgetting that she hadn't really had a choice. Or had she? Or did she really think she had?). "If I behave like a stupid bimbo, if I want those men to see me like that, it's because I want to, not because I am." 

	"Condoms?" wondered Alan. "We won't be using them for a long time. But it's true you'll need them with others." 

	-No woman would be with them, except because they pay," Gema continued. But I would do my best with them, because that's what I always do, and because I want you to be proud of me, Master. 

	-And I am, baby," Alan said. It never ceased to fascinate her that he, a full-fledged peewee, would call a mature woman little. "She could be my mother. It's a pity she isn't." "And more than I will be," he assured her. 

	"And I imagine your parents in your devoted audience," Alan fantasized. "They don't know anything, but they meet their little girl on stage and, for the first time, discover who you really are. Because of the flashbulbs and smoke, you don't see them until well into your obscene performance. And then, when you do, you're shocked for a few moments. There couldn't be a better slap in the face... of all the slaps I'm going to give you.  

	"You look at me, alert at first, incredulous later. Indignation grows in you because you know I have betrayed you. But your devotion to me wins the day, because you know that you belong to me. And without me having to make any gesture, you continue your erotic dance to keep exciting those rough, ugly and hungry men, who keep whistling, clapping, laughing and throwing five-euro bills at you. You feel more ashamed than ever, because you know that you have just undressed in front of mom and dad, not only physically, but figuratively as well. And despite your humiliation, or perhaps precisely because of it, you continue to wriggle in front of the men. The semi-artistic pole dancing really doesn't matter and you know it!  

	"And then, through the smoke, in the other corner, you see your husband. He looks at you, but he's not alone. He's in company. Ashamed... Yes, he is ashamed too, more than you, you'll see!.... Embarrassed, he's holding someone else's hand. And that person turns his face with the other hand and kisses him on the mouth. What do you feel when you see Daniel like that? I would tell you how I feel, but I'll leave that for another time. 

	"Finally, in the second row, you spot sweet Vicky, my sweet Victoria. You stand up and stumble. It's another slap in the face, perhaps the fattest. "Yes, my dear. That's what your mom is really like. I told you, but you didn't believe me. Take a good look at her." You stand up and stumble. You know that will bring consequences later. You don't know what you fear more, your daughter's scorn or that it will cause her to end up on stage. And then it hits you. You see me, hugging our sweet Victoria from behind. Yes, you belong to me, but I love her."  

	-Alan? -asked Gemma in alarm. Either the image had frozen or something had happened to her Master and he had become enraptured. 

	-Yes, bitch," Alan replied, shaking his head, trying to get out of his own fantasy that had trapped him. It was a fantasy, not a plan. He didn't know if it would happen that way. There were still too many unknowns. What he did know was that he wanted something like this. He wanted to humiliate Gemma to inconceivable extremes and still have her eat out of his hand. Yes, bitch," he said again. He didn't hate her, far from it. It was just that this demonstration of power made him very horny. And Vicky, sweet Vicky, he could imagine loving her. Maybe he didn't yet, for love is a very potent word that should not be uttered in vain, but he did love her. "Daniel I will humiliate too. I just need a little more time, not for him, but for me. I'm not... I'm into men. I'm into women. And I'm into power." And now, tell me you want that. Now, don't describe it as a hypothetical fantasy, but as the firm desire that it is! 

	"No! I can't tell you that. I mustn't! A fantasy is a fantasy. You can talk about it, even if it costs me. But a wish..." 

	-Do it, doggy, and I'll be proud of you. Besides, I have good news to tell you. 

	-Master, please..." gasped Gema. 

	-Do it. I want to hear you say it. Or would you rather I call Daniel and you tell me in front of him? 

	-No!" exclaimed Gema. She wanted to involve her husband, but not in that way, not by talking about her fantasies. She sensed that she would be more embarrassed to tell her fantasies to Daniel, and even more so with Alan as an inquisitor, who would always delve even deeper, than to actually get to make them come true in front of him. "I hope Alan doesn't realize that," she said to herself and hurried to answer him, just as he wished-: I wish you to train me to be a good stripper and I want you to take me to a nightclub to earn money for you, Master. I wish to be treated like a piece of meat by people I don't know, to be looked at and touched, if they pay. I wish to dance on stage before everyone's eyes and be the best for you, Master. -Gemma felt that she was getting very horny hearing herself uttering those words. It wasn't the same thinking it as saying it. "And it won't be the same doing it. I only hope that, when the time comes, if it comes, and I don't know if I really want it to come, it will be as exciting to do it as to hear me say it, because then it will be easy for me." She was touching herself again above her tights and felt the orgasm was near. She hadn't asked permission to touch herself, let alone cum... "Oh, God! I never imagined that calling you 'Master' and addressing you as you would make me this horny." 

	"-I know I'm not the youngest or the prettiest or the most skilled. But I will be the hardest working. I will give the clients what they pay for and then some, because that something more is the difference between good and excellent and I always strive for excellence in everything, Master. I want you to be proud of me, Master, and I assure you that you will be. I will work hard in the gym to get in shape. And I will give my best on stage, if you think me worthy to perform, or in the reserved rooms. I want my clients to be ugly because you are already handsome, Master, and because that way I will have more merit and you will value me more. -The thing about the passenger on the train and his subsequent grotesque pig mask had shocked her. She had even had nightmares about it, after watching the video. But they had been strange nightmares and she had woken up with her body drenched in sweat and her pussy wet. She knew it must have turned Alan on too, otherwise why would she have thought of it? Gemma wanted to please him because she wanted Alan to pick up the baton that her unhappy uncle had had to let go. Gerard had died prematurely and left her an orphan, halfway there. She could not go back and forget what she had discovered about herself, nor could she move forward alone. She wanted to move forward with Daniel, but not submit to him, but submit with him. "Master, master, master... And I was afraid to call Gerardo that, and instead I stayed "boss"! And now I find it so easy and addictive," Gema marveled. 

	"And I want Daniel to be there when I dance... when I crawl to pick up the money from the stage... when I sit on the knees of those ugly customers and put my arms around their necks and look at them, smile at them and thank them to get them to take me to the private rooms... when I let them put bills in my garter belt or in my panties (if I'm wearing them at the time, off stage) so they can rub me there and then... and when, after convincing some of them, they can rub me there and then. when I let them put bills in my garter belt or in my panties (if I'm wearing them at the time, off stage) so they can grope me a bit right there... and when, after convincing one of them, I finally take him by the hand to the private rooms to dance privately for him... - "It's your fault, Daniel," Gema accused him, once again. She needed to shield herself from him, even if it meant being unfair to him. "Not unfair at all!" a little voice inside reminded her. "It's his fault! Didn't he put on the "Showgirls" movie for you to watch together? Didn't he urge Silvestre to take you to that so-called erotic disco, which is really a whorehouse? Didn't he suggest that you do a strip-dance for the customers in the front room? Wasn't it him who suggested to Silvestre that you set up the poker game and that you "cater" to his friends? But, above all, the most important thing: didn't he confess to you that on one of his trips to the U.S. in Las Vegas, to be precise, he had gone "out of curiosity" to a strip club and had taken a stripper to the private rooms? Didn't that slut rub herself on our husband's body to the sound of the music? Didn't you want a stripper? Then take three dippers, three, not two!" 

	"-I want him to see me, helpless, and admire and adore me, even in that situation. 

	-I will, Gema. You can count on me," Alan assured her. Daniel will see you do all that and more, helpless, and he'll realize how much he loves you. -And you'll see him do other things," she thought, "I wonder if in your case you'll feel powerless or, on the contrary, powerful. I guess we'll find out."-Do you want anything else? 

	-Yes, come on! -exclaimed Gema, who couldn't hold back any longer. 

	-And how are you going to ask for it, little bitch? -Alan said deliberately slowly. 

	-Please! Master," gasped Gema, "Can this little bitch cum? 

	-I don't know. -Alan scoffed, "And this little bitch, who is she? I only know one little bitch, my little bitch. -Alan was amused to see the desperation in his slave's eyes. "How much I would love to say no to you and have you always like this, on the verge of orgasm, on the edge of the precipice. But you've deserved it and rewards are necessary." 

	--Please, Master," Gema begged again, "Will you give your little dog permission, Master, to cum? 

	-Mmm," said Alan, stretching the rope. He was about to mention Vicky, but restrained himself. One false step prematurely could ruin everything. He had already ascertained that his little dog was not yet ready to think about her puppy at times like that. "But it will come. One way or another, that time will come. Patience," she said to herself. You've been good. You forgot to ask my permission to touch you, though. I'll think of a suitable punishment for that. For now, you have permission to cum, little bitch. But bark while you do it," she thought to add quickly. 

	-Wow!" confirmed Gemma, more concerned about the climax than the humiliation and sense of ridicule. Wow, wow! 

	"I'll be damned if this can't be edited and somehow uploaded to the channel!" said Alan to himself in fascination. Watching his slave obey like that and bark like that, interspersing moans with barks as she cummed, made him almost cum himself. 

	-How about Daniel? -asked Alan, after allowing Gemma to recover and after cooling down a bit himself. "I mustn't forget to tie up that line," he warned himself. It was easy to forget everything else, seeing this woman like this. Did you tell her about the stripper at the gym? 

	-Yes, Master," Gema confirmed. She wiped the sweat from her forehead with her hand. 

	-¿Y? 

	-He asked about her age and her tits," Gema admitted with annoyance. 

	Alan laughed. Then, he told him: 

	-What a bastard! Don't worry about your age, Gema. I wouldn't want you any other way. Apply yourself at the gym," he warned her, not because he thought she needed it, but so that her ego wouldn't get too big. She was a very attractive mature woman, but she didn't need to believe it. It worked in his favor that he had doubts about her attractiveness to a young guy like him. "Although you don't want him to have too many doubts either, or he might think this whole thing is pointless," he cautioned himself. As for the tits, I would have made them bigger and with the nipples more up, still. She said it anyway to keep her self-esteem from getting too high, but she really meant it. They were very well done, so much so, that you could tell they weren't natural. "But that's what it's all about, why put tits on her, other than to let everyone know they're not hers and that she's put them on because she's a slut?" In that little finishing touch her uncle, at least, had gotten it right, or rather the surgeon. "I have to talk to that surgeon. It's all right to talk. I'd like to know if you can get fatter boobs and what shapes you can make." But let's respect my uncle," she assured him, "Do you still give him a tit-fuck every night? 

	-Yes, more or less. Almost all of them," Gema confirmed. 

	-And he still hasn't taken off his chastity device? You haven't even taken it off, have you? -he added with a touch of suspicion. 

	-No, Master! I mean, yes, Master! Sorry... 

	Alan interrupted her with a wave of his hand, dismissing her unfortunate expressions. He had understood her. 

	-But he came by himself at night," Gema told him. He didn't tell me, but I saw it on the panties he threw in the wash. 

	-You still make her wear panties. Good, good," agreed Alan. The nighttime cumming is a bit unfortunate, but I'm afraid it's unavoidable. Still, it's not a bad sign. What worries me is that his libido will drop too low afterwards. Does he treat you less affectionately afterwards? Even a little argumentative? 

	-I think... yes. 

	-Mmm. You are my property and I cannot tolerate that. But it's unavoidable, to some extent, I'm afraid. From what you mentioned, do you do the laundry? That's for him to do, Gema. You have to educate him better. 

	-Yes, Master," agreed Gema. In spite of everything, she continued to take care of the bulk of the household chores. She did it out of habit and because she was more efficient than Daniel at it. And because Daniel, when he did get things done, didn't end up doing it to her liking. "He once ruined delicate clothes for me in the washing machine because he put them on too high a temperature," she recalled. 

	-I think he deserves to be punished for the insolence he has shown today. 

	-Yes, Master. Of course. -That was what he liked about Alan, that he cared about Daniel, unlike his uncle, who had preferred to ignore him. "Or Luis Alberto, who, except for laughing at him, which was fine up to a point, also ignored him." 

	-Let's see. Mmm. Look... I want you to wax her body in the shower before tonight. His whole body. You can uncage him for that. And you can stroke him down there, a little bit. But no more! Shave him with the razor and do it sensually. I don't have to tell you that, I think. I know you'll do it right. And then, dress it up with stockings and a garter belt. And a bra too, even if it's not padded. When it's ready, call me and we'll do a new conference call together. Let's see if we can't get him to stop this nonsense of continually provoking you! 

	-Thank you, Master," Gemma confirmed. "Everything is what I could do. In fact, I have done it in the past. But I lack perseverance and energy to continue to assert myself. With Alan everything will be much easier. You'll see, love, everything is going to be fine." 

	-You are my property, little dog, and I take care of my property. Daniel is a part of you, Gema, so, he's my property too, although not like you. Not yet. 

	-Thank you, Master," said Gemma again. "Alan is the ultimate lover," she thought. "He's young and handsome. He doesn't smoke. He's intelligent and quite cultured for his age. He's daring but not reckless. He's creative and ruthless, just what we need. He wants me, but he understands Daniel and is willing to fuck him." She smiled, even though she wasn't sure if the image pleased him. "To fuck his mind, hee, hee." she rectified. "The important thing is that it includes him. He sees us as a couple, not a woman with an annoying accessory. And he knows me better than anyone, after Daniel." "In some ways, I think better than he does," her subconscious whispered. Alan was the perfect lover-amo. "And he's young enough that you'll have a hard time falling in love with him. Not like with Silvestre, who wasn't young enough for that, or with Gerardo who, in his case, the age difference didn't matter to you," her subconscious whispered again. "This time I got it absolutely right," she reaffirmed. 

	-So, I'll see you tonight," Alan reminded her, bidding her farewell. 

	-Master! Just one more thing, what was the good news you were going to tell me? -Gema asked him expectantly. She felt like a little girl next to him. 

	-Huh? Ah," Alan said. I'm going to Madrid this weekend, bitch. We'll see each other," he said. "I just have to decide whether to fuck your little girl first or later. First mommy or first the little girl?" Of course there was also Lidia. There was less merit in fucking her after having paid for her. What was interesting was getting a woman to do things out of desire or, better yet, devotion. "You only got that halfway, man," Alan told Gerardo in the afterlife, even though he wasn't religious. "With you, Gemma did it for devotion and money. With me she'll do it with no money involved. Just like your daughter, but she will do it for love." But there was also no disdain for the things you could get her to do for money. Lidia was willing to do many things, always within the annoying limits previously agreed upon. She was a perfect guinea pig to try things out, up to a certain limit. To rehearse them and to subsequently give vent to her frustrations at having to be, still, so gentle with Vicky. "It's not that I don't like going easy on her. It's just that it tastes too little to me and I'm afraid to scare her, if I show her what I really need to." Of course he had Gemma to vent his adrenaline. "Does that mean I don't need Lidia anymore?" he wondered. It was a question he'd been kicking around for a while. She had been useful to him, but did he still need her? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-How are you doing? 

	-Manuel! -Vicky exclaimed, happy but uncomfortable. 

	-Have you grown pigtails? -Alan wondered, seeing her face on his cell phone screen. 

	-Oh," Vicky was surprised. She had picked up the WhatsApp call without noticing that it was a video call. The call from her boyfriend had caught her distracted. Ehh... No! No, no way -she assured, against the evidence-. It's nothing. Ehh... I'm missing you so much! You have abandoned me," she accused him to divert his attention. It was obvious that she felt uncomfortable. It was true that he had somewhat neglected her and perhaps that was why she had tolerated Lidia's cajoling in that way. 

	-I see," Alan commented, looking at his girlfriend's flushed cheeks. Was it embarrassment or had she been masturbating, thinking about him? Her cheekbones used to turn deliciously red when making love. But he noticed her looking strange. What... are you wearing? -she asked, partly to get out of the impasse, partly because she sensed something. Maybe it was her demeanor, maybe it was her pigtails, or maybe it was seeing her with her makeup on and her lips as red as pomegranates. "She looks like a common slut like that," he said to himself. 

	-No, it's nothing. What am I going to wear? A simple shirt and a simple skirt," said Vicky. 

	-I want to see you. Show me," Alan insisted. Vicky's reluctance suggested that there was something fishy going on. "She's not cheating on me," Alan wondered, noticing that his girlfriend tended to look away, which was unusual for her. "No. She's not like that," he tried to reassure himself. "She loves me. I've deflowered her. And she's submissive by nature, like her mother, except she doesn't know it yet." Vicky wouldn't cheat on him, but he would on her. In return, he would provide her with the most exquisite and forbidden pleasures, and that could include sleeping with other people, but always under her control. Show yourself! -she ordered without further contemplation. He needed to know what was going on. 

	-No!" Vicky exclaimed taciturnly. Anguish appeared on her face. 

	-Do it, honey," Alan soothed. He thought maybe he had gone too far with his tone of voice. He had no desire to hurt her and make her suffer, at least not in that unplanned and unerotic way. He was not a sadist who liked to cause senseless pain. At most, he was beginning to develop an addiction to getting others to submit to him and to do so with the desire to have him break down the next barrier for them. In fact, if he hadn't seen Gemma again, it was partly because he saw her as too dedicated. She was given the challenges, not the easy things. But Gemma would be set almost impossible targets to overcome. So, surely the delivery would not be so easy for her. With Vicky it was more difficult and delicate. "I don't want Gema to break, but if she does, that would be a hard but bearable loss. Not so in the case of Vicky. I want to mold her, and to do that I have to exert the precise pressure so that she doesn't break prematurely." He looked at his girlfriend's face. Even on the verge of whimpering from some kind of grief that he did not yet know (had he caused it to her or what was it due to?) and that he would find out was beautiful and extraordinarily sweet to him. "How I'd love to see that little face with tears for me, wanting more! It's unbelievably sweet." He liked what he saw, what he didn't like were the motives. Not knowing them and knowing that it had not been for a premeditated action did not give him any pleasure, quite the contrary. "If someone has hurt him, I'll kill him!"- What's wrong with you, love? Show yourself and tell me. You can tell me, whatever it is," he assured her tenderly. Show me what you're wearing or I swear when we meet I'll put you over my knee and spank you for being stubborn," she teased gently. "Then I'd sure like to see that same face of yours with a few little tears." 

	Reluctantly, Vicky put the cell phone away. She stretched out her arm so the camera could capture her better. She felt Daddy's hand on her ass giving her the spanking Amancio had wanted to give her. "But Manuel isn't Daddy!" her mind exclaimed. "He's a decent boy! He would never do that to me. Nor do I want him to. Nor do I wish anyone to do it to me!". She was again as confused, if not more so, than when she left Amancio's house. Manuel had called her at the worst possible moment. She regretted picking up the phone. Nothing good could come of it. 

	-Well, what a surprise! -commented Alan and whistled appreciatively, "And that, is that for me? -He watched skeptically as his girlfriend's face turned as red as a tomato and cursed himself for his pride, which had made him think she had dressed up this sexy for him. Maybe she had, but her behavior didn't add up. He realized that he had given her a solution to the problem and in doing so had missed the opportunity to investigate the real motives. "Something smells rotten here," he said to himself. "It's not possible for her to get this red in the face over a simple disguise. It's not feasible that she would have been so reluctant to show it to me. Or would she?" Her instinct told her that something was amiss, but hope and pride kept blinding her and those thoughts barely made it to the surface of her consciousness and remained mostly subconscious. 

	-Yes, love. Of course! For you! -Vicky mumbled. Who else? 

	Alan was reassured to hear confirmation of what he had suspected. "I knew it!" Or, rather, upon hearing confirmation of what he had wanted to hear. His subconscious, his instinct, pounded on the doors of his consciousness to make itself heard, but he kept them shut. "Who else, silly me," he said to himself. 

	-I was... uh... going to make a video of you... you know, the way you like them," Vicky confessed. She had recorded that video at Lidia's house and another less racy one in her parents' dressing room, in front of the mirror. 

	-And you got excited and jerked off," Alan concluded. I caught you red-handed... in the... dough. 

	-Uh... yeah... hee, hee," Vicky confirmed, relieved by her boyfriend's insight, but with a forced chuckle. 

	-You jerked off without videotaping yourself," Alan remarked, smelling an opportunity. 

	-I... uh... -Yes? 

	-I like it when you jerk off thinking about me," Alan assured her, "I love it and I'm sorry we don't get to see each other more often.  

	Within the downside of not seeing each other often, there was the upside of romance. The separation had made them want each other more than if they saw each other every day. At least Vicky felt that way. Sometimes she wondered what the women of centuries past had felt when their seafaring men had to leave them to go to work. They, at least, had the telephone. They were lucky. And Manuel would not always be in Barcelona. Or, better yet, she would not always be in Madrid with her parents. 

	-But I don't like you doing it behind my back, without telling me... and without recording you," Alan continued with his incipient sermon. I'm going to have to spank you when we meet," he joked again. He watched his girlfriend's reaction carefully and watched with satisfaction as she lowered her blushing eyes without protesting. "Like father, like son," he noted. "She's just like her mother. And she's ready for the next step." He was proud of how he had progressed with her. His subconscious tried to get his attention, "Yeah, but how did she get ready for the next step? You've barely done anything, you proud, conceited jerk!" But he didn't hear it. He was starting to get an erection, and he had just finished talking to Gema and jerking off to her health. I want that video," she encouraged him, "but I want Lidia to record you. 

	-Because of...? -Vicky asked. Her eyes widened like saucers. "No, not with Lidia, please!" she begged him silently, but she didn't dare to tell him so as not to raise more suspicions. She preferred not to see Lidia again, at least not so soon. She didn't feel comfortable with her, after what had happened. "And much less can I let you videotape me doing that!" -How! -she was shocked next, realizing the incoherence of her reaction. Maybe she had already done worse things with Lidia, but her boyfriend didn't know that! And he would never know that. 

	-Just as you heard, sweetheart," Alan replied. A smile came to his mouth as he saw her panicked face. He knew exactly what it was about and he enjoyed it. "How it turns me on to push her around and knock down one barrier after another! She's so inexperienced and has so many. Not like her mother. That one I'll have to set much higher goals for me to have fun with. And with Daniel... with his father I know exactly what I'm going to do and how I'm going to do it. What a family I'm going to have. It's much better than the one I have now. I'm sure it's going to be a much more... lively video. You owe me for lying to me.  

	-How?! -Vicky asked again, this time genuinely. She had not lied to him, although she had not told him the whole truth either, which is the same as lying. Manuel, I have not lied to you," she assured him as emphatically as she could. 

	-Yes, you have," Alan replied. He was having fun, playing cat and mouse with her and didn't realize how odd it was that she was addressing him by name. 

	-When?! How?! -Vicky exclaimed, trying to control her incipient panic. Had Lidia told on her? But that was impossible. She wasn't interested in telling Manuel anything about what had happened. "He hinted that if I didn't do him that last favor, I'd tell him. But I did. Why would she tattle? What would she gain? Nothing! She would only lose." He felt a pang in his stomach as he realized the significance of his thoughts. With the threat of snitching, Lydia had some power over her. "No! I don't prefer her to tell Manuel, I don't prefer her not to tell him and keep that power over me either! I don't want him to have that power over me, that he can push me around... No!" Confused with what she definitely didn't want (for Manuel to find out and leave her) and with what she didn't know if she preferred or not, or if she didn't prefer it or did, secretly, tears finally welled up in her eyes and she burst into tears. 

	-Love," Alan tried to console her, while remaining implacable, "it's no big deal.  

	Vicky knew she was. She had been in bed with an older man. What did that say about her? How could Manuel still love her? 

	-I'm sure she'll be happy to videotape you. It's a little punishment for lying to me about your skirt. There's nothing simple about that skirt, I assure you," Alan explained in amusement. I appreciate that you wanted to surprise me, but I can't tolerate you lying to me. Where would we go from here? -And I'll tell you the truth someday, when you're ready for it," he promised himself. You were going to shoot the video anyway," he reminded her to soften. To your little lie, a little mischief as compensation. Lidia will be happy to videotape you, I'm sure," he repeated. 

	Vicky opened her eyes in relief and wiped her tears with the back of her hand. "What a fool I am! It was just that - and I almost confessed everything to him to ask his forgiveness!". She sighed. "I almost screwed it all up. Still, I should tell him, but I can't. I should, but I mustn't." 

	-No, I don't think I want to," she mumbled another lie. In fact, she was sure that Lidia would be delighted to record her that way. 

	-Don't worry about it," Alan told her. He knew Lidia would want to do it. Besides, if by any chance she didn't want to, he could always motivate her to do it. But it wouldn't be necessary, not with Vicky, not with Gema and Daniel's daughter. She will want to," he affirmed emphatically. And if she gives you any objections, I'll talk to her. 

	-No! No," Vicky exclaimed. "I should stay away from Lidia. But I mustn't let him talk to her." "I'll tell her. 

	-Good girl! -Alan congratulated her. He watched in wonder at how her makeup had smudged with tears and imagined infinite different ways to repeat the same result on her face. That's my girl. I love you. You are special. 

	-Manuel! -exclaimed Vicky alertly, "What happened? Manuel? Manuel! 

	-It's nothing, don't worry," Alan finally replied, "I just dropped my cell phone out of my hand. I'm afraid my screen is broken. But that's all right. The important thing is that I'm going to Madrid this weekend. I'm really looking forward to seeing you. 

	Vicky was overjoyed to learn that they would soon be together again and her heart leapt, but a fresh pang in her stomach reminded her that she had not been entirely faithful to him and that her conscience was not clear. "The least I can do is record that video for you. I won't make up for my betrayal with that, but it's the least I can do, after all." 

	-What did you do to make it fall off? -he asked suspiciously. Don't tell me... you were... touching yourself? -In his anguish, he hadn't noticed that the image was moving strangely, but now it had come to his mind. I think I'll have to punish you myself, Manuel," she joked. She laughed in relief, for the whole imbroglio had been due solely to the supposed simplicity of her schoolgirl skirt. "What nonsense! We're fine. We love each other. He loves me and I love him. We're fine," she tried to convince herself. 

	"No way, no way!" Alan was about to reply. "Mmm. I'm certainly not submissive material, but it would be interesting to see what he could come up with. Not that I was going to let him punish me, but it would be interesting to make him think he could do it and see what he comes up with," he thought. I wasn't sure whether to tell him one or the other. 

	I love you, Vicky. You're special," he finally told her. See you soon. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Ohhh!" said Daniel. Ohhh!" he moaned. His cock was very sensitive. Gema had just freed him from the chastity device. The slightest touch of his wife's hands gave him pleasures not forgotten, but that seemed to come from remote times. Careful," he asked her, not because it hurt, but because he was afraid of cumming too soon. 

	-Come with me, love," Gema told him. She grabbed his semi-flaccid cock and tugged on it, pulling her husband in tow into the shower. 

	Daniel followed her, trying not to cum because of his wife's hand on his cock. "It's not my fault. It's been so long in chastity that my dick is hypersensitive," he justified himself. He had become unaccustomed to the pleasurable touch of his wife's vagina, her mouth and her hands. He didn't mind too much. In fact, he saw the chastity device as a shield to hide behind. He wasn't bad in bed. Or, at least, he hadn't been before. Or so he thought and his wife had never complained. But he knew she deserved better. He had sensed it and with Silvestre he had proven it. He hadn't been bad in bed, but he was neither very good nor excellent. Men like Silvestre were. It was even possible that that little boy Alan was. "No, it's not possible. It's probable. Accurate, from what he's told me." Three dusts in a row in a van was enough for him to know that. That's why it had hurt him about Gerard. "You were no better in bed than me!" she'd shouted at him in the hope that her message would get through to the world of the dead. He had given up having sex with his wife so she could have great sex, not so she could have sex with an old man. He was giving it up to spur her to find herself a man who would satisfy her as she deserved.  

	"How beautiful it has turned out for me! But I know I'm not just doing it for her. I do it because it turns me on to know that she's in good hands... and with a nice cock in her pussy... or wherever she wants to have it. I don't even need to see it, although I like to be present; it's often enough to hear about her adventures from her mouth. No LGTBI, no bullshit, no all or all or all or all. This is my sexuality - where does that fit in the rainbow?" Sexual freedom is either complete or it isn't; replacing a corset with a wider one doesn't make it freedom. "From a queer one can no longer laugh. You can't even call him 'faggot'. But a cuckold will always be an object of derision. But, if he were not, would it excite me in the same way?"  

	The chastity device thus served two purposes for Daniel: not to feel the pressure of having to satisfy his wife sexually according to the high standards he set for himself, and to encourage her to unleash her sexual energy with other men. Uncaged, Daniel felt vertigo as he peered into the abyss of his freedom and the obligations it entailed. 

	-What are you going to do? -he asked fearfully.  

	In part, I knew what she was going to do. Gema had run the clippers all over his body, including his pubic hair, which, with the chastity device, she had not been able to trim properly. The shaving foam was already waiting for him on the shower tray, next to the razor. No doubt it would go to groom him down there and perhaps shave some back hairs as well. I wasn't afraid of that. I feared the other intentions he might harbor. "I want to cum inside you. But I want it so bad I know I'll cum too soon."  

	Things had changed since the first cheating, which he had consented to and encouraged. She had always had a good stamina in sex, going at a leisurely pace, that's for sure. But as her horns had grown, her stamina had decreased. It had happened even with Gerardo. "It's not my fault. It's just that I can't stop thinking about how others fuck her," he told himself, and it was true: When they made love, he found it hard not to think about how his wife had enjoyed herself with others and how depraved she had become. "My Sex Goddess. That's what your depravity means to me."  

	There was probably some feedback there: Daniel got overexcited thinking about his wife's scenes with others and tended to cum prematurely. And seeing how unsuitable he was for her in bed made him imagine her enjoying excellent sex with others, which only made him even more excited. It was a vicious, addictive cycle. "Will the same thing happen to her?" he wondered. "The more sexually inadequate I look, the more she thinks about sex with her lovers? And the more she thinks about it, the more she realizes how inadequate I am for her?" 

	-What are you going to do? -he asked again, excited and worried, as his wife lathered up his cock. 

	Gema did not answer him. Instead, she continued soaping his whole body, caressing it deliciously. 

	-I love you. Don't ever forget it," she whispered to him.  

	Even though the water fell like a fine rain on his head, Daniel felt her warm breath on his pinna. He closed his eyes to enjoy the moment, but images of her with Silvestre under the shower, right there, in his own home, in that same shower tray, came to his mind. Not wanting to ask himself that question, he questioned whether she had also pampered Gerardo like that in the shower and wondered why his wife had never told him anything about it. He was sure they had showered together, but Gema had not mentioned anything about it, neither in her books nor in her blog. She hadn't said anything to him either. It was a taboo subject; he remembered it as he felt her lips on his cock and cursed himself for remembering precisely at that moment. 

	-What are you doing? -he asked, pleasantly surprised, trying to push the taboo part of the subject out of his mind. 

	-Don't you like it? -Gema replied. Judging by her expression and her tone of voice, she was ecstatic kneeling at her husband's feet, an unusual posture in this marriage.  

	Before the consensual horning, Gema had never knelt down to give him a blowjob. In fact, she had barely dared to put it in her mouth. And then, she had knelt in front of her husband on a few occasions -not so with her lovers, especially with Gerardo-. With the old man she had knelt frequently, practically every time there were any left (and on the days there weren't, she had done it in the office, under the table). Kneeling or in bed, Daniel had benefited from the barrier his lovers had broken down. Although he had received far fewer blowjobs than they had, there had been infinitely more than in the previous monogamous stage. On some occasions, he had even been able to cum in her mouth, but, once again, old Gerard was the one who had ejaculated the most times in his wife's holy mouth. "And he said his semen tasted bad," Daniel recalled. 

	-You wouldn't do it without soaping and washing it well first, would you? -Daniel dared to ask her. It hadn't been a smart question and he immediately regretted asking it, but he couldn't help but touch people's noses. 

	Immediately, Gema ceased her blowjob. She looked at him in an indecipherable way, maybe surprised, maybe angry, maybe even disappointed. 

	-Unlike with Silvestre? Or Gerardo, you mean? -It sounded like an accusation. I suck them off - he used the present tense, implicitly implying that he hadn't changed in this regard - as it comes out of my pants. It only tastes bad at first," he argued. Objectively speaking, with Gerardo it had tasted awful, every time. But that, at the same time, had turned her on, not because of the disgusting taste, but, perhaps, because it had given more value to her action. "I felt very devoted doing it," she recalled, "But you're not my lover, are you? -Gemma asked, again rhetorically and with a cold tone. She did it for her husband's benefit, but she had no trouble hitting the intended tone; she definitely couldn't imagine herself making that sacrifice for him. Unconsciously, she looked down at her husband's semi-flaccid penis and then back up at him. 

	-No," Daniel confirmed, more excited than disappointed. The coldness of her answer and, above all, the clarity of her ideas, excited him. He got a lump in his throat and swallowed saliva to manage to speak again. No, of course not," he admitted excitedly and in a tone as if that was the most normal thing in the world and explained everything. "She'll swallow any cock but mine. With me, with her husband, she's more squeamish. With her lovers she gives free rein to her base instincts," he said to himself in rapt attention. It wasn't something new, but it always fascinated him to see it and, above all, to hear it so clearly and unequivocally from his wife's mouth and to see in her eyes that she meant it. 

	-You will always have my heart, Daniel," she assured him. If not all of it, at least the overwhelming majority of it," he conceded, because he always ended up developing feelings for his lovers. Only with Luis Alberto had this not happened. In return, she had fallen into a state of submission unknown to her until then. But my body is mine. I give power to my lover over my cheek and my kisses I offer to whoever desires them. As for my soul, I will share it with you, if you dare to walk this path with me. Do you dare? 

	-Yes, ma'am," Daniel confirmed. He meant it, but he couldn't help but let out a mocking tone. Ow! -he shouted. His wife had just squeezed his little balls hard. They were big and sensitive because, although he couldn't masturbate with the chastity device, that didn't stop him from getting aroused and his balls and prostate from accumulating fluids, ready to be ejaculated in a supposedly imminent climax. 

	-I'm serious, Daniel," warned Gema, who was still grabbing his testicles. I'm going on this trip, with or without you. -He realized that something had changed in her. She had said it in all seriousness, whereas, in other occasions, she had always maintained, for herself and/or for Daniel, that without him she couldn't do it. I will always love you and I will never leave you. But it's up to you to decide if you want to go with me. There are no half measures. I will walk this road alone, although I will always return home by your side. Or we will walk together hand in hand. I need you to commit yourself, completely, without ifs or buts, without prejudices, without limitations. 

	Daniel found it hard to breathe, and it wasn't just because of the pain in his private parts. Gema was talking to him seriously. As he had gotten into the shower with her, he hadn't expected the conversation to take on such a momentous dimension. That could only mean that his wife was going to join Alan soon. Shortness of breath was joined by a pang in his heart. He was jealous. It was absurd to be jealous of a yogurt boy, but he was. Jealousy was as sublime as it was painful, and it made him feel how deeply he loved his wife. That was the best thing about jealousy. But, with any luck, Alan would only fuck her and not kiss her. "I won't be able to stand watching them kiss passionately." Illogical though it was, Daniel found the kissing more meaningful than the penetration. Worse were the post-orgasmic whispers in bed than the impetuous spankings during the frenzy of copulation. And it was worse to see her walking down the street, clutching her lover's hand, than to see her clinging fervently to his cock. He had seen and heard it with Sylvester, but Sylvester had been his doing. And he had seen and heard it with Gerardo, and he had felt lost in an enormous emptiness, which not even the most sincere and reiterative tequieros from his wife had managed to fill. 

	-Yes, ma'am," he repeated, but this time he sounded submissive, sincere, without the slightest mockery in his voice. It didn't seem to him that Gema had deliberately told him things as she knew he needed to hear them. She had sounded sincere. But it was just what he needed to hear and it was exactly that way. Hesitation and over-considerations don't make things easier, especially not for a submissive and especially not for one who must fight against how he fears being perceived by others. It is easier to be a submissive slut (although the first part is not easy for a woman either) than a beaten cuckold (in this case, both parts are the opposite of what is expected of a man). With Gerard she had not been able to walk beside his wife; he had ignored him until shortly before his death. But with Alan he was afraid to do so. 

	Gemma listened to his two words, and especially his tone, with happiness. She loosened the pressure on his balls and, in return, smooched them. "You will gain much more by being a submissive cuckold than by not being one." She stuck out her tongue and licked the sensitive area between his scrotum and perineum. She pampered it as she had pampered her previous lover's balls, though it didn't have the same feeling. Love and submission look alike and it is often difficult to distinguish the two emotions, but they are different. But was she clear about what she had come to feel for the old man? Certainly, what she was clear about was what she felt for her husband and it was not submission. It was love. "Still, even if you asked me not to go down this path, I would," she told him in her mind. Alan was her chance; it was her chance for both of them. Was she falling in love with him and therefore idealizing him? Or was it the foretaste of the deep submission she longed to reach as if it were the promised land? She took his cock in her mouth again and sucked it. She looked into his eyes, as she did with her lovers, to see how he enjoyed the blowjob, but found that Daniel had them closed. 

	-You're not going to cum," he warned her, "especially not in my mouth. 

	-Why, because that's only for your lovers? -Daniel answered. 

	-No," Gema replied. She wasn't sure if she heard mockery or envy in his tone, or maybe neither. You cum in my mouth when I want and I let you," she reminded him. It happened infrequently, but it happened. And if you cum, you know you'd have to kiss me. -That was the rule. They had followed it intermittently, but Gemma was willing to go back to it, no exceptions this time. It had been a good way for her at first to deepen her submission. If you cum, you have to clean up; it doesn't matter where you do it," she warned him. But you won't; you won't cum. 

	-Why, because you have to ask Alan's permission? -Daniel hesitated. "I hide my fears and insecurities in guasa."-Did you ask his permission to give me a blowjob? 

	-No. I don't have to ask Alan's permission to give my husband a blowjob. I'll give it to you whenever I want. We're not at that stage yet," Gemma assured him. "Oh, God! I said 'yet'," she was shocked to realize that her subconscious was taking it for granted that they would reach that phase. "What if he forbade me to touch him altogether?" But Alan wouldn't. Unlike Gerard, he understood that they were a couple and wasn't trying to break it up. "What if he forbade it only to test me? To test us. I don't think I could live without touching him. But what if that's precisely why, because it's impossible, he's testing us?" 

	-So," Daniel continued to push his luck with stupid questions, "why wouldn't you let me come in your mouth now? -I want to. I wish to take his head and feel for once like one of his lovers. But, at the same time, I don't want to do it. I don't want to be one of your lovers." 

	-Puh!" said Gema. First of all, because I don't feel like it at all. And yes, you know that with my lovers I always feel like it. It turns me on. It was hard at first with Silvestre because he was the first one. But I got turned on by Gerardo, even though his semen tasted better than yours. Well, you know how it tasted. 

	Gema let out a giggle, and Daniel frowned and made a sour face. He'd had to taste it several times in her pussy. "But if it's in her body, it's hers, not his. He's not gay," she told herself to reassure herself. The taste was one thing; against that there was little that could be done. But the fact was quite another, and it depended on how it looked. He had felt utterly humiliated at having to shovel the old man's cum into his wife's still fertile cunt. It wasn't something he was particularly proud of and it would have been easier for him if instead of an old man it had been a more attractive person. "Like Alan." He frowned; he hadn't wanted to think that. "I walked beside you, Gemma, as long as I could and as long as we were left." He didn't know if he was proud of that; what he did know was that few people would understand. Gerardo himself had not understood it; he had only tolerated it and had done so because he knew he had no choice. "Gays, bis, heteros... and the other sexual inclinations? Where did they fit, who considered them?" Everyone would laugh, no one would understand. "Daughter, I'm coming out of the closet, I'm gay," is easier to say than "Daughter, I'm so turned on by your mother cheating on me that I even eat her lovers' cum." It was so hard to understand that sometimes he even doubted his own wife would understand her. "I don't want her to think things that are not." 

	-Secondly," Gema continued, "because Alan is coming this weekend and I want you to have your libido up. You might need it," she teased him and, as if to emphasize her words, slid a hand underneath, from his scrotum to the crack of his buttocks. The soapy fingers slid without resistance and groped her asshole. 

	Daniel tensed up, even though he must have been used to that kind of contact by now. He found anal caresses pleasurable, penetration, on the other hand, less so. Penetration turned him on because it was part of his submission, but he hadn't gotten to feel what gay men supposedly felt. "And no need! That's not what I'm looking for!" 

	Gema vigorously fucked his cock with her mouth, while she penetrated him with her middle finger, risking that he would finally cum in her. 

	-What about this? -she asked with some mockery. She was surprised and maybe even disappointed. But was she with herself or with him? And this flaccid pile? -She lifted it from underneath with the palm of her hand, then pulled it away and let it fall. At best, Daniel had it semi-rigid, probably more like semi-flaccid, and that was after giving him a blowjob! 

	-Does it bother you? -Daniel dared to reply. The best defense is a good offense and so he said: "You always brag that you like to feel it grow slowly in your mouth -that's what she had written in the books about Gerardo- and that it bothers you when it gets hard too fast. 

	-Oh, honey! But that's with my lovers. You're not my lover, you're my husband. With you it's different and always will be. If you think about it, you should be glad of it. -Again, he lifted his cock and let it go. You see, yours isn't even growing; it's.... -He didn't finish the sentence and shrugged his shoulders instead. 

	Daniel felt embarrassed and looked away. 

	-What's the matter? Are you worried? -she finally asked in dismay.  

	She knew the flab was not due to her tongue skills. She was proud of herself as a cocksucker. No sexual partner (that included her sexual partners Silvestre and Gerardo, and also the men they had provided her with), had ever complained. Silvestre had transferred ownership of her little ass to his roommate Luis Alberto, after she, excited and unaware of what was coming, had promised him that it was his and that he could do with it as he wished. She had imagined that Silvestre would deflower her from behind, but in the end it was Luis Alberto who had done it. Daniel denied that he had made that agreement with Silvestre, but Gema was not sure he was telling the truth. Luis Alberto had been a totally different kind of lover; he had been a ruthless and brutal predator. He had even tied her up and rented her ass to a quasi-unknown boy.  

	She did a mental tally. Each of them had given her another sexual partner: Daniel had paired her with Silvestre. Silvestre, in turn, had half-gifted her to Luis Alberto (the other half - her vagina - he had kept). And Luis Alberto had rented her to the chubby boy, although he hadn't sucked her off. No one had asked his opinion! With Daniel she was being unfair, once again, because, although she hadn't told him that he was pulling the strings, she had fallen in love with Silvestre because she liked him. Gerardo had been chosen by her and her alone. "It hasn't been that many lovers either," she said to herself in relief. 

	But it had been Gerardo who had exposed her to more men (and women): He had gotten her to sleep with his friend Manolo, the notary, in exchange for various favors, personal and notarial. He had made her Mario's boss so that she could explore her desires for dominance with a man other than her husband and in the hope of opening a rift in their relationship. Unsure of how to cajole him, she had sucked him off as well. Gerardo had manipulated her so that, for her sake, for the sake of the company and for the sake of her colleagues, she would sleep with the important client Dídac every month. "As important as he was a clown," she said to herself, remembering it. He had given her to two rough Croatians on one of his trips to Switzerland, the attractive waiter and his not-so-attractive but even rougher friend. "And watched them fuck me in the woods, as if he were my cuckolded husband," he recalled. "Did that turn you on, "boss," or did you do it to show me that you could, when you saw fit, play the role of the cuckolded husband?" And then there were the countless men and women she'd had sex with, in one form or another, at the two orgies in Switzerland he'd taken her to. There she had swallowed a few cocks in a short space of time. Gerard, in that respect, won by a landslide. "And that's what you're proud of, being an experienced cocksucker, thanks to him?" his little voice provoked her, but she ignored it and continued her musing. Gerardo had even convinced her to make love to her elderly father. She had sucked him off too, and had done it with the devotion expected of her, albeit after bathing him. She blushed at the memory of that feat.  

	With greater or lesser skill, passion and dedication were not lacking when he sucked a cock. "Even Daniel's, if only to let him know how well I suck others," she said to herself. Wasn't that what he wanted, wasn't that why he had instructed Silvestre to teach her to suck it that way?  

	When she managed to appease her embarrassment, she looked at him, but kept her finger in her ass. 

	-Mmm," Daniel said, more in response to her question than to the finger in his ass. He looked like he wanted to start talking, but it was always hard for him, and having a finger up his ass didn't exactly make things easier. Otherwise, some psychologist would have patented that method by now, although, yes, it's less hygienic than the typical psychologist's couch. It's not that," he replied, which was not really an answer at all. I'm scared," he finally admitted, "but it's not that. This," she shook her head and looked at her chick, "is the chastity thing. -The finger in her ass didn't seem to bother her too much. It was just a finger and he had gotten used to having his wife's plastic cock inside him almost every night. But don't worry. It's just that my little cock has gotten used to not being able to grow and now it doesn't believe in freedom. 

	-Are you afraid? -asked Gema, unsatisfied with the answer. Without realizing it, she poked her husband's ass. 

	Daniel sighed, why had she told him that? Why hadn't Gemma stuck with the last two or three sentences he had said and gone back to that one? "Why is it so hard for me to talk about my stuff?" he wondered. And then, she thought, "Why don't I have anyone to talk to about this? She had Lidia. And I had her too. But Gema decided to cut off relations with her." There are things that are easier to talk about with someone else than with your own partner. 

	-Mm -he did it again. 

	-Are you afraid I'll leave you? -Gema tried to guess. 

	-Mm. Mm-mm. -What he uttered with his vocal cords was not understandable, but, fortunately, he shook his head slightly. 

	-Are you afraid that... he will hurt us? 

	-Eh-mmm 

	Daniel hesitantly tilted his head from side to side and that was the clue for Gemma. 

	-You're not afraid he'll hurt us," she said. Or just a little. Or not at all. In any case, it's not that. So, you're afraid of...? For God's sake! Will you help me a little, please? 

	-I'm... afraid... that..." He sighed. Why couldn't she just guess? Was it so hard? "That... you'll... hate me. That you'll stop seeing me as a man. -I've already told her that. He had told her so clearly, though not as clearly as he could and should have. 

	Gema pulled her finger out of her ass. She unwrapped it in the water that kept falling from the shower head. She did this not out of hygiene, but to buy time and reflect on what Daniel was trying to tell her. Finally, she reached up, took Daniel's hands and intertwined her fingers with his, brought his arms back against the wall and over his head, and kissed him deeply on the mouth. She devoured him with her passion. 

	-Darling," she said, after a long and ardent kiss, "I don't need you as a man, I need you as a husband. Isn't that more than being a man? I have as many men as I want, but I only have one husband: you. -She let go of his hand and grabbed his cock. Suddenly, he had miraculously gotten a boner, either from the kiss, her words, or her attitude. As a husband, I need you every day. As a man..." he shook his head and smiled, "only rarely. -He let go of his cock and said, "And today is not one of those occasions. -She took his hand by the wrist and pulled him back to the wall, above his head. And now listen to me, Daniel Llamazares. This is what's going to happen: I'm going to soap you from top to bottom and then I'm going to wax you, from top to bottom. No hair, neither on your shoulders, nor on your back, nor on your chest, nor on your belly, nor on your pubis, nor on your legs, and much less on your ass. You're not going to cum and I'm going to put you back in the cage. Then, I'm going to dress you nicely and perfume you. Tonight we have a session with Alan and even though I can't smell you, I want you to be perfect for him. I expect you to be on your best behavior. Tonight is just a preview. This weekend my lover is coming to visit. If you want to walk beside me, I need you to obey my Master, in everything. I belong to him, Daniel, just as you belong to me, and I want you to belong to him too. He is my Master and he will be your Lord. 

	Daniel gasped at the forcefulness of his wife's words. Gemma had tried on other occasions to be assertive and dominant with him, but she had never really succeeded for extended periods of time. It had always been noticeable that, although she enjoyed it, she found it difficult to maintain that level of energy. To be dominant you have to be cruel; compassion and excessive empathy do not make a good dominant. But this time there was cruelty in his wife's words. 

	-You're going to have to stop rubbing against me or I'm going to cum," Daniel joked. Jokes are a way of running away from an uncomfortable situation, taking the heat off it, pretending it doesn't really matter that much. 

	-And you're going to have to stop with that little joke of yours, Daniel," Gema warned him, making it clear that she was not in the mood for jokes. It doesn't suit you. And it spoils everything. -She had never joked with Gerardo, except when it was time for jokes. Outside of those moments and outside the professional framework, she had always maintained a completely submissive attitude with him and that had allowed her to find quietness in her soul. Why did Daniel, who was always so quiet, need to break that quietness with ironic comments? It bothered him that he didn't take it seriously. Maybe tonight you'll get over the urge to tell little jokes. If my Master orders me to whip you, I will do it without holding back, even if I love you, because you deserve it. 

	For the first time, Daniel was truly speechless. He wasn't much of a talker, but this time he was not only silent, but also blank. 

	-And now, kneel down and eat my pussy! -she ordered Daniel. Her words roared like those of a lioness in heat. Rarely (if ever) did she use such foul language and with such vehemence. Without giving him time to react, she grabbed Daniel by the hair to force him to bend over, "I need you to bring me to orgasm before my Master, and your Lord, forbids this! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hello. 

	-Hello," Lidia replied, "Hello, that's all? Not even "hello, bitch"? 

	-Hello... aunt," Vicky said. 

	Lidia snorted. In the way she greeted her, she could tell Vicky was cold to her. She had called her numerous times, texted her, but Vicky had ignored her. If there was anyone who had the right to be angry, it was her! "I gave you one of the best orgasms of your life and you thank me like this?" raged Lydia. She tried to calm herself down. Getting angry with her friend wouldn't help make things better, quite the opposite. "I'm sure you've jerked off countless times remembering that night," she thought. She didn't understand how Vicky could be so squeamish. She hadn't made her do anything, and it wasn't like she'd done anything that night either. What had she really done? Watched a couple fuck? And what, let herself be touched by her and brought to orgasm by her? Hadn't she liked it? Hadn't she cum? It had been a strong orgasm; his body had continued to shudder for over a minute after climaxing "Come on, Vicky. I've done it for your sake. You need to open up more. Life is for enjoying it by accumulating experiences, not for reducing you to your idealized world of a prince charming with whom to eat partridge and be happy."  

	A prince charming who, by all accounts, was neither prince nor charming. "If you break over a silly thing like that, I don't want to imagine what you're going to look like after Alan does everything I think he's going to do to you! You'd be better off with me. We'd be together, in everything. We'd be like sisters, equal as equals. We'd share everything and I'd protect you!" The images of what he would share with her made her smile and improved her mood. He would share with her the pleasures, the clients, her money... and her cum.  

	Inevitably, Lidia thought of Gema again: she had shared Gerardo's cumshots with her and it had been a quasi-spiritual experience, not because of Gerardo, but because of sharing with her. The memory led her to think of Daniel: "I would have loved to share with you two," she thought, as if Daniel and Gema could hear her. She had had sex with Gema and she had had sex with Daniel, but, really, they had never gotten to share, not like with Gerard. "It would have been so much better than with Gerardo, Gema." Unfortunately, Gema had seen nothing more in her than a pay slut, a mere sex toy, little better than a masturbator. "I loved you, I loved you both!" she mentally exclaimed. The memory and the loss still caused her pain. "Why are you so jealous, Gema? We could have shared Daniel. I never wanted him all to myself. I wanted you first and foremost. And secondly Daniel. I wanted you both." Lidia deliberately ignored that she had also wanted Gerard's money and that the way she had approached Daniel, following Gerard's orders, had not been entirely respectful to Gemma. 

	-I need you to do me a favor," Vicky advanced. 

	"A favor? You ignore me, you have me worried and now you call me only because you need me to do you a favor?", thought Lidia hurt. 

	-Of course. Whatever you want," Lidia answered a little dryly. I am indebted to you for the favor you did me the other day. But I guess you're not interested in knowing what Amancio thought about it -she said hurt-. All right," she agreed, "That's what we bitches are for, to help each other. How can I be of service? 

	-Actually, it's two favors," Vicky warned him, purposely ignoring the comment about Amancio. I'm sorry," she apologized, "Without you I wouldn't have met Manuel in the first place. And without your generosity in leaving us your bedroom, I wouldn't.... 

	-You would still be a virgin," Lidia interrupted her. She rolled her eyes. The innocent way she idolized Alan exhausted her. "If you only knew...". Virgin on the front, as I have been on the back until recently," she lied to him. I've helped you lose your virginity and you've helped me. We are evenly matched," he said, "You owe me nothing. -It's your mother who owes me, and you're going to pay for it, if not from my hand, from Alan's. And I assure you it's better from mine." Nothing, except to acknowledge that you're a bitch like me. 

	-Eh... okay. I admit it," Vicky admitted. Lidia's apologies had softened her up. Bitch! 

	-Bitches and with great honor! 

	Vicky and Lidia stuck their tongues out at each other and, although they couldn't see each other through the phone call, they figured it out. 

	-I need you to..." Vicky started again. She was going to tell him that she needed him to record her, but she was embarrassed. So, she started with the second favor she was going to ask him: "Manuel is coming this weekend and... 

	-You need my bedroom," Lidia interrupted her again, guessing what she was going to say. 

	-Yes," Vicky affirmed, "I know it's.... 

	-Of an unbelievable impudence and a hard face never seen before! -he interrupted her again. He waited a second to laugh. Of course it is! It's no trouble at all," he assured her. Then he added mischievously, "Besides, it turns me on to hear you two fornicating. 

	-For...? -said Vicky. She and Manuel were not fornicating; they were making love. Can you hear us? -she asked embarrassed. Then she asked scandalized: "Can you hear us? 

	-Ohhh! Ohhh! Fuck me, Manuel! Fuck me! -Why, when you talk to me about Manuel, do you find it so hard to use the "e"? With him you're not so prudish. Fuck me, Vicky! Fuck me, Vicky! Fuck me, Vicky! -I want my friend back, the one who used swear words when she saw a hot guy, the one who got drunk with me, the one who laughed with me. You seem to be afraid of contaminating Manuel. He's a dirty, perverse boy like everyone else, Vicky, not an immaculate angel. -He's really a devil," she thought, "but I've given you enough hints and I won't give you any more. Do you think he's better than my Amancio? 

	-No! I... -I didn't want to argue with Lidia and even less when I had to ask her for favors. And much less did I want to talk about Amancio. 

	-I know you love him very much," Lidia conceded. And he may be the love of your life. -It's unlikely I'll want to stay with him when you see what he's really like. Although, who knows? Maybe he'll get away with it. It would be like someone winning the lottery ten times in a row. But it's possible." Hadn't Gema fallen in love with Gerardo, even though she had a husband and loved him too? Was Alan worse than her uncle? "He is in some ways. In others I think he's a better person than Gerardo," she answered herself. But he's into dirty and filthy things like any guy, like my Amancio -she insisted on the subject-. And you know it. That's why you moan and tell him to fuck you, because you know he wants to hear that. Is your love broken because you say "fuck me!"? Is it less pure because of that, less true? 

	-No," Vicky admitted, "Why were they talking about it? But... 

	-And you also say it because it turns you on to hear yourself say it! "Oh, fuck me, Manuel, fuck me! -Why, then, when you talk to me about him do you become a prudish nun? Why do you talk to me about him only from your heart and not from your slutty cunt? I want my friend back, Vicky! I need you. And you need me. -And more than you think, girlfriend! You want me to let you have my bedroom? Okay, I'll do you that favor! But you'll have to do me a favor in return. And you'll have to show me right here, right now, that with me, with your friend, you also know how to use dirty words when you talk about him, and that you don't reserve them for whispering them in his ear. 

	-What? What do you want? -Vicky's confusion was palpable. What do you want from me? 

	-I want you to be free," Lidia replied, without clarifying what that meant to her. I want you to not see the world through such a narrow slit and through a pink filter. I want you to be my bitch friend again. For starters, I want you to say you like Manuel to fuck your pussy. With those words. 

	-Oh," Vicky exclaimed in exasperation. She tried to hide the fact that it was hard for her to talk about her idealized Prince Charming like that, but the evidence was undeniable. Okay," she finally conceded softly, "I like Manuel to fuck my pussy. -She repeated Lidia's words almost in a whisper. She didn't like to talk or think that way about him. Her relationship with him was purer than that. It wasn't like the one she had had with her first boyfriend, who had only been interested in drilling her. 

	-Was it that hard? Hmm? -Lidia asked. But I barely heard you. Louder! 

	-Aunt, don't go overboard, my parents are here! -Vicky objected. Her parents wouldn't understand about fucking. Of course they fucked; that's how they had conceived her. But it wasn't the same. 

	-Aunt? -Lidia reproached her expression, "Louder, if you want me to leave you my bed! 

	-Ohh!" Vicky protested, "You bitch! -Vicky expressed heartily. She brought the phone's microphone closer to her mouth and reluctantly said, "I like it when Manuel fucks my pussy! Happy now? -she asked, lowering her voice again. 

	-Not yet," Lidia answered. You don't know how uncomfortable the couch is. We're just getting started," she warned him, not hiding the sadistic pleasure she was getting from his discomfort. Now say that... you like it when daddy fucks your... ass. 

	-Are you crazy, Auntie? -Vicky was shocked. Sorry, bitch! -I'm not going to say that," he assured her. 

	-Why not? Just replace Manuel with papi. It's just a word," he said, knowing it was much more than that. If he thought of Amancio, it would be good for his plans with her. And if she thought of her boyfriend, it would help Alan to pervert her. She was still hired by him for that task. In both cases, she would win. "And even if she didn't win anything, just watching her suffer like this over a silly thing like this is worth it. Too bad I'm not actually seeing her, but I can imagine her face." 

	-No! I'm not going to do it like that with Manuel. Never! -Vicky exploded. I love him. -She had not reserved her vaginal virginity, true virginity, for her true love to end up doing it from behind with him. She had not taken on the discomfort of anal sex with her first boyfriend to make him happy so she could end up doing the same with her true love, when they could do it properly. 

	"I think Alan is going to be very interested in this. He's going to want to fuck her asshole as soon as he knows what it means to her. He's going to love getting her over that barrier for him," Lydia thought. She would inform Alan of that. Then she said: 

	-Manuel? -I was referring to Amancio. I'm not jealous. I don't care if you think that way. -I am jealous," she said to herself, surprised. "I am jealous of Alan," she astonished. "But only because he's hogging it. Say it out loud," she reminded him. 

	-My parents are here! -Vicky protested, whispering into the phone. She couldn't say that, much less with the word papi! However, she needed Lidia's bedroom to be with Manuel. Besides, she needed a second favor from her, to fulfill her boyfriend's stupid errand. I'd like daddy to fuck my ass," she conceded aloud, finally surrendering. She used the conditional and the subjunctive to soften the sentence, but regretted it as soon as she heard her own words. It had sounded worse, much worse, it had sounded like she really wanted it! The image of her friend on all fours, moaning in pleasure as Amancio took her from behind came to her mind. She shook her head violently to push that image away. No, she hadn't moaned in pleasure, they had been moans of pain! "At least at first," she tried to reassure herself. 

	-I knew you were a real slut like me," Lidia remarked. You just need a little push to embrace the real you. That's good Vicky," he congratulated her, "You said it and nothing happened, did it? Nothing... except you got your panties a little wet. 

	-No!" Vicky denied, convinced. 

	-No? -Lidia hesitated. No? -He repeated, "Check it out. 

	-Why did her friend always behave this way with her? And why did she have her as a friend? "She's the only one who was there for me when I needed someone. She's the only one I have," she answered herself. "And she's... the only one. With her good and her bad." 

	-Check it out," Lidia insisted. If I'm not right, I'll leave you alone. You can use my bed as many times as you want and I won't ask for anything in return," she proposed. "Nothing except to listen to you from the living room. And something else I can think of to make up for it."  

	"What if you're right?" wondered Vicky, but she didn't dare ask him the question. 

	-Check it out," Lidia urged her for the third time. But don't cheat on me, bitch. Be honest. 

	Fearfully, Vicky slipped her hand inside her panties. "Shit," she said to herself as she discovered that her friend was right. "How is that possible?" she marveled as she pulled her hand out and observed her sticky fingers. 

	-¿Y? -asked Lidia, impatiently. 

	Vicky considered lying to her friend. "It's the easy, right and safe thing to do," she tried to convince herself. 

	-You're right," he finally admitted. 

	-Oh, that's my bitch! -Lidia congratulated her with genuine joy, "I'm proud of you! I couldn't have a better friend. 

	-This isn't right," Vicky muttered, more to herself than to Lidia. 

	-Of course not! -agreed Lidia. That's why it's fine. What fun would it be otherwise? We're bitches, Vicky! We're women! The world is ours! -she assured her enthusiastically. They were women and they could do whatever they wanted. Why follow the rules? Wasn't it more fun to go against the rules, at least once in a while, whenever they felt like it? Dressing up and undressing or, better yet, going half-naked... doing it with an old man and doing it with a young man... doing it with a man and doing it with a woman... being submissive and being dominant... doing it for money and doing it for love... Absolutely everything was within their reach! Men didn't have those same possibilities. She tried to explain it to Vicky, while thinking, "Except that it's hard to make love and profession or even love and vice compatible." 

	The arguments did not resonate with Vicky, even though she did not want to be like her mother, a conventional and boring woman who did not understand her. Nor did she want to be anything else, much less what Lidia seemed to propose. She only wanted to be happy next to a boy who loved her, nothing more. However, she marveled at her friend's enthusiasm. 

	-Admit that you liked it when Amancio undressed you with his gaze," Lidia compelled her to say. Say that it turned you on when daddy undressed you with his gaze," she rephrased. Amancio was the least of it. The concept of daddy, as something inappropriate, whoever he was, whether he was a mature man or Alan, that was what mattered "There are many potential clients who would like to be your daddy, our daddy. As little sisters, we'd sweep," she said to herself. Say it out loud," she reminded him. 

	-I liked it when Daddy undressed me with his eyes," she admitted. She had said it only because her friend had made her do it, but she was astonished to realize how sincerely she had said it. "I liked it," she chided herself and reaffirmed at the same time. "That's not right. He's her boyfriend, he's not my type," she said, to avoid saying he was old, "and I have a boyfriend." She had a boyfriend who was her type, exactly her type. "But what if Lidia's right? What if he turned me on precisely because it's not right?" 

	-Say you'd like me to undress you with my hands. Say it! -he urged her, pushing her a little more. Lidia had already started masturbating some time ago and that was not good because excitement makes you make errors in judgment. "But the best ideas come to me right now," said Lidia to herself, who couldn't stop rubbing her clitoris while talking like this to the sweet Vicky she was managing to corrupt. 

	-I'd like Daddy to undress me with his hands," Vicky admitted loudly, as she knew her friend would demand. "I can't believe what I just said!" she was shocked. She too had started touching herself downstairs. "It's not right... it's not right..." 

	-No, not Daddy. Me," Lidia corrected her. Then, out of prudence, she clarified: "Say that you would like me to undress you with my hands for daddy. -In her mind, Gema and Vicky, mother and daughter, sometimes converged in the same person. Other times they were different people. Lidia was amazed to realize that, with Gema, she preferred to undress her for herself, but with Vicky she preferred to do it for Amancio. She had enjoyed undressing Gema for Gerardo, but, above all, she had enjoyed undressing him for herself. With Vicky, however, the vision of unbuttoning her shirt from behind, while Amancio or another daddy watched, predominated. He would fondle her, of course. Surely they would make love in front of the daddy on duty. She might even, if she paid well, give her little sister to daddy. In any case, in his visions with Vicky there was always a man involved. "Not so with Gemma," he acknowledged. A man who was not Alan. In her fantasies with Gemma there were either the two of them alone or the two of them with Daniel. That was when her fantasies were positive. But, when her revengeful moods predominated, she saw herself with her and Alan. 

	-I want to..." Vicky started, but stopped. She exhaled and took a breath before continuing. Her hand kept rubbing her clitoris. I want you to undress me with your hands for daddy. -I want you to do it!" she thought, but restrained herself. She immediately regretted what she had said and thought. It wasn't right, no way! "I get turned on by what's not right," she admitted. "We're just talking. It's just words," she told herself to reassure herself. "It doesn't mean we have to do it, let alone that we're going to do it." 

	-I'd stand behind you," Lidia whispered excitedly. We would both look at our daddy. Daddy would be sitting in an armchair. He wouldn't watch, eager, hungry. But he knows he can't intervene. -Unconsciously, Lidia switched from the conditional to the present. Had she meditated, she would have done it on purpose and with full intention. But she wasn't there to meditate. Nor did it matter. The best ideas came to her when she was excited. So did the worst. Not yet," she continued, "He hasn't paid for that, though he can always pay more. She only paid to watch. -Horny as she was, Lidia didn't realize she was drawing the bow too tight. That was her dirty fantasy, but was it Vicky's too? Sex for money? Acting for money... and not just money? Exhibitionism? Feeling someone else get horny and desire you? Scandalizing her, perhaps? Provoking her to deny her what she wants? Or provoking her and denying her what she wants to increase the desire... and the price? Corrupting an innocent being more and more? That, no doubt, was her fantasy and hers alone, Lidia's. We both wear the same schoolgirl clothes," Lidia continued, relating her fantasy. I reach under your skirt and touch you like I already did. I do it because I know it turns you on to watch us while we do it. You are very wet, like last time. Tell me, how are you? 

	-Wet," confirmed Vicky, who had been enraptured by her friend's erotic story. "It's just words," she thought to reassure herself. She would have time to regret it later. Very wet," she encouraged her to continue. 

	-Horny like a slut? -asked Lidia. Someday he would tattoo the emblem of a slut with her, even if it meant defiling their bodies and no longer being two innocent schoolgirls. She bit her tongue and avoided telling him. 

	-Yes, like a slut! -Vicky confirmed. 

	-What's Daddy doing? -Lidia encouraged her to actively contribute to the fantasy. 

	-He's... he's... he's got... his dick in his hand. And he looks at us. He wants us. Both of us. 

	Lidia was glad to hear her say that. They were in tune. They were back to being two slutty friends. They had never done anything like that. But they had agreed to elaborate profanities in reference to some attractive guy they'd run into. Alcohol and the urge to party had helped, although Vicky had always refused to back up her words with deeds. That had been before Alan interfered. Of course, without Alan Lidia might not have taken the initiative to contact Vicky and befriend her either. Gerardo had had his plans in this regard, but he had never really proceeded with it and then the cancer had struck him down. And then Gema and Daniel had forgotten about her and she had loathed everything to do with them, including Vicky. Lidia pushed those negative thoughts aside to prevent them from contaminating this precious moment she was living with her friend, miles away, but as if she were by her side. Alan had not intended for Vicky to experiment with other boys, so Lidia had not encouraged her to do so either, beyond befriending her and prompting her to say stupid things unbecoming of two ladies. 

	-Yes, both of them," agreed Lidia. However, for some reason, she was more excited that Daddy wanted her little sister more. She didn't feel jealous about that. She got excited thinking about how she would give her to Daddy and how Daddy would penetrate her and how Vicky would moan. Maybe she would even bite her lower lip like her mother. And I open your shirt. I pull it aside and show him your titties. I play with your nipples because I know it turns him on. -And because I know it turns you on and, most of all, because it turns me on. How are your nipples? 

	-Right," Vicky confessed. One of them at least was, the one who was touching himself with the other hand. The other probably was too. She got excited as she imagined her friend opening her shirt and exposing it to Daddy's greedy gaze. She had feared he would do it with Amancio. She would have refused, probably, if she had really tried. Would she have refused? But there, in the fantasy world, it wasn't really happening and she let herself do it. The way Amancio had wanted her... The way Daddy was devouring her now with his eyes, the way he was holding his cock... Eager to skewer her, but that would never happen, not even in fantasy.... I would only act in front of him with Lidia... Only that... 

	-I keep caressing your breasts with one hand," Lidia told him. Where do you want the other hand? You name it. 

	-In... in the pussy. 

	-Do you want to cum in front of daddy, like last time? -asked Lidia, ecstatic. Say it. 

	-"Yes! I want to cum in front of Daddy," Vicky replied, just as ecstatic. "This is so wrong..." 

	-Do you want me to make you cum in front of him? In front of daddy? -insisted Lidia, on the verge of climax. 

	-Yes! Yes!" exclaimed Vicky, on the verge of orgasm. 

	-Say it. Say it! -Lidia was panting. She was going to cum hard, very hard. 

	-Make me cum in front of daddy! -Vicky exclaimed, no longer caring whether her parents heard her or not. 

	-I will," Lidia managed to promise him before she was forced to moan unconsciously. I'm cumming, slut! -she managed to verbalize, as if it were necessary to inform him of the obvious. Oh, my God! -Lidia was not religious, but at times like this it seemed to her that there was a higher being... or lower, in Hell. 

	-And me, bitch! And me!  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel walked into the bedroom red as a tomato, even before opening the laptop and calling Alan. 

	"You do it, love," Gemma had asked him. "You call my Master. I want to share everything with you. This time we'll share everything," she assured him. Supposedly, it wasn't going to be like with Gerardo. "It's not going to be like with Silvestre either," Gema had thought as she told him. Then, she had added jokingly to her husband's hesitation, "Be a man. Call my Master, your Lord." 

	Red-faced, Daniel sat up in bed and avoided looking at the screen. He felt humiliated. Gema had shaved him completely. He was a hairy man. Or had been until that moment. It wasn't something he was proud of. Few girls were of the opinion that "man and bear, the hairier the more beautiful." Gemma hadn't minded his hairs and had fallen in love with him nonetheless. But he hated them, though not so much as to shave them off. He didn't look good with hairs or without them. But without the hairs he felt more naked and exposed. It also didn't help that his wife had dressed him in lingerie. She had put pink stockings and panties on him, a flashy fuchsia pink, just the way she liked it for him. It wasn't the first time she had worn such clothes, but it was the first time she had worn them in front of a man. 

	"A man, no. Not only that. My wife's Master!" he reminded himself. "The Master and your lord," interjected the knurled little inner voice of his. Gemma's was constant. His only appeared from time to time, but it tended to do so at the most inopportune times, and it tended to appear, especially when he was forced to feel more feminine.  

	It wasn't a feeling he liked and he didn't like that female voice in his head. He was fascinated by women's clothes because they were very pretty and because they looked great, but on a woman's body! Gerard had taken fetishism to an extreme with Gemma, forcing her to dress always (let's leave it at very often, to be accurate with reality) in stockings with a back stripe, garter belt and high heels. It could not be denied that he had good taste, both for clothes and for women. Seeing his wife dressed like that was the little he had liked about his relationship with the old man. "That and Lidia, of course," he remembered. Without the old man he would never have met the refreshing Lidia. 

	If anything, Daniel was intrigued to understand what a woman, his wife, felt when she dressed like that, when she let herself be looked at like that by a man, when she submitted to him... That's probably why he always asked her about what she had felt, rather than what she had done. Dressing like this... being forced to dress like this... in women's lingerie gave him the opportunity to put himself in her situation a little. He had never put on a woman's clothes before, not as a boy in his mother's clothes and not as a husband in his wife's, except for when they had started the hotwife and cuckold game. "Okay. I once wore the stockings, garter belt and wedding corset," Daniel admitted, before his other voice did. It was preferable for him to admit it as a man than for his little voice to do so. "It was out of curiosity. Nothing more," he clarified. "Okay. I did it twice," he added quickly. It had been twice, indeed, nothing more. What did that make him? A curious man, at most. Nothing more! Bold, maybe. Brave, for sure! A man, curious, daring and brave. A man. 

	He avoided looking at himself and looked at his laptop screen. Shaved, in that lingerie and, of course, again with the chastity device, he felt anything but manly. He didn't feel like a woman either. Nor did he feel like a transvestite. He just felt humiliated. He wouldn't have been so humiliated if it had been only in front of his wife. But in front of a man, in front of Alan, a little boy who couldn't understand any of it, things were different. 

	-Daniel, look at me," ordered his wife's master. Look at me," Alan insisted. 

	Reluctantly, his cheeks burning, Daniel looked up. 

	-How are you feeling? -asked Alan. He did so because he knew that talking about his emotions was difficult for Daniel and that forcing him to do so would humiliate him even more. But he also asked because he was genuinely curious. You don't have to make it harder on yourself than it already is. You'll only make things worse," Alan warned him, since Daniel refused to answer. He watched his flushed face with satisfaction. He didn't need her to tell him how she felt to figure it out, but he wanted to hear it nonetheless. "You forgot about the husband, man," Alan thought. "You had only half the pleasure. That was your failure. That and smoking and drinking too much." He wouldn't make either of those mistakes. He drank when he had to drink, but he didn't drink out of habit. And he didn't smoke, except for the occasional joint. Since his uncle's death he had learned to appreciate his body more. And since he knew his great secret, he had taken to cultivating his mind as well. He was devouring all kinds of books, erotic mostly, to know himself better and to know his victims and the possibilities with her better. He had liked Gemma's books mostly because they told a true story, novelized but true. What he hadn't liked was that Daniel hardly played a leading role. But that was going to change. Gema, of course, would still be the star of her personal movie, but Daniel would be more than a supporting actor. It's all right, Daniel. I think you liked the spanking the other day. I'm going to give you twenty, to see if that will loosen your tongue. -He purposely said he would give it to her, although obviously the hand would be Gema's. "Maybe your moans will open you up. Maybe your moaning will whet your appetite to talk when I ask you. Got it? 

	-Yes, sir," Daniel muttered. He hadn't been surprised that Alan was going to order his wife to spank him again. But anything was better than having to talk about how he felt right now, waxed, cross-dressed and caged. Not only did he not wish to talk about it, he'd rather not even have to think about it. "The pain will do me good to distract my mind," he said to himself. 

	-Ah, Daniel. One more thing. 

	Alan waited and when Daniel didn't answer properly, Gema elbowed her husband in the side. 

	-Yes, sir," said Daniel, after receiving his wife's reminder. "You are bent on my accepting him as your master, as my lord. Is it not the same thing, master and lord? Is it that I must go to the extreme of YOUR fantasy?" It was easier for her. Whatever he did, whatever Alan forced her to do, she would still be one hundred percent woman. 

	-While you are receiving your punishment, I want you to think of a name for yourself. You know what I mean. -Daniel was smart, supposedly, and Alan was sure he didn't need to explain what he meant. And now, turn around. I want to see that ass turn red. Gemma is obedient and I know she won't hold back. "She's obedient and I'm just getting started with you. Soon you won't recognize her because she'll be so devoted to me," thought Alan, who planned to make her a completely devoted mistress-slave-mother-in-law, to unsuspected limits. Maybe he had read too much into it. But I also know she loves you. You know the German saying? Trust is good, control is better. Then, turning to her, he said, "Gemma, this is a punishment, for refusing to tell me how you feel. Can there be a greater sin for a submissive? -He asked for her and her husband's benefit. I don't want it to be erotic. It must hurt. 

	-Yes, Master," Gema confirmed. She did so without much hesitation, to Alan's complete satisfaction and Daniel's anguish.  

	"Uhhh!" cried Daniel silently. He wasn't going to give Alan the satisfaction of complaining. It was his first and he had been stung. Imagining being spanked by your dominant woman is one thing, but taking the blows is quite another. In reality, it hurts and unless you are a complete masochist, the pain is not pleasurable. 

	-You have to tell him and thank him," Gema whispered to her husband, hoping that with her back to the laptop the microphone wouldn't pick up her words. Fantasizing about your lover disciplining your husband is one thing, but seeing him wince at the pain you cause him is something quite different. If you're not a complete sadist, no matter how submissive you are towards your master, you have a hard time giving your loved one the next blow. "I'm sorry, love," Gemma thought. "Pain is not your thing, nor mine either. But we must obey." 

	-One," Daniel said reluctantly, "Thank you, sir. 

	"What's the essence of this?" pondered Alan, thinking about how his friend Jaume would cut and edit the video to communicate the message. He had expected something more pornographic, because that's what it was, after all. "But no, it's not about pornography, not the pornography of the flesh, but the pornography of the spirit." Something like that had been explained to him by his friend, albeit, in other words. Or rather, he had tried to. Jaume's strong point was not words. He expressed himself best through moving images. Even if the actors were others, even if he did not appear on screen, he managed to convey his message. "But is it Jaume's message or mine? Or is it the message of these two? My two," Alan wondered. If Jaume had influenced the message, it had been to crystallize it, not to contaminate it. Alan couldn't have been happier with his work. It had far exceeded his expectations. Even more: he had surprised him with a different approach. "Yes, I must record everything and I must let Jaume watch it all and edit it." His uncle had kept a meticulous diary and taken artistic photos. He would record his experiences on video and Jaume would be in charge of refining the art. Refine it, because he would be in charge of the script and the staging. 

	-Twenty! -Daniel exclaimed, not without some pride. He hadn't been able to stop himself from moaning in pain, but he hadn't done too badly, given the circumstances. Gemma had been cool to him and had spanked him hard from the start, without spending any time or a single whip to warm up the area. Thank you, Sir," he added quickly. He had almost forgotten to thank her for the last blow. But he hadn't forgotten. In fact, as bad as it was, he had capitalized the last word with the first letter, something he had consciously refused to do in the beginning. He felt his arms trembling. Still, she had enough light to realize what was happening: physical discipline, humiliation, counting every whip and thanking him for it worked, just like vaginal sex works. Hormones are released and the brain, plastic as it is, changes. "But do I want this?" she wondered. Gemma wanted it, for her, that much was obvious. Daniel would never have suspected that his wife's desires for submission were so deep. He had sensed, perhaps wished, that she would feel the call of submission, though with him she had always refused any play with that type. Perhaps that was why, following her intuition (or had it been following her desires?) she had sought a somewhat dominant man in the figure of Silvestre. But he had discovered in her more than he desired. Daniel felt giddy as he peered through the door he had opened into the abyss of his wife's submissive desires. "Do I want this?" he asked himself again. With respect to her, it was too late to close the door. Now he had no choice but to let her play with the fire, very closely, even at the risk of getting burned. "Of us both getting burned, because if she gets burned, I get burned too. But do I want this for myself?" he asked again. With Gemma he wanted it, even desired it. But with her lover? Where did that leave him? That was worse than being a cuckolded husband. "Will I still be her husband, if I allow it? Will I still be a man? Will I still be it for her?" He had hated Gerard because he had consistently ignored him, but now he was beginning to hate his nephew because he did the opposite. 

	-Beautiful," Alan commented unnecessarily, at least to Daniel's ears. Gema had tucked her panties between her buttocks to expose her skin and prevent the thin fabric from cushioning the blows. The waxed and reddened ass was not bad at all, at least not adorned in that feminine way. The stockings and garter belt framed it top and bottom and the panties did the same with the buttocks, adorning each one in the middle and on the side. Beautiful," Alan repeated, fascinated. He wasn't into men, not even effeminate ones. Nevertheless, he felt his erection grow. It wasn't Daniel's ass that turned him on. What turned him on was being able to humiliate him like that. "Yeah, power, power," he said to himself. Maybe he was bisexual in that respect, not in having sex with a man, but in getting pleasure from exerting power over men and women alike. Daniel still had a long way to go. He only hoped it would be torturous and traumatic for him. Turn around and look at me," he ordered. "No, definitely, I'm not turned on by men, not in this sense," she thought as she looked at Daniel's face. "But yes in the other." Daniel was trying to carry his situation with manliness, but given the circumstances, cross-dressed, made up, caged and whipped it was impossible for him. His expression was tragicomic, and that made him happy. So, do you understand why I punished you? 

	On all fours on the bed, Daniel looked alternately at the floor and at his abuser's face, but resisted answering. Alan cleared his throat to give him a chance before he had to discipline him again. It was not physical pain he wished to cause him, but distress. At her husband's stubborn muteness, Gemma elbowed him in the side to encourage him to speak. If he didn't, it would only make things worse for him, for both of them. But, besides that, she was genuinely curious to know what Daniel had to say. Maybe Alan, with his stricter and more ruthless methods, could delve deeper into her husband's soul and bring out what he really wanted, deep and hidden. 

	-Yes, sir," Daniel reluctantly confirmed, spurred on by his wife's nudge. He found it less difficult to respond if the order came from her. With Alan, probably with any man, he felt he had to rebel, stand up and fight. Submitting to his wife (or Lidia or Nuria) was much easier than submitting to a man. 

	-Well? -Alan asked impatiently, "If I have to take the words out of your mouth with a pair of pliers, I'm sure I'll do it. 

	-You punished me for not talking about how I feel," Daniel confirmed, after receiving another nudge from his wife. 

	-And how do you feel? -Alan asked, feigning exasperation. Actually, he was amused that Daniel was having such a hard time. The only thing he didn't like was that he was obeying his wife's half-disguised nudges, instead of obeying her words. But there would be time to change that. For now, it was enough that she submitted to him through her. 

	-I feel..." Daniel began to speak, encouraged by his wife's fourth nudge... humiliated. -He had confirmed the obvious. He had answered, without giving too many clues. 

	-Gema, honey, stroke his balls while I think about whether we should make a eunuch out of him. 

	Gemma obeyed instantly, without objecting in the least to her Master's grotesque proposal, and through the thin fabric of the panties she caressed Daniel's balls and perineum. He felt that his balls were loaded and wondered when he had had his last nocturnal pollution, because with it he had not cum, of that he had been careful, and because he trusted that Daniel had not secretly masturbated. The cage was a deterrent, but not an impediment. She trusted Daniel to play the game properly. In any case, Daniel's balls were swollen, which was good. He stroked them carefully so as not to cause him pain. It was pleasure he wanted to give him. Besides, he sensed that was what Alan intended. 

	-You're sterile and you're caged. What do you need balls for? -asked Alan while Gema caressed his parts. 

	Daniel grimaced. Even that much Alan knew. He knew he'd had a vasectomy shortly after his daughter was born. Of course Gema had written about it. Of course it was a contraceptive method like any other, even less harmful than others. The pill for women was worse than vasectomy for men, if you had your facts straight. But she still felt less than a man because of it, at least in that context. 

	-Why shouldn't I turn you into a eunuch? -Alan continued his psychological torture. Is that what you want? 

	-No," Daniel exclaimed. He managed to moderate his response and avoided putting exclamation points on it. Alan was not talking to him about genital mutilation, but about the concept of a man without sex. That was not what he wanted, even if he could get his pleasure from watching. A eunuch would not take pleasure even in looking. No, Sir," she added, remembering how she was to address him, much to her regret. 

	-Mmm. Interesting," Alan observed, "I could do it, though, if I wanted to," he said, and to lend credibility to his words, he turned to his slave, "Gemma, honey, look at it! Do you think those are a man's balls you have in your hand? -Alan smiled at the pun. She really did have him by the balls. All women have their men by the balls and Vicky would have him, no matter how much he became the dominant part of the couple. 

	-No, Master, of course not," Gema assured without hesitation. 

	-No? -asked Alan, pretending to be surprised. Take a good look at him! Isn't he a man? 

	-No, Master," Gema reaffirmed. It is not. Not like that. 

	-Why am I not surprised," Alan exclaimed, "Why am I not surprised? It's not a man you want to see in him. But do you still see your husband in him? 

	-Yes, Master," Gema confirmed. He will always be my husband," she assured. He is my soul mate. I will always love him. I will always want him by my side. 

	-Aha! -Alan said, "You see? He still loves you, even so. He feels devotion to you, though it's of a very different nature from what he's beginning to feel for me. She won't do without you, but she'll do anything I want," he explained to Daniel. Luckily for you, she wants you by her side...as her soul mate. Did you notice what she said? That's why you're like this. 

	Daniel felt a tingling in his stomach and sensed that the abyss was opening up beneath his feet. Gemma had responded so coldly, without hesitating her answer for a single moment and, worse still, she had used the words precisely. But, worse still, Alan was interpreting them correctly. His heart raced. She sensed Alan's next words. 

	-A soul mate to be by her side, to accompany her... Doesn't that ring a bell? Isn't that something she already had? What was her name, Lidia? -he dared to mention the name. He watched expectantly as they both reacted. With satisfaction, he saw surprise on Gema's face. Yes, that was something she had not expected to hear. Daniel, in return, had grimaced strangely, with no hint of surprise. "Lidia. What did she really mean to you, Daniel?" she wondered. Had he come to develop feelings for her? Of that Lidia had told him nothing. Perhaps she was unaware of it herself. "Interesting," he said to himself, making a mental note of it. Until that moment, she had considered, based on what Lidia had told her and what Gerardo had written in his diary, that Gema had become jealous of Lidia, but that it had been more the result of her exacerbated jealousy than a justified reason. "Interesting," she said to herself again. "I wonder if I can get her to develop feelings for someone else, similar to what my uncle got between Gema and Lidia." Did Daniel have a mind as plastic as his wife's? Ah, yes, Lidia," he repeated the young woman's name unnecessarily. He nodded. I've seen photos of her and Gema," he said, "although you never see her face. And I have read what my uncle thought," he explained. For obvious reasons, he avoided saying that he was in contact with her, that he had even been planning all this with her for a long time. I think Gema wants you to replace Lidia. Do you understand me? 

	-Mmm," Daniel blurted out, almost imperceptibly. "Not a man, a soul mate." He'd understood, and he'd understood instantly. "Isn't that what you want to be?" his little voice asked at the least opportune moment. "Haven't you always wanted to know what Gemma feels and how she lives it?" He had never imagined being a woman or playing a woman. Well, yes he had, but he hadn't. It's confusing and hard to explain. He certainly hadn't imagined himself transforming into a woman. That was an aberration, or at least the result would be. He did not look feminine. Nor did he wish to be a woman, not in that life. "In another, why not, for a change? The world belongs to women. They are far superior to us," Daniel thought. A woman could be dominant and submissive without ceasing to be a woman. She could wear pants or a miniskirt. She could wear boy shorts or fine lingerie panties. She could expose her skin or cover herself. She could suck cock and even a pussy and none of it would make her any less of a woman. Quite the opposite. A man couldn't do that, not without being an aberration. Listening to Gema's stories imagining being in her place, as a woman, not a man, that was one thing. Putting herself in his place, as a man, that was something quite different. "I don't..." 

	-But don't worry," Alan said, inadvertently interrupting his thoughts. I don't want that," he assured him. "Not yet," he thought. She hadn't lied to him about that, after all. I have other plans for you. Before you can aspire to be his soul mate, I want to see if we can bring out more of your feminine side," she warned him. Not that I'm particularly interested," he reassured her. But if you want to be present, you'll have to be more feminine, softer and less rough. I'm not referring to your physique. There can only be one male in the house. If you want to be there, you must be soft, feminine and submissive. It won't be hard for you," he assured her, amused. You've already heard that you're no longer a man for her. It won't be hard for you not to be a man for me either," he said, grinning from ear to ear. Have you thought about what name we'll give you? 

	Daniel froze and didn't answer, even after Gema elbowed him twice. Anyway, he preferred the elbows in the side to having to listen to Alan talking gibberish and having to look him in the face while his wife fondled his balls and sensitive perineum area. 

	-All right," Alan conceded magnanimously. He saw that Daniel was still reluctant and was glad of that. "I'd be disappointed if it were easy. Where would be the fun in it otherwise?" he thought. It's not humiliating if the submissive cheerfully wants it. He appreciated Gemma's blushing as much as Daniel's resistance. He was having a lot of fun with both of them. The best for Daniel would come doubly, first with his visit to her home and then... He smiled. For what would come next they would need a name for him. "I could choose, but it's better if he does," she reminded herself. All right," she repeated, "We'll call you Daniela for now. But I hope you'll come up with a better name soon. I know deep down that's what you want. 

	Unable to contradict him, with his wife's hand again caressing his little balls and perineum, he could only turn red as a tomato, matching his battered ass. 

	-I knew it," Alan muttered, more to himself than to Gemma or Daniel. 

	Nevertheless, they both listened to him. Gemma, without blushing, kissed her husband affectionately on the cheek. She had embraced her dark side and was proud that her husband, though quiet as always, did so as well. However, she also felt sadness because she knew it would change them forever. But, anyway, what she was willing to do to satisfy his sexual needs, wouldn't it change them both just the same? And even if it didn't change them both, wouldn't it change their relationship with each other? 

	-I love you," Gema whispered in his ear. 

	-Gema. 

	-Yes, Master," answered Gemma, without turning her head to look at him. She continued kissing her husband's cheek affectionately. 

	-Go get the harness," Alan ordered. It's time for you to make him moan. I want to see you make him feel like a woman. 

	-No!" Daniel pleaded quietly with his wife. "Not in front of him, please!". 

	But Gema paid no attention to him. She got out of bed and disappeared through the dressing room door. Daniel watched her walk away. She was dressed similarly to him, in stockings, garter belt and bra, but also in heels. The panties were thong-like; in the back, the strip of fabric ended at the top in a triangle and otherwise disappeared between her generous, still tight cheeks. "She's so beautiful," Daniel thought. Quite unlike him, she fit the lingerie divinely. She was a goddess, his Sex Goddess. "My cruel Goddess that you make me do this," he thought. He wasn't sure if that was really all her idea or if it had come from Alan, but he had no doubt about what he preferred, he even needed to think. 

	-Daniela, beautiful," Alan turned to him. Turn to the side of the camera. I want to see everything. I want to see Gema, I want to see your red buttock and I want to see your face. "What's the essence of this, Jaume?" wondered Alan. He thought about talking it over with him, but concluded that it was better if Jaume answered him in his own way, with the video, without making the question explicit. Was it about the complete submission, husband and wife, to him? Was it the husband's hidden desires? Or was it her desire to take revenge on him, perhaps for the trick Daniel had played on her with Silvestre or for her still latent jealousy of Lidia? Or was it a deeply sadistic side of Gemma, as deep as it was cowardly, that made her delegate to others to humiliate her husband, even though she deeply enjoyed it? If one thing was clear to her, it was that there was more than mere obedience to him. "And me, why does this turn me on so much?" she wondered, realizing that she was touching her cock in anticipation. "Is it that I could imagine-" He shook his head. Regardless, he said, "Arch your ass good, darling. Moan like Gema does. You've heard her enough times to know how you should do it. 

	A moment later, Gema appeared in the doorway. She had put on her harness and plastic cock, but that didn't detract one iota from her femininity. Even Alan recognized that, watching as she advanced to the bedside table to pull a bottle of lubricant from the drawer. He pushed thoughts unbecoming of a master out of his mind. Whatever he did, it was easy to fall under this woman's spell, not because she was particularly pretty, but because of that mixture of embarrassment and enthusiasm with which she did things. Certainly, he had been bewitched by her from the first moment, from the moment he had met her at his uncle's birthday party. He had been enraptured by how she had dressed up for her uncle, in that suggestive dress. He had been intrigued by the devotion with which she treated him, always attentive to what he said, always looking at him with those fawn eyes. The inequality - in almost every aspect - of that singular couple had captivated him. And then he had been enraptured listening incredulously to the feminine moans and groans that in the wee hours of the morning came from his uncle's bedroom. Out of respect, he hadn't let himself notice anything. Fortunately, he had made no comment to her; at the time, he would not have understood; only some time later had he begun to understand and only his uncle's diary had made it all clear to him. What she regretted was not having said anything to him. But if the afterlife existed, she intended to make him proud of it. 

	-Uh!" Daniela moaned, as she felt her wife's cock penetrate her. The first penetration, the one that opened the orifice, always made her moan. Role reversal wasn't the right thing to do, but they were still a female husband. Gema had made sure of that. 

	-Daniela," said Alan. Daniela," he repeated, when he saw that she didn't react. Look at me. That's it. Remember, you owe this to me," he warned her. Of course, he knew that even before he appeared on the scene Gemma had made love to him from behind. For a moment, he imagined being in Daniel's position, but dismissed it immediately. Neither did he see himself as submissive, nor did he see Gema as dominant enough that, if anything, he could assert himself. No, Gemma was submissive, not dominant. They both were, and that was the couple's problem, to call it that. She needed someone to push her to be dominant with her husband; otherwise, she lost steam right away, even if she liked to be dominant on occasion. "I'll fix it for you, dear father-in-law and mother-in-law," he said to himself, even though he knew he wasn't doing it for them, but for himself. 

	-Thank you, sir," she said, without Gemma having to spur her to be polite to her master. She closed her eyes, both to avoid seeing Alan, and to imagine being a woman, a real woman and not a freak. Gema had had her ass drilled by several men and she had enjoyed it, without ceasing to be a woman and without ceasing to be beautiful. Luis Alberto, undeservedly, had done the honors of deflowering her asshole, unexpectedly taking the limelight away from Silvestre. Then, the chubby guy from the wedding had been inside her, whom the brute Luis Alberto had rented her for two bucks, after handcuffing her. Alan had done something similar with her with that passenger on the train, although for more money. Daniela recognized that there was something totally unfair, practically criminal in both events, but she thought she understood why Gema had let him do that. The first time, she had been angry with Luis Alberto and had wanted to kill him. But then, the second time, she had collaborated with Alan. Her way of seeing things had been changing over time; maybe she had stopped being a man and a husband and was becoming a soul mate. As Daniela she could accept things that as Daniel she never could. But what if he couldn't find his way back? Or, even worse, what if Gemma, despite her promises, ended up disowning him? Or should I say that he would end up disowning her? Confused (or confused), she clung to the sheets tightly. She half-opened her eyes, but closed them immediately, when she saw that Alan was looking at her. The monitor didn't let her know in which direction he was actually looking, but Daniela was sure that Alan was looking at her and not at Gemma. "Yes, Master," she thought during those moments of confusion. "Where are we going?" 

	  

	 

	

Chapter XVIII - Daddy, I like it when you look at me 

	  

	"When you understand the details of victory, it is difficult to distinguish it from defeat." - Jean-Paul Sartre  

	  

	-It's me, bitch," Vicky announced through the intercom to her friend. Open up. 

	She felt uncomfortable with how she was dressed, especially because of the looks she was getting. Despite this, she had dared to put on the sexy schoolgirl costume again. She didn't know why she had done it. Manuel had asked Lidia to tape her in the costume, but for that she could have carried it in a backpack, instead of wearing it. She had felt especially naughty... slutty... and had left the house like that. She had even gone out without panties or a bra. She felt that she was betraying Manuel with her behavior, but she tried to calm her conscience. Hadn't he been the one who had asked her to dress up like that so that her friend could film her? Then she had no right to complain. He wouldn't anyway, because he would never find out. Again, he felt he was being betrayed. Some workers had not even hesitated to compliment her and whistle foully at her. He had felt embarrassed, but had avoided speeding up the pace so as not to give them the satisfaction. The new law of the Ministry of Equality would soon prohibit such unacceptable macho behavior. But would it also prevent her from feeling aroused, despite the embarrassment? Or had she been aroused precisely because of the embarrassment the situation had caused her? 

	-Open up! -she insisted, in view of her friend's tardiness. It seemed that she did it on purpose, but Lidia could not know how she was dressed, much less how she felt dressed like that. She shifted nervously from one foot to the other, as when one has the urge to pee. As with her physiological needs, her discomfort had been increasing exponentially as she neared the finish line. 

	Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he heard the hum of the relay unlocking and pushed the door greedily.  

	The elevator took longer to come down, longer than it had taken Lidia to open the door for him, but just as unnecessarily. During the wait, she again felt that irrepressible urge to pee, but it was just her nerves and she didn't really have a full bladder. Finally, the elevator door closed behind her. However, it opened again at the last moment and Vicky had to share the cramped space with a fifteen-year-old with a face full of acne. She felt his leering gaze just as she had felt all the men's stares during her ride on public transport and down the street from her home to her friend's, but this time, in addition, she had to listen to his breathing, or rather non-breathing. The beardless young man must have been holding his breath. Out of the corner of her eye she watched as the teenager watched her out of the corner of his eye and sensed a growing bulge in his crotch. "I'm imagining the whole thing," she tried to convince herself. "He's not looking at me like that and no one's been leering at me." Surely more than one had looked at her with desire, but all of them? Still, she couldn't help but re-experience on her skin the looks Amancio had given her. She couldn't forget the effect that schoolgirl outfit had had on him. And, above all, she could not ignore the effect it had had and was having on her. Locked in the tiny elevator with that boy, their bodies forced to almost touch, surely to rub against each other, she felt the desire to assault him, to stick her tongue in his mouth and to shove his cock into her soaking wet pussy. "I'm out!" she marveled, but then rectified not without trepidation, "I'm an out!" The boy didn't even look attractive to her. He was too young, had too many pus-filled pimples on his face, and besides, he was probably still a virgin. Vicky preferred boys older than her, like Manuel. Boys her age reminded her of her first boyfriend. The older boys had more poise and poise. Was that what had excited her about Amancio's looks, his experience? It could only be that; there was no other possible explanation... except morbid curiosity, the same morbid curiosity that in her altered state she felt at that moment with respect to the young virgin boy in front of her. "I'm so bad!" acknowledged Vicky, but, strangely, for once, she didn't feel guilty about it. 

	-Hey, bye," she heard the boy stammer as he exited the elevator on her floor. She felt him staring at her ass as the metal door slid from right to left to allow her to resume her ride to the elevator. She was horny, perhaps because she was ovulating. 

	Again, it was her turn to ring the doorbell and wait for Lidia to open it. But at least she was alone on the landing. She smoothed out her clothes, as if she could iron out the wrinkles of her hornyness and become again the decent girl she was. 

	-Hello, zo..." Lidia's eyes widened. Then, after recovering from the initial pleasant surprise, she managed to greet her in a melodic voice: "Hi, bitch! -Lidia looked her friend up and down, "Wow, you look great! -She admired her. You even look like an innocent schoolgirl," she joked. 

	In response, Vicky genuflected a little and stuck out her tongue. Then, without waiting to be invited, she slipped into her friend's apartment. 

	Lidia followed her with her eyes. Absorbed, she was slow to close the door. The schoolgirl costume really suited her friend. Flashes of racy scenes flashed through her mind. She imagined groping him. Then, she pictured herself groping him in front of a customer. Finally, he visualized himself greeting Gema, holding hands with Vicky, both dressed in sexy schoolgirl outfits. It would be a greeting and a goodbye at the same time: "We're going to fuck a seventy year old client," he was heard telling her to tease her. Again, Lidia was at the stage of reproaching Gema for having left her for prostituting herself to older men, when she herself had done essentially the same thing. Or had she not received financial compensation for the extra hours and extra work for and with Gerardo? "Apart from having a great time with Vicky, it would be a delicious revenge," she said to herself. She would just have to find something for which Vicky would want to get back at her mother. But she was sure she would find something, even if it was only that her mother had behaved strictly with her (according to Vicky), when in fact she had slutted around wildly. But she preferred to avoid having to go to the extreme of telling her that, as she could not (yet) be sure of Vicky's reaction. 

	-If I had known you were coming like this, I would have dressed appropriately to receive you," said Lidia to Vicky. Then, before her friend could answer, she announced, "Wait! I'm going to change. 

	Without allowing Vicky to react, she went into the bedroom and opened the closet. It wasn't long before she found the schoolgirl costume and pulled it out. Without closing the bedroom door, she took off her niki and jeans. Then, she took off her bra and remained in her panties. She half turned, not out of modesty, but to tempt her friend. Lidia knew that obvious nudity is un-sensual and seductive. To stimulate her, it was better if Vicky got to see her two-thirds from behind and only one-third in profile. Satisfied, she noticed out of the corner of her eye that Vicky was watching her uncomfortably. 

	-Ready! Now we are two sisters," he declared, approaching Vicky. 

	-Not quite," Vicky dared to say, causing Lidia to stop in mid-stride. 

	Lidia arched her eyebrows and looked at her quizzically. Was he rejecting her? Then she looked at the floor and said: 

	-The shoes? -She was barefoot, although they were the same height as Vicky in heels. She wiggled her toes to give vent to her nervousness and to try to look funny. Vicky had surprised her with the way she said it. She had said it with such aplomb. Lidia realized that what she was building was a house of cards that could collapse at any moment. She might never succeed in corrupting Vicky and getting her over the threshold. Maybe Alan wouldn't succeed either. That last thought filled her with fleeting satisfaction. Alan wanted her for him and him alone. If she couldn't have Vicky, she'd rather Alan couldn't either. However, that would make it impossible to get revenge on Gemma and Daniel. Even if she didn't get Vicky, at least if Alan managed to pervert her, she would be left with the satisfaction of revenge and of having collaborated in the commotion it would cause in Daniel and Gema. 

	-I'm not wearing panties," Vicky confessed. What on earth was happening to her? What did she want to do? First, she had put on her costume, ready to go out in the street like that. Then, to make matters worse, she had taken off her panties. The feeling of vulnerability had excited her every time she received or imagined she received a lustful look. And now, she was provoking her friend like that after... after what had happened. "Nothing. Nothing happened," she tried to convince herself. 

	-Ah," said Lidia. Her face soon lit up, relieved at first, then more than happy. That can be arranged," she declared. Two meters away from Vicky, she slipped her fingers under her skirt, grabbed the panties and slid them down her legs. Satisfied? -she asked when the panties met the floor. She looked into his eyes to try to scan his thoughts. After how the experience with Amancio had shocked her (or, rather, the non-experience, since for Lidia it had been nothing), was it possible that she had ended up tearing herself away? Had it finally been that easy? "Too easy. This is not corrupting," Lidia warned, despite her joy.  

	"What am I doing?" wailed Vicky. The blood rushed to her face and she felt her cheeks deservedly burning. Unconsciously, she mimicked her mother's gesture and nervously bit her lower lip. Blushing, she dodged Lidia's inquisitive, expectant eyes and averted her gaze to the floor, but that only made her look down at her friend's panties, sensually lying at her ankles. "I don't want this. I don't want any of this," she said to herself. And it was true, but it was also true that something in her wanted it.  

	Why, now that she had a real boyfriend, her true love, was she beginning to harbor prurient thoughts, really prurient thoughts? Was it a bottle of champagne that, once uncorked, once deflowered, bubbled to overflowing uncontrollably? The thought brought to her mind the image of an erupting phallus, had good old Manuel caused it, unintentionally, by deflowering her?  

	Surely he wouldn't want to have such an outgoing girlfriend! Surely he deserved someone better, a decent girl.  

	Or was the evil Lidia to blame for those demons coming to light? Had she always had those demons inside her?  

	She didn't remember particularly enjoying sucking her previous boyfriend's cock. She had done it, mostly, to satisfy him. Now, however, she couldn't stop thinking about it, and not necessarily with Manuel, even on the cock of an old man like her friend's boyfriend. "Daddy," echoed the sound in his head - it was Lidia who had put that in his head! "At least she didn't stick it in my mouth or anywhere else," she tried to joke to cheer herself up, but to no avail.  

	He'd never ever thought about... girls... either, but he'd let her masturbate him and they'd both cum together, telling each other perversions on the phone. "I'm not into girls," she said to herself, as she remained crestfallen and embarrassed, her eyes on Lidia's panties. "I'm not a dyke. No bi!" What would her parents think if one day she came home holding hands, instead of with Manuel, with Lidia, that is, Layla? "Dad might not mind. But Mom would be furious. Or she'd be very disappointed. She always likes to tell me everything I do wrong and never tells me what I do right." But no, she loved Manuel. Lidia, for all her good and bad, she liked him as a friend-strictly as a friend! But, then, what was she doing in her house, with her panties off? She was paralyzed, but the urge to run away was growing inside her. Manuel would be disappointed not to record the video he had asked for, but it was better that he got that disappointment than an even worse one. 

	"Lidia is a slut," she acknowledged, with the desire to run away on the verge of exploding. But the worst thing was that the thought excited her, rather than repelled her. She had never met a boyfriend other than Amancio. Lidia had always dodged that subject, arguing that she didn't have time for it. But suddenly Vicky was certain that Lidia was hiding from her a much richer, probably depraved, sex life than she admitted to having. Maybe she hadn't had more boyfriends, but she had had girlfriends, and that's why, out of shame and fear of how she would react, she hadn't told him. Or maybe she had had many boyfriends and was even having them, others in addition to Amancio. Lidia was certainly not a prude, that much was clear. She never had been, at least not in words, but recent events showed that there was more to it than lip service.  

	Lidia would lead her astray, of that she was now certain. She commanded her legs to move, but they refused. Hadn't she known all along that Lidia was a bad influence on her, or at least hadn't she subconsciously sensed it? Wasn't that what had attracted her to her from the beginning? Wasn't her subconscious screaming for her to go wild? "But not now! Not now that I have a formal boyfriend, a real one," he lamented. "Why not before I met Manuel?"  

	I had no desire for an affair with Lidia. Not with her body. But with her, hand in hand with her, next to her, but not over her or under her. Or maybe... Not with Amancio, but with other boys... Or maybe with Amancio too? And with her too? Lidia was doom and that was not what she needed, now that she had found herself! "Why now, with Manuel?" she lamented again. She had no desire to cheat on him. He didn't deserve that. It had seemed to her that Manuel had not been able to come soon enough, but she was beginning to realize that he had come too soon. The same thing was happening to her as to her mother! She too, she had told him, had gotten out of her relationship with her first boyfriend to immediately get into a relationship with the man she would end up marrying. And so she had ended up being a bore. She hadn't lived and therefore didn't let others live. But her father couldn't complain either. He was another boring person who never did anything. Did she want to lead such a life? Maybe she did, but at that time, wasn't she still too young for that? Again, she regretted that she was having those thoughts right now, during her courtship with Manuel. She would have to break up with him... or cheat on him. "I'm not like that!" she mentally screamed. Vicky felt herself tearing up inside. 

	Terrified, Lidia watched her friend. The grimaces she was making and the continuous changes of color in her face were enough for her to deduce roughly what she was going through. "She's leaving," she admitted in fright, seeing how her friend's legs were shaking, and she was certain that she would run away. "Did I go too far with the panties?" she wondered, regretting her boldness. Vicky's unpredictable and incomprehensible back-and-forth never failed to catch her off guard. As soon she was aiming at a saint as at a devil, at a bitch like her, even worse than her, so it was impossible to move forward. It was impossible to move forward like that. What could she do? Anything she did or said could be the trigger for her to leave and perhaps never come back. 

	-Vicky, forgive me. -Finally, she acted on impulse, rather than guided by cold calculation. She stepped out of her panties and quickly advanced the two and a half steps that separated them. He took her hands, perhaps to comfort her, perhaps out of fear that she might run away, and kissed her on the mouth. The instant their lips touched, he knew he had committed a stupidity, but a delicious stupidity. Vicky tasted good, as good as he had always imagined. Her tongue penetrated his mouth. The taste reminded him of his mother's, but ten times better. She felt Vicky tremble, inside and out. Her mother had not trembled when she had kissed a woman for the first time. Her heart had raced, no doubt, it had palpitated, surely, but it had not throbbed like Vicky. She felt that within her two primal urges were still fighting the battle, the instinct of preservation, which commanded her to flee, and the other instinct, just as necessary for survival, that of curiosity, which implored her to explore. She, too, had been there. She could only pray that her reckless precipitation would not have dire consequences. She felt her friend tense up. Forgive me, Vicky," she repeated.  

	Vicky looked at her in bewilderment. Why had he kissed her? Why had she kissed him back? And why had she pulled away moments after their tongues had met? 

	-I love you, I love you! -Lidia told him with such vehemence that it could not be a lie. Then, to soften, she added: "I love you and I want you as a friend. I want us to do crazy things together, as friends, with boys, with girls... with whatever!... but together, as friends. Like two bitch sisters. -She didn't have to twist the truth too much to be honest. He loved her for her, as one loves a person of the other sex or of the same sex, of the same age or of a very different age. What did it matter? He loved her while still loving Gema, while still loving the couple formed by Gema and Daniel, and at the same time loving his revenge. Couldn't one love several people at the same time? Couldn't one love and hate at the same time? Unlike Alan, for every unit of pain he caused her, she was willing to receive in return double or ten times as much to compensate her, but not for that she would not give up causing him pain, perverting and corrupting her, even, why not, causing him that delicious physical pain that intermingled with pleasure. Not so with Gema and Daniel. From them she had already received pain and now it was her turn to even the scales. But returning to Vicky, why give up any of that, if it is part of love, sex and the passion of living? He loved her, but not to lock her up in the life of a couple, but to share with her and together with her all kinds of experiences.  

	As analytical and selfish as Lidia is, as passionate and enthusiastic she is as well. To some she may be a creature born of evil, to others she may be a creature of chaos. Does Lidia really have evil or is she just a deeply disturbed young woman? Is Lidia intelligent, if so easily manipulated by Gerardo, first, and by her nephew, later? Or did she and does she take advantage of them for her own ends, with money, but not just money as a reward? Neither Gema nor Daniel really know, and we fear that she herself does not know either, although she must realize, as she has no lack of intellect, that she is a volatile and tormented person. The only thing we can be sure of is that Daniel and Gema still remember her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-But how can you do this to us? -Alan's mother exclaimed, upset. You are ungrateful, a monster! 

	-Yes, Mom," Alan admitted, "I'm the monster you created. The one you created. Like father, like son, like son," he said, pained. And now, let me pass. -He carried in his arms a box with his last belongings. It had been some time since he had moved out of his parents' house, leaving that stage of his life behind him. He felt deceived and orphaned. How could they have done this to him? Why? Why had they deceived him and hidden it from him? It was he who was the victim, not them! And yet his mother had the cheek to accuse him of being a monster! "I don't even know what I came here for. I should have sent Jaume or, better yet, Biel." It had been a mistake to meet his mother again. He wanted nothing to do with her. Whatever there was to talk about, the problems of the inheritance, the lawyers would sort out. "Why did I come here?" he lamented. Then he rectified: "Why did I come?" He had made up his mind: he would soon move to Madrid and start a new life. In Barcelona, except for his faithful friends, there was no longer anything to tie him down. And they could come to see him. Let me through! -he repeated vehemently, resisting his mother's look of hatred and anguish.  

	-No!" his mother shouted. She opened her arms to stop him from walking out the door. Not until we work this out. You must understand! -she urged in desperation. Then she tried to soothe the situation, "We can talk about it. I'm your mother! -she implored. 

	- Yes, you are, Mom. And because of that, you are the only one responsible for me being the way I am! You are to blame for everything. There's nothing to talk about. -They had hurt not only him, but his uncle as well. He moved toward the exit door and shoved his mother away with his shoulder. You are dead to me," he declared. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I have something for you," Lidia informed Vicky. A gift. Wait," she said and turned away from her friend. She, precisely she, who had had more than one fling with other women, she, who wanted to seduce Vicky, she, who had initiated the kiss, suddenly felt violated by her own action. The gift was an excuse to get away from her before it went any further. Was she having pangs of conscience? 

	Vicky looked at her bewildered, like a statue of salt. Hadn't she liked the way he had kissed her? Hadn't she liked the way he had kissed her? But Lidia had kissed her! She felt as if she had been slapped in the face. How could she have thought of having... sex?... with her friend? How could she have even for a moment crossed her mind? After the bewilderment, which still lingered, she was relieved. Lidia was not like that and neither was she. It had been nothing more than a passing confusion. She had mistaken friendship and teasing sluttiness for something else. They had both been mistaken! They were nothing more than close friends, but friends with boyfriends. "Nothing more," she told herself. Still, she kept shoveling the sweet fruity taste on her lips. 

	-"Here," Lydia said to him, holding out her arm, as if trying to keep a safe distance. "Why haven't I gone on kissing her?" he lamented. "Why do I think now that it's not right, if it's what I want?" Lydia didn't understand herself. To be fair, she rarely did, but on this occasion she did it even less. She always did what she felt like doing. Or so she tried to convince herself, because, in the end, in reality, she always ended up doing what others wanted of her. Did she really feel something for Amancio or was it because he wanted her to? With a few exceptions, out of necessity, she always ended up having feelings for her steady clients. Even so, they would end up leaving her, as soon as they got bored of the same thing, the same girl or as soon as they ran out of money. Had he really felt something for Gema or had he only developed feelings for her because that was what Gerardo had wanted? And for Daniel? Hadn't Gerardo wanted Daniel to fall in love with her to separate him from his wife? "And Vicky?" he wondered. "How do I feel about her?" The answer was not trivial. There were too many things surrounding her. There was Alan, there was Gema, there was Daniel, there was Gema and Daniel... It wasn't easy to know how he felt about her, independent of everything else. "What a fool I am!" she acknowledged. She moistened her lips unconsciously and felt Vicky in her mouth. "For her it would be nothing more than a fling. Then she'd leave me stranded like her mother, as they all do." The question was not how she felt about Vicky, but how her friend felt about her. She could seduce her. In fact, he would have succeeded, if he hadn't forced himself to turn away from her. But at what cost? He would have seduced her for a very pleasant and longed-for one-off affair. It was even possible that they might repeat in the future, which would not be bad at all. But was that what she wanted from her friend? Wouldn't she end up investing more feelings than the other party would return, as usual? "I was right to turn away from her," she said to herself. "I want her. But she would never desire me as I desire her. It would be a pastime for her, while she to me would be much more than that." That was his problem, that sex and feelings always ended up getting mixed up in his case. While other people had sex only once they developed feelings for each other, in his case everything got mixed up, even when he did it in exchange for money. Not with all people it happened with the same intensity, but to a greater or lesser degree it ended up happening to him, with few exceptions. "And on top of that, people think I'm as cold as a tempane!" she was devastated. Who understood her? "No one!" Only Gema had understood her, or so she had thought. Gemma, with her plasticity, with her way of molding herself to circumstances, with her way of letting herself be molded... Only she could understand her. "And neither did she." That apparent plasticity had made her believe that Gemma and she were soul mates, but she had been wrong. She would not make the same mistake with Vicky. 

	-What is it? -Vicky asked in surprise. She went from surprise to surprise. A gift? For me? 

	-Open it," Lidia encouraged her. She had wrapped the little box in red love wrapping paper not only as an ornament, but to see how she would unwrap it. 

	-There was no need..." muttered Vicky, who didn't even know what to think about her friend anymore. "First he kisses me, then he pulls away from me, and then he gives me a gift. For a moment, she feared the worst: "Isn't it an engagement ring!" If it was, what could she say to him? What should she answer him, without hurting his feelings? "What a fool I am!" she said to herself. Had there been a hint of disappointment in the tone of her thought? "How can he give me that!"-A cell phone! -She exclaimed, not understanding his motivation. Then, as if it were something else entirely, he rectified: "An iPhone! But...? But..." she stammered, realizing the value of the gift, "I didn't need it! -And then, moved, she said: "It must have cost you a fortune! -She shook her head, trying to understand what was going on. How...? -Not knowing what else to say, she couldn't think of anything else to do but do the worst thing she could do: she quickly advanced the meter that separated them and hugged her friend. Silly," she said, "you had no need. I don't know how I can ever repay you, but thank you! Vicky knew that it wasn't easy for Lidia to save money, having to combine her part-time job at her mother's previous company with her studies and paying for the apartment, clothes and food. She also wanted to become independent from her parents, but she knew and had seen with her friend that it was not so easy. But she hoped that with Manuel things would change. 

	Her friend's explosion of gratitude caught Lidia by surprise. She felt her warm embrace, her delicious body against hers, her tight little breasts against hers... Physically and emotionally unbalanced by her friend's momentum, she was slow to embrace her friend. She inhaled to take in her sweet scent before telling her the truth. 

	When Vicky finally pulled away from her, they both had tears in their eyes. Vicky reddened and giggled nervously and Lidia mimicked her, for she felt similarly. "No, not similar," Lidia acknowledged with a hint of guilt. "She doesn't know what I'm up to. I'm always up to something." 

	-It's not mine," Lidia revealed. It's Amancio's. 

	Vicky almost dropped her cell phone from her hand when she heard her friend's revelation. Something disgusted her; perhaps she felt bought. She began to feel a knot in her stomach, but it was tingling and that, her own reaction, disgusted her even more. 

	-It's..." Lidia begins to say, shrugging her shoulders... "an apology. Although I don't think he has to apologize for anything," she added quickly. He just looked at you and I can't blame him for that. And neither can you, right? 

	Vicky, in spite of herself, was honest and shook her head. Amancio was not guilty of anything; if anything, she was. 

	-Take it as a peace offering... or a token of your appreciation. Friends? -Lidia asked Vicky rhetorically and held out her arms as she nodded. Bitches? -she asked, hugging her. She felt Vicky's head shake, nodding, and continued to ask, "Sisters? 

	-Vicky confirmed, moved, almost sobbing. With her parents absent, always at her own pace, with her mother who didn't understand her and her boyfriend far away, on the other side of Spain, she only had Lidia. "I would have liked to have had a sister," she surprises herself thinking. Vicky, despite the displeasure of the gift, clung tightly to her. 

	Lidia, feeling Vicky so close to her, almost gave in to temptation, but managed to resist it. She was not going to tell her the truth, not in those moments. Nor would she caress her or kiss her or seduce her... Not there, in her apartment, not in intimacy. 

	-What are you? -asked Lidia, prolonging the embrace. 

	-A slut," Vicky confirmed proudly. I didn't understand what was so great about being a slut, but Lidia managed to make it sound good. 

	-What are we? -insisted Lidia. He was not going to give up on corrupting her. For her own sake, Vicky needed to be freed from society's prejudices. Nor would he give up bringing her to orgasm again with his hand or his words, nor would he give up palating the sweet taste between her legs or letting himself be brought to climax by her. But it wouldn't happen in intimacy; that was too dangerous for her. He would end up falling in love and Vicky would end up giving him the shaft, as they all did. He would have sex with her, but they wouldn't make love. They would do it in front of Amancio or whoever, but never alone and never in exchange for anything. That had been her plan from the beginning. Why had she felt compelled to change it? What she had to do was to fall in love. Didn't she have clients instead of lovers for that? Wasn't it still difficult for her not to get emotionally attached and feel lonely and betrayed when the relationship, the business transaction, was over? 

	-Bitches," Vicky confirmed, not realizing what she was actually confirming. 

	-Bitches," Lidia ratified. She inhaled her friend's scent once more, not her perfume, but her essence. "So sweet and innocent," she thought. So much so, she found it hard not to give in to her weakness. "Amancio will be so happy. He'll pay anything to see you, to see us," she told herself to combat her doubts. "I'll see if he'll let him fuck you. Mmm. He probably will. Him and others. I want to see that mixture of shame and ecstasy on your face. I think you will always feel shame, like your mother, but in spite of it, or maybe because of it, you will," Lydia kept telling herself, trying to take herself with it to a different state of mind. She, in return, felt no shame at all. "It's a shame," she admitted. She could play the embarrassed one, if the occasion called for it. Not a few clients liked that, especially the men. Women were not plentiful as customers, but they didn't like having a reluctant girl in front of them either. With men, however, it was a different matter. Getting into that role didn't cost Lidia, even though it was something that was not in her nature. "I wonder what it feels like, when you have that shame that turns you on."  

	With Vicky in his arms, he thought again of Daniel and Gema. Both, in that sense, were similar. They were both ashamed of what they were doing. But they were also different. Gemma was blushing and that blushing excited her. And with blushing, it turned others on. What had he felt when he kissed her? She had never come to admit her lesbianism or her sexuality. Lidia, on the other hand, admitted it openly (except when it was convenient to hide it, as with Vicky). What had it felt like to make love to Gerardo's decrepit father? She, if she had felt like it, would have done it just like that, without blushing, without feeling anything special because he was an old man. "A person is a person," she asserted. Daniel wasn't blushing, he was blushing, pulling on purple. In his case, it wasn't the tingling that got him, it was the deep humiliation. That emotion was alien to Lidia, too. Why should she be humiliated by anything? And why do anything that would really humiliate her? Lidia had enjoyed Daniel's humiliation. To a certain extent, she could understand why someone would get off on humiliating another person. She had done it with Daniel and also with Gema. With Daniel, Gerard had left it to her imagination, but in the sessions with Gema she had always followed his guidelines. In every way, Daniel, with her, had felt only moderately humiliated, which was only natural. "I wonder what Alan has up his sleeve for him," Lydia thought, even though it wasn't true, for she had a clear rather than vague idea about it. Luckily, even if only indirectly, she would witness everything. She was curious how Daniel would react. In any case, she had enjoyed Gemma's blushes more than Daniel's humiliation. "But Alan intends much more than to blush her," she thought with satisfaction. Lydia had regained her composure. She pinched Vicky on the buttock and pulled away from her. 

	-Oh," Vicky protested, soothing her injured buttock with the palm of her hand, "Bitch! -she exclaimed with more vehemence than intended; she had only wanted to take the heat off the matter, especially after the kiss. She stuck her tongue out at him. 

	-Let's make the video for Manuel," said Lidia, without giving him the option to reply. She emphasized the name of Vicky's boyfriend with a stronger tone than she had intended. Although Manuel was his middle name, for her it would always be Alan. How about using the cell phone for this? It records in 4K. 

	-Oh," said Vicky, "and that's a good thing? 

	-Don't tell me! -It wasn't my idea, but your boyfriend's. I'm just assisting you. I only assist you. And I'm only doing it because you asked me for it as a favor. And only because you've promised to return the favor," she reminded him. Amancio was going to be happy. The cell phone had been a nice coincidence. Of course, Amancio had not chosen the gift; she had made it herself, with his money. Come on, I'll help you with the SIM card. 

	-Oh, you're helping me," Vicky joked, "Are you also planning to collect a favor in exchange for this help? 

	Lidia replied with a mischievous wink and reached over to grab her new cell phone and help her transfer the data from the old one to the new one, but Vicky, to her surprise, pulled her hand away, extended her arm to the side and put the phone out of her reach. 

	-Hey, hey! -Answer me! Are you going to ask me a favor in exchange for helping me with that too? 

	Lidia tried again to get hold of the cell phone, but Vicky moved her arm, this time leaving the phone above her head. 

	-Answer me! -Vicky insisted, "How many favors do you plan to ask me in return? 

	Again, Lidia tried to grab the cell phone, but Vicky, again, was quicker and, this time, hid it behind her back and looked at it defiantly. 

	"Don't provoke me, Vicky," Lidia warned her in thought. Had she blushed? "This is going to end badly if you provoke me." Was that what she'd intended? Lidia took a step forward, but Vicky didn't back down. Angrily, she reached for Vicky's arm behind her back, but her friend shifted her cell phone to her other hand and extended her arm away from her.  

	Vicky laughed and her eyes sparkled.  

	"It's going to end badly," Lidia warned herself. She found it too easy to imagine herself fighting with Vicky, only to end up rolling on the floor, first fighting, then kissing and... That was what she longed for and that was what she shouldn't do. "Only in front of others," he promised himself. He would not make the same mistake as with Gemma and Daniel. In Gerard's presence, he had enjoyed her and with her. But in his absence, alone with her, he had fallen in love. But Gema had fallen in love with her only in appearance, because that was what Gerardo had asked of her and because she would never really fall in love with a prostitute, whether she was called a sugar girl or a whore. Instinctively, she reached for the cell phone with her other arm, but stopped halfway. Angry and frustrated, she took a step back. 

	-All right, you do it," she told him coolly, trying to hide her frustration, but it only revealed it. 

	The smile on Vicky's face was instantly wiped off and her eyes lost their sparkle. What on earth was wrong with Lidia? "And what the hell is wrong with me?" she wondered. 

	-I'm sorry," Vicky apologized apologetically. She hadn't meant to hurt her friend. She always felt bad when she thought she let someone down. She even felt that way with her mother, even though she reacted differently with her mother. He rarely apologized to her. You can ask me any favors you want," he invited her, not realizing what he was really inviting her to. Or did he realize it, at least unconsciously? Was it his subconscious that was directing his words? He approached Lidia and offered her his cell phone. Can you help me, please? -he asked, partly to make peace with her, partly because she was not very skilled with technology. 

	Lidia snorted, but accepted the offering. She reached for the cell phone, took the cell phone case and pulled out of it the skewer that allowed the SIM card slot to be removed. 

	-Give me your other cell phone," he said. He was still struggling with his instincts - could Vicky really be a lesbian or bisexual, unbeknownst to him? Hope is the last thing to go. She could fall in love with Vicky, but could Vicky fall in love with her. Or would it just be a fling for her, a hobby? There was nothing wrong with that. In fact, something like that was what she intended. What she wanted to avoid at all costs was falling in love with no real option of being reciprocated. If Vicky wanted adventure, that was what she would give her, no more. But he would never again lie naked with her in the same bed, not alone with her. 

	Vicky handed her her old cell phone. Lidia took it reluctantly, without looking at her. There was a grave silence between the two of them. 

	-I'm sorry," apologized Lidia, finally, without taking her eyes off the cell phones. Finally, he looked at her and repeated, "I'm sorry. -I was sorry in more ways than one. He was sorry for the grief he had caused between them. He was sorry that he had not given free rein to his longings for her at that moment. He was sorry that Vicky was to be a vehicle for his revenge. He was sorry for what he would put her through, even if it was for her good, to set her free. He felt what Alan would do to her, with her necessary cooperation. She was sorry for lying to him about her boyfriend and about her parents. She was sorry she had not told him the truth about her real relationship with Amancio. At that moment, he was sorry for everything. How could he ever make it up to her? "By being, in spite of everything, her friend. And by accepting whatever punishment she, or Alan, or Daniel and Gema, or whoever wanted to punish her for her transgressions, wanted to impose on me." 

	 Because of the gloom on Lidia's face, Vicky got the feeling that her friend was apologizing for something else, but she couldn't imagine what it could be, so she ignored that thought before it came to fully surface in her mind. 

	-Ready," Lidia proclaimed, after they had not exchanged a word for some time. Your brand new cell phone, courtesy of my amazing boyfriend. He's going to be glad I'm recording you with it. What did we agree you'll say? 

	Vicky snorted. 

	-Do I have to say it? -he protested. She felt it was all so inappropriate. Nevertheless, Manuel had demanded the video and had commissioned Lidia to record it. And Lidia had asked him for those little words in return... that and to share the video with Amancio. She felt the tingling in her stomach again, or was it lower down? Her heart raced and she blushed. Papi, I like it when you look at me," she finally managed to say. 

	Lidia slowly shook her head and watched her fascinated. That blush, that tone of voice so insecure and seemingly fragile and innocent that she had used without premeditation drove her crazy. She restrained herself from throwing herself into his mouth and eating it. How could she be so sweet and spicy at the same time? Would she always be like that? Or would she get used to it and end up losing her grace because of the wear and tear of the relentless routine? "A pleasure ceases to have artistic quality if it is a habitual pleasure," Lidia recited to herself part of a dialogue between Emmanuelle and Mario. Did Lidia think she was the perverse Mario, instructing his very sweet Emmanuelle? "Only the non-banal, the exceptional, the unusual has value: that which will never be seen twice. Only the unusual is truly erotic," he continued reciting from memory. "Well, I think that expression in Vicky, or in Gema, will always fascinate and excite me. If it doesn't get old for her, it certainly won't for me," he concluded. 

	-What? -Vicky exclaimed, realizing that her friend had been gawking at her. 

	-Hey..." said Lidia, coming out of her reverie. "She's perfect, actually. More than her mother." However, with Gema she would have Daniel too. With Vicky she would only have her. She felt a bout of jealousy, thinking that Alan was pretending to have all three of them. In reality, she had no one and would have no one. It was better not to get excited about Vicky like that. She would have to settle for getting fired up the other way. You're going to add "thank you," to thank Amancio for the gift. say it! 

	-Really? -Vicky protested. Then, somehow, consciously or unconsciously, she managed to say it with the same tone as the previous time: "Thank you, daddy, I like it when you look at me. -She even managed to blush as she said it. Satisfied? -she asked her friend, returning to her brusque tone. 

	-Mmm-mm," Lidia did. She had loved it, so much so that she dared to warn him in a low voice: "You know I'll never be satisfied. 

	Vicky heard her perfectly, but decided to ignore the comment and asked instead: 

	-Don't you think Manuel will be suspicious about "daddy"? 

	-We've already talked about it, Vicky," Lidia answered. He won't suspect anything, as long as you keep your mouth shut. -She made a gesture as if she were locking her mouth and then throwing it into the sea. He'll think you mean him and he'll love it, you'll see. -Yes, of that Lidia was sure. She was also sure that Alan would end up getting a good surprise when he finally found out the truth and that he would kill her, when the time came, if she didn't present it to him as something that would have favored him. But she would know how to do it. She would not give up on Vicky completely. She would either defeat him in such a way that he would have to tuck his tail between his legs or she would convince him that she had always been on his side. After all, what were the odds that he would succeed with Vicky, Gema and Daniel, with all three at once? There were too many things that could go wrong, even with his help. "I'd do better if I gave up my stupid vendetta," he admitted, even though he could do no less. She imagined for a few moments being part of a happy family, with her as Vicky's girlfriend and sister and Daniel and Gema as their parents. She didn't even need to aspire to as much as Alan. She had no desire to dominate them and she didn't need to fuck all three of them. "I've already done that, except with Vicky," she said to herself, but realized she was tied with Alan. "You've fucked the crown jewels. But will you achieve your goals with Daniel?" She doubted it, both for Daniel and Alan. Neither seemed gay or bisexual to her. He shook his head. That was the flaw in her idyllic world. Only she was bisexual. For Vicky, as for Gema, it would never be more than a diversion. Or was she wrong about that? Absorbed in thought, she shook her head again. She wasn't jealous; she knew how to share. She would have shared Daniel with Gema and Gema with Daniel. She would share Vicky with Alan, but it was he who didn't want that! He didn't want her, he just used her. And Vicky would never really fall in love with her. She felt unhappy and felt like crying. 

	-Are you all right? -Vicky asked worriedly. She put her hand on her friend's shoulder, not knowing that was the last thing she needed. Or was it just what she needed? 

	Lidia had rarely felt so torn, torn between different fronts, her own, because she was the way she was, and that of others. She nodded unconvinced and unconvincing. 

	-Let's do it," he said. He stood up and wiped away the tears that had never flowed. Nevertheless, she had cried, though only on the inside. I have the perfect mask for you," he announced. If Batman could use his partial mask so he wouldn't be recognized as Bruce Wayne, and if Superman could use glasses so no one could see Clark Kent in him, Vicky would have to use that cat mask that only covered her nose and cheekbones. Both Amancio and Alan would probably prefer to see her full face, but if they looked closely they could make out her blush on her lower cheeks. It was the same mask she had used in her photo sessions with Gema and Gerardo. Gema, the real brave one, had gone bare-faced, like the Wonder Woman she was. Ben Affleck, with his bitterness and cynicism, had been a surprisingly good Batman, but the one who had really shone had been Gal Gadot. Yes, she liked that childishness; that was something she had in common with Daniel, not so with Gem or Vicky. Sometimes she wished she was Wonder Woman, but she knew she had more of Batman in her. In the early days of comics, Batman had killed, even at gunpoint, if the occasion called for it. "The Batman of now doesn't scare anyone," she lamented with contempt. "Anyway, if I have to identify with anyone, it's Harley Quinn," he acknowledged. "We're both broken. But we're both trying to enjoy life to the fullest." With reckless boldness, she threw open the doors to her closet, where she kept her toys. Here! -He said to Vicky, holding out the mask, "It's not a slut mask, it's a cat mask," he informed her with a wink. And..." she opened one drawer, then another, "this. With this.  

	Vicky stared at her transfixed, with the mask and dildo in one hand and the condom in the other. She was surprised to see so many sex toys in her friend's closet. She was about to ask her about it, but Lidia spoke before she did: 

	-You don't need this, do you? -asked Lidia, showing him a bottle of lubricating gel. 

	Vicky, with a lump in her throat, shook her head. 

	-I thought so," Lidia commented and put the jar back in its place in the cupboard. And this? -she asked mischievously. She had taken out her empty hand, then formed a fist, leaving her middle finger unbent. She was amused to see her friend's face go from shock to outrage. Yes, she was definitely more Dr. Harleen Frances Quinze than Princess Diana of Themyscira or princess of anywhere else. Once again, she regretted that Alan didn't want to be her Joker. At some point she had fantasized about making an unbeatable duo with him, a duo that could have included Vicky and her parents. Well then, maybe you need this," she said to her friend's speechlessness and startled eyes. She stood up and advanced toward the motionless statue that was Vicky. In a fit of passion, sadistic pleasure and recklessness, she took her friend's face in her hands and kissed it. "You know I'll never be satisfied," she thought. 

	Vicky responded to Lidia's kiss automatically. Her friend had left her breathless and now she was leaving her breathless. Her swaying was disconcerting, even disturbing, but was it also contagious? Secretly, she wished she was contagious, not of her madness, but of her passion. Compared to her, it seemed to him, life languished. All his life he had longed for a prince charming and, now that he had one, all he could do was lament - very much in love, of course - that he was far away. Was that living? In return Lidia... What secrets did she hide? There was more in her than she told him. There was more in her closet and there was more in her kisses. 

	Suddenly, Vicky had to stand on tiptoe. Lidia's hand had left her cheek, slipped directly under her skirt and had found her erect clitoris the first time. She shuddered at the direct contact, perhaps too direct. 

	-Now you're ready," Lidia announced, separating from her as abruptly as he had assaulted her. 

	Resigned, Vicky's lips were left wanting more and her clitoris, overwhelmed at first by the rough contact, was left begging for even more, pulsing frustratedly. "I'm not like that," Vicky was going to say to herself, but, finally, she said to herself, "I don't even know what I'm like anymore. Does it matter?" 

	-Come on, bitch, get to work! -Lidia encouraged her, mocking her. 

	Not knowing any better, Vicky stuck her tongue out at him. It was better to think it was all a joke. It had to be. That was why Lidia had pulled away from her the first time they had kissed, because she didn't want more. And that was why she had kissed and touched her now, because it was nothing more than a joke between friends. But what if instead of a prince charming what she had always wanted was a blue princess? Blue or any color. Of course, Lidia was anything but a princess. Vicky looked her up and down. She was so beautiful and her movements always so graceful... "And you're crazy as a loon!" she said to her in thought. But wasn't it that madness in her that attracted him? Ignoring her friend's indications, Vicky closed her eyes, tried to forget about Manuel and focused on Lidia. "What would a life at her side be like?" she wondered. She was beginning to have doubts about her sexuality. "Mom would never understand. She'd be in for a rude awakening," he warned himself. Her mother had always led such a classic life, from first boyfriend to husband. "Just like me," she acknowledged. "She'd never understand if I told her I'd kissed a girl. She likes the song 'I kissed a girl,' but she doesn't even know what it means." Her mother liked to listen to Katy Perry, but Vicky was sure that if she knew what she sang, she would stop listening to it. Could two girls be happy together? Not two lesbian girls, but her and Lidia. "What if I'm actually a dyke?" she wondered, realizing that Lidia had electrified her body like no boy. What if that was why she had befriended her? What if they continually stuck their tongues out at each other because of it, as a covert form of long-distance kissing, a repressed desire? 

	When she finally opened her eyes, she saw her friend watching her in amazement. 

	-What? -Bitch! Let's get to work! -he said, imitating her. It was better not to think too much about what had happened. If she did, she would go crazy or she would ruin everything. It was better to go along with it. "Who's crazier?" she wondered, nonetheless. "The crazy one who throws herself down a well or the crazy one who follows the crazy one?" On top of that, she wouldn't be able to talk it over with anyone, not her parents or her boyfriend, of course. 

	-Wait," Lidia asked him. Put on these sandals instead. Amancio liked them less, but Alan liked them more. But, above all, she liked them better than the schoolgirl shoes Vicky was wearing. The sandals were not her size, but Vicky would not have to walk in them; they would only adorn her feet and make her feel sluttier. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I think you should wear this all the time," Gema said to Daniel. In her hand she held an anal plug. It was the largest of the three that Daniel had made her wear through Silvestre, making her believe that her lover had taken the initiative. Although, to be fair, she had to admit that, had Daniel proposed it to her, she would have flatly refused. A husband doesn't propose such things to his wife; it's not appropriate. Of course, neither is it appropriate, unfortunately, for him to propose to her to take a lover. 

	Gemma remembered the book that Daniel had loaded into her e-book reader back then, when he was trying to convince her to become a hotwife: "He himself must actively collaborate in making the one he loves possessed by all the other boys, he must guide in her, with his own hand, the virility of his companions, until he has learned, not only not to suffer, but to desire it and to please himself in such an action." It was an excerpt from the conversation between the mysterious Mario and Emmanuelle. The young girl is portrayed as innocent and, next to the mature Italian, she surely is, but, compared to the Gem of that time, even with her only nineteen years that Emmanuelle is in the book, she was a much more experienced woman. Gema had enjoyed reading that book, because of its unique prose and the high-level conversations between master Mario and apprentice Emmanuelle. "Did I see in Silvestre my Mario or did I look for him and find him in Gerardo?" wondered Gema, remembering the book. It was not the first time she had wondered. What had made her hair stand on end - and was still making her hair stand on end - in that conversation were the references to child sexuality. It wasn't the husband inserting his lover's cock into his wife, but all the actors were preadolescent children. But it was a reality. That tribe in India really exists. "Among the Murias, the worst crime is not rape or murder, which do not exist, but jealousy," Mario had continued to instruct Emmanuelle. That had shocked her and, had it not been a classic of erotic literature, Gema would have stopped reading at that instant and thrown the book in the virtual trash. Definitely, judging solely on the basis of that excerpt from the conversation, the Mario in the book was more like Gerardo than Silvestre. Gema had had conversations with Gerardo that she was not proud of and that Daniel was unaware of. She could only pray that the seemingly omniscient Alan was also unaware of them. No, Alan was not as learned, but he had the advantage of his uncle's diaries, when they appeared, more thorough than Gemma would have liked. 

	-I wore it for extended periods," he reminded Daniel. Surely you can too. It will make you feel... full. 

	-And why would I want to feel full? -Why did he ask, if he knew the answer, even feared it? 

	-So that when you don't wear it, you feel the emptiness," Gema explained the obvious, "and you have the need to fill it with something. -As he got used to it, he would feel incomplete without something inside. 

	-Ah," Daniel said. The answer had not surprised him, how could it? Hadn't he been the one who had hatched that plot with Silvestre so that his wife would end up giving herself to her lover in that way? Daniel knew very well what it was for and what the purpose of the big plug was. It was not so much to widen the sphincter, but to get him used to having something inside. With Gemma it had worked for him and now she was taking revenge. Contrary to logic, he didn't dislike that side of her. What he didn't like was... Should I? -he asked. "If I should wear it, I'm not going to wear it. Not like this," he thought. 

	-You can do it yourself," Gema agreed. If you don't want to wear it, don't wear it. 

	"This isn't working," Daniel thought, but he couldn't tell her. The game, in his head, didn't work that way. 

	-I'll tell Alan to discipline you personally when he comes," Gema continued, noting her husband's reluctance. I think he'll be happy to do it. 

	"Better, Gemma," Daniel thought, even though he had no illusions about Alan punishing him in person. He'd had a hard enough time getting him to do it via videoconference. He didn't need that. What he needed was a more dominant Gem. He found it harder when she used the conditional with him, rather than the imperative. "I would have preferred that she had said to me, 'Put this on!' And that she would have said it in a tone that didn't allow for a retort," Daniel thought. Gema's problem was that she was only able to maintain her level of dominance and demand for short periods of time. However, he had to admit that the threat of being disciplined by Alan, or even in front of him, was just as effective, if not more so. He swallowed saliva and took the large plug from his wife's hand. 

	-How are your eggs? 

	-They hurt," Daniel replied. It was the truth. He didn't mean to be whiny. Well, maybe a little, to see how she reacted and to question her dominance. A good submissive is what he should do, challenge his master. Otherwise, where would be the fun, for one and for the other? Daniel, at least, saw it that way, but that didn't make things any easier for Gemma. 

	-Didn't you come? 

	-No. 

	-Are you sure? -insisted Gema, suspicious. She knew Daniel was a compulsive masturbator. The chastity device had curbed his urges, but did he avoid them altogether? 

	-Sure," Daniel answered honestly. Except for some inevitable nighttime pollution he'd had, he hadn't cum again. Yes, he still masturbated, but it wasn't the same with the cage, first, because it reminded him not to, second, because it made it difficult to cum, and third, because it only allowed for small, quasi-vibrating movements. And that's what he did, at the most. How could he not do it, if he couldn't stop watching the video of his wife in Barcelona or reading the comments people were making? But he avoided cumming. He didn't want to break those imaginary rules of the game. In any case, even without touching himself, it would have hurt his little balls. Gema continued to fuck him from behind with the dildo and harness almost every night. That, oddly enough, made his cock go limp, as if she was telling him, unnecessarily, that it was against nature. The rubbing on his sphincter certainly had its uncomfortable part, although he was starting to get used to it, but also its pleasurable part. But surely his greatest pleasure was not physical, but psychological. In that situation, he felt totally devoted to his wife and he liked that. Daniel wondered if a woman felt the same way with a man. "Surely not. For them it's natural," he always ended up concluding, ignoring that even in them the small orifice had not been conceived for that. Gema tried to do it in the most pleasurable way for him. She would prepare him by caressing his body, stroking his balls, even giving his chastity device a little jiggle, not unlike the way he did it himself. Whether he touched himself or not, his little balls would still hurt. Despite the pain, he didn't find it entirely unpleasant, for it pleased him to think of it as a sacrifice he was making for her. If anything, what he would have liked to experience was for her to be more energetic with him, more focused on his pleasure and less on hers, as Luis Alberto had surely been with her or the two Croatians in Switzerland. But he couldn't ask for a pear from an elm tree: she, with the plastic cock, was not getting pleasure from penetrating him. A shiver ran through her body at the thought. 

	-When Alan comes," Gema began to warn him, "I need you to be completely submissive and trust me. Do you promise? 

	-Yes, but why are you asking me? 

	-Promise? 

	-Yes, I promise. But why? -What was he up to? What were they up to? What was going to happen? "I hope it's not... that," Daniel fretted. 

	-Maybe Alan..." -Gema paused to find the right words- "is a bit rude to me. Do you remember Luis Alberto? 

	-The mental dwarf? -Daniel answered. He felt his stomach shrink, even though he had feared a worse answer. 

	Gema made a face of circumstance, but then said: 

	-Alan is not like that and you know it. He's not a mental midget. But I think he can be just as tough, if he wants to be. 

	-Do you want it? -asked Daniel shyly. He wasn't sure he wanted to hear the answer. It's not easy for a husband to see his wife treated like a piece of meat. 

	-All the men I've been with have had something good," Gema reminded him. They had already talked about that. They've all given me something I've wanted, even if I didn't know I wanted it. 

	-Even Luis Alberto? 

	-Even," admitted Gema. Then, to provoke him, she said teasingly, "For example, he was the one who made you put on my panties for the first time. 

	Daniel turned red, but Gemma showed him no mercy: 

	-Oh, of course, you had already worn them at home abroad. 

	-One time, Gema! -Daniel implored her. He didn't want his wife to think he liked that. Yes, he liked humiliation. But not wearing panties. That's why he felt humiliated and that's why he liked it. You kill a dog one day and you're a dog killer forever," he mumbled. 

	-Oh, well! I guess so," agreed Gema. You're only wearing panties now," she reminded her. And they look good on you. Especially now that you've shaved. -She laughed. 

	-Honey, please..." Daniel kept murmuring. 

	-What? -Gema exclaimed with a giggle. You asked me what I liked about Luis Alberto and I told you one of the two things I liked about him. The other, you already know. -Then, suddenly becoming serious, she said: "Alan will come and if he wants to fuck me hard, he will. If he wants to spank me, he will. I need you to accept that. I need you to trust, not him, but me. I can take it. And I want to take it," he revealed. It will be different than with Gerardo. I'm not going to handcuff you and I'd rather he didn't. You must not intervene under any circumstances! -I know it will be hard for you. I know you'll want to prove you're my husband, and you are and always will be! But you must keep in mind that he is my Master. My Master and your Lord. You must trust me. 

	-And Silvestre? -asked Daniel, dodging the subject, "Did he have his good things too? -Gema was doing all that just to punish him for how he had cheated on her with Silvestre, making her believe that everything was genuine, even making her fall in love with her lover, when in fact, who she had fallen in love with was her lover's physique and energy, but her husband's mind, who, inadvertently, was behind it all. That's why Gema was ready to receive any spanking from Alan, just as she had received them from Gerardo, because she knew they would hurt him more than her. 

	Gemma looked at him in bewilderment. Then, she lovingly took Daniel's face between her hands and kissed him. After a long and tender kiss, she asked him: 

	-Does this serve as an answer? 

	-You know? -I can give you that," Daniel began to say carefully, "I can give you that. I can... fuck you hard, give you hard... if that's what you want. You don't have to... 

	Daniel stopped as he watched his wife smile tantalizingly at him, as she unzipped his pants. On his face was an unlikely mixture of hope, desire and concern.  

	Gema finished pulling his pants down to his ankles. She never took her eyes off her husband and continued to look at him seductively. She felt his package through his panties and saw with satisfaction that his balls were indeed brimming with inert sperm. She caressed them carefully, avoiding pressing too hard so as not to hurt him. 

	-Like this, love? -he asked in a hoarse voice. 

	-Mmm-mm," Daniel said excitedly. Yes, he could be her Silvestre. He wasn't that young, possibly not that attractive either. He probably wouldn't ever get to be that vigorous, although anything could be trained. "Gerard was never vigorous anyway," Daniel reminded himself. Yes, he could be just as, if not more, creative than Gerardo, he could even learn photography, if necessary. And Silvestre... Silvestre, after all, except for his physique, had been him. Regardless of his physique, he could be tougher than Silvestre, if that was what she needed. Why not? In what better hands could she be, if not in his? 

	-So, love? -Gema asked again. 

	-Mm..." Daniel started to do it again, but stopped before finishing his purr. Something had changed in Gemma's tone of voice. Engrossed in his fantasies, he had hardly noticed. He opened his eyes and saw the mocking expression on his wife's face. 

	-Like this? -Gema repeated, this time without masking her derision in the least. Do you want to be the tough guy in the movie like that, with your panties on and being, for all intents and purposes, a eunuch? 

	Instantly, Daniel looked down, embarrassed. What had he been thinking? How had he come up with it? "Anyway, it's better this way," he thought, defeated. 

	-Look at you! -exclaimed Gema, mercilessly, and dragged him with her, at penguin pace, to the vertical mirror of the dressing room. Look at yourself! -she ordered him again, forcing him to look at himself in the mirror. You are my husband, not my lover," Gema reminded him. I prefer you like this. -Then, in a conciliatory tone, she explained: "You don't have to be Silvestre for me to love you. Neither Gerardo nor, of course, Alan. What's more, I don't think I would love you if you were like that. -Then, raising his tone again, although without reaching the previous level, he said: "This is your true nature. The sooner you accept it, the better. -And without letting him reply, because Daniel never talked about his feelings or his true fantasies anyway, he put the anal plug in his mouth. 

	"My true nature?" mused Daniel. He wanted to comment something to Gemma, to clarify something, to come clean about something, but Gemma prevented him by gagging him with the plug. He had to content himself with looking at himself in the mirror in that guise, as his wife had ordered him to do. Still deeply embarrassed, even more so, if anything, his imagination took wing and he saw himself with a dog collar and a leash dangling from the collar. "My true nature?" wondered Daniel again. "True?" Is it that one has to have one nature, a single, true one? Is it that one cannot be the one and the opposite, all at once, even if one expresses only certain aspects at any given moment? "Is it that I cannot be a husband and a lover at the same time?" he questioned, but immediately realized that this in concrete terms was not possible. 

	As if she didn't need to hear his words to know what her husband was thinking, Gema revealed, returning to her conciliatory tone: 

	-You love me and you could never be merciless to me. No matter how you tried and how you prepared, you could not. 

	-But," Daniel mumbled barely intelligibly, with the chrome plug still in his mouth, "you loved them. -He was referring to Gerardo, but his subconscious betrayed him by using the plural, including Alan and taking for granted a future eventuality, as if it had already happened and was an unalterable situation.  

	-Yes," Gema admitted quietly, regretful and proud at the same time, "a little. -That fact had tormented her, but it was also what she had liked most about her relationships with her lovers. It made it all the more intense. "For both of us," she justified herself, thinking of the delicious jealousy she had provoked in her husband, even though he was not a jealous type. She shrugged. Everyone is the way they are. Was that his true nature, to mistake submission for love? In any case, it would never be a love like the one she felt for Daniel. I love you, but I will be merciless with you," she warned him, trying to sound assertive. Thanks to Alan," she added, which detracted from her assertiveness, "He'll be assertive for me. -She put her hand on Daniel's shoulder and whispered, "That's what you need. I know. -Her hand slid down his back and down to rest on his ass. I know," he repeated, as he squeezed her bottom and dug his fingernails into it through the thin fabric of her panties. I know," he said once more and, to his own surprise, his voice sounded genuinely husky.  

	She had always had difficulty imagining her husband... in a certain way. Because of that and because she wasn't a true dominant, she hadn't quite... taken the plunge. But she was finding it easier and easier to get turned on... by it. Alan was making everything so much easier. "He is and will be ruthless," she said to herself. And then, anticipating the incipient comments from the little voices in her subconscious, she blurted out, "What! He had his show with Lidia and I. Now it's my turn to have mine!" She felt sadistic and said to Daniel:  

	-I'm going to tell him. I'm going to tell him that you harbor a ridiculous desire to want to give me, me, his girl, a hard-on. He's going to punish you for it. You know that, don't you? Her hand left her husband's ass, but only to disappear under the see-through panties, slip between his buttocks and reach the tight orifice which, in Daniel's case, except for his mouth, was the only one. His middle finger tested the tightness of her opening. Feeling increasingly aroused by what she imagined, she grabbed Daniel's hair with her other hand and pulled back. Right? -he insisted. "Maybe it's the other way around: I haven't been entirely dominant with him, because I refused to imagine him... like this. But now that I recognize that he turns me on, I have no qualms about dominating him," she admired herself. Alan was a gem; he would be worth doing things with and for, even some things he didn't really want to do. "I don't have a choice anyway," she said to herself, amused, aware that it was a ruse, at least in part. "Neither I nor Daniel do. We have to obey and bow to all his perversions." 

	Gema's hand left Daniel's ass and freed him from the plug in his mouth, allowing him to speak, although that was not the purpose. 

	-Yes," Daniel moaned. 

	-Bend over! Hands against the wall! -She ordered him, "I'm going to fuck you hard tonight," she warned him. In the face of her husband's surrendered attitude, Gema was emboldened and with her free hand she pulled down her panties and spanked him. You'd better get used to it. -She put the tip of the plug in her tight hole and pushed to widen it. 

	-Nooo," Daniel protested, tensing up, "It's not lubricated!  

	-Don't be a pussy," Gema snapped, "You think you'll always have the luxury of Vaseline? You've had it in your mouth and you knew what was coming. Saliva's enough for you. -She was surprised at how unrelenting she was being. "My God, what am I coming to?" she exclaimed inwardly. "It's Alan's fault! He makes me like this, with the things he makes me do and the things he hints he'll have us do. Where am I going to get to?" she wondered again, stunned, but with only half a hint of regret. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What do you think? 

	-You're asking me what I think of the video or the girl? 

	Alan just smiled and put the video back on his cell phone. 

	-Do you want Gema to record a video for you like this? -He tried to guess. Do you want me to record it? -he asked hopefully. Jaume couldn't help touching his crotch. His girlfriend could never know anything about it, but, anyway, viewing, editing and recording could not be considered infidelity. Certainly, it was possible, even likely, that she would think differently. Therefore, she could never know about his activities as a budding director of erotic short films. 

	-You just gave me a great idea! 

	Jaume looked at him in surprise. What idea had he given him? 

	-Well, what do you think? -insisted Alan, proudly. He started the video once again. 

	Jaume picked up the cell phone and held it out to him. His friend could not refer to the girl. For that, he wouldn't ask her so insistently and, above all, he wouldn't ask him. It would have to do with the recording itself. 

	-I like that mixture of innocence and perversion she transmits," answered Jaume, trying to make an objective analysis. She's not comfortable doing it. It shows. She is reluctant. But I would say that her face is reddened as much by embarrassment as by excitement. I like that. And it looks like she's really cumming at the end. It doesn't give the impression that he's acting. That's why I prefer amateur porn. It's authentic. Too bad she's over made up. With that blush on her cheeks she didn't need any makeup. 

	-Nothing else? -asked Alan. He was still not satisfied with his friend's answer. 

	Jaume shook his head, not understanding. What else did he want? 

	-He is young. Innocent. Pretty," Jaume began to summarize, hoping to hit on something on the list. She's ashamed to do what she does, but she does it nonetheless. In the end she gets passionate and cums. And at the moment of his greatest pleasure, or rather, moments later, his embarrassment is at its peak and he puts his hand between the camera and his face to protect himself. It's her first video of this kind," Jaume remarked. 

	-It's his second," Alan informed him with aplomb.  

	His friend's confidence surprised him and Jaume asked him in surprise: 

	-How do you know? 

	-She's my girlfriend," he informed her with a mischievous grin. 

	-Did you...? I didn't know... But..." stammered Jaume. "And Gema? 

	Alan shook his head. 

	-Gemma is not my girlfriend, how could she be! -he exclaimed. He snorted contemptuously at his friend's witticism. Then, in a serious tone, he warned him: "Don't make a mistake. I love Gema, but not as a girlfriend. She is married," he reminded him, "and I have no intention of changing that. I love her as my property. And I love her for another reason too. -After the seriousness, he smiled mischievously again. 

	-Your girlfriend? -Jaume muttered incredulously. He couldn't believe that Alan had taken a girlfriend, a real one, judging by her tone, and had kept it from her until that moment. But he also couldn't believe that being his girlfriend he would show him such a video of her. He would never do something like that with his girlfriend. It was disrespectful, besides, he was too jealous for that. Even on the beach, when she was being watched by other guys and caught some obscene look from them, it didn't feel right. "What if I took some pictures or an erotic video of him," she suddenly wondered. "What if it was a work of art, a creation of mine?" Under those circumstances, maybe he would dare to share his girlfriend with others, but it would have to be something very sensual and not pornographic, and it would have to be with her consent. Knowing Alan, he was sure his girlfriend didn't know he was showing her the video. "Too embarrassing for that," he said to himself-when, how? 

	-In Madrid," Alan replied. I deflowered her. I love her," he assured her with glassy eyes. Then, coming back to reality, he warned her: "Not a word about this, not a word to anyone, eh! This is between you and me. I trust you and only you. 

	-Of course, of course," Jaume hastened to assure him. Moved, he made an attempt to give her a hug, but aborted the move at the last moment, realizing that she had a hard-on. Then, more curious than embarrassed, he dared to ask her: "Can I...? -He gestured, pointing to the cell phone, "Don't you mind...? 

	-Of course not," Alan replied before his friend could finish his question. He was proud of Vicky and the sublime video he had saved - how could he not want to show her off? Besides, he needed someone to confide in. He only had Lidia, but she wasn't really a friend. And after the fight with his mother, he needed the support of a friend. Even he is only human. Wait, I'll put the sound on. 

	Jaume watched the video for the fourth time and listened to it for the first. He did so dismayed and unsure about how to behave. After all, she was his best friend's girlfriend and girlfriends are respected. But if even he didn't respect her? Nevertheless, he had said he loved her. But there he was presenting her with the obscenities he did and said. 

	-Does daddy call you? -he asked when the video was over. The bulge in her crotch had not stopped growing. "Thank you, Daddy, I like it when you look at me," she had said on the recording, and she had said it fully blushing, but looking at the camera. He had seen it before, but without sound, and had tried to imagine what her lips were saying, but that would never have occurred to him. "As a lip-reading expert I would have very little future," he noted. 

	-It's the first time he's done it," Alan replied, shrugging his shoulders. He wasn't sure he liked it. It made him feel old. He could imagine Vicky telling his uncle, but him? That thought was accompanied by another: would he have shared her with his uncle? "I'm very jealous," he admitted. He was even so with Gema. He couldn't imagine her, or preferred not to, with other men. Not on his own. Had he therefore prevented Gemma from letting herself be penetrated by Daniel? He would not prevent it forever, only control it. "I'm very jealous, except when they do what I tell them to do." Had he known what he knew now, had Gerard continued to live, Alan would have shared Vicky with him. He found the reflection fascinating. He imagined Vicky obeying him, pleasuring her uncle with the same care with which Gemma, according to her uncle's diary, had pleasured her grandfather. Suddenly, Alan felt a pang of jealousy, or had it been disgust? "Bullshit! You didn't share Gemma with me, man. You just bequeathed her to me!" What he was sure of was that Gemma would meet a lot of men, or should I say, better, cocks? And her girlfriend Vicky, too, though fewer and better chosen. But they would both just do what he told them to do. They certainly couldn't complain about not having variety, though, of course, the choice would always be made by him and him alone. "Oh, God!" he exclaimed, even though he was profoundly atheistic. "I'd become a sort of cuckold, not unlike Daniel," he concluded. Yes, he understood Daniel. He shared with him the morbidity he felt at the sight of his wife fornicating with others. "I don't dislike you, Daniel. Unlike Gerardo, who didn't understand that at all, I understand you. But the difference between us lies in the fact that you enjoy watching it because of the humiliation it implies for you. Meanwhile, I delight in the devotion and total dedication that your wife and daughter show towards me," he thought, taking Vicky prematurely for granted. "That and your humiliation I enjoy." When the time came, he would enjoy Daniel's devotion and total surrender to him as well. 

	-I prefer it without sound," said Jaume, inadvertently pulling his friend out of his reverie. The sound is too explicit. It cuts off the imagination. 

	-Yes," Alan muttered. Then, to break him out of his rapture, he asked a little coarsely, "Is she hot? 

	Jaume looked at him uncertainly, should he talk like that about his friend's girlfriend? Finally, he nodded. 

	-It's very good," he agreed. Emboldened, he even dared to criticize: "A little sardinilla for my taste. 

	-You don't like fish? -asked Alan seriously. He looked angry. Well, you like whales! 

	-Hey," Jaume replied. Now he looked angry. Whales are mammals! 

	Alan elbowed him in the side and they both burst out laughing at the same time. Jaume preferred them robust. His girlfriend, at least, was. Whether he really liked them curvy or not, his girlfriend had them and he liked his girlfriend. 

	-You'll see her more often," Alan said. You'd better get a taste for sardines. -He bit his tongue to avoid telling him what his dirty mind was telling him: "I could get used to the whales, at least occasionally. He knew Jaume intended to be faithful to his girlfriend. Normally that would prompt her to tempt him. In fact, she was tempting him with the videos she was asking him to edit. But he respected him and had no intention of tempting him too hard only to have him regret it later. He wouldn't do that to his friend. "But I wonder your girlfriend would be seduced into a different... point of view." Images of a scene between Vicky and Jaume's girlfriend circled through his head. "Where are you, Mephistopheles?" thought Alan. He was aware that his degree of perversion, far from diminishing, continued to grow. "Do you think I'm your Faust? If you think so, you're right, but unlike him, I won't regret it." 

	-Do you want me to edit their videos? -said Jaume. "The bride and... the slave," he thought, "How lucky she is! They're both very hot. And they're both kinky. Does he find them like that already, or does he turn them into that?" Regarding the woman, he knew Alan had already found her like that, molded or half-molded. But the young woman, she still seemed too innocent. And yet... 

	-No." Alan shook his head, "Not yet. I just want your opinion. Later..." He smiled. He was about to ask him something, but Jaume beat him to it. 

	-What is your name? 

	Alan's smile widened triumphantly. 

	-Sweet Victoria," he replied and winked. 

	But Jaume did not understand the implication of the name or the meaning of the wink. 

	-Look at her! Doesn't she look like anyone to you? -At last Alan had gotten to where he wanted to be. He looked expectantly at his friend, to see if he could guess the truth. He wanted to come clean with him, he needed to. 

	Jaume picked up his cell phone again and brought it close to him. He rewound the scene to where you could see his face and took a screenshot. Then he enlarged it. 

	-Mmm," he said, hesitantly. Hm. -And then again: Hm-mmm. -He frowned. There was something familiar about the young woman, but he couldn't tell what. Do I know her? 

	-To my girlfriend? No." Alan was having fun. He would have even more fun when I revealed the truth. 

	-Well, I give up," acknowledged Jaume, after thinking about it for almost another minute. 

	-Oh, come on! -Alan exclaimed in disappointment. Okay. I'll give you a hint: you know his mother. 

	-His mother? -To his mother," Jaume repeated mentally. "Like father, like son. To his mother. Hm. Mmm. Hm-mmm." Suddenly, his eyes lit up and widened in disbelief, "No!" he exclaimed, "No!" He shook his head, "Gemma? 

	-Victoria is her middle name," Alan informed him with glee, "and her daughter's, my girlfriend. 

	-No!" exclaimed Jaume again, who still couldn't believe it. And... and does she know? I mean, does your Victoria know? I mean, your girlfriend. And her mother? Does she know? 

	-Of course not," Alan replied, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. How do you think she would react? -he asked, without specifying who he was referring to. 

	Jaume puffed out his cheeks. Then, he let the air out explosively. 

	-How do you think they will react when they find out? -He had no doubt that something like this could not be kept hidden, especially if it was true, as Alan claimed, that he loved her and that she was his girlfriend. 

	Amused, Alan shrugged his shoulders. 

	-Honestly? -Honestly, either it all blows up and ends at that moment, or... we'll all be happy and eat our hearts out. 

	-But Alan! You're a cracker, but are you crazy? If you really love her... 

	-Of course I do! -Alan exclaimed vehemently. What do you want me to do? I am the way I am. Do you want to know why I am the way I am? There's something else I need you to know. It's about my parents. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What do you think? 

	-Who is it? Someone special? -he asked, doubting why his friend had shown him that video. However, or perhaps just for the sake of clarification, he started it again. 

	Amancio watched his friend's reaction with pride. 

	-Wait, I'll turn up the volume," he said, without answering her question, and played the recording once more. 

	"Thank you, Daddy, I like it when you look at me," both men heard the young woman say, looking into the camera with that mixture of innocence and lust. Amancio became aroused, even though he had heard it several times. He had lost count how many.  

	His friend looked at him in surprise, but immediately turned his gaze back to the cell phone screen. The girl was young, probably too young. Nevertheless, she knew how to move. Without waiting for Amancio's invitation, the man restarted the video once again. She had given him a hard-on and that, at her age, was not easy to achieve with a simple video. A professional recording would not have had the same effect, but that video looked like the work of a real vicious underage amateur. Sneakily, she readjusted her parts through her pants. On the screen appeared a striking fuchsia-colored, anatomically shaped dildo. It was suction cupped and attached to a mirror. It wasn't huge, but it wasn't small either. The girl would certainly feel it in her pussy. Instantly, the young woman appeared on the scene. The camera was low, about forty centimeters off the ground, at the level of the dildo, and only her pretty legs were visible. 

	"They're perfect," Amancio's friend admired. The girl's legs were slender, which only emphasized her youth. "But the heels are superfluous," he lamented, not noticing that the heeled sandals matched the dildo. That was the downside, that they gave her a professional slutty look, but it was the only downside and it hadn't stopped her from getting a hard-on. 

	The girl turned around, turning her back - or rather her ass - to the dildo. Next, she bent down and knelt. She was wearing a delicious little schoolgirl skirt. Amancio's friend didn't mind that it covered part of her delicious skin. Quite the contrary, it turned him on. The girl got down on all fours. She was also wearing a white shirt that was apparently part of her schoolgirl outfit, although she wore it tied in a sexy way at the level of her belly, exposing the skin of her abdomen and her back between the skirt and the shirt.  

	Amancio's friend was pleased to see that the girl had no visible tattoos. He hated tattoos, especially on a young girl; they robbed her of all innocence and were worse than those damn high heeled sandals. 

	The girl flinched on all fours towards the dildo. Unfortunately, the camera's angle to the mirror was not optimal and the mirror did not show anything additional. By now, having watched the footage four times already, Amancio's friend knew that the girl in the video was not wearing panties. When her feet hit the wall, the girl bent her knees and with her shins up, pointing to the ceiling, continued backing toward the dildo. Her head appeared on the right edge of the footage, but her head was bent down and her hair covered her face.  

	Amancio's friend imagined that the girl, despite her audacity, was dying of shame. How had she been convinced to show herself like that? Had it been one of those stupid viral challenges? But she had said "daddy" and it had sounded very personal. Had she recorded it for her boyfriend? But she had said "daddy." Had she been blackmailed into doing it? But she had said "papi" in an excited way. Amancio's friend regretted his thoughts for a moment at the thought of his own daughter, but continued to watch the recording. 

	The girl backed up as far as she could, until she had to lean her shins against the wall. She arched her back and raised her ass. Her short skirt rode up and exposed the bottom of her delicious little buttocks.  

	It was hard to tell in that pose, but it seemed to Amancio's friend that she didn't have a big ass. He liked big butts on women, but not on girls, and this one's, fortunately, seemed to match her little legs. 

	 With her head still down, no doubt from embarrassment, the girl raised her right hand, resting only on her knees and left hand. She brought her hand to her skirt and pulled it up, exposing half or more of her appetizing buttocks. She did this not out of exhibitionism, but out of necessity so she could shove the dildo in. She pulled her ass back and the dildo disappeared between her spread legs.  

	He had not yet put it in; Amancio's friend knew that. 

	Next, the girl reached between her legs and grabbed the dildo. She leaned her ass forward a little, positioned the dildo at the entrance to her wet cave and pulled her ass back again, slowly, feeling inch by inch how the cock split her in two. It wasn't a huge cock, but it wasn't small either. It certainly seemed too big for such a small frame. 

	"Now you're talking," Amancio's friend said to himself and imagined being the one to break her in two. His cock was smaller than the dildo. It had always been, and with age it had gotten smaller, but what did it matter? He was just fantasizing. That girl was nobody, anyway; he would never meet her. He would never break her in two. "Too bad I'm not a virgin anymore," he lamented, aware of his incoherence. If she had been, she would have stopped being one right then and there. Besides, if she had been, she would never have recorded such a video and would not have offered her precious virginity to an inanimate cock. She remembered her precocious Don Juan days. At seventeen he had deflowered his first virgin, a thirteen-year-old girl. Then, in his twenties, he had deflowered a few more girls, all of them teenagers, underage, but all of them older than his first. In the end, he had married one of them and with love he had forgotten the singular pleasure of introducing a woman to the amorous arts, of entering her body for the first time and remaining in her memory forever. "Ah, what a time those were!" Since then it had already rained and he had not repeated. He had been faithful to his wife. After marriage, he had only known his wife and whores. But whores were whores. It wasn't the same, no matter how young he tried to pick them. "This one is no longer a virgin," he lamented again, but continued to stare raptly. 

	Incredibly for such a small body, the girl managed to impale herself completely and her little buttocks touched the cold surface of the mirror. She remained in that position for a few seconds and it seemed to Amancio's friend that her little legs trembled with gustirrinín, perhaps also a little pain. Yes, he knew that; it brought back good memories. After the shudder, the girl leaned her ass forward a little. Her hand that still remained on her parts made sure that the dildo did not slip out. The girl pulled her ass back again, this time less slowly, until again her little buttocks touched the mirror. 

	Again, Amancio's friend complained about the angle of the camera and the mirror. Would he have a shaved pussy? Many men his age preferred them groomed but natural. Not him. He liked them pristine, smooth, without a single hair, without a hint of hair, if possible. Whores, even though it was their trade, did not shave as they were supposed to, with laser, down to the root, or with wax, to extract down to the root. Even freshly shaved, their pubic hair was visible. As for his wife, she refused to wax down there. "It's her loss," Amancio's friend said to himself. Over time, sex had become monotonous with her and he had lost interest in her. She didn't show much interest in him either. Apparently, she could live without sex, but he could not. Fortunately, there were whores, even if they didn't know how to shave. 

	The girl repeated the back and forth, her hand still on her parts.  

	"I hope you're just holding your cock," thought Amancio's friend. He didn't like the idea that the girl was touching her clitoris. Porn was showing that more and more often. It was wrong. A woman should feel pleasure from being penetrated, not from external touching. He had made all his virgins enjoy without touching them at that point. It is also true that he had deflowered them in the missionary position in which, when he penetrated them, his pelvis rubbed against the clitoris. He fucked the sluts in multiple positions and they all moaned and cummed, without needing to worry about that insignificant and erroneous part of their bodies. They had all assured him that he did it very well. And if any had not, he had promptly forgotten about her and had never seen her again. And to his wife he had given two daughters and a son. Undoubtedly, the real pleasure for a woman came from being penetrated and feeling the male cum inside her. 

	Without interrupting the back and forth and confident that she had the movement under control and that the dildo would not slip out, the girl rested her right hand on the floor again. 

	"It's about time. Good girl," Amancio's friend told her. 

	The girl slowed down her movement to adjust the position of her legs and to stick them even closer to the wall. A moan escaped from between her lips, although it could only be heard and not seen, since her forehead was resting on the floor and her hair completely covered her face. 

	"Ah! You like that. Moan, my girl!" thought Amancio's friend, as he saw and heard again how the girl was getting excited with his cock in her virginal pussy. 

	To his chagrin, after a few seconds, the girl took her right hand back to her parts and even stopped moving. Amancio's friend noticed the tension in her arm as she rubbed her parts vigorously. That part of the video did not appeal to him as much. Like multiple renowned psychologists and sexologists, such as Sigmund Freud, he believed that a mature woman should find her pleasure exclusively through penetration and that the clitoral orgasm was childish, which was nothing short of a contradiction, in light of the fact that he liked them very young. "But now comes the best part," he consoled himself. 

	The girl bent her back and brought the mamola to her chest. The hair slid down her face and uncovered her mouth, below her nose, just in time to let a moan be heard and seen. She rested her hand on the floor again and continued to fuck herself against the mirror, this time with slower, but long strokes. He eagerly pushed his ass against the mirror, driving his cock deep into it. 

	"So, yes," thought Amancio's friend. The girl was discovering the enormous pleasure of being penetrated deeply. "The real clitoris is inside the vagina, as it should be," Amancio said to himself with satisfaction. The girl was giving a sublime demonstration of how to really enjoy it. Even Amancio had to admit that he had never made a virgin, not even his wife, enjoy this way. If anything, some whore had moved like that, while praising him for how well she did it. "How well she moves her hips!" he admired. 

	The girl sat up with her arms outstretched, her back arched and her head held high. Looking forward, her hair still covered her face, but it would not be for long. He continued to move, each time with increasing joy and fury. The moans that accompanied the movement, suppressed, not exaggerated, genuine and true, testified to how she was loving the fat cock in her cunt. Suddenly, she threw her head back, projecting her mane in a backward parabola and clearing her face. At the same time she turned her head and, looking up at him, said: 

	"Thank you, Daddy, I like it when you look at me!" 

	"I believe it, my girl, I believe it," thought Amancio's friend, ecstatic. He had heard that part before, but he never tired of hearing it. He didn't lament the fact that his face wasn't fully visible and that he wore a mask that looked like a cat's mask. He could see enough of her to determine that she was indeed young, very young. It showed in her body and it showed in her eyes. Her cheeks, largely uncovered by the tiny mask, were flushed, either from pleasure, or shyness, or both at once, as was to be expected of a virgin. 

	As if to demonstrate her shyness, she turned her head and looked straight ahead again. With the movement, her hair covered her face again. But the girl continued to fuck herself with that magnificent cock, more and more unleashed. There was no doubt that she was really liking it. She wasn't a cheap whore or an artificial porn actress, despite the fucking heels she was wearing. 

	Amancio's friend imagined himself deflowering her over and over again, which was obviously an impossibility. In any case, it was impossible. He had slept with underage girls, but only as a teenager himself, because in your early twenties you are still a teenager, aren't you? In any case, girls liked experienced guys. Why should he have refused, just because one of them was more than a decade older? 

	Again, the girl turned her head and looked at the camera again. She didn't say anything this time; she just held her gaze, while continuing to move, alternating the rhythm of her hips. 

	"Smile!" another female voice was heard to say, no doubt the friend who was recording her. 

	That was something Amancio's friend had not done yet, a threesome with two girls. He had done it with whores, but whores are whores. 

	The girl tried to smile, but could not. Embarrassed, she turned her head sharply to look straight ahead and her hair covered her face again. However, the movement of her hips did not cease, but intensified. The camera's relentless microphone picked up her gasps. 

	Just like the first time he had watched the video with sound, Amancio's friend thought the other young woman would go over to cheer her friend up again and tell her to smile. After several tens of seconds of frenzy, it seemed like the right moment, but it wasn't necessary. The girl, of her own accord, turned and looked at the camera. Neither the mane nor the cat mask hid her ecstasy. She raised her right arm and to the surprise of the viewer, probably without her own expectation, she gave herself a resounding spank on the buttock. He looked back, as if trying to figure out what his own hand had just done, and saw her clinging to the scanty girls on his buttock. He grimaced, probably in pain, probably in excitement, and lowered his head, but his fingers were still gripping her buttock, all without slowing the swaying of her hips. At last she managed to relax her hand and rested it on the floor again. 

	Suddenly and without her friend having to say anything to her, she jerked her head back, causing her hair to draw a parabola again, clearing her face. She looked at the camera. She failed to smile, but said, again, as her buttock reddened: 

	"Thank you, Daddy, I like it when you look at me!" 

	"Naughty girl," thought Amancio's friend, "I'd whip you and deflower you." He was completely spliced and hadn't even touched himself. Evidently, he couldn't and wouldn't do it in front of his friend. 

	After she said it, she failed to hold her gaze on the camera for a second and ducked her head again, but continued to move her hips, now faster but shallower, now slower but all the way down. 

	He ended up moving spasmodically. Undoubtedly, she was cumming. She had climaxed the way a woman should climax, through her vagina. 

	She pulled away from the dildo and turned around at the same time she could be heard saying to her friend, "Clean it up!"  

	Was it a rehearsed part or had the girl obeyed her older sister at once? Amancio's friend did not know what to think, but preferred to believe in the second variant. 

	The girl turned with alacrity and began to suck the dildo, if not with skill, with enthusiasm. She inserted the rubber phallus with the latex condom into her not-so-innocent little mouth and tasted herself. 

	"Smile," her older sister commanded again. 

	The girl pushed her hair away from her face, looked at the camera and tried to smile, but failed again. Instead of a smile, only even more delicious embarrassment was plastered on her masked face. But at least she had pushed the annoying hairs out of her face. Kneeling in front of the dildo, with her skirt hiked up to her waist and that blush on her cheeks, she offered a unique image. 

	"So much vice contained," thought Amancio's friend. "Perhaps too vicious. But how I'd like to meet her! Her and her sister." 

	The girl tried again to smile, looking at the camera, but her lips refused to show that expression. 

	"Adorable," thought Amancio's friend. Had he seen only lust on her face, he would not have been interested. Although she was surely too experienced for his tastes, he recognized that there were still things he could teach her. She could help him shed that shyness. Then she would cease to interest him. They were nothing more than silly fantasies. Although the girl was Spanish, judging by the accent (quite unlike, unfortunately, the whores he frequented), she was nothing more than a little vicious girl from some remote part of Spain or from some hidden place in the enormous jungle of Madrid. I would never meet her and, in fact, I didn't even need to. A fantasy was a fantasy, nothing more. And if she was really underage, why would she get into trouble? He sighed. 

	His adorable little girl put down the dildo and crawled towards the camera. As she approached, he found, despite the mask, that she was indeed cute. The cat mask could not hide her sweet expression. Finally, her head disappeared at the top edge and the recording ended with the image of her shirt, white as the innocence he loved to snatch and had once so often sullied. 

	-What do you think? -Amancio repeated the question from the beginning. He didn't really need his friend to verbalize an answer. 

	The friend made a face of circumstance. He was coming out of the world of his dangerous fantasies. 

	-Do you know her? -he asked, however, against all prudence. In any case, it was improbable, almost impossible. How could Amancio know this creature? She was nothing more than an Internet slut. 

	-I've had her in my bed," Amancio replied. His eyes sparkled with pride and mischief. 

	-How?" his friend was astonished. He looked at him incredulously. He hadn't expected that. Did you fuck her? -he accused, more irritated than scandalized. That girl must have been underage! 

	Amancio looked at him for long seconds with a broad smile before answering. 

	-No," she finally admitted. Not yet," she added, "She's a friend of my... churri. 

	-Did you...? -asked his dumbfounded friend. 

	Amancio nodded. 

	-I even showed you a picture of her," Amancio reminded him. 

	-Ah," his friend reminisced. Yes... the... Sugar baby? That's what you called her, right? A whore," he added, not without contempt. He remembered the girl. She was pretty. Quite a lot, actually. "Quite a lot," he admitted to himself. But in her mid-twenties and obvious age, despite her beauty, she hadn't made an impact on him. Whores like that there were plenty of them. Well, maybe not a lot, but there were if you knew how to look for them. 

	-She is not a whore! -exclaimed Amancio, with more harshness than intended. 

	-But you pay him," said his friend. 

	Amancio sighed, how was he going to explain it to her? 

	-Nothing to do with it," he said, "nothing! You believe what the whores you go to say, who praise you for being a good fucker and because you make them cum. Pure theater, my friend! 

	-Of course, as if she doesn't do theater with you," his friend defended himself, counterattacking. 

	Amancio shrugged his shoulders. In that, his friend was probably right. Still, the young woman managed to make it look authentic. "Fuck it!" exclaimed Amancio to himself. "This one likes it. Maybe not always, but she likes it. And she likes me. At least to a certain extent. Nothing to do with a whore." However, he gave up explaining it to his friend and simply said, "It's more expensive, much more. But it's worth it. You should try it. 

	-Na'! I'm married. I don't need complications. -He wasn't going to get a paying girlfriend. He had enough to keep his mistress happy at home. Besides, a few hundred euros in whores when he needed it, that he could afford and he could hide it. But thousands of euros a month, that was big money. "It would have to be very worthwhile," he thought, remembering the little face and body of the girl in the video. She wasn't a virgin, obviously. Especially if she was a sugar baby. And then, surely she wasn't underage either. "Better this way," she thought, "One less complication. At least she looks the part. You had her in your bed and you didn't fuck her? -he asked intrigued. 

	-She's a friend of my girl's," Amancio explained. She's not one of those. -Amancio watched with satisfaction as his friend's eyes lit up. He had caught his interest. 

	-Isn't it one of those? 

	-No," he shook his head, "I don't know. -He shrugged. My girl can be very convincing. -Yes, that was true. Lidia was a born manipulator, but he liked it that way, even if he sometimes felt manipulated by her. In the end, she more than made up for it. I don't know," he repeated, "I guess I'd be curious and... Look, I'm not going to tell you I'm a virgin or any of that bullshit. We're old enough to know that nowadays that doesn't exist anymore. They're born deflowered. 

	They both nodded in sorrow. The young women of today were no longer like those of yesteryear. Now they went for the boys. Before, they had to be won over. It had its advantages, of course, but it took a lot of the fun out of it. It was no wonder that there were more and more faggots. How could there not be, if there was no more excitement in the hunt because there was no hunt, properly speaking? "If you're careless, they'll hunt you," they both thought. It was a total incoherence, in light of the fact that they both went to professionals of one kind or another, precisely to avoid the complications of courtship. 

	-But you should really see her," said Amancio. She's as sweet as honey. I'm not saying she hasn't been fucked already, but she's not well fucked. She's as virgin as can be, given the circumstances. 

	-In your bed and you didn't fuck her? -his friend commented skeptically. Friend of your... churri... and you didn't fuck her even if you paid for it? 

	-No," answered Amancio, astonished. Of course he had wanted to fuck her. He had tried, but he had been respectful. Lidia, after all, even if he paid her, was not a whore. And neither was her friend. However, not fucking her that night, despite his disappointment at the time, had made the experience that much more interesting and memorable. It's... very sweet," she said, her eyes glazed over. 

	-In bed and nothing happened," his friend continued skeptically, although he was beginning to feel hopeful. 

	-Well..." said Amancio. My girl gave him a handjob while I was jerking her off from behind. Up the ass," he said. 

	-Up the ass..." his friend repeated with disdain, to avoid showing too much interest in the action between the two. He would never understand why some men were obsessed with anal sex. A woman's pussy, that's where paradise was, not in the parched, stinking asshole. 

	-I deflowered his ass," Amancio confessed to continue boasting about his exploits to his friend. 

	-Yes, of course. And you believed it," his friend told him unceremoniously. If Amancio wanted to show off in front of him, he wasn't going to make it easy. Besides, he needed some time to collect his thoughts. "Sweet as honey," he remembered. 

	-Bah!" said Amancio contemptuously, "What difference does it make? -He wasn't naive enough to believe everything Lidia told him. But don't you go to the movies knowing that everything is a lie? It only stops being fun if you rationalize it too much. For me it's as if it were," he assured her. And for her too," he added. Truth or lie, merit of the actress or merit of the spectator, he wasn't going to let her steal the pleasure. I deflowered her from behind while she was jerking off her sweet, innocent little sister," he said. He watched with satisfaction as his friend swallowed saliva and was speechless. 

	Amancio's friend imagined the scene, with both sister and little sister enjoying themselves, each in her own way, with the older sister teaching the younger sister her pleasures. He imagined himself, of course, in Amancio's place, watching as the older sister fingered the sweet, innocent little sister and how the latter tried to smile, but failed, because of pleasure and embarrassment. "Thank you, Daddy, I like it when you look at me!" echoed in her head. His friend, no doubt, was a lucky bastard. 

	-And... he recorded this video for you? -he asked. 

	-With the cell phone I gave him," Amancio confirmed, puffed up. 

	-Ah!" did his friend, on hearing that he had paid him for it, if not in cash, then in kind, but he did so without too much force. He would pay him, too, if necessary. But he needed to get ahead of his friend. It was not the same thing to arrive first as to arrive last, although, evidently, the first of all would no longer be so in any case. 

	Amancio was very satisfied. He had spent a lot of money on the iPhone, but he could afford it. Lidia had suggested that he give her friend a gift to apologize for the way he had looked at her, and he had finally gotten her friend to record that video with that same cell phone and say those incredible words! Lidia was a treasure, not a whore, and she was worth all the love and money he invested in her. At some point they would get tired of each other (i.e. him of her) and they would break up (i.e. he would stop paying her), but with those latest innovations he felt that time was a long way off. "I think he's trying to corrupt her," he said to himself. "That's why it all seems so authentic, because in that respect it is," he acknowledged. Yes, the two of them, an unequal couple, could corrupt that young woman together. They would both really enjoy doing it and would make that young woman enjoy it like her pantophile boyfriend didn't know how to do. "Youth and experience united to defeat innocence," he said to himself, obviating that Lidia, despite her youth, in terms of sex, was probably much more experienced than he was. He imagined the young woman giving Lidia a little kiss at the end of the video. That was undoubtedly why her head had disappeared over the top margin. Lidia was getting her corrupted and he couldn't wait for the moment when the three of them would be together again. He grew excited in anticipation of the details Lidia would tell him. "Unbelievable," he admitted in amazement. "I even get excited thinking about what she'll tell me, without needing to be present." Of course, he would go out of his way to be present and would pay more than an iPhone if necessary. It wasn't just about sex. I really wanted to see and participate in the corruption of that sweetness. 

	-And do you think...? -his friend asked. 

	-What? -he asked, coming out of his rapture. No!" he exclaimed forcefully. No, my friend. I only showed it to you so that you would know. Find your own young girls! A word of advice: among the whores you frequent, you won't find them, not like this. But you already know that. I've been telling you for a long time and now I've shown you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-You did a wonderful job," Alan complimented Lidia. How did you do it? Normally, she's kind of prissy. -He paused and his eyes glazed over. That last video of his girlfriend, the second overtly sexual one, had been different from the first. In the last video she had really let loose. "Prissy," he thought. "Isn't that what I like in her, to get her to stop being prissy but continue to be prissy at the same time?" Alan wanted something impossible and contradictory. He didn't want a nun or a slut. He wanted a nun who under his orders would behave like a slut. "No, not that she behave like one. Let her become one, but at the same time remain a nun and be ashamed of what she does for me. I want her to enjoy it, be ashamed and therefore enjoy it. In that order." She wasn't referring to a temporal order. In his mind they were parallel planes that partially overlapped. It was contradictory and impossible, but wasn't that what he had seen in his mother? The real question, however, was whether in this transformation he intended for her, he wouldn't end up destroying her innocence and with it that shame that so excited him. "How could Lidia have done it?" he wondered. "Or was it me, despite my absence?" Yet he felt in his subconscious that what he should really be asking himself was whether he had not gone too far. Had he prematurely beaten the cost of destroying what he wanted to preserve? But he remembered the blush he had seen on her cheeks, which made his heart beat faster. 

	-You see," Lidia answered, trying not to say anything, without sounding evasive. She couldn't tell him about Amancio, at least for now. Maybe she could never tell him. Or maybe she had to tell him at the right time for things to explode, but she would only do it if she knew that Vicky would fall on her side. "A good fight between them could cause them to break up and she could take refuge in me," he thought Machiavellianly. Apparently... she likes to perform in front of an audience," she ventured, certain that Alan wouldn't guess the true meaning. 

	-Mmm," Alan did, remembering what he had read about Gema. If what it said in his books was true, he had been really turned on when Silvestre had taken her to a strip club and gotten her to do a lap dance for some customers. But by then Gema was already fucked and well fucked. Vicky was not yet at that level, but it had been his fault, for his prolonged absence. "It's my mother's fault," he said to himself. It continued to disturb him and he continued to get angry when he thought about it. He made an effort to push those thoughts away. Did she really cum? -he asked, remembering the recording again with fascination. From the way his thighs had been tempered at the end, he was sure Vicky had cum with the dildo, but it still amazed him and he wanted to hear a woman's confirmation, not because he doubted, but because he knew she would delight in hearing it. 

	-No doubt," Lidia affirmed, not without pride. She felt that she was responsible for that feat, as much as if she had touched it with her hands or, better yet, with her tongue. But she hadn't, or rather, she barely had. She had not yet tasted it and her hands had enjoyed it very little. But wasn't the psychological effect it had had on her even more significant? Hadn't she savored it with her psyche? She herself had been surprised at the sight of Vicky's wantonness. The cause, surely, could not be the dildo. It was more than pleasant to be penetrated with it; that much she knew from her own experience. But hardly physical stimulation alone could bring her to that extreme of arousal. However, there were some very vaginal women and it was possible that the dildo would touch just the right spots. Would Vicky be one of those women? She herself was rather clitoral. Gema had done wonders with her tongue down there. Remembering that, her clitoris automatically bristled and her hand came to comfort it. However, Gema had been reluctant to acknowledge her bisexuality. She had always waited for Gerard to lead her to kiss her down there, but once he started, she hadn't wanted to stop until he brought her to climax. And with the two of them alone, she had usually, but not always, been the one to direct Gema to go down to the bottoms-. It turns her on to be looked at," she assured him with her right hand in her panties. With the other she continued to hold the phone to her ear. She figured that, thanks to that comment, next time Alan would have her attend as a spectator to watch them make love to each other in her own bed. It was the least he could do for her, even though, in reality, he was already paying her for it. She would feel jealous because she knew Alan wanted her only for himself, but it would be worth it. At the same time, she imagined herself making love to Vicky, in front of Amancio. "Amancio... and other clients... together or separately," she fantasized. She was sure that Vicky would have a hard time tearing herself away, but that once she did... Without intending to, a moan escaped her. 

	-But why the mask? -Alan asked, ignoring the groan. Maybe he hadn't heard it, maybe he didn't care what Lidia did. 

	-Ehm... You didn't like the idea? -Lidia knew she was making a mistake, having that talk with him while masturbating. She needed a cool mind not to give herself away. But she couldn't stop fantasizing. The idea of performing with Vicky in front of some old men turned her on more than watching Vicky writhing around with Alan and even joining them in bed. The unconventional turned her on and a threesome with two young men like her fell rather within the conventional. That was why, apart from the generous pay, she had been attracted from the first moment with Gerardo's proposal. Until then, she had not been into sado or maso, beyond a few spankings she allowed some clients. It had been an avenue she had wanted to explore and what better than to do it with an old man, a beautiful mature woman and her cuckolded, submissive husband? I think it looked very aesthetic, don't you? -he tried to justify himself. Evidently, he couldn't tell her that it had been a precautionary measure because he would share the video with one of his clients. He groaned as he remembered how, thanks to Amancio, he had given Vicky her first orgasm from his hand. 

	-Yes, I suppose so," Alan admitted, again ignoring the groan he'd undoubtedly had to hear. Was the schoolgirl costume your idea, too? -he questioned further. 

	-Do you know where my hand is? -Lidia answered, partly to distract him, partly because she was annoyed by his coldness. Alan was a good fuck. He was rough, sometimes too rough, but sometimes that's what a girl needs. The men he interacted with, even the most energetic ones, couldn't maintain that level of energy for any length of time. Nor was it necessary; a girl needs that, but only sometimes. They couldn't maintain it on either a physical or psychological level. Gerardo had not been like that either. He had been rather calm, not at all abrupt. He understood that Gemma would be seduced to submit entirely to a dominant man, even if his dominance was calm and of that energy level. He had certainly been creative... so much so that he had hatched the plan to book her. He'd had fun with it...but mostly he'd enjoyed it because of Gemma and the possibilities Daniel offered to experiment with him on the side. But she was not, in that sense, like Gema. She had no desire to submit to any man and no desire to submit to any woman. At times, no doubt. But almost as a way of life? No, not at all. Now, somewhat violent sex with Alan... from time to time... She was a woman of multiple fantasies. She moaned again, deliberately this time, to provoke him, though she didn't have to try very hard. 

	-Was it your idea, Lidia? -insisted Alan, showing himself immune to her attempts to seduce him over the phone. Nevertheless, he considered the possibility of making a hole in his schedule for his next visit to Madrid, and meeting her alone. Lidia was a pretty girl, no doubt. And she could take a good beating, sexually speaking. "She'd better, with what I pay her," he thought, purposely ignoring that she wasn't just doing it for money. "She's a tool, nothing more," he told himself. He didn't want to get attached to her, if that was even possible. He knew that at some point he would have to take Vicky away from her, but he would do it when Lidia was no longer useful to him. "With how far she's come, could it be sooner rather than later?" he wondered. But he hesitated, "How could my Vicky have made that leap so suddenly?" In the video she looked transformed. Not that she was complaining, quite the contrary, but he sensed that she was losing control and that scared him. He felt like taking out his frustrations on Lidia, not because she was to blame for anything, but because she was the ideal girl for it. He loved to fuck her with no regard and no worries. Lidia made him softer with his girlfriend afterwards and that was necessary, because Vicky wasn't at that level yet. But this time he would have Gema; he didn't need Lidia. He would release his stress with her. He became aroused at the thought of his mother, not as a sexual object, but because she was the cause of his anger and because thanks to her he would project that energy onto Gema. "Or is it too much and he should see Lidia first?" he hesitated. Certainly, before seeing his girlfriend, he would have to unburden himself to either Gema or Lidia. Or with both. In any case, someday, Lidia would no longer be needed. "It's almost a shame," he thought, "but I like them to do it for pure vice and devotion, not for dough and vice." 

	  

	  

	    

	  

	 

	


Chapter XIX - Compensation 

	  

	"Don't be afraid of your fears. They are not there to scare you. They are there to let you know that something is worthwhile." - C. JoyBell C. 

	  

	-Will you open, please? 

	Daniel grunted something unintelligible, but got up from the couch. He felt like his stomach was a knot, one with an unbearable tingling. He was nervous and felt cold, even though it was warm. Apparently it happened to him when his nerves got on his nerves to the extreme.  

	Gema, not satisfied with the blade depilation she had performed on him in the shower, had taken him two days later to a beauty salon, where they had laser depilated his legs and buttocks. She had offered to apply an anesthetic cream, but he had wanted to act macho and had refused. Afterwards, he had regretted it, because the session had hurt him a lot. He had endured with stoicism, admiring the endurance of women and their tolerance to pain. But he had left completely distempered. When he got home, despite the good temperature, he had wrapped himself in some blankets and drank a hot tea to try to get warm again. It was not a question of temperature, but of nerves. Apparently, his nervous system reacted this way to extreme pain. It would get upset and make her feel the echoes of the pain as cold. Fortunately, Gema had not insisted that she also have her chest and back laser waxed, nor her private parts. Nor would there have been time, given Alan's arrival. Daniel wondered if the idea had been his wife's lover's or if it had come up in her mind.  

	"No, not her lover," she reminded herself. "Her master." If it was hard enough to take in that his wife declared she had a master, it was even harder to learn that it was a boy. 

	Daniel closed the door behind him and went out into the garden to meet him at the outside gate. He could have opened the door through the video intercom and waited for him at the front door, but he needed to move. Neither with Silvestre nor with Gerardo had he ever felt this way, not so anxious. The only good thing about him being so young, as he often reminded himself, was that Gema wouldn't fall in love with him. Of course, the same had been said regarding Gerard, but she had developed deep feelings for him. It didn't matter to him that Gema developed feelings for her lovers. For Daniel, that came with the package of a hot wife and, as a cuckold, that amplified his emotions. In fact, he had consciously sought that effect with Silvestre. But he had never imagined that Gemma would develop such a deep connection. From a chemical standpoint - as Daniel liked to reason - Gema produced more oxytocin (the love hormone) than normal during sex. As a man, more naturally focused on the carnal with respect to sex than the sentimental, he found this surprising. But, apparently, submission produced the same effect. Is it also due to oxytocin or which hormone is responsible in that case? 

	He reached the gate and grabbed the handle. He took a deep breath before opening. It wasn't clear to him what to expect. Alan would fuck his wife - of that he was sure - and he would do it more than once. He would give her rough sex, in all likelihood. In fact, Gemma had warned her that she didn't want him to intervene under any circumstances and had insisted on it until she got him to promise. 

	"You have to trust me," she had told him. "I can handle it." Then, proudly, she had added, "I'm a woman. Your woman." 

	"Do you want to...? Do you like that...?", Daniel had stammered incredulously. Even though he had seen it in the Barcelona video, even though he had already watched it in the Swiss video with Gerardo and the two Croatians, he still found it hard to imagine his beloved wife like this. With him, she had never shown any interest in rough sex. In the distant past, he had tried it, not hard, but gently, but she had refused to be subdued. "That was my mistake, to do it gently," she thought. She had also refused to submit to him, though that had changed once he had cuckolded her. "There are things women do with their lovers that they wouldn't allow their husbands to do," Daniel said to himself, remembering what he had read over and over again on cuckold forums. He didn't feel bad about it. "A little yes," he admitted, nonetheless. Gemma had gone from being content with conventional sex to desiring to be a slave to another man. Truth be told, Daniel, by those times that now seemed so long ago, had been bored by conventional sex for quite some time. "I could have been her dominant husband," he said to himself. He wasn't averse to being dominant, at least in his imagination, but if he was honest, he had to admit that the submissive role suited him much better. Why, then, did he feel that knot in his stomach and why was he cold? That hadn't happened with Gerard. Alan was much more... direct and rough. Gerardo had been more... leisurely and... Machiavellian. The latter didn't make him better, but worse. Despite that, she hadn't felt that way with him. Of course, Gerard had mostly ignored him, which had had its good side. "I don't know what he intends to do about me," Daniel admitted.  

	Was that the cause of his anxiety or was it what he would do with Gemma? 

	-Hey... hello... Alan. Come in," Daniel invited him, after opening the gate.  

	With the awkwardness that came from his nervousness, he shook his hand after sending him in and before stepping aside to let him in. He conscientiously tried to squeeze hard, but Alan's handshake overcame him. It's a matter of technique, where you hold your opponent's hand. It's also a matter of strength, obviously. Daniel's strength wasn't bad, but it's true that his hands are not exactly strong enough. His mechanically small hands and wrists are not mechanically optimal for exerting great force. Alan, on the other hand, also had his hands trained from picking up dumbbells in the gym. "One-nil to him," Daniel admitted. "We got off to a good start." 

	At last she stepped aside and invited him back into her domain. "My domain. My house. My wife's pussy. What do I really dominate?" questioned Daniel. He walked beside Alan not knowing what to say to him. What do you say to your wife's lover? Worse yet, what does one say to his master? If the reader has any suggestions, please let us know. Walking beside him, the tightness of his pants made him aware of the chastity device he was wearing, as well as the anal plug Gemma had insisted he put in. She led him through the garden to the front door. It wasn't hidden, but it wasn't in the typical place of detached villas. Daniel and Gema had designed their house and had placed the door on the side, rather than in front. The unconventional idea had obviously been Daniel's. However, it seemed that Alan didn't need guidance and was one step ahead. At least, that's how it seemed to Daniel. 

	Daniel opened the door and invited him in, then he went in and locked it. As if he was afraid that someone would escape (perhaps what he feared was that someone would come in by surprise, like his daughter Vicky), Daniel turned the key and locked the door. The gesture spared him a couple of uncomfortable seconds. "Where are you, Gema?" Daniel was definitely more comfortable in the role of passive observer. But with Alan he really never had been. The young man had insisted on involving him...in his own way. 

	-Come in," Daniel said again, this time inviting him into the living room. He didn't need to invite him into his wife's pussy, Alan was inviting himself to that, but he did need to sit on the couch. "Ironic," Daniel said to himself, trying to play it down with a little humor. "Why am I having trouble breathing?" he wondered. The cold sensation had disappeared and now he had the impression that he was suffocating. "What do I tell him? What do I tell him? How do I entertain him? Where is Gema?"-Would you... Would you like a drink? -Daniel asked. A... Water? Scotch? And tonic? -Then, remembering that he was Gerardo's nephew, he said again: "Whisky? 

	Alan smiled. If he was nervous too, he didn't look it. At least Daniel couldn't sense it. 

	"He's... attractive," Daniel admitted, studying him up and down out of the corner of his eye. It was the first time he'd seen him in person. "For once, Gema had good taste. Silvestre was better looking, but that one I chose." 

	-Whiskey," agreed Alan. On the rocks. Trying to hide his nervousness, he looked at his father-in-law slyly. He had seen him through the camera, but it wasn't the same as seeing someone in person. "Neither effeminate nor squishy," he thought. "He's nervous, more than I am. I like that. I just hope he knows how to hold back or it's going to be a disaster. I'm not going to hold back. I won't and I shouldn't." 

	Daniel went to the cabinet where he kept the spirits and bent down to reach the whiskey bottles. He had Johnny Walker and DYC. He wasn't overly fond of Scotch, let alone neat. The Johnny Walker, in particular, he hadn't liked at all, even though he had bought it himself. And for mixing, he considered that for his palate the DYC Segovian was enough. In any case, he was more of a tonic and gin mixer. He didn't consider himself a gin guru either, but he was proud of his latest acquisition: two bottles of craft distillate from the distillery of a friend of his from his youth.  

	Curiously, Gema, who had never been an alcoholic, not even a beer drinker, had taken a liking to whisky with Gerardo. One of the old man's favorites had been Lagavulin. Daniel, from what he had read, knew that this brew had a particular flavor, as it was made with peat-smoked malt. That, supposedly, gave the brew from the Scottish coastal region of Islay a distinctive smoky smell, along with intense and potent notes of peat, seawater and iodine. Daniel had never tasted it, as Gerard had never invited him. Gema, however, had often shared it with her aged lover (can it be said that lovers improve with age like whiskey?) Between a puff of cigar, a suck of cock and a sip of whiskey, Gema had enjoyed herself at the old man's side (or between his legs). However, after his death, she had not gone back to smoking (fortunately), nor to drinking whisky. Nor had Daniel succeeded in making her fond of Yintonic. 

	"There are things wives only do with their mistresses, but at least she could share a drink with me," Daniel lamented. Perhaps that bothered him more that she sucked their cocks assiduously, when he only got sucked off not once in a while anymore, but once in a while. These are things that only an assiduous cuckold can think like that. 

	Engrossed in thought, squatting over his modest collection of spirits - mostly to make time, as he knew without knowing what to talk to Alan about - he dismissed offering DYC to his bugler so as not to make a fool of himself. 

	-Interesting," Alan commented, squatting down next to Daniel and pushing him away with his bulky body. He reached out and took the bottle of Johnny Walker without waiting for Daniel to offer it to him. 

	"Does he do it on purpose or does it come naturally to him?" wondered Daniel. "If he does it on purpose, I could almost applaud him for it. He's in his role as a dominant goreador. But if it comes naturally to him, we're going to have problems, because he'd be a real asshole. I can't stand them." Strangely, Daniel hadn't raised the same question regarding his wife. Alan had taken her uninvited and displaced him just as rudely, if not more so. 

	-Alan! -exclaimed Gema. 

	For Daniel, the sincere joy in his wife's voice was a pang in his heart. He knew her well enough to know she wasn't faking or exaggerating. 

	Both men stood up and turned to see Gemma coming down the stairs on her heels.  

	Alan had gone ahead and Gemma had been delayed, as women often do. It is said that a good lady should make herself wait. "But I'm not a lady, not for Him," Gemma thought. The thought made her private parts tingle. She had hurried to finish getting ready so as not to keep Him waiting and finished putting on the earring as she walked down the stairs. It was a long earring, a little more than twelve centimeters long, composed of six pearls concatenated, one below the other, by a transparent nylon thread, almost invisible. The first pearl, the one that coincided in the lobe, was of medium size. The next, below that, was the largest, the size of a cherry. The subsequent ones had a decreasing size, until the last one, the one at the bottom, whose size was like that of a small pea. In the other ear, Gema wore another earring just like it, but this one was not visible because it was hidden behind her mane. Gema, true to her preference for asymmetries, had combed her hair to that side and it covered her ear. On the other side, her hair was behind her ear, making the beautiful earring stand out.  

	-My little dog! -Alan greeted her. Bottle in hand, he waited for her next to Daniel and took his time to admire her from top to bottom and without dissimulation. Gema looked splendid. He felt himself beginning to stiffen in anticipation. "This must be the famous dress from the company Christmas party," Alan thought. He didn't need to make a great effort to undress her with his eyes. He had read in Gemma's stories and in his uncle's notes about that dress. In fact, it had been given to her by her uncle. She recognized it instantly because it was metallic, rose gold in color. It had no cleavage, but she didn't need it, as the metallic fabric was transparent. She noticed the prominent breasts swaying suggestively under the dress. It was obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra. In fact, that dress was not meant to be worn. To do so would have been sacrilege to the designers, the designer of the dress and the plastic surgeon of her breasts; to her uncle, who had given her the gift of both dress and tits; and to him, who was determined that Gemma would never wear a bra again. 

	Gemma approached Alan, nervous because she wanted to make the best possible impression on her Master. She was well aware of the age that separated them and that age spared no one, no matter how much she was told she still looked great. She knew she didn't and knew her faults. She was also aware of her virtues. As for the physical ones... that was why she had chosen that dress without a bra. As for the other virtues, she was willing to be the most devoted little bitch any Master could have. That was what she wanted. Every time she thought about it, she felt her pussy getting wet and her nipples erect. This time was being no exception. This erotic fantasy was really turning her on. She couldn't explain why; she just knew it was so. And she could only hope that Daniel would accept it without qualms and enjoy it with her. 

	Without a blush, as if it were the most natural thing in the world (and why shouldn't it be, when other things were already accepted as completely natural?), she put her hands on the back of Alan's neck and kissed him in front of her husband. She had just painted her lips, but she could paint them again. What she couldn't do any other time was to make things clear from the start. She wanted Alan. Most of all, she wanted what she fantasized he would do to her. And he wanted Daniel to see it. 

	Alan was taken aback by Gema's fieriness. "What a wolf, my mother-in-law!" he admired. Not even Vicky kissed him like that. To tell the truth, he was surprised by her brazenness. Daniel was just inches away from him. She had come down the stairs, but she hadn't even looked away from her husband. He was trying hard to be the dominant horndog they both wished they had; it wasn't hard for him, but, let's be honest, he had to make a conscious effort. She, however... It certainly made things a lot easier. He hesitated only a moment; then, he embraced her. His free hand found her bare back and ran up and down it, his fingers caressing her vertebrae. Yes, that was the dress she had dared to go to the company party in, of course, because it had been her uncle's wish. The top was a sort of cape that covered only the front, but left the back completely in the air. At the back, only two little gold chains connected the fabric. Yes, she had tripped over those little chains as they ran down her spine. Gema, in her stories, had described the dress accurately. She may not have been faithful to reality in every detail, after all, she had novelized her story, but she had been accurate in that. The cape was asymmetrical. Alan knew that Gemma liked asymmetry, at least aesthetically, and apparently not only. But he wondered if her uncle liked them too, or if he had given her the dress that way to please her. The tunic, on the left side covered her arm and hand and, in fact, reached lower than the miniskirt. The other arm was as bare as the back. The asymmetry was very much in keeping with how Gemma had styled her hair; her hair fell on the same side as the cape. She had worn her hair behind the nape of her neck to the front, so as to leave her back in the air. Contrary to what people sometimes thought from her manner, he was not an aesthetically insensitive brute and knew how to recognize his slave's style. Had she let her hair fall down her back, she would have broken the grace of the dress which, in good part, consisted of leaving her back completely bare. "And make it clear, in case anyone has any doubt when they see her from the front, that she's not wearing a bra," she thought. "As it should be for my little bitch. See her from the front or the back, they'll know what undergarment she's sure not wearing." 

	"She's kissed him in my own house! Like that!", Daniel marveled at the welcome his wife had given her lover. "He's barely exchanged two words (three actually) and already they're eating each other!" Daniel felt panphilic, watching the scene taking place mere inches from him, but he stepped back a little to observe them better. There was a man... no, a man, no, a boy who... He felt the attempt at an incipient erection. He caught his breath. The fieriness reminded him of Sylvester. His emotions were mixed. He felt aroused, but he also felt jealous, even afraid. The way Alan was kissing his wife was beyond sexual. He was possessing her! "But it was actually she who initiated the kiss," he said to himself in amazement. "And in what a way, right under my nose!" Then he remembered that she didn't usually kiss him like that. She certainly didn't greet him like that when he returned from a company trip. He felt that pang in his heart again, but at the same time he felt that he loved his wife enormously and was grateful for that vivid emotion. 

	Gema opened her eyes for a moment. Alan had them closed. "Good," she thought. She saw her husband watching them, not knowing where to put his hands or what to do. "Better," she concluded. Daniel's face was hard to describe. Was he excited? Horrified? Certainly, he shouldn't be repulsed; of his examiner Gerard had always reproached him for his age and his lack of aesthetics, but now he had two beautiful bodies in front of him, one more than the other. He looked into his eyes. She saw Daniel's eyes open, ready to receive the message he expected her to transmit with her gaze, but then she closed them, before transmitting anything. She loved him, but she had no desire to tell him that right now. He was her husband and would remain so, but that was not what she wanted to tell him at that instant. "I am his, do you see, do you understand?" That was what she told him, closing her eyes and refocusing on the kiss. 

	Alan felt Gema's ass and squeezed her buttock with his free hand. "It's true she has a nice ass," he acknowledged. "She doesn't exaggerate on that when she writes it either." She certainly had a better ass than her daughter, bigger, without being too big, ideal for squeezing and spanking. "Ideal for showing it off. And if it's with some good marks, all the better." She would enjoy it very much. Someday he'd walk her on the beach in a thong, making her proudly show off the marks he'd left on her the night before or that very morning. The image made him finish his hard-on and he felt an irrepressible urge to make it happen right then and there, or at least to fuck her right then and there, but he restrained himself. How would Daniel react if she did? She wasn't afraid of him. What she was afraid of was causing a disaster. He was trying to act dominant, but he was aware that too much could lead to catastrophe. He didn't want to risk that; there was too much at stake. Where else would he find a sweet girlfriend like Vicky, a wolf mother-in-law like Gemma and a father-in-law... like Daniel? I didn't know how to define Daniel, perhaps because I still didn't know exactly what I expected from him. What I did know - or, at least, what was being said - was that I wanted to have him on the team. She had seen him in person and didn't dislike the man, but she didn't particularly like him either. In general, he didn't like men very much. But he did not wish to be as narrow-minded, in that sense, as his uncle.  

	Perhaps it was because she was holding back or because her thoughts had wandered to Daniel's figure. The fact is that he felt the rush of excitement subside, despite the splendid ass he was feeling and the delicious tongue that was fluttering in his mouth, exploring all its nooks and crannies. He stopped squeezing her buttock and tried to find out if she was wearing panties. "Will she go without any underwear at all?" he wondered. On her buttocks, under the fabric of the miniskirt, he found no seam of any panties. He didn't know whether to be pleased or a little disappointed. 

	-I'm wearing a thong," Gema whispered in his ear, interrupting the endless kiss. He took her hand and brought it up, placing it at hip level, where he could check and feel the fabric of the panties through the mini-skirt. The fitted miniskirt was part of the dress and was of the same metallic fabric, although it was lined and not see-through. Then, taking advantage of the fact that she had interrupted the kiss, she turned to her husband: "Come on, what are you waiting for? Bring two glasses of ice. -She had said two, not three. We will never know if she did it on purpose or if it was a mistake, the result of her subconscious. 

	Daniel did not protest and obeyed. Anyway, he was going to drive and should not drink. And, as we have said, whisky did not excite him either. He had no doubt that the second glass would be for his wife. "He never drank. She started drinking with Gerardo. Then she stopped. And now she's starting again, because her lover likes it. Unbelievable," he marveled. "On top of that whiskey, which I don't like." 

	-I've missed you, Master," Daniel heard Gema say, as he went with two glasses to the kitchen for ice. "And I, in my nerves, forgot to call you sir and address you as you!" he reminded himself. 

	-"Oh, yeah, bitch," Daniel heard Alan ask his wife, somewhat stupidly. "What eloquence," Daniel ironized irritably. 

	The tinkling of ice falling into the glasses of the American refrigerator dispenser prevented him from hearing his wife's reply. Kitchen, dining room and living room formed a single space, completely open concept style, but from the corner of the fridge you couldn't make out that part of the living room because there was a wall with the cabinets and the small countertop called the breakfast nook, where they made the coffee and prepared the toast. When he returned with the ice-filled glasses in his hand, his eyes widened. "I don't know why I'm surprised," he said to himself. Gemma was on her knees, sucking avidly on Alan's cock. "That didn't even take five minutes," he became fascinated in altered fascination. Gawking, with a glass in each hand, ten feet away from them, he stood watching them. He didn't know whether to look at his wife or Alan's cock; really, it was impossible to do one without doing the other. 

	Without being interrupted in his joy, Alan opened the bottle and motioned with it for her to come over with the glasses. 

	Daniel sighed. He knew Alan would be abrupt, but everything was happening so fast. "At least she gets the limelight and I get to watch," he tried to reassure himself. 

	Gemma left her master's cock for a moment, looked at him and smiled. She looked happy, like a baby with her pacifier or a little girl with her lollipop. Then she put it back in her mouth and resumed her blowjob with energy, looking her master in the face, oblivious to her husband's presence and not caring that her master's concentration was on pouring the whiskey into the glasses and not on her. 

	Alan put the glass to his mouth and took a sip. He made a face, but didn't comment. He sipped again and frowned. 

	-Daniel, this is pretty bad! -He tried to be gentle. After all, this wasn't his house. Is this concoction what you drink? -He looked at the bottle. It was a simple red label. Actually, it wasn't that bad, even if he hadn't bought that bottle, but it seemed appropriate to exercise his authority while he had his cock in the woman's mouth. He sighed and shook his head, feigning disappointment. Wasn't this how dominant hornmen were supposed to act? Even if it seemed otherwise, he was somewhat intimidated by Daniel, despite his wife's obvious efforts to make him feel completely at ease. Daniel was an experienced cuckold and he was a novice cuckold. 

	Gemma listened to the conversation attentively, but without letting it influence the all-important work she was doing. She had wanted to set the tone of the encounter from the beginning and had liked the fact that Alan had instructed her to blow him. Indicated, ordered... imagined. What had he actually told her? Not much and she had fallen to her knees ready to show her devotion to him. Besides, it was the first time he had sucked Alan's cock (in Barcelona he had merely fucked her) and she was curious to see it, to feel it in her hand, to feel it in her mouth and taste it. "It's beautiful," she had said to herself as she saw it and felt it so closely. "It's the best one I've ever had," she thought to herself. Maybe that was true, or maybe his perception was influenced by his mood. His master's cock was delicious. 

	Daniel watched in astonishment as Gemma turned to the top of her dress. Now, her back was covered by that sort of cape, while her tits were exposed. "Those are Silvestre's rules," he acknowledged. "He himself had instructed Silvestre to show them to his wife." He felt satisfaction that his wife had not forgotten him. Although it had been Silvestre who had taught her to give blowjobs this way, the idea had been his. But with Alan, because of the age difference, it seemed grotesque that she would stoop to that. "And more than would stoop to it," Daniel admitted. Somehow, because she was older, the experienced one, it seemed like she should be the one teaching the novice. The natural roles of teacher and student, marked by age, were reversed. 

	Suddenly, Gema stopped sucking him off and looked at him. That was against Silvestre's rules. Nothing was supposed to interrupt the concentration of a blowjob. Gema looked at him sternly and gestured to encourage him to do something. What did she want him to do? Daniel didn't understand. In fact, just in case, he preferred not to understand. 

	-Honey," Gema finally said, "My Master has asked you something. My Master has asked you something. How should you answer him? 

	Daniel looked at her dumbfounded. "What?" then he remembered. He looked at Alan, who in turn was watching him expectantly, his erect cock pressed against his wife's face. "He's going to ruin her makeup," Daniel thought, as if that was what he should be most worried about, the makeup. He swallowed saliva, cleared his throat, and finally, still with the image of his wife's makeup ruined, he tore himself away to speak: 

	-I'm sorry, sir. I... I'm not a whiskey man," he stammered.  

	Daniel gestured to take the glass from his hand, but Alan pulled his arm away. 

	-It's all right, Daniel," he said in a conciliatory tone, "It's not like I'm not liking it either. -He looked down shamelessly. To emphasize, unnecessarily, what he meant, he moved his hips, rubbing his cock across Gema's face. 

	Gema let herself be done, without taking her eyes off her husband. The way she looked -and it had barely been five minutes since Alan's arrival- was somewhat grotesque: perfectly groomed and made up (although not so much anymore), with an erotic party dress that, as if it wasn't daring enough, she had turned around to expose her breasts submissively, kneeling, with the young man's cock in her face and looking reproachfully at her husband. 

	-Honey, how could you forget to buy Alan a good whiskey? I'll pass you a list of what to buy. -Then, turning to the young man, she added, "I'm sorry, Master. My husband is an imbecile. It won't happen again. 

	-Bah, you little bitch! -exclaimed Alan, continuing his conciliatory tone, downplaying the importance of the subject. Then, realizing the opportunity that Gema had just given him, he warned them with mock naturalness: "Don't talk about it anymore. I will punish you later for this oversight. -The idea excited him as much or more than Gema's mouth on his cock, but he restrained himself so as not to ruin his pose. "Gema has been ready there, more than me. Really, she should have been the one to set it all up," he thought. "If there's an oversight, it's hers. But she seems to know that I get off on the idea of punishing Daniel. She'll find it easier for me to punish her with any excuse, even without it, and she knows it." He admired the woman's intuition, but he also realized the danger: "I must be careful or she will be the one commanding the racket instead of me. When the time comes, I'll have to do something that will knock her off her feet and put her in her true place". Have a drink," he said to Gema, exchanging the bottle with Daniel for the other glass and offering it to her. 

	Gemma obeyed and thanked him for the gesture: 

	-Thank you, Master," she said, before taking his cock back into her mouth and continuing to suck him, with a glass of whiskey in one hand. 

	-Good dog," Alan praised her, stroking the back of her neck. Then, turning to her husband, he said, "Daniel, I'm sorry I didn't offer, but you have to drive. -He was obviously referring to the alcohol, but he gestured looking down at the woman who was sucking his cock with delight. What time are we meeting at the restaurant? -He asked her, dominating himself so that the pleasure wouldn't show in his voice. He wanted it to sound like it was a standard situation for him, without too much importance. The truth was that Gema was making him enjoy himself with her mouth. He took a drink, not because he felt like it, but to appear even more indifferent. However, he couldn't take his eyes off her when he noticed that Gema had started to pull up her skirt, exposing her ass. "Nice marks I'd leave on it," he thought. Then, he watched as, with one hand only, as the other was occupied with the glass, the woman began to wrestle with her panties in an attempt to pull them down while still sucking on them. "Ah, Sylvester," she acknowledged. He had done his homework and read her accounts carefully, but except for what he had been able to check against his uncle's diary, he couldn't be sure what was true and what was novel fantasy. "If a man's sex is exposed, a woman's must be exposed too, no matter what the circumstance," he remembered one of the rules. He shook his head in fascination, both at the insight it offered, more psychological than carnal, and at what it really meant. Alan knew that Daniel was the real instigator. At least, that was what she had written. They were dominant's ideas, but there was Daniel, a peeping cuckold, submissive and soon to be bludgeoned. "And soon more than that." They were nice rules Daniel had compiled and the mind-boggling thing was that Gemma had never put them into practice for him, at least that he knew of. "I lie," he corrected himself. "Every time she does, she does it for him." They were not an easy pair. He had to be very attentive to the dynamic between the two of them, and he had to try to live up to both of their expectations if he wanted to go far. "I want to," he reaffirmed. "Very far." 

	-He heard Daniel start to say, but with a gesture Alan told him to shut up. He was no longer interested in the answer. He had arrived in time and he was going to have time for whatever he was in the mood for. It was impossible to resist. It was no longer just a matter of acting like the dominant horn dog. He wanted to cum in the woman's mouth, in front of her husband, but not yet. He didn't care that they would eventually be late for the restaurant Daniel had booked. Is this the leather collar my uncle had you make? -Alan asked. He stuck his middle finger through the golden ring and pulled it up. 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma confirmed proudly. She bit her lower lip and looked at him expectantly from below. She had finally noticed him. 

	She wanted to put his cock back in her mouth, but Alan forced her to sit up. 

	-Interesting," Alan murmured, studying the necklace. He hadn't noticed it before, because he had had other more interesting things to look at. His uncle's notes on it had been brief, and he wasn't sure if Gemma's account had been true to the truth. But, apparently, it was. He turned the woman's head and inspected the side of the necklace. It was very tight. She ran the fingers of her free hand over it and felt a roughness under the leather. "Can it be...?" he wondered. Then he cupped her jaw with his hand, turned her face in the other direction and inspected the other side. Fascinated, still holding her jaw with his hand, he reached out with the index finger of the hand that held the glass and ran it over the little sparkles. He recognized his Latinized name. He had not believed it possible. How had his uncle had such foresight? Had he known she was going to die soon and had he engraved her name, instead of his own, on the last necklace? Had he marked it with her name, as a sign that he would inherit it? 

	-Yes," Gema confirmed. She had dusted off that necklace especially for the occasion of receiving Alan. She knew it would give him a great thrill, as she was sure he had read everything she had written. In fact, she had been disappointed that he hadn't noticed it at the beginning, but how long had it been? Ten minutes? Fifteen? She looked at Alan in anticipation. She had to do so by looking sideways, for Alan kept his jaw clamped in his strong hand and with it his head turned to one side. 

	-Take it off! -he ordered, unable to take his eyes off the shiny letters that spelled out his name in Latin. He was enraptured and it took him a while to realize that Gema was having difficulty opening the buckles and removing the necklace with one hand. Leave that there," he indicated agitatedly, referring to the glass. Daniel! 

	Daniel came promptly, like a helpful butler, and took his wife's glass. Absorbed, Alan held out his as well. 

	"The necklace," Daniel thought. He knew Gemma would wear a necklace, maybe the silver one with the ring, maybe the gold one. It was unlikely she would wear a more normal one. He had completely forgotten about the leather necklace, even though he himself had been present when the craftsman had finished making it. That craftsman, as a reward, apart from his pay, had been able to grope his wife at his pleasure. He was not an attractive guy. In fact, he was a jipi. But Gemma had obeyed her boss and had let herself be done. The scene had disgusted him, but also... He shook his head. How had he forgotten about that necklace? He knew well why. He had erased it from his memory. Alan, that was the name of Gerard's decrepit father, the one he had made her sleep with. That's why, in indelible memory, he had made her that necklace. That's why the jipi, to regurgitate the scene. Fortunately, Gema had worn the necklace only a few times. Then Gerardo had died and, fortunately, they had completely forgotten about the necklace and its meaning. But the worst thing was not the glowing letters on the outside. He had noticed it instantly, as he had seen her coming down the stairs. Not-so-pleasant images had suddenly come back to his mind. He had seen the jipi groping her naked, although, fortunately, it hadn't gone beyond that. She had not witnessed Gerardo's father, fortunately, and she only had the images of her imagination, which was nourished by what Gema had told her. To make matters worse, he knew that his wife usually kept some details to herself, which only fueled his fantasy. He grunted. The necklace, the dress... Gema hadn't told him how she would dress for the occasion. It had been a surprise for Alan and for him. 

	Gema managed to remove the necklace. It was uncomfortable. Gerardo had had it made very tightly, almost enough to cut off her blood circulation. Since then, perhaps she had put on a little weight; the years do not pass in vain. Although the weight gain is less noticeable in the neck, perhaps he had added a few millimeters more in diameter in that area. Since she had started her relationship with young Alan, she had been determined to lose weight, but it wasn't easy. Fortunately, her Master had started making her go to the gym. 

	Alan was still holding her jaw with his hand and turned her head again. He noticed the other part of her neck, there where he had felt the roughness in the collar. "Could it be true?" he wondered. It was. There, on the collar, he sensed a redness. Ailenus, it seemed to put. Was it his imagination or was it true? He ran his fingers over where the letters were intuited and drew their outline. Still in disbelief, he picked up the necklace and studied the inside. There were those rhinestones. He couldn't read his name, although he recognized some of the letters right away, the ones that were symmetrical like A. They were written upside down, so that the imprint they left could be seen in the normal way. "Thanks, man," she said to Gerardo, addressing him wherever he was, in the afterlife. Surely he would be burning in hell, although, more likely, he would have opened a company that managed part of the fires, in exchange for a good commission. His uncle had always had a good business sense and he would surely have made a good deal even with the devil himself. For Alan, the only possible explanation was that his uncle had thought of him. He knew Gemma's history with his grandfather, but he was not interested in that variant of explanation and did not spend a second of thought on it. 

	Gemma looked at him smiling, as much as she could, her cheeks squeezed with her strong hand. Her eyes said, "Yes, it's because of you. I'm yours." But it wasn't true. She knew that Gerard had made that inscription with his father in mind, not his nephew. Or had he? Naturally, that was what she had thought at the time. But then, once Alan nephew had contacted her after Gerard's death, what new conclusion had she come to? Had the necklace made her throw herself, against all prudence, into his clutches, pushed by what seemed like an indication from her beloved boss from beyond? "Yes," her eyes said once more, without taking her eyes off her new Master. Father, son and Holy Spirit. Grandfather, father and nephew. Three generations, or almost. 

	Alan could no longer contain himself. Seeing his name imprinted on that woman's skin, the seal of his uncle's gift, had turned him on beyond measure. Holding Gemma by the jaw, he pushed her back. The woman took two steps and staggered in her panties, which had come down from her thighs to her ankles. She didn't have to back up much further, as she collided with the back of the sofa. Like a hungry predator, Alan pounced on her, already completely forgetting about Daniel and his role as a horned man. It wasn't that he wasn't acting in that role, but at that moment he was no longer interested in that. He only wanted to penetrate her with all his energy and possess her. He already possessed her; she had assured him of that; she had proved it to him. But he needed to feel it with his whole body. 

	Gema's upper body hung over the back of the sofa and she grabbed her arm to keep from falling backwards. "Such strength," Gema admired herself. She felt her breath catch. Alan would fuck her vigorously, tear her apart. She felt her vagina pulsate in anticipation. The memory of Luis Alberto, Silvestre's roommate, came to her mind. He had treated her that way too, with that violence. She knew that these fantasies of hers had their origin in him. He had almost raped her. It had been consensual sex, but the bestial way in which he had done it to her had not been very different from rape (except for the very important difference that it had not happened against her will). He had treated her as a mere object on which to vent his rage and had even allowed himself the luxury of throwing her out of his apartment afterwards. In spite of this, she had returned to him. Gerardo and his psychological domination had perhaps been nothing more than a way of giving satisfaction to those dangerous longings, in a safer way and with a psychologically mature and responsible person. Although she clung to the burning nail in Alan's arm, her feet lost contact with the ground. She was about to fall backwards onto the couch. 

	Holding her in that unstable position, no longer caring about Daniel's reaction, forgetting that he was driving towards a catastrophe that would ruin all his plans with the family, Alan inserted the fingers of his free hand into Gemma's pussy. He did it quickly, unceremoniously. In one motion, he had slipped his hand under her miniskirt and slipped two fingers inside her. He felt her creamy pussy and an irrepressible urge to penetrate her overcame him. He would do it, but first he would play with her some more. He increased the force with which he held her face by her jaw, which made her lips turn into pouting lips. He rummaged inside her pussy, searching for the G-spot with his fingers. That area of the vagina is not a distinctive spot, but Alan pressed with his fingers when he thought he had found it. 

	Gema did not look away from him. She felt outraged and invaded. Alan had been so abrupt and it had all happened so quickly. Alan had gone from being assertive to being a brute. She felt his fingers digging inside her, but the sensation was not pleasant. He wasn't hurting her down below, but the friction on her anterior vaginal wall was unpleasant. Not so her face, which ached from the force Alan was exerting with his hand. Far from reducing, the force increased and she felt all the pressure on her teeth. For a moment, he feared he was going to dislodge a tooth, but his body reacted wisely: his jaws parted, relieving the pressure on his side apron pieces. In return, Alan's fingers now pressed his cheeks against his molars and he felt his teeth digging into them. She opened her mouth even wider to relieve the situation. She was on the verge of panic.  

	What did he really know about him? He was Gerardo's nephew, he was intelligent and cultured, but did that prevent him from being a mindless beast at the same time? He was in danger. Alan was the type of person who would get out of control with anger or excitement. It happens to others when they drink, that, instead of relaxing and doing fun things, they become more aggressive. She had felt his strength in Barcelona, when she had held him between her legs, and she had liked the experience. Alan had grabbed him by the neck, but he hadn't squeezed as hard as he did now. At every thrust, he had made her feel his strength, but he had done it calmly and between fucks he had been calm, even affectionate. He had made her feel dominated, which was just what she was looking for. But this, now, was being something different. 

	But she had Daniel. He would never let anyone really hurt her. Besides, she was not in Barcelona, far from home, surrounded by her friends, but at home, with Daniel watching over her to make sure things didn't get out of hand. However, she had asked her husband not to intervene under any circumstances. Would Daniel, however, know when too much was too much? And if he did intervene, could he handle Alan? Could they handle him between the two of them? Alan was as strong as a bull, perhaps not as strong as the hypermuscled Luis Alberto, but, apart from strength, he had youth on his side. Luis Alberto had had it too, though not as much, and, in spite of that, Daniel had knocked him down with one punch. "Knocked down momentarily, but not knocked out," Gema recalled. Daniel had surprised the brute, but that one had been about to get up to exact a terrible revenge. In the end, she had had to intervene, throwing herself between the two combatants and kissing the beast to calm it down and avoid greater evils. A fight, even a fist fight, could easily end in tragedy. So much male testosterone and adrenaline can really get things out of hand. "Men are stupid," Gemma managed to think, despite her situation, and, rather, despite the fact that it had been herself who had gotten herself into that stupid situation. In both situations, then and now. In the end, she had managed to abort the cockfight, but she had to pay the price for it. Luis Alberto had almost kidnapped her and had taken his terrible revenge on her. 

	Gema avoided looking at her husband. "If I look at him, he will detect the panic in my eyes and intervene. And then anything can happen." The situation could only be resolved femininely. "I can handle this." She tried to instill courage in herself by reciting a quote from writer Emma Donoghue: "Fear is what you're feeling. Courage is what you're doing." She felt her body asking her to pee, even though she had just done so before she went downstairs. The friction on the anterior wall of her vagina was still unpleasant, but at the same time it was turning into joy. It was like one of those bruises that hurt to touch, but at the same time you feel compelled to touch again and again, except that instead of hurting, the sensation was one of discomfort, as if you were rubbing where you shouldn't be. 

	Alan was aroused by Gemma's facial expression. With the pressure of his hand, her mouth had become a snout and her lips formed the shape of a figure eight. She was completely surrendered to him. He felt at that moment that he could do with her whatever he wanted. Still, she tried to compose herself to enjoy the moment. "If you're already like this now, mother-in-law, what will you be like when I'm done training you?" he raved. "You're going to do great things for me, things you can't even imagine, that I may not even imagine myself right now, and you'll do them all." He had big plans for her. The thought, however, far from serenading him, spurred him on and he quickened the pace and pressure of his fingers on her creamy pussy. Even though he had an iron grip on her, face and pussy, he sensed that she was trying to rebel and fight him off. She shook her legs, as if she could get away from him. That futile action amused him. "Yes, fight me! I like that." 

	Gemma felt a new wave of panic sweep over her. Reciting that little litany against fear had only served her temporarily. She kicked like a hanged man in her last seconds of life. She still refused to look at her husband, aware of the consequences, but in Alan's eyes she saw fire. Why was he treating her this way, as submissive as she had been to him from the beginning? If even that couldn't quell his fury...what would he do with her when they were alone? "I must never be alone with him," she willed herself. Unconsciously, that meant that in spite of everything she wished to continue with him. "I have no choice," she told herself, trying to justify herself, shielding herself behind the image rights contract and the compromising photos and videos the young man had of her. He could destroy her life with that, her and her family. But wasn't she running a greater risk if she continued with that beast? Wouldn't he end up destroying her, in the most literal sense, the physical one, and with that, he would also end up ruining the lives of those who loved her? She had made a mistake. It was foolish of her to have been associated with him and to have allowed him to extend his power over her. "Oh, God!" she thought, even though she was only a half-believer. "Why am I like this, why does he put this in me, deep inside me?" she lamented. Then, she thought of her daughter, "I hope Vicky won't be like me. I hope she doesn't get a boyfriend like that. Someone like Daniel is what suits her." No, she didn't want someone like Daniel. Deep down, he was to blame for everything. "Aren't you going to do anything!" she mentally directed at him. He didn't mean to intervene violently at that moment, but to put her in line, as a responsible husband was supposed to do, and get that nonsense out of her head and out of her cunt, even if it meant spanking her. 

	Suddenly, Alan stopped squeezing her cheeks and she had the sensation of falling backwards, even though she had clung to his arm with both hands, as if underneath her, instead of a soft couch, the abyss awaited her. 

	-Pig! -she managed to curse, when she regained the ability to vocalize. Bastard! -she insulted him angrily, calling him by his name without hesitation. 

	-Bitch, my little dog," Alan replied, smiling like the wolf in Little Red Riding Hood, "how happy you make me, and how much happier you're going to make me! -he predicted. 

	-Stop it! -she ordered him. Stop! I'm pissing myself! -she implored him, seeing that his order had no effect. I piss myself. 

	-Are you giving up so soon? -Alan asked disappointed, but without reducing the intensity of movement in her pussy one iota. 

	-I surrender, Master! -declared Gema. Please," she murmured. 

	-All right, but only because I don't want to spoil this dress for you. 

	Daniel watched the scene in amazement, his hands busy, a glass in each hand. He was torn between intervening or observing. The young man was raping his wife. He had already seen that with Luis Alberto. "And in the end she left with him," he reminded himself bitterly. At that moment, especially since she had done it after fighting with him, they had been on the verge of breaking up. On this occasion, Gemma had warned him that she did not want him to intervene under any circumstances and had assured him that she was capable of dominating the situation. However, she did not seem to be in control of anything. The young man was hurting her, but hadn't Gerardo hurt her? Hadn't he whipped her with the belt until he left marks? Of course Gerard had done it conscientiously, while that young man, just as he had feared, was an inexperienced brute, ruled by primal instincts, without any temperance. He was not concerned with the here and now. A little roughness had done no one any harm, and might even serve as a lesson to his wife. "No, she won't learn," he lamented. "Quite the opposite," he feared. He worried about the future, when he would not be around to control and protect her. Sessions like that, needed a cool mind. "I must never leave her alone again. She will not return to Barcelona," he concluded. Despite the harshness of the scene, Daniel found his wife incredibly beautiful. She had dazzled him by coming down like that, perfectly made up and coiffed and with that metallic dress, through which her perfect breasts were transparent. But now, inexplicably, with her torso bare and kicking with her panties around her ankle, he found her even more beautiful. He felt jealous. "You don't know what you're getting," he said in his mind to Alan. He had already experienced it with Luis Alberto; he knew his wife would continue with Alan. Confronting her would bring no good. In that situation, it was better to assume the risk and mitigate them, protecting her as he could. "You're taking a gem, you bastard. But you're just a kid too immature to appreciate it." Alan only saw in her a good-looking woman, eager for hard sex, an object to let off steam. What had Alan said? That he would let her go because he didn't want to ruin THAT dress. To Daniel, the young man had clearly emphasized the demonstrative pronoun. Implicitly, it meant that, at another time, he would not contemplate tearing her clothes off. As long as it was only the clothes. "And when he leaves you and you cry because he has left you, because he will leave you when he gets tired of you and because you will cry even though he treats you badly, I will be by your side to comfort you."  

	Alan pulled his fingers out of the woman's pussy. They were fully lubricated with her vaginal fluids. Even before he had put his fingers in, her vagina had been oozing juices; now, after he had mercilessly masturbated her (lie, he had finally taken pity on her), her pussy was a veritable puddle. Gemma still hung precariously. If he pulled her towards him, he would help her balance, sitting her upright on the back of the couch. But if he made her let go or if he reached out, she would fall backwards onto the couch. However, it was much more fun to keep her like that. As long as she kept clinging to his arm, her fate was in his hand. He thought about sticking his fingers in her mouth to make her taste. For taste, he'd shove them all the way in, until he made her puke. "And she'd still be clinging to my arm, instead of letting go and running away from me," he marveled. He valued sucking them himself and tasting her. There was no doubt in his mind that it would taste special. He raised his hand and brought it to his nose. He inhaled deeply. Yes, it smelled like doom, doom for her and Daniel. "Daniel!" mentally exclaimed Alan. Then he actually exclaimed: 

	-Daniel! -Alan turned around. The husband was standing beside him, slightly behind him. "I could have broken my neck, if I'd wanted to," he realized. Was he a coward? Did he not love his wife? Did he enjoy watching her kicking in the air? Were they both used to that kind of situation? "Not if what you have written is true. Gerardo wasn't like that and like me she hasn't had anyone, except for that jerk, but that one didn't last long." How long would he last, if he continued like that? How long if he didn't? Behaving like a horndog was harder than he had imagined. It was easy to overreach or fall short. But certainly to fall short he hadn't initiated that. Acting on impulse, he forced his fingers into Daniel's mouth, making the husband taste the juices he had provoked in his wife. 

	-Ngggn," Daniel protested, though without offering much opposition. 

	"There it is!" thought Alan victoriously. How many buglers had done that? Now that was something neither of them had expected. 

	-Suck! -Alan encouraged him. Unlike with the wife, he didn't feel the desire to stick his fingers all the way up to his gills. Instead, he slowly brought his arm up, making the husband stretch to keep his fingers in his mouth. Lick it good! You like it, huh? -he asked rhetorically. In the end, Daniel had had to stand on his tiptoes so he could suck the first two phalanges of his fingers. Alan was surprised that he didn't find the feel of his husband's tongue on his fingers unpleasant. He wasn't exactly turned on by men. What turned him on was the control and submission of others to him. In that, it almost didn't matter to her whether it was men or women. He felt that the situation, watching Daniel like a puppy dog reaching for the treat, turned him on even on a sexual level. She had obeyed him without complaint. It was also true that he had put a good treat within her reach. He looked at Gemma, who was still dangling from his arm. He had the woman on one limb, clinging desperately to him, and on the other the husband, desperately reaching for what he was offering her. "Only Vicky is missing, sucking my other limb," he thought. 

	-Look at your husband," Daniel heard Alan say to his wife, "eating out of my hand. 

	Daniel was ashamed of his unmanly behavior. But he was just playing along, wasn't that what she wanted? Besides, he wasn't sucking that young man's fingers, he was only indirectly sucking his wife's pussy. 

	Alan moved his hand further away, causing Daniel to have to stand even more on his tiptoes. He was having a hard time keeping his balance and Daniel had to dance from one foot to the other to keep it. Holding a glass of whiskey in each hand, it wasn't making things any easier either. "I'd better not let him spill a drop or he'll find another excuse to punish me!" he warned himself. 

	-Tell me, who made you this horny? -Daniel heard Alan ask his wife. 

	Daniel knew the answer, but the catchphrase he had heard so many times before on this occasion struck him in a special way. "You, Master," Gemma had replied. Then she had added, unnecessarily, "You, Master Alan." 

	-Does Daniel make you this horny? -asked Alan, continuing with his interrogation, whose answers were obvious, but that didn't make any less impact when listening to them. 

	-No, Master. Only you make me like this. 

	-If I fucked you every day, even if it was only with my fingers, would you miss doing it with your husband? 

	Silence fell. Gema hesitated before answering. Wasn't it a little early to ask that kind of question? Finally, she started to answer: 

	-I wouldn't miss your cock at all, Master. -Her heart skipped a beat when she heard herself say it. She had said she wouldn't miss his cock, which wasn't the same as saying she wouldn't miss making love to him. She'd tried to dodge the bullet, but the honest answer had been anything but reassuring. "If only I had him every day...," Gemma mused to herself. She tried to imagine it. She wasn't in love with Alan - how could she be! But, if she had him every day, would she end up falling in love with him? Gemma was aware of what happened to her when she had sex frequently with dominant men. "It's a physiological reaction of my body," she tried to exculpate herself. "I can't help it. But it's not the same thing I feel for Daniel. I've learned to distinguish it. Besides, how could I fall in love with this yogurt brute?"-If she had him here, every day," she added. Was it possible to have him with her every day? Not in Barcelona, but in Madrid. Did she want that? Was she ready for that? Wasn't it too soon to think about it? Her head was spinning. What he knew was that she wasn't looking for a one-off hardcore sex session. If she was going to be dominated, it was within a relationship. "A relationship that includes Daniel," she reaffirmed. She looked at her husband, dancing from one foot to the other on tiptoe, trying to lick Alan's fingers. She considered her young Master wonderful for doing that. And Daniel was participating in the game. But was it a game? And wasn't what Daniel was doing somewhat ridiculous? "And what do you do?" his little inner voice, which had been slow to reappear, accused him. "You prefer rough sex with a brute's fingers to full-blown sex with your husband," her little voice chided him. 

	-Does he treat you well? -Alan asked Gema. 

	-Yes, Master, very well," answered Gemma without hesitation this time, although confused. 

	-And I treat you badly," Alan said. It wasn't a question. Even so, you prefer my little finger to his limp dick, don't you? 

	Gemma blushed, but it didn't show, as her cheeks were already flushed from how Alan had grabbed her. She hesitated, but ended up answering: 

	-Yes, Master. -She looked at Daniel in embarrassment. But it was true, when it came to sex that was what she needed and preferred. 

	-You prefer my little finger because I treat you badly," Alan said. 

	Gema swallowed hard. She tried to process what he had told her, although subconsciously she already knew that Alan had hit the nail on the head. 

	-Yes, Master. I guess," she murmured, even though Alan hadn't asked her. 

	-Don't you think it's pathetic to see your husband like this? -asked the young man. He tried to add just the right touch of contempt to his voice. 

	Gemma looked at her husband for a few seconds that for Daniel became too long. Time dilated like in the vicinity of a black hole, except that for the affected subjects nothing really changes and they don't really notice anything special. "Bad analogy," Daniel conceded. Expectantly, but still doing what he was doing, i.e. making a fool of himself and embarrassing himself, he waited for his wife's response. 

	-No, Master," Gemma finally answered. A little, maybe," she admitted in a burst of extreme honesty, as a slave should respond to her Master. But each one is as he is. I am as I am. Daniel is the way he is. And you are the way you are," she explained. "We could all three of us be happy," she tried to convince herself. "We each get what I need. He's not as brutish as he appears to be when he wants to be. He does it only to shock us." "Do you really believe that last one?" her little voice questioned, causing him to shiver. 

	-Ah! Good answer, doggie," Alan agreed. Actually, he saw him like that too, exactly like that. But what was he like? Did they really know what he was like? Did he know it himself? "I haven't told you about your daughter yet," he thought, "Will you think the same when I tell you? Everyone is the way they are." -Do you know what I want? Do you? -he asked, pulling his fingers out of Daniel's mouth and pulling Gemma to him, sitting her upright on the back of the sofa. 

	Both were speechless. What did he want? 

	"Make his dirtiest fantasies come true with my wife, until he gets tired of her," Daniel thought. "Is that really what you think?" his inner voice asked, reminding him that he was wearing stockings and garter belt under his pants, apart from a butt plug. 

	-Fuck me? -Gema asked, mostly to break the awkward silence. She had intended to sound joking, but when she said the word she thought it sounded like she wanted to. 

	-Ha ha ha," laughed Alan, nonetheless. 

	Unconsciously, Daniel joined in her giggling, although he did it so quietly that he could not be heard. 

	-That too. You're needy, huh? No, bitch, what I really want, what I NEED is DEVOTION," he declared. Blind obedience for the desire to please me," he explained. From both of us," he clarified, looking alternately at the two of them with a suddenly serious look on his face. Fuck you, I can do that with anyone else. -And a family," he thought, but didn't say it. They wouldn't understand yet. "A real family. A different but real family." 

	Alan bent down and put one knee on the floor. Gema and Daniel looked at him quizzically.  

	Daniel was concerned about his erratic behavior. Alan had gone from behaving in a calm and dominant manner to displaying an alarming and dangerous aggressiveness. Then, suddenly, he had calmed down again, even seemed melancholic, and now he was taking a knee! Was he planning to apologize? Or was he going to propose to his wife? His erratic behavior puzzled her, and that didn't bode well. Daniel is the type of person who instinctively needs control; perhaps that's why a part of him seeks the opposite and wants to leave control in someone else's hands. 

	Gema looked worriedly at Daniel, but her husband did not return her gaze; his eyes were riveted on the young man. "What's he going to do now?" wondered Gema. "If he pulls a ring out of his pocket, I'll either have a fit or a giggle. Isn't it a little early for this?" thoughts came and went chaotically back and forth to her. "If he's going to get down on his knees to apologize..." He shook his head. "I'd jump on his neck and hug him. Or I'd loathe him. That's so un-dominant." 

	Gently, Alan removed Gemma's panties from her ankles. He brought them to his nose and took a deep breath. Then, he rubbed the crotch part of the panties between his index finger and thumb. It was wet and slimy. She stood up and turned to Daniel. 

	-Look," she urged, rubbing the fabric between her fingers in front of her husband's eyes. She wanted to give him the panties, but realized that Daniel continued to keep both hands busy with the glasses. You see? -And this is before I touched her, even before she saw me. She already came down the stairs like that, thinking about me. Do you think it's the same with you? -he asked mercilessly. 

	Daniel felt the question as if it had hit him in the stomach. It had hurt. No one had ever made him feel that way. "That's not true," Daniel corrected himself. "I've felt that punch often. The sad thing is, I like it. But no one had ever hit me wondering about it." Up to that point, his excoriators had merely made him see it, but had left him alone with his thoughts. "Why are you being such a dick and asking me?" However, although he had felt ridiculous and humiliated, being honest, at least with himself, he had to admit that he had liked the trick of getting him to suck his fingers. He had felt like a fish on the hook. No one had ever involved him like that, except what he had agreed to with Silvestre. "That and what Nuria did with me and what Gema got so pissed off about," he remembered. Lidia he considered apart. Even if she was Gerardo's puppet, which he wasn't one hundred percent clear about, he didn't consider that Gerardo had involved him through her. Rather, and although he had no regrets about it and was even grateful to her for the experiences, he understood that it had been a ploy to exclude him and to draw him away from Gema. "And it almost succeeded." 

	-No," Daniel answered. He hadn't even blushed when he said it. No, Sir," he added, tentatively pronouncing the capitalized "no." "No, Sir," he added, tentatively pronouncing the capitalized "no." Maybe he should be given a chance. Maybe he had to give it a chance. Now he felt the blood rush to his cheeks. He sighed, "I can't give her what she needs. Not about that," he admitted in front of his wife. 

	Was he giving them a free pass? Was he giving them a free pass? 

	-And can she give it to you, Daniel? -Alan asked, looking deep into his eyes. "I think I like her," he said to himself. "And I think I'm doing well," he congratulated himself. "We're all doing well." Then he tried to convey to her with his gaze one of the greatest rewards and at the same time pitfalls of his plan, though he didn't utter a word: "And when you know I'm fucking your little girl, when you know how I'm fucking her and how I'm going to fuck her, will you also accept that this is what she needs and that neither you nor anyone else can give it to her? Or will it all be over then?" What degree of submission did he need to get from them for them to accept his thing with Vicky's? What parents would want to have a father-in-law like that? "And what girlfriend would want to have a boyfriend like that?" he wondered, remembering another of the big stumbling blocks. How much submission would he need from Vicky, before he would come clean with her? Gemma appeared to be the most advanced of the three, but appearances could be deceiving. A mother could fight like a lioness for her daughter, much more so than the lion father. More then there was that she knew Gemma was very jealous. "Even of your own daughter, Gemma, when you find out?" she sighed. He still had a long way to go, but he was making adequate progress. 

	This time, the blood rushed to his face and he ended up reddening like a tomato. Daniel felt his cheeks burning. 

	-No," he admitted quietly. 

	-Louder, Daniel! -Alan urged, "Can she give you what you need? 

	-No," Daniel repeated, almost as loudly. Then, giving himself a push, he ended up saying it out loud: "No, Sir. Gemma is not capable of giving me what I require. -He heard the roar of her blood in his ears. His heart was beating fast. He looked at Gemma, but was unable to hold her gaze and turned away, looking at the ground. 

	-And can I? -Alan asked, gently, almost tenderly. "And can I?" he asked himself. He wasn't sure, but he had a plan to ensure success. Later...he mentally shrugged his shoulders...it would show. He dipped the crotch part of the panties into the whiskey and then lifted it to Daniel's mouth. She slipped the fabric into his mouth along with her fingers and recreated herself with them, caressing her tongue through the thin, tight fabric. 

	Daniel was unable to look up, but he let himself do it. He clenched his fist out of sheer tension and felt strange sensations in his stomach. "It's only my wife's panties," he said to himself, just as he had said to himself earlier that it was only her vaginal fluids, as if Alan's fingers were not really part of everything, even, as if they were not the fundamental part of what was happening. 

	Alan looked at him. He didn't know whether to get excited. That wasn't submission anymore. He wasn't sure if that turned him on. After dinner, he would spank him. This time he would discipline him personally and not remotely through Gemma. But that was something different, adjacent but very different. She tore her gaze away from him and pulled her fingers out of her mouth. 

	-Are you on the pill? -asked Alan. 

	-Yes, recently," Gema confirmed. She had started taking it a few weeks ago. The instructions for use said that she would be protected after a week. But Gema, in a matter as important as an unwanted pregnancy, is one of those who prefers to err on the side of extreme caution. The usual life span of an egg is between twelve and forty-eight hours. But, although extremely improbable, the ovum can survive longer in the uterus. Who could assure her that one of those very rare cases would not occur? She, perhaps paranoid about it, preferred to wait at least a month before having the first unprotected intercourse. In fact, Gerardo had been made to wait that and more, although, perhaps extreme caution was not her only motive. No one could blame Gema for taking so long to get it on with him and for having her doubts at first. She had been as excited to give herself to him as she had needed to convince herself in the beginning to do so. Many of her blog followers had never understood or accepted what she had seen in the old man and had strongly criticized her. Would they now understand what she saw in the young and impulsive Alan? (We won't know, at least for the moment, because Gema has stopped updating her blog. Maybe in the near future...) 

	-That will have to do," Alan stated firmly, giving her no option to object. In any case, never make love to someone you're not willing to have a child with. -He walked over to her, grabbed the back of her neck and kissed her. He felt her shudder and spread her legs to receive him. Then he suddenly pulled away from her, leaving her wanting, like a teenage girl. What do I want, little bitch? -he asked, looking into her eyes. 

	-Devotion," she replied, without hesitation. 

	-What about you? What do you want? Apart from my cock," he joked. 

	Gema caught her breath. She felt electrified. Alan had asked her the precise question, just as he had asked Daniel. 

	-That you demand devotion from me," he answered, after a few seconds. He didn't need to think about the answer, but wanted to revel in those electric currents that coursed through his body. "See how he's not a brute?" he said to his little inner voice. In a flash she had forgotten the good purpose of not being alone with him. Without meaning to, she had addressed him as "tutee". She had unconsciously considered that this intimate question needed a more direct and less formal answer. And to him, that you demand it too," she said, referring to her husband. Or at least demand obedience from him, Master," she also admitted. She wasn't sure Daniel could ever really profess devotion to anyone other than her. Nor was she sure if she wanted that. "But obedience, yes. You know what I mean," she thought. 

	-Then get down and turn around," he ordered. 

	Gema looked at her husband with a smile. It had been longer since she'd had Daniel's cock in her pussy than Alan's. Still, she wished Alan would finally stick it in her again. But most of all, she wished Daniel could see her and hear her moan.  

	-This is how a real man fucks," she dared to say to her husband to provoke him. She was aroused and not reasoning well, but she trusted that Daniel understood the tone of her statement. He obeyed and slid off the back of the sofa down. She stepped back, leaned forward and, stretching her arms, placed her hands on the backrest. He turned his head toward Daniel and insisted in his speech: "Alan is my plan A. You are only my plan C.  

	Alan reached over and carefully corrected her posture. He placed his hand on her lower back and made her arch her back down and raise her ass. Not content, he grabbed her hips and gently pulled her backwards, forcing her backwards and forcing her to stretch her arms fully out. Only her fingertips found support on the back of the sofa. With his hand on his chin, he stepped back to observe her, as if she were a painting by a famous painter. He approached her again, put his hands between her thighs and instructed her to spread her legs wider. Then he corrected the arch of her back again. 

	Gemma felt an electric current run through her body with every touch. The position was becoming more and more uncomfortable, but she let herself do it. If before Alan had been too forceful with her, not to say brute (had he been too much for her?), now he was taking his time, making her feel like an object, but a valuable and desired one. With that tone, there was no danger of the situation going off the rails; even Daniel had to admit that Alan was handling it perfectly. Without a doubt, Alan was offering Daniel a good insight into his wife. "Do you like what you see, love?" she thought. 

	Daniel watched the scene spellbound. He still had a glass in each hand and his wife's panties in his mouth, with that mixture of whiskey flavor and sex. "How beautiful she is!" thought Daniel. "She's pure eroticism personified." Aside from highlighting her ass, which was obvious, the pose highlighted the vertiginous heels his wife had put on for Alan and made her legs look longer than they were. Daniel appreciated that Gema had groomed herself thoroughly and the red heeled sandals matched the red leather of the damn collar. Gemma was beginning to have a threatening amount of shoes; if she kept this up - and all indications were that she would even accelerate - she would soon have to migrate from the dressing room and leave it to her alone; especially the shoe collection was taking up a lot of space. The dresses, being of such fine fabric, took up much less. He sighed. As a cuckold it would always be his turn to sacrifice himself.  

	He continued to admire his wife's legs. They were shiny because Gema had smeared them with oil. Or maybe it was a self-tanner, because they looked more tanned. He ran his eyes over her body. In that position, the mini-skirt showed the rise of her buttocks. Daniel found that more erotic than a completely naked ass. He tried to memorize the scene to remember it later.  

	That sort of tunic that constituted the upper part of the dress now covered her back because she was still turned around. In return, her tits hung naked down. Not the best position to appreciate breasts, but Daniel couldn't help but wonder, once again, if Gerard hadn't made them too big and prominent. Not that he was going to complain about it, but it had not been his decision, but that of his wife's lover. She had devoutly accepted his decision. "Devotion," Daniel thought. "And what if Alan wants to make his own 'improvements'?" The thought frightened him. Gem was perfect as she was, even with those breasts he'd had to swallow, no piercings or disgusting squiggles on her skin. "She's not perfect. She's gone crazy," he warned himself. "But I love her in spite of her madness. Even, I love her more because of her."  

	The ecstasy of seeing Alan handling his wife like that overcame the worry that he would end up hurting her, then or in the future, or that he would end up making her do something they would all deeply regret. In his own style, it looked like Gerard patiently correcting his wife's postures, touching her, groping her, manipulating her... A young Gerard. They even bore a certain resemblance. Why hadn't Gerard been able to be like that? Why had his wife entered into a long-term relationship with an old creep? "But he's a brute," Daniel warned himself. "A foolish young man." He was still torn inside, lured by the temptation of lust and repelled by a sense of caution, perhaps also by his jealousy. 

	-And what's your plan B, bitch? -asked Alan, leaning over her. He was on her right side, with both hands on her hips, millimetrically correcting her posture to his satisfaction. 

	-My plan B, Master," Gemma turned her head to the right to look at him, "is whatever you decide for me," she declared solemnly. 

	-Mmm," Alan said ambiguously. 

	Daniel found this expression too open-ended and became alarmed. What did Alan have in mind? What evil things could he come up with? He had already made him have sex with that pensioner on the train to Barcelona. Retired or pre-retired, the precision didn't matter in that case. He was a vulgar, unattractive man. And on top of that Alan had made him collaborate! "And old Alan, the grandfather, is he still alive?" wondered Daniel with growing uneasiness. He didn't care if his wife slept with young or attractive men. He wanted the best for her. But he had a feeling - to the evidence rather than the indications he could refer - that Alan was into the grotesque. 

	-Daniel. Take the collar and put it back on my dog," Alan told him. Tighten it up. I want those letters, my name, to be marked well on her collar. 

	 Daniel, with the two glasses in his hand, hesitated and did not initially know where to put them. Finally, he took a few steps back and set them down on the dining room table. He would have to throw away the whiskey. The ice had already melted and it would be watered down. Other than that, Master Alan didn't like it. 

	-Did I give you permission to take your panties out of your mouth? -Alan suddenly reproached her. 

	Daniel stopped dead in his tracks, next to the sofa. He froze, for he knew what was coming next. 

	-No. No, sir," he replied. He kept oscillating between using the capital or lowercase "ese. 

	-That will increase your punishment, later," Daniel heard Alan declare, just as he had feared. 

	-Yes, sir. I'm sorry, sir," apologized Daniel, trying to play along with the game, if it could be called that. 

	-What are you waiting for? Do you want me to fuck your wife or not? -Alan said, as if it was a huge favor he was going to do her. Put the thong on your head. Surely you know what I mean. 

	Daniel obediently returned to the dining room table and picked up his wife's panties. He then pulled them over his head, with his crotch in front of his nose. It looked like a stupid Mexican wrestling wrestler's mask. However, he didn't feel humiliated by it. That... was part of the game and he knew how to play. Besides, it would stay between them and no one else would see it. More he feared what would come after dinner. 

	Daniel picked up the cursed necklace from the couch, with old Alan's letters, now young Alan's, knelt on the couch, carefully brushed his wife's hair aside and tried to place it around her neck. 

	-Squeeze it tight, love," Gema encouraged him. Squeeze my Master's collar. 

	Daniel did not like that necklace at all, both because of the meaning it had, and because it seemed to fit him too tightly. It seemed to him that it restricted her blood circulation through the carotid arteries. Perhaps it was her imagination, but she had the impression that Gemma's face took on a slightly purple hue when she wore it too long. He had never liked her wearing it. Fortunately, she hadn't done it often. "But now it's his 'master's collar'," he lamented, remembering his wife's words. It also didn't help that it bore the name prominently with little rhinestones. On top of that, they matched for the opposite side for which he had combed his hair. As for the rhinestones on the inner side irritating the skin to redden it and draw the name on it, what he regretted was the discomfort it must have caused him. The actual effect, however, was minimal. However, even though it wasn't a tattoo, Daniel hated scribbling on his skin. Gemma, fortunately, didn't like tattoos or piercings either. 

	-Mmm," Alan did, admiring the work of art he was creating. He held his mamola in his hand again, looking as if something was missing. Do you have the strap from the photo shoot in the Navarre forest here? -Alan asked, remembering that the chrome links were rose gold, very similar to the metallic fabric of the dress. That was how he had read it in Gema's story and how he had verified it in the complete collection of color photos of her that he had inherited from his uncle. Gerard loved black and white photography, but he had often taken the photos in color and then converted them to black and white on the computer. Alan supposed that this allowed him to play better with the different ways of converting an image to grayscale and to use the one that best suited the photo in question. I can't have a puppy without a leash," he said. 

	-The session in the Irati Forest? -Gema answered, remembering, even though what she really wanted was to be fucked. They had played enough. She was eager to feel him inside her and to show her husband how she moaned with his cock inside her. Yes, I think so, Master. -They had taken a few toys from Gerardo's house as souvenirs, apart from the graphic material that could engage them. Why had Gema done it, if with Gerardo's death she had wanted to bury that lifestyle, broken with pain? Love, I think it's in one of the drawers under the bed -she indicated to her husband-. In one of the drawers on my side, the one closest to the bedside table. -The drawer closest to the bedside table was also the one closest to her pillow and her head. The bedside table was in the way of opening the drawer, which was also a security measure, to discourage curious onlookers, specifically her daughter. It's the..." Gemma was about to describe the color of the strap to Daniel, but realized it was unnecessary. You remember, don't you? -It had been an unforgettable excursion, in which, for the first time, Gerardo had taken Daniel with them, in principle to help him with the photographic equipment. The photos had been magnificent. But Daniel had also had to watch how Gema held Gerardo behind some bushes to make him pee... "Daniel didn't like that at all. I'm sure he hasn't forgotten," Gema thought. She hadn't forgotten the pungent taste either. Behind the bushes, she'd had to do more than hold it in and shake it out, before tucking it back into her pants. "Those leftover droplets are no worse than sucking a cock fresh out of your pants!", Gema defended herself against the incipient protests of a part of her subconscious. 

	Daniel snorted, although he tried not to let it show too much. He didn't want to leave them alone. Wasn't that what he had set out to do a few minutes ago? It already seemed like an eternity? He wouldn't go far and he wouldn't be long in coming back, but... He walked away at a normal pace in the direction of the stairs leading to the second floor, then, he sped up. His mood was not helped by the memories related to the collar and leash contexts. 

	-He's doing well, isn't he, little bitch? -asked Alan, referring to Daniel. 

	-Wow!" joked Gemma. She had loved the way Alan had handled her husband and how he had stuck his fingers in her mouth. 

	-He's almost ready for the next step," Alan said. 

	-Wow, wow," Gema replied, wagging her ass like a happy dog. It would be a big step for Daniel, but a necessary one, for his sake, but also for theirs. 

	-Are the clamps also on top? 

	-This time Gemma didn't respond with a happy bark. She knew what Alan meant. Yes," she finally admitted. 

	Alan did not answer. Instead, he smiled wickedly, but because he was behind her, Gemma didn't see him. 

	The young man stepped back, skirted the couch and walked over to the television. There, he took his cell phone out of his pocket, tapped its screen several times, and stood it upright on the TV cabinet, leaning it against the TV itself. He leaned over to view the screen and adjust the angle. Satisfied, he returned to Gemma's side. He ran the tip of his finger down her arm, stroking it to her shoulder, then to her head. He ran his index finger under her mamola and positioned her head so that she was looking at the cell phone camera.  

	The TV cabinet that Gema and Daniel have is unusually tall. It is a rustic piece of furniture and its original function was different. However, it allows them to watch TV from the dining table without the back of the sofa getting in the way.  

	-Don't bow your head," Alan warned her. Under no circumstances. -He ran his index finger down her face, from her mammola to her ear, then down her neck to her shoulder, taking in the fascinating necklace in passing. From there he moved down to her breast. -Are you my little dog? -he asked in a tone of voice high enough for the microphone of the cell phone to record it without any problems. 

	-Wow, wow," Gemma replied, looking directly into the camera. She felt ridiculous doing it. Before she had barked because she had thought it was funny, but now, being recorded and being forced to look at the camera, the scenario had changed, even if she hadn't moved from the spot. 

	-What about my cow? -he asked. He took her nipple between his fingers and, not content with that, he reached over her back and reached for the other nipple with his other hand. He pressed them hard and began to move them as if he were milking her. 

	-Ah!" protested Gemma, but Alan continued to milk her. 

	-Are you my cow? -insisted Alan. 

	-Yes, Master," admitted Gemma, her face twisted in pain. 

	-Are you my cow? -Alan asked again, dissatisfied with his answer. 

	-Uh!" Gema blurted out, even though she was trying to stifle her moans. Finally, she understood and agreed in front of the camera: "Moo! Moo! 

	-What about my kitty? -asked Alan, releasing her udders and, in return, stroking the back of her neck with one hand. 

	-Meow! -Gemma confirmed in relief. As much as she wanted to experience a submissive-master relationship, she preferred the caresses to the pain. It was the psychological effects that excited her, not the physical pain. 

	-What about my piggy? 

	"How many animals are still left?" wondered Daniel from the staircase. He had hurried and arrived in time to stealthily watch as the young man denigrated his wife. A part of him had rejoiced at the question of whether she was his cash cow. "Serves you right for putting those udders on at the old man's pleasure without consulting me," he had thought with a certain amount of vindictiveness. The breasts were all very well, but he would always be mindful of them, always mindful of his wife's decision regarding him. "She loves me. But I don't decide anything." 

	-Oink! Oink! -Gema confirmed to the camera. 

	-No," Alan corrected him, "You're not yet. But you will be," he promised ominously. He heard someone snort and turned around. Ah, Daniel. Just in time," he chuckled. Bring me the leash," he ordered. 

	Daniel finished walking down the stairs. He was still wearing the panty-mask on his head, but he was unaware that Alan had set the cell phone to record. He hadn't seen that part. Without saying anything, he offered her the leash. 

	Alan took it, but hesitated for a moment, or pretended to hesitate. Then he left the leash on the back of the sofa. He took two steps and stood behind Gemma. Slowly, he pulled up her miniskirt, exposing her ass. He caressed it with his fingertips and watched with satisfaction as the woman's goose bumps tingled. Then he stepped back to appraise her unfinished work of art: a statue, a bitch, a cow, a cat and a sow, all in one. "My mother-in-law is made into an animal," he mockingly said to himself. "Ah, how I'd love to call her mother-in-law, apart from bitchy!" she had scenarios thought up where calling her mother-in-law would look great. "What if I call her that?" he wondered, fascinated with the idea that had just come to him. "What if I ask her if she's my little dog and all those little animals and in the end I end up asking her if she's my mother-in-law too. That would be a great way to tell her that I'm her little girl's boyfriend - now that would be worthy of being recorded!" But now was not the time. He made a mental note to leave it for later. 

	-But what is this? -asked Alan, genuinely surprised. 

	Gema wiggled her ass. She was back to being the happy little bitch. 

	Alan reached over and pulled his cheeks apart to inspect the gleaming object he had detected. 

	-You've thought of everything, haven't you, my little dog," he complimented her. 

	-Meow," replied Gema. 

	-That's the way I like it. Devotion with intelligence," Alan praised her. Actually, on second thought, he hadn't been so amused that his slave had put in the anal plug on her own initiative. Who was really in charge, him or her? It was fine for her to anticipate his needs, but not for her to draw the lines. She had better change the dynamic before it was too late. He reached over and nuzzled the back of her neck, making the woman purr. Then he turned and faced Daniel.  

	With an enigmatic smile, she placed her hands on his waist. She took sadistic pleasure in watching her husband's eyes widen and his paling. Offering him no explanation, her hands ran down his pants until they converged at the front. 

	Daniel froze. Had he known he was being filmed, he probably would have run away. 

	Alan continued without saying anything to him and began to unbuckle the belt of his pants. Daniel's terrified face was evident, even behind the panties that served as a mask. Pleased with his boldness, Alan slowly pulled the buckle until he pulled the belt out. Then, at last, he spoke: 

	-Daniel... There are some clamps at the top. The ones with the little screws. And I think there are also some cat ears. -He was referring to a black headband with kitty ears that Lidia and Gema had used. I had seen it in the photos and had read about it. After inheriting her uncle's diaries and photos, she had searched his house and made an inventory of everything that, according to the photos, the diaries or Gema's stories, was missing. If it wasn't at his uncle's house, it could only mean it was at the singular couple's house. He was methodical, when he thought something was worthwhile. Oh, and put the slutty tail down too," he ordered Daniel, as he was already climbing the stairs. He was going to teach Gem a good lesson. He waited a few seconds. 

	-Ah! Oh!" cried Gemma, as much from cutting pain as from surprise. 

	-Look at the camera! -Alan warned her sternly, "Legs straight!" Then he unloaded two more lashes on her cute ass with the strap. 

	-Ahh," the woman protested. 

	-To worship me you must suffer," he taught her. There is no devotion without sacrifice. 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma confirmed, still trying to endure the pain. Involuntarily, she had bent her knees again, but forced herself to return to the initial position. 

	-Do you think this is a game? -Do you think I'm just going to fuck you, if anything, humiliate you a little and fuck you? Is that what you expect from me? Do you think that's what this is about? 

	-I'm sorry, Master," Gemma replied, not knowing why she was apologizing and what crime she had committed to deserve his wrath. 

	-What do you feel? -he asked sternly. 

	-I don't... I don't know," Gema stammered. I don't know," she repeated. She was truly confused and left out the word Master. 

	-Do you think I'm punishing you? -Alan continued, unimpressed and in his tone. 

	-I don't know, Master," answered Gemma, recovering from the pain, but not from the shock. 

	-I'm giving you a gift," Alan assured her, sounding suddenly sweet. You want to be devoted. I'm making you completely devoted. This is just the beginning. It's not a game, Gemma. This is serious. I will cause you pain when I please and give you pleasure when I want to. I will demand much, much more from you than my... uncle. And you will kiss my feet for it and thank me, because that's what you want, to be completely devoted, helpless, without options. Devotee. -The young man dropped the belt and let it fall to the ground. Then he approached Gemma, bent down and tenderly kissed her buttock, where one of the lashes with the belt had hit. 

	-Thank you, Master," agreed Gemma. A strange drowsiness was invading her. It was sweet, as when on some rare occasions she had traveled to subspace. She seemed to be floating. The pain had subsided or she no longer cared. 

	Alan stroked her bruised bottom. He had given him those four lashes with the belt consciously to straighten him out, dealing with the matter rationally and not emotionally, but the truth was that he had taken enormous pleasure in doing so. His cock, which still hung outside his pants, had come back to life and stood like the mast of a triumphant flag. He controlled his pulsations, both heart and emotional, and carefully pulled the plug out of the woman's ass. He had not intended to take her through the tight orifice. His initial idea had been to fuck her pussy and then cum on her face so that she would have to make up again. Or, perhaps, he would have made her go out on the street with the special makeup. But he had changed his mind because of the little anal plug. She looked at it. It was clean, except for the abundant lubricant. She concluded that Gemma must have put it in shortly before her arrival. Surely, she had also applied an enema beforehand. "Always so forward-thinking," Alan thought, half admiring and half annoyed. Less forethought would make for more morbidity. "Less is more," he said to himself, amused. 

	-Cerdita? 

	-Oink! -replied Gema. 

	-Open the snout. 

	Gem obeyed without knowing what her young master intended. Without warning her of what was coming next, Alan inserted the plug into her mouth. He put his hand under the woman's chin and helped her close it. 

	-Cerdita! 

	-Oink! -replied Gemma as best she could, with the anal plug in her mouth. Her grunt had sounded unhappy, unhappy with her sudden true role as a piggy, but, contradictorily, with her nose wrinkled in disgust, she looked more piggy than ever. 

	-Good kitty," Alan complimented her, stroking the back of her neck as a reward. He turned to finish his business. In her excitement, she had almost forgotten about Daniel, but she found him with his gear in his hand, gawking at her. Even with his panties on his face, you could tell he had his mouth open. Ah, Daniel! Alan greeted him matter-of-factly. Just in time. -He took the tiara from her hand and put it on Gemma's head. He was a gentleman and was careful not to spoil her laborious hairstyle. Piggy-piggy," he proclaimed, "And as devoted as a little dog. 

	Alan returned with Daniel.  

	The husband was still paralyzed, staring at the red marks the belt had left on his wife's ass. When had that happened? At that moment he understood what the young man had intended with his girth. "And I thought it would be something else," he thought in relief, at the same time staring in horror and indignation at his wife's bruised ass. Four longitudinal red marks were clearly visible. He cursed himself for having left her alone with that devil. However, it was not the first time she had received the girth. The old man had whipped her with his hand on a multitude of occasions and with the girth on a few counted ones, as far as he knew. "As far as I know," Daniel emphasized. And Gemma had whipped him with the riding crop. "But that's different. I'm her wife and she's my husband," he thought in confusion. "But...what about this...?" he looked at Alan. He didn't know whether to look at him with anger, with indignation or... how. What does a husband do when his wife cheats on him, not with a lover, but with a master? What does he do when he cheats on her right under her nose? With a master! What does he do when he sees her suffering and being outraged? What does he do when he knows that's what she wants and when she has promised him not to intervene? Daniel didn't know what to think or what to do. He just stood there, paralyzed. Was it worse that he was an insolent young man? Was it worse that he had whipped her with his girth, after having made her believe that...? Was it worse the marks or the stinking plug in her mouth? Wasn't the worst that Gemma agreed to all that? "No. The worst is what is yet to come," his little inner voice warned him. "Do you think he won't touch you? Have you already forgotten that he is truly her Master, young as he is, and really your Lord?" 

	Alan nonchalantly took the clamped chain from his husband's limp hands. His cock was happy and wobbled with each erect step from side to side as if waving to him. He approached the woman again, leaned over and whispered to her: 

	-Sorry, this is only the beginning. But don't worry, the road is long and there is no hurry. Devotion is total surrender, not out of obedience, not even out of lust, but out of love. -He then grabbed the collar's ring and pulled it away from the woman's throat. Unlike a dog collar, the ring was the same one that the three strips of red leather ended at and was not really meant to hook anything additional. Or was it? The collar was tight and it wasn't easy for him to create extra space to get one end of the chain through with the clip, but, trying not to hurt her, no more than necessary, he managed. He pulled slowly on the chain until he got half of it through. Then (he could almost see himself whistling nonchalantly), he clamped on one nipple and adjusted the strength by means of the little screw. "For the occasion, a ribbon instead of a clamp would be sexier," he thought and made a note to give her such a chain. Then he clamped the other end on the other nipple and tightened the screw. Is that okay, my love? You're going to wear them for quite a while and I don't want them too tight or your nipples might fall off. I take care of my property," he assured her. 

	Gem nodded faintly. She was still floating somewhere in what they call subspace. It's like a drug, equally alienating as it is addictive. The evening had begun on a different note. I had welcomed Alan as if he were a lover. But that was not what the young man, who could have almost any other girl for a fuck, was looking for.  

	In that sweet, intoxicating and longed-for state of mental semi-alienation in which Gema floated, how would the woman react if at that moment Vicky walked through the door and, far from being shocked, knelt before Alan to submissively suck his cock? 

	That, surely we'll never know, will we? Or will we? Because what does Vicky have to do with this story, written by her parents? We'll find out later. What is more likely to happen, when the curse of the pandemic is over and we can move from fiction to reality, is what will happen next, because this story is meant to excite those who write it and those who read it, among whom is, in reality, young Alan. It is a way to express fantasies, to explore possibilities and to pave a possible path. But what's Vicky's role in all this, the only protagonist, not to mention Lidia (forgive us!) whom we haven't asked for her opinion (yet)? 

	Happy and completely unconcerned, Alan picked up the leash from where he had left it on the back of the couch. He had always dreamed of having a woman like this. With luck, he'd soon have two. And the husband...well, the husband..... She opened the carabiner and hooked it, instead of to the ring, where there was already little room, to the nipple chain, passing both parts through the hole in the carabiner. The nipple chain formed an inverted "V", with the apex at the necklace ring. That way, the carabiner would only slide down the chain a little bit, to where the V would slow it down as the two segments of the chain separated. "Practical," he thought. 

	Now he stood behind the woman and pointed his erect cock like a pike at the tight orifice. The anal plug had dilated it and seemed to still be sufficiently lubricated. "And if not, tough luck," he thought. "No devotion without sacrifice." Or, as the Anglo-Saxons would say, "No pain, no gain." He gently inserted himself into her. A little pain wouldn't hurt, but he didn't want to hurt her and really hurt her either. The sphincter is a delicate gatekeeper. 

	Gem snorted as best she could with the plug in her muzzle as she felt Alan invade her. She tried to relax, but felt a shudder in her legs. 

	-Don't put your head down," Alan reminded him, "and look at the camera. 

	Gema obeyed, her rictus twisted by the disgust of the anal plug that, if it didn't taste like ass, it certainly tasted like lubricant, and by the discomfort of penetration. Gema likes anal sex, as long as it is properly prepared and, above all, if it is accompanied by clitoral stimulation. Together, done well, both stimuli can create incredible sensations. However, she had an intuition that the young Master would not stimulate her clitoris so as to degrade her further and use her solely as an object for his own pleasure. 

	The one who also obeyed Alan's order was Daniel. Suddenly, he was aware that he was being recorded. He turned his head in all directions and finally noticed the cell phone leaning against the TV. Fortunately, it was masked. That was the first thought that came to his mind. For some reason, watching Alan penetrate someone anally sent a shiver down her spine. That was his second thought. 

	From Gemma's mouth came sounds that were difficult to identify as moans or groans because of the anal plug -now turned into a mouth plug- she wore in her muzzle. This was not exactly how she had imagined and had wanted her husband to see her. This was not how she wanted to moan, as she reminded him how good Alan's cock was in comparison to hers and he, for penetrative sex, was only her plan C. She felt terribly humiliated that this was happening on their first date together and so early in the evening. And they still had to have dinner and socialize, as if nothing had happened. However, in the state she was in, she didn't care much for the humiliation. If anything, it served to prolong and intensify that sweet state a little more. 

	-You little dog! -I'd make you bark, but I'm afraid you can't. We're going to be very happy together," he declared with conviction. We're going to be very happy together," he declared with conviction. All of us. -To thank her, for he knew it all depended on her, he brought his hand to her clitoris and began to rub it deliciously. 

	The sound emanating from Gemma's muzzle changed, although it remained unintelligible. 

	As he rubbed her clitoris, Alan increased the pace at which he penetrated her, until he reached the rate of two penetrations every three seconds or so. It was neither too fast nor too slow. He felt with delight how the woman's sphincter hugged and coddled him in appreciation. Pussy was still better, as far as physical sensations went, but penetrating her in the ass was more than that. Besides, up the pussy he had already fucked her. "Yes, I've made the right decision," he thought joyfully. "Too bad you can't see it on the video, but with that plug I think everyone will get the idea." Gerardo had his diary and Gema had her blog. He had the videos and the channel to post them on. He pulled on the leash and it pulled on the clamped chain, making the woman's udders jiggle to the rhythm, jingling. "A few bells missing," she thought, cursing herself for not anticipating. "Easy," he said to himself next, "not all at once." 

	The noises emitted by Gemma changed as she felt the tugging of the leash on her nipples. She was not tied down, she could rebel, but she did not. Her tits belonged to Alan; he had inherited them from Gerard. 

	To Alan, Gemma's moans sounded like heavenly music. "She's enjoying it too much," he thought mischievously. "But I'll teach her to enjoy herself without thinking about her clitoris or her pussy, only with surrender to me and my pleasure." Somehow, that was Alan's ultimate goal. He wanted Gemma's enjoyment to come from her devotion to him, from the pleasure of satisfying him, regardless of her own physical sensations. He would throw her a crumb of physical pleasure from time to time, but ultimately all her pleasure should be psychological. However, to keep her interested and to be able to educate her, he would have to throw more than a crumb at her at first. "But let's not overdo it either," he said to himself, feeling himself coming. She let go of her clit and grabbed the woman's hips to better control the rhythm. "Oh, yes!" she thought and exclaimed sonorously, increasing the speed. She thought of Daniel and that excited her even more. He had never penetrated her from behind and never would. And that, he knew, as he watched. As for the pussy, he would have to allow her vaginal sex from time to time, for the sake of the marriage. If with Gemma there was nothing, without Daniel there probably wasn't either. Besides, she was going to really enjoy humiliating him, almost as much as she was enjoying the woman. "But I'll see how many times a year I allow him," Alan thought with determination. 

	-I'm coming! -he exclaimed and rammed her all the way in several times in a row, making her body move forward, despite leaning against the back of the couch. He stayed inside her for a while after cumming, but finally forced himself out of her rear entrance. He withdrew carefully. Despite this, Gemma's anus twitched desperately like a fish's mouth out of water. Daniel, stick the plug in before I spill my seed," she told him, referring to the anal plug that ended in a fluffy slutty tail, which Daniel held in one hand. 

	The husband, stunned, had said nothing and had not moved. And he still didn't move. 

	-Daniel! -Alan shouted, "Put the plug in. Or you'll have to clean my cum off the floor. With your tongue," he said. 

	That brought Daniel out of his paralysis and he hurried to obey the order. With great care, he inserted the plug into his wife's ass. Gema had also taken that one with Gerardo. No such gentleness was needed, for the plug entered without resistance. Alan had dilated her asshole well. "It's a fat cock," Daniel admitted. What he did worry about was lubrication. Gemma only had what she had put on to insert the plug in the bathroom, before going downstairs to greet Alan. With the fucking, much of it must have been used up. "But she has Alan's cum as a lubricant now," Daniel thought to himself, any excuse was a good one to avoid having to clean the cum off the floor, with his tongue and surely in front of him and the camera! He loved her, but he also had to think of himself. He showed her no mercy and made sure the plug had fit snugly. "A slut's tail," he thought, "How auspicious!" 

	Alan, in turn, wasted no time. He wasn't done with his little piggy yet. He edged around the couch and pulled the anal plug out of her snout. 

	-Are you all right? -he asked. He held her face affectionately. She was sweaty, even though all the work had been done by him. 

	Gema closed her lips and rubbed them together a couple of times. She made a disgusted face as she brought her tongue to the roof of her mouth. She was able to do so now that the disgusting invading object had left her body. 

	Alan let him exercise his jaw muscles, lips and tongue. 

	-Take it! -he said to Daniel, tossing him the anal plug without warning. 

	Daniel had reflexes and caught it on the fly, despite his surprise. He looked at it with some disgust. He was clean, but... "He's clean because he's had it in his mouth," he thought. He was no prude in that sense. When Gemma required it or when he was feeling especially aroused and/or submissive, apart from performing cunnilingus on her, he also performed analingus on his wife. She was always clean in the back. Besides, she was his wife. But Gemma had had her own plug in her mouth. The ass of the person you love is not the same as your own ass. Besides, the plug is a penetrating object, while a Greek kiss is shallow. She didn't like the disgusting things Alan had done to her. She deserved better. "Why can't she choose a normal guy?" she lamented. "Because then he wouldn't have married you," her inner voice lectured her. What's normal and what's not? 

	-Are you all right? -Alan repeated, looking into her eyes. He had given her some time to recover. And he had taken advantage of that time to retrieve his cell phone. "Jaume is going to freak out," he anticipated. She understood better and better why her friend liked film production. 

	Gema started to speak, but Alan stopped her. 

	-Hey, hey! -He reminded her, "Piggy," she reminded him, "Two happy oinks if you're well. Devotion, remember? -He gave her no option to express that she was not well. Gemma had no choice. That was what she wanted and that was what they had agreed on. He cared about her and so he wasn't going to be permissive on that point. Expectantly, he recorded her reaction closely. 

	-Oink, oink," Gemma said, although she did not sound as cheerful as she had intended to please her Master. 

	-Good! -Alan congratulated her, stroking her head. Good kitty. Come on, go ahead," he indicated, pulling her arms towards him. 

	Gemma adopted the new position gratefully. She was at the limit of her physical endurance in terms of maintaining the previous uncomfortable posture. She moved closer to the couch, following her Master's directions, until her legs collided with the backrest. However, Alan did not allow her to straighten up, but continued to guide her arms until the woman was leaning over the backrest, with her belly over him and resting with her arms on the seat. It wasn't a comfortable position either, as she had to stand on her tiptoes more than her already high heels forced her to. "Why is he torturing me so much?" she wondered faintly, for even though she was landing, she was still floating through subspace. "What have I done wrong?" 

	-Perfect! -Alan rejoiced. Now he could see their work without any problems. In the previous position and from where he had placed the cell phone, he was sure that they could not have been seen. He moved a little further away to get a good view and pulled the leash so that they wobbled. 

	-Ow! -protested Gema. On her face, instead of disgust, this time there was pain. 

	-Are they plastic, cowgirl? -asked Alan insolently.  

	That is something that should never be asked of a woman. Silicone or silicone, natural or natural-born, a woman's breasts are hers. Asking if they are plastic is the same as questioning if they are hers. 

	Alan wanted to record the answer. It was his second meeting with the woman, and it was important to reflect clearly what their relationship was based on. 

	To her delight, Gema understood despite her mental state. She was a bit stunned, almost as if she had smoked something. However, she was lucid enough to answer correctly: 

	-Muh, muh," Gemma said somewhat weakly. 

	Dissatisfied and erring on the side of perfectionism, Alan tugged on the leash to encourage her. 

	-I don't think your fans understood you, Gema," he said, implicitly implying that he would hang up the video. 

	
Would she pre-edit it? Would she blur his face? In her state, Gemma didn't seem to care. The one who should have cared was Daniel, but he didn't intervene. Had he lost himself in subspace, too? Or was he secretly getting off on denigrating his wife, even if he later flatly denied it? Or did he simply not care anymore, because it all seemed to him to be an excess that was beyond remedy? 

	-Moo, moo!" mooed Gemma, this time with more euphoria. The pain in her nipples had caught her attention and brought her down from where she was hovering. Or did it make her come up? 

	-Do you owe these udders to my uncle Gerardo? -asked Alan and pulled the leash mercilessly to encourage her to answer, "Did he put them on you? -He chose them without consulting you and to his liking, and you let him put on whatever he wanted, without knowing what he was going to put on you? 

	Gem mooed twice in response to each question. The last question had been a bit long for her state of mind, but, perhaps out of habit, she also mooed positively twice. The truth is that the surgeon refused to put the implants in without first showing them to her and making her sign the paper. It is true that the story would be better if we were to omit this fact, but, even if it contains novel elements, we cannot stray so far from reality. After all, this is not Dr. Möbius' clinic. 

	"Perfect!" rejoiced Alan. "You should do this with every single thing you modify on your body." Unfortunately, his uncle had beaten him to it and modified the most prominent part. He could subject her to another breast augmentation, certainly, but the truth was that he liked the way they had turned out. He might have crazy ideas, but for him aesthetics were important. "Still," he thought, "for what a piggy-cowgirl-bitchy-bitchy-pussy-slut my mother-in-law is, bigger perolas would go perfectly with it." Bigger or more artificial udders, more designer, more signature, more his, Master Alan's, would go very well with the new devoted personality the young man intended to instill in his mother-in-law. However, that would be to demolish part of Gerardo's work. You don't tear down a building by an architect you admire. One improves and expands it and only if it is to be adapted for new uses, as is the case here. Its new tenant brings new ideas and has different needs. 

	-Very good, kitty," he praised her, stroking her head. Did you come before? 

	Gemma looked at him not knowing how to answer. Finally, she chose to shake her head. 

	-I did," Alan informed her. And I liked it very much," she declared and continued stroking his head. Now my sperm swims in your rectum. You will absorb them and I will forever be a part of you. I will always be in your life," he assured her. That pleases me enormously," she commented, pleased. Then he asked, "Do you need to cum? 

	Gemma looked at him, cocking her head to one side. How was she going to answer him? 

	-You can talk, slut. -In her tone of voice she conveyed an unexpected affection, so happy was she with how everything was going. 

	Gemma looked like she needed to get used to speech again, after so much barking, meowing, mooing and growling. She cleared her throat and responded: 

	-I would like it very much, Master. I would need it. -Gemma paused for a moment and considered replying with the typical line from the erotic stories she had read: "Can this little slut cum, Master? Please, Master?" But she dismissed it. They weren't filming a trashy adaptation of a cheap novel. This was a documentary of her life, so she decided to answer honestly: "I would need it, Master," she repeated, emphasizing her words by nodding her head. But I'm more satisfied that you liked it, Alan. -She purposely called him by his first name, to reflect the intimate nature of her answer. I'm taking you inside me now. I give you my orgasm, Master Alan. Thank you for showing me the way to devotion. 

	Alan could not believe his ears. With everything he had read about her, with everything he had imagined, this was beyond him. Her words filled his heart with joy. "Now I really understand what you saw in her, man," he thought. The Barcelona thing had been a sexual affair, but this was deep. He had tried to humiliate her because he was a sadist and because she demanded it. Well, let's leave it at that he had done it because he was a sadist and had seen the opportunity in her to give free rein to his sadism. Whether he demanded it or not was really of little consequence. However, she had transformed it into something profound. She almost felt sorry for what he intended to do to her to satisfy his base instincts. Surely what she imagined with devotion was not what he had in mind. But therein lay the beauty, in educating her, transforming her and taking her where he wanted her. He almost took pity on her. Almost. She didn't deserve what he would do to her. But he did. 

	-Very good, Gema," he said excitedly. Very good," he repeated. He was stunned and almost forgot what he wanted to do next. Casi. Look what you've done," he indicated, pointing the camera at his cock. Piggy, do two happy oinks and clean my turnip. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Did you put his cock in your mouth after having it in your ass?! -Daniel accused Gema in disgust. He whispered in her ear, taking advantage of the fact that Alan was distracted talking to the waiter. He had been thinking about it all the time, but he had not found the opportunity to talk about it with his wife until that moment.  

	After the brief introductory session in the salon, Alan had given Gema permission to fix her makeup. He had appreciated going out with her like this, with her mascara completely smeared, but the look was too pitiful and he preferred her to look pretty and radiant. Gemma had gone upstairs to the bedroom bathroom to apply her makeup again, leaving her husband and Master alone again downstairs. Alan had thought about making Daniel put it in his pants - which is the least a cuckolded husband can do for his wife's lover - but, after the orgasm, his libido had plummeted and he hadn't been able to tear himself away from making Daniel touch his cock. Trying to hide their discomfort, both Alan and Daniel had stood side by side in silence, not daring to open their mouths. Only Alan had dared to mumble to signal Daniel to remove his panties from his head. 

	-I was clean," Gema defended herself, offended. She was not proud of her feat; at the time she had done it in a state of excitement and submission. She hadn't cum and still felt electrified, but not so much that she could look back on it with pride. Besides, they were about to start eating. Why had Daniel brought it up, just at that moment? 

	-Let's toast! -said Alan, oblivious to the couple's conversation. He raised the glass of champagne that the waiter had just brought and prepared to toast the couple. To my obedient little animal! -he said, looking at Daniel. 

	Daniel swallowed, was she referring to him or Gema? Was she the little animal with the slutty tail up her ass. "And with his sperm swimming in her gut, happy to soon be absorbed into her body and become part of her," Daniel thought. Alan had come stomping in. And what was worse, Gemma seemed delighted. She hadn't objected to going out to dinner with the plug-tail, nor had she protested about the collar, the leash, or the little chain that went from her nipples to the collar.  

	The waiter had looked at them strangely, but, as a good professional, he had refrained from commenting. Most of all, he had looked at her, obviously. He would have noticed her in every way, especially wearing that golden, highly transparent dress, with no bra underneath. But the thong hanging between her breasts outside the dress was a lure that was impossible to ignore. To make matters worse, the little chain that came down from the necklace inside the dress towards her nipples in the shape of an inverted v-neck was also very visible, due to the transparency of the dress. Between the leash and the chain, the waiter had every excuse in the world to look at her tits without blushing.  

	They were arrows indicating where to look, not at her eyes, as one talks to anyone (with the inevitable fleeting furtive glance at her cleavage), but at her operated tits. "Gerardo's tits - damn!" lamented Daniel. "I never thought this was going to bring so much tail." Had he known, would he have prevented his wife from undergoing a breast augmentation operation, to her lover's liking?  

	The chains not only pointed where you had to look, but they were also a sign explaining their relationship. "I am your slave," Daniel imagined they said. "Damn it, Gemma!" cursed Daniel. "Do you have to make it so obvious? And on the first date on three!" The restaurant was not a place where they were known and Daniel wasn't afraid of being recognized. He was simply embarrassed. The waiter, after managing to look away from his wife (more like her tits), had looked at him reprovingly first, then, his eyes had twinkled mockingly, accompanied by a slight smirk. Or so it seemed to Daniel. It was clear that it was Alan who was in charge and it was obvious that he, like Gemma, was just an errand boy. So who was the obedient little animal, wasn't he, for allowing all this, even though he was the husband? "I'm an ass," Daniel said to himself. The young man was and would take advantage of them, especially her, and he was allowing it, instead of protecting her. "No wonder Gemma doesn't even consider me her plan B!" he lamented. 

	However, he couldn't help but feel aroused as he watched Alan kiss her right under his nose and in full view of the waiters and diners. "Damn, why am I like this?" lamented Daniel once again. 

	Alan had not waited for Daniel to toast with them. After toasting with Gemma and after they both had a drink, the young man had grabbed her by the leash and pulled her to him. And she, totally docile, had leaned towards him to kiss him. In doing so, she had inevitably turned her back - her beautiful bare back - to Daniel. 

	When the uneven couple finally broke away, Gema turned to her husband to scrutinize his reaction. Did she think that because she was enjoying herself like a crazy teenager, her husband would too?  

	They were no longer a group of teenage friends, ready to enjoy their follies! Daniel looked at her with a look that was hard to interpret.  

	Was he jealous?  

	Neither she nor he had experienced that kind of craziness as a teenager. Both had been very formal in their youth. Alan... Alan was probably made differently, he wasn't a teenager either. What had he experienced as a teenager to behave that way on his first three-way date? If that was normal for him, where would they end up? "Ass, ass, ass, ass...," Daniel berated himself. He felt overtaken with events. How and when had it happened that his wife had behaved in such a carefree and submissive way? With Gerard she had been very submissive, but it had practically always been in private. Daniel sensed that Alan and Gemma were on a different wave from him and surfing a different wave, faster and more dizzying than his. When and how had their speeds diverged so far apart? "I don't recognize her. She looks so... young," Daniel gloomed. 

	Gemma leaned toward him and kissed him. Her tongue found its way between his lips and penetrated his mouth. And with her tongue followed abundant liquid, still bubbling. Daniel felt some of the liquid leak from the corners of his lips, but, surprised at first, perhaps also reluctant at first, he eventually responded to his wife's kiss. 

	-You fool! -said Gemma, when their lips parted. 

	"Ass!" thought Daniel. 

	-I love you," Gemma reminded him, as if she had read his mind. Always," she assured him. Then, she turned away from him and looking at her lover, she apologized: "I'm sorry, Master. 

	-Nice way to toast, Daniel," Alan commented, ignoring Gema. He could see Daniel's chin dripping and thought it was a magnificent idea what the woman had just done. Daniel, perhaps angry, perhaps absorbed, had not toasted with them, but, in the end, he had done it and in a much better way. I share my slave with you, just as you share your wife with me, Daniel," Alan assured her enigmatically. What did it mean that they shared her equally? He said it without blushing and without caring if they could be heard. And we will share many more things," the young man warned him, standing up and leaning towards him. 

	"You're not going to kiss me!", Daniel was alarmed, seeing Alan's face close to him. "Isn't that what we want deep down?" his very importunate little inner voice questioned him. It was much less loud than his wife's little voices, but it had a habit of making itself known at the most inappropriate time. "No!" exclaimed Daniel mentally, but he kept his mouth shut. He had just swallowed the young man's drool, mixed with his wife's and champagne. He had first shared his champagne with her and then she, along with the drool, had passed it into his mouth. "What's the matter? You've shared worse. Or should I say 'better'?" his little inner voice insisted. It was true. He had eaten Gerard's cum from his wife's pussy and had done so on more than one occasion. But he felt it was different. He had always done it in a forced way. "And always in private, not in a public place," he argued in an exaggerated way, obviating that what he had just shared was saliva and sparkling white wine, not semen. "I know what's wrong with you," his annoying little voice continued to insist. "What's wrong with you is that you know that with Alan 'the thing' is serious. You know you want it and that this time you're not off the hook." Daniel gasped, at the disturbing words of his subconscious. 

	-Mmm," Alan wiped his chin with a napkin. With the movement, he gently closed Daniel's mouth. Have you decided what we're going to name this little animal? -Alan asked, reminding him of the task at hand. His heart was pounding; it was not an easy subject for him and he surprised himself by hearing himself speak out loud in the restaurant. "As I should do as dominant," he reaffirmed, "Surprise us! Or should we just call you Daniela? I like it for simplicity's sake, but, lest you think me a dictator, I'll let you choose," he assured her. Actually, what Alan intended was to make it more difficult for Daniel, as he knew that simply obeying would be much easier for him. But he wasn't going to make it easy for him. "Where would the fun be if he did?" 

	-Honey, my Master asked you something," Gemma encouraged Daniel to answer. The look of horror on Daniel's face as he watched Alan broach that sensitive subject and also do it in a public place and loudly amused him. "He says he wants to feel what I feel, but I've never felt this horrified," Gema reflected. "Embarrassed, yes. And excited. Confused and overcome. But I have never felt dread. If anything, I've felt vertigo," she recapitulated. "Certainly, I have no desire to feel what he feels. But I'm glad that soon his wish will come true. Alan is doing everything wonderfully well, not cutting any corners. It's what Daniel needs. It's what we both need." She felt an electric current in her privates, brought on by Alan's brazenness and his mastery of the situation.  

	Gema was aware that she hadn't cum yet and that must be influencing her. Besides, the dress she was wearing had always turned her on, from the first moment Gerardo had given it to her for the company party. It made her feel tremendously sexy and desired, yet also exposed and surrendered. Perhaps that was what stimulated her the most. But the young Master had undoubtedly gone three times overboard with the accessories, even more so considering the degree of transparency of the front. Her nipples no longer ached, but they would ache as soon as young Alan removed the clamps.  

	Daniel was petrified and had not yet answered and Gemma shifted nervously in her chair. Was it possible that she had been mistaken and that Daniel did not want any of it? The anal plug reminded her, in case she had forgotten, that she was carrying her master's semen inside her. "Isn't that what you desire, love, to feel what I feel when I give myself?" she questioned. 

	-Anaïs," Daniel murmured at last. 

	Gemma took a deep breath, relieved, and put her hand on Daniel's thigh to comfort him. 

	-I've always wished I had a friend by that name," Gema lied. The part that was true was that she had always wished she had a friend to share things with. With her daughter, unfortunately, she didn't get along too well. Gema had given everything for her, but she felt that her daughter had not reciprocated and had always behaved coldly and selfishly towards her. Besides, obviously, he could not tell her what he most needed to share with another woman. By the same token, he couldn't confess to his mother either. The closest thing he had come to having as a friend had been Lidia. Or so she had thought, until it had finally become clear that she had only done it for money. Anaïs -she pronounced the name of her new friend-. There are so many things I want us to do together! 

	-Anaïs? -Alan asked unconvincingly. It's pronounced funny and I don't even know how to spell it," he admitted. (Fortunately, Alan has Gema and Daniel to tell the story in writing and to put on record the feeling. As for how to pronounce it, the phonetic would be Aneis. We hope that the young Master will get used to the name and that he will end up liking it. I don't know," he hesitated, "I still prefer Daniela. I think you are trying to escape and I don't like that, Daniel. You think that with Anaïs you will have a character quite separate from you, an alter ego in which to transform yourself without suffering any of the consequences yourself. No," he concluded, "I think you should be called Daniela. Anaïs is too easy. -He shook his head, "But it's okay. I don't know why I'm so magnanimous, but I'll give you a chance. Tonight I want to see Anais in action. If she convinces me, you can keep that name. -Alan forced himself to look at him, waiting for his answer, but the seconds passed in vain and in the end he was the one who gave in, breaking the silence. Understood? -he asked sternly. 

	-Yes, sir," answered Daniel, after Gema dug her nails into his thigh. 

	-You're going to have to improve that if you want to be Anaïs instead of Daniela," Alan warned him. Anais, or Daniela, was proving as difficult for him as it was for Daniel, but he managed not to let it show. What cheered him up, however, was being able to enjoy his husband's suffering face and listening to him submissively address him. He still had a lot left. Actually, they both still had a lot left. Neither Anais nor Daniela nor Daniel was sexually attractive to Alan. "But experiencing how I manage to transform it into something it reveals itself against, that's something else," Alan congratulated himself. "That's worth a little effort on my part."  

	Who knows if she had a little inner voice, like Gemma's or Daniel's, that would have indicated to Alan that this was indeed something he deeply desired? No doubt Daniel's little voice didn't miss the opportunity to whisper to him that he had taken a big step and that she was proud of him... or of her. But was Daniel's little voice disappointed by her choice of name? Did she prefer Daniela or was she happy with Anaïs? Anais would perhaps give her a chance to take on a life of her own and, to some extent, independent of the man who called himself Daniel. "XY," the little voice whispered, nonetheless. "The man's chromosomes. Neither XX nor YY, but XY. And I am the X." 

	-So let's drink to Anais," Alan celebrated, raising his champagne glass for the second time. 

	-For Anaïs," repeated Gema immediately, raising her glass. 

	-Because of Anaïs," Daniel mumbled, feeling flushed and shivering at the same time. "What have I gotten myself into?" he panicked. "What has Gema gotten me into this time?" he accused her, obviating that it had been him who had gotten her into the mess, at least at the beginning of the onset. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-You're crazy! -Vicky accused Lidia. The night had just begun and she was already regretting letting herself be cajoled by her once again. Why had she given in? She should have stayed home, but, strangely, her parents had almost kicked her out. "Okay, they didn't kick me out. But they pushed me to go out with my friend and they don't even know her," Vicky wondered. "If only they knew who she really was! Mom would have a heart attack!" thought Vicky mischievously, imagining her mother's reaction when she saw that Laila was actually Lidia, the co-worker she had had some trouble with shortly before she was fired. Her mother, of course, had never told her what had happened, nor had she been interested in it. And Lidia hadn't told her either, but Vicky was beginning to get a whisper that something really serious had happened. "You don't go for no reason overnight from being a friend who visits you at home and you hang out with to being a stinker," Vicky mused. She didn't know why she had suddenly become interested in the subject, but she felt it was time to end the mystery of why her mom-facing friend went by the name Laila. "I'll know soon enough," Vicky said to herself. 

	-Come on! -Lidia encouraged her, "Do you want to be a bore all your life? You were a virgin because you couldn't find the right boyfriend, and now that you have one, you seem to want to limit yourself to him," she said. It wasn't the first time he had given her that kind of argument. "Monogamy is very romantic," Lidia thought, "but, even if you are locally in love with the one who doesn't deserve it, surely your body is asking for more than mere love. Otherwise, why would she have kissed me, and why would she have agreed to go out the first time with me and Amancio, not to mention the video he shot for her? I just have to keep pushing her a little bit". It's not that I'm asking you to fuck someone else. I just want you to dance a little with Amancio. 

	-Yes," Vicky replied, unconvinced. She knew her friend too well. But remember that later you will tell me what happened between you and my mother! -she warned, reminding her of the deal. Lidia had asked her to go out again with her and Amancio and, in exchange, she had asked her to reveal the secret that had suddenly started to interest her. Perhaps it was because of his parents' attitude, insisting that he go out with Laila and stay with her to sleep over. It was not the first time they had done so, however, on this occasion, Vicky had sensed something strange, but she was not able to say what. But perhaps the sequence had been the reverse. Vicky could no longer remember if she had first asked Lidia to unveil the mystery or if it had been her friend who had first asked her to go out with her and Amancio. Either way, the deal was sealed. "I hope it's worth it," Vicky thought. She was not at all amused about cheating on Manuel. "I'm not cheating on him. I'm just going to be a candle holder," she tried to soothe her conscience. "Dancing is not cheating." And it wasn't, of course, that Amancio was sexually attractive to her either. "Quite the opposite!" Really, she didn't understand why Lidia liked him, but she respected him. "I don't understand why I'm so nervous either," she marveled. 

	-Of course! -Lidia assured him with a wide smile and a wink. "Of course I won't be able to tell you the whole truth. But I'll tell you one truth nonetheless." She still dreamed of being reunited with Gema and Daniel, although she wasn't sure if it was to get revenge through her daughter or to reconcile through her. In either case, she would have to start uncovering things to get to them. Of course, Alan would be against it and would be angry when he found out. Lydia was not at all amused by angering him. He liked rough, almost violent sex, but that didn't make him a violent, angry person. "I hope not," he tried to reassure himself. In any case, she was confident that she could present Alan with a version of the truth that would not only be acceptable to him, but even seem advantageous. Wouldn't he eventually give it all away? Why shouldn't she be able to smooth the way for him? Lost in thought, Lidia let out a nervous chuckle. 

	-What amuses you, love? -Amancio asked her, surprised. 

	Lidia came out of her musings and looked at him. Then she hugged him, pressing her breasts against his chest. 

	-Imagine how you dance with my little sister, daddy," Lidia replied. It was true that it amused her and for that reason, and because she knew that her client was excited, they had dressed up as schoolgirls again, although this time they had both put on high heels. They were getting some good looks from the rest of the club, but she didn't care about that. Vicky, on the other hand, was uncomfortable, but that was a bonus for her. And imagine how she dances for her daddy," she added. Without intending to, since she had really meant Amancio, she saw in her mind's eye the image of Vicky dancing for Daniel. That would be so much fun," she assured Amancio, as she said it to herself. I still have a surprise for you," she said. She gave him a piquito. Then she gave him another one, which turned into a kiss with tongue. She ended the kiss sooner than Amancio would have liked, leaving him wanting more in his mouth. Next, she pulled away from him and grabbed Vicky by the arm, pulling her towards her boyfriend and forcing her to dance with him. He stepped back a few steps to watch. 

	-Hi, Daddy," Vicky murmured, as she had agreed with Lidia. It was part of the deal. Her conscience told her that she was doing wrong, both because of Alan and because of the role-playing they were doing. They were, if not staging, then implying an incestuous relationship and that was wrong on every level. She felt very uncomfortable and disturbed by it. "Too disturbed," she managed to think, avoiding continuing that line of thinking. 

	-Hello, my child," answered Amancio. He, too, felt disturbed and he, too, knew that what they were doing was wrong. However, what was really wrong? She was of age and not his daughter. She looked young, too young, especially in that costume, yes, but so what? He pressed Vicky against him and felt him start to stiffen. You only live once, don't you? Besides, he'd given her an expensive iPhone. He could expect something from her in return, couldn't he? And it wasn't that she didn't want it either. Amancio still remembered how she had cum on his bed, watching him and Lidia, while Lidia fingered him. "She's just a little shy," he said to himself. "Like a little daughter is supposed to be." Vicky was playing her part incredibly well, and best of all, she wasn't acting. "She doesn't weigh much, but she's worth her weight in gold. I'm a sucker; an iPhone is a bargain compared to what she's giving me and what I hope she'll come to give me." He would be respectful to her, as he always was to everyone. Even more so, he would be even more so. He trusted Lidia to spin the threads well. But what he wasn't going to do was keep her from feeling his erection. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	"It's not so bad the music in this disco," Daniel said to himself. "When are you going to take me out to party?" asked Anais. The voice of his subconscious sounded sharper and louder each time. Daniel felt an uncomfortable tingling in his stomach and decided to quench it with a good swig of his cubata. The whiskey and Pepsi tasted bitter and sweet at the same time. "Damn substitute," lamented Daniel, who preferred Coke, as Pepsi was too sweet for him. He watched his wife dance with the young man. She didn't seem to have that problem. Gema seemed to adapt quickly to everything, to the taste of whiskey when Gerardo asked for it, to disco music when she went out with Alan, after her uncle had accustomed her to jazz... "Plasticity...", mused Daniel, remembering his wife's books. That part of the conversation between Gerardo and his friend Manolo was necessarily fictitious, since she had never heard it, but Daniel could well imagine that it had taken place in reality. Who would have told him years ago that his wife would come to love an old man and a young woman at the same time?  

	"And now a young man," Daniel admired himself. As much as he hated Alan's boldness, he had to admit that he and Gema made a good couple. Watching the way they moved to the disco beat, Gema looked like a young girl. They had left the parking lot together, but Daniel had been lagging behind because he preferred to watch. He always preferred to watch. Alan had slipped his arm around her waist, publicly taking possession of her and she had willingly snuggled her body closer to his. The dress, baring her back and announcing that she wasn't wearing a bra, looked frankly spectacular on her and even more so next to a young man like Alan. "Damn it," Daniel lamented. "They know me too well. Both of them," he acknowledged. He'd caught sideways glances from the pair, with corresponding smirks, as he'd let them move forward and he'd stayed behind. Or maybe he had imagined it, but he couldn't help thinking that Alan knew him. That his wife did, was the normal, even desirable thing to do, though it was also frightening. But that his lover knew him this well was hard to accept. "When are you going to take me out dancing?" asked Anais. "Chiton!" replied Daniel. That possibility was the one that really terrified him. Alan knew him well, too well. He had read all about him in his wife's books and most of it was true. "Shit!" cursed Daniel. "He's not going to leave me alone. He's not going to let me just watch." No doubt Alan was going to take him out of his comfort zone. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Did you like my gift? -Amancio asked. 

	-Yes, Daddy, very much so," Vicky replied. The iPhone was a blast, but she felt bad taking it. It felt like she was paying him for some service and that made her uncomfortable. 

	-There's plenty more where that came from," Amancio whispered in her ear, brushing her pinna with his lips. Girls who behave well always get great gifts. 

	The comment made her feel like a whore. She wasn't that and that wasn't why she was dancing with him! Vicky was about to slap him, but she didn't because of the friendship she had with Lidia. But worse than the allusion was that now she had to decide whether to tell her friend or not. It was certainly not an acceptable comment, especially coming from a friend's boyfriend, and Lidia deserved for her to know, but Vicky didn't wish to sow discord in the couple either. She felt Amancio's hard cock press against her belly. It was disgusting that he was getting off on her like this, when he had Lidia. But could she blame him, when she had recorded that erotic video for him? "I did it for Manuel!" self-corrected Vicky, defending herself from the onslaught of her conscience. "Lidia is a lianta!" 

	-Thank you for the video," said Amancio, as if he had read her thoughts. I liked it very much. You are beautiful. 

	The allusion to the recording made Vicky blush. "At least he liked it," she thought. Then again, surely that dirty old man was easy to please. "Not so easy," she said to herself, trying to raise her self-esteem. "He's got Lidia and she's prettier than me. Despite that, he liked my video," he thought proudly. At the same time, he felt a pang of conscience. She had cheated on Manuel. There had been no physical contact, but wasn't sending an erotic video to another man betraying him? Wasn't she betraying him at that very moment, feeling that man's erection against her body? "But I'm not doing anything wrong," she tried to defend herself again. "He's Lidia's boyfriend, not mine, and we're just... fooling around." Besides, she was only doing it to please her friend to get her to tell her about her mother. 

	-Thank you, Daddy," Vicky heard Vicky say to Amancio. Then she added, "I like it when you look at me, Daddy. -She pressed herself against him. It wasn't right to cheat on Manuel, but what was he doing in Barcelona? "Can I be sure he's faithful to me?" she tried to justify herself. Maybe Lidia was right and a little fun wouldn't hurt. Nor could it be said of her that she had been fooling around with boys like others her age did. Besides, she wouldn't really cheat on Manuel; never! But fooling around a little? Why not? It wasn't as if Amancio was going to fall in love with her, having Lidia, nor she with him, of course! Vicky felt a stirring at the thought that, despite her self-justifications, she was somehow being unfaithful to Manuel, but that stirring didn't come entirely from having an uneasy conscience. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alan grabbed Gemma's leash and pulled her towards him. He knew Daniel was watching and he knew his gesture would not go unnoticed by the rest of the people in the disco. "My slave," he thought proudly. "So meek and predisposed," he admired himself. "I hope, however, that she doesn't make things too easy for me. Where would the fun be if she did?" He tried to control his enthusiasm. He desired devotion and obedience, but too much obedience could devalue devotion. "Anyway, I'm going to make it harder and harder for him. He's going to freak out when he sees his daughter. Now that will be a real test for her. And for him." 

	Gem advanced toward him as the leash grew shorter. She didn't rebel, but kept it taut, causing Alan to pull her towards him. He liked to feel her strength, although, on this occasion, it was more his own he felt, as she leaned her body back, as if opposing him. Finally, when Alan finished fishing her out and their bodies came together, she kissed him. She knew that her husband would be watching, can in hand, from a privileged position. In fact, she knew exactly where he was. She had smiled and winked at him on several occasions as she danced around her young Master. She felt like a teenager, except that at that age she would not have allowed anyone to put her on a leash. Nor would she have believed it possible that one day she would enjoy cheating on her partner. But things evolve and mindsets change. Her tongue entered the young man's mouth. Then she pulled back, drawing his tongue into her mouth. She wanted Daniel to see how another man-that boy-kissed her lasciviously. His hipster beard tickled her chin, as it always did. It made Alan look older than he was, which was both good and bad. He loved the contrast, mostly because he knew it would have a greater impact on Daniel. A very young master, if he acted like an experienced one, was, by the mere fact of contrast, a much more brazen lover than one of his own age. "For me to give myself to a yogurt boy like that must 'hurt' him a lot more than if I did it to a man our age, just as it hurt him for me to give myself to 'the old man' like that," Gemma said to herself, satisfied. She had learned to enjoy provoking her husband, but the problem perhaps was that she had become addicted to it and needed larger and larger doses. "Just like him," Gema concluded. Daniel also needed more intense stimulation. 

	Alan put his hand on her ass and rubbed it. With the other, he was still holding her strap-on. He loved the feeling of control. Dancing, still kissing her, he turned her around so that her back was to her husband. She opened her eyes and searched for him with her gaze. Yes, there he was, right where she thought, on the raised platform, where one of the bars was located, leaning on the railing that separated her from the dance floor. "Enjoying the view?" glared Alan at her. "It's MINE!" And to prove that it truly was, he grabbed the fabric of her skirt and began to pull it up. 

	Gemma shuddered, but she let herself do it. Her Master would expose her ass in the middle of the disco, but didn't he have every right in the world to do so? Wasn't that what a good master should do? And she, wasn't that what a good wife should do for her husband, let her mistress display her to others? "I'm your wife, but I'm his slave," she said to her husband in thought as she continued to make out with her Master. Alan would not only expose her ass, but her slutty tail as well. "I am his slut. I am everything he wants me to be, everything but his wife," she continued to tell Daniel mentally as she felt the metallic fabric of her dress slide up her right buttock upward.  

	Her relentless Master had at least been kind enough to loosen her nipple clamps. He had done it in the car, after leaving the restaurant and before driving off in the direction of the discotheque. The blood had suddenly rushed through the veins in her nipples, pressed against the nerve endings and made her moan in pain. She remembered that Alan had watched her with a sadistic gaze, while Daniel's had oscillated between concern, excitement, admiration and disgust. It had also oscillated between pride at having such a female for a wife and shame at allowing another man to do that to her. Or so Gemma had imagined. Alan's sadistic smile should have frightened her and it had, but, instead of running away, she had said, "Thank you, Master." 

	Her nipples were now sensitive and it didn't help that they were stiffening as she imagined how Daniel was watching them, ecstatic, no doubt, feeling completely cuckolded and powerless before the dominant male. She still wore the clamps as a sign of her surrender to the young Master, but, thanks to his magnanimity, they no longer squeezed her as before. 

	Alan's fingers ran along the skin of her buttock, where the whipping with the strap had marked her. Gema didn't like the pain. What she liked was the submission and helplessness it made her feel and what it did to her husband. She imagined the marks on the girth, red and clearly visible under the strobe lights of the discotheque. "See, love, see what it does to me?" she asked Daniel in thought. "And you let him do it to me and you get off on it!" she accused him, even though she had to admit that she was the one getting off on it the most. She would not allow her husband to set limits for her, unless he behaved like a true alpha male, but that was hard to imagine, knowing him caged, in panties and stockings. For sensitive man to share her worries and her experiences with she would have her husband and for dominant man to fuck her wildly and bring out the sluttiest in her she would have her lover. Wasn't that better than having only a dominant husband? "And this time you'll get what you truly deserve, love," he kept telling her mentally, still with his Master's tongue in her mouth. "You're going to feel these same marks on your ass and I'm not going to be the one administering them to you. You're going to experience what it feels like to give yourself to a man, just like me." She pressed her man against her and was filled with satisfaction as she found he had an erection. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Let's go somewhere else! -exclaimed Lidia. 

	To Amancio's chagrin, his girlfriend grabbed Vicky's arm and pulled her away from him. 

	"Will she be jealous?" wondered Vicky, half frightened and half proud. Even if mathematically incorrect, she felt, moreover, a quarter and half joy at Lidia's jealousy. "Fuck you, bitch!". She was making eyes at Manuel, too. Did she think he hadn't noticed how they looked at each other? 

	-Where are we going? -asked Vicky, a little stunned by her friend's vehemence. 

	-To a place where they really dance," Lidia replied, her eyes sparkling with mischief. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alan ran his fingers along the woman's buttock, never taking his eyes off her husband. He wanted to show her who was in charge, but he also wanted to be nourished by her reaction. They were both submissive by nature, except that the woman had learned to openly enjoy her condition, while the husband still struggled. But he would change that. To do so, he too would have to learn a few things first. Alan was surprised to realize that in that respect he and Daniel were alike. Of course, they were also alike in that they shared the same woman and that they were both turned on by her. "What will you do when you find out that I fuck your little girl too?" she questioned him with her eyes, knowing that Daniel would not understand the question. "What will you do when you SEE me fuck her right under your nose?" he continued to ask her, getting more and more excited. "What would you do if you saw me rubbing your little girl here and now, the same way I rub your wife?"  

	Exhilarated at such a prospect, Alan searched with his fingers for the swollen marks of his spanking on the mother's ass. He imagined long, prominent welts and the mother, daughter and perhaps even the father wearing them with devout pride for him. Of the father he was not sure if his submission would go so far as to proudly wear his marks. The husband's submission was different from the wife's, but so were Alan's desires for him. Of the mother he had no doubt that she would be completely devoted to him. As for the daughter, he had high hopes for her, but now that he had met the father in person, he realized that they were alike in many ways. "At least your daughter is yours, cuckold," Alan thought. "But Gemma is still fertile." It happened to him that, when he became aroused as he was at that moment, he began to rave. Would the woman's devotion at some point reach the extreme of getting pregnant by him? How long would he have, until her menopause started? And Daniel's submission, how far would it go? "And Vicky, would she accept having a brother who was also her stepson?" 

	Alan pulled away from the woman's mouth and smiled mischievously, not taking his gaze from Daniel. 

	"Too bad I have to imagine the welts," he lamented. The skin on the woman's buttock was smooth, as if she had never been whipped with the girth. "Surely by now there aren't even red marks left. Next time I'll use a cane." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I love you," Lidia said to Amancio. To comfort him, she pressed herself against him and kissed him on the mouth. She did it lasciviously to show him that his statement was true and also for Vicky to see it. 

	-Liar," Amancio accused her, breaking away from her lips prematurely. Lidia played her role magnificently well and he really liked her, but he had no illusions about her true feelings for him. He liked that the young woman was deceiving him by saying affectionate things to him as if they were really sweethearts, but he hated self-deception. The relationship they had was of an inherently different nature, based on monthly payment. 

	-It's true," insisted Lidia, pretending to be offended. Maybe she was a little offended. I didn't tell you that I love you," she justified herself, "I told you that I love you. It's different -she explained-. I like you. And I'm going to prove it to you, for free. -He gestured with his head, pointing in Vicky's direction. 

	Vicky did not notice the gesture, nor the conversation. Uncomfortable with the couple's wet kiss, she had turned away and was looking in another direction to leave them a space of intimacy that they neither claimed nor wanted, in reality. 

	-It's true," Lidia said again, at the same time stroking Amancio's cock through his pants. Again, looking in her friend's direction, she assured him, "My method is the only one that can work. You want it, don't you? 

	-Mm-mm," Amancio replied. Evidently, he did. That she was so young and looked even younger made him very horny, almost uncontrollably so. 

	-I'm the only one who can give it to you," she said. And I don't expect anything in return, except that you love me a little bit too. -She pouted. 

	Of course, she did expect something in return and she was doubly so. She hoped that Amancio would not tire of her and would continue to pay her. He was an excellent customer, one with whom it was easy to get along. He was respectful and relatively generous. Lidia preferred few clients to being forced to change frequently, even if she could make more money that way. But there was no love between them - she had not lied to him about that - and sex sooner rather than later becomes routine and boring if it is not based on true feelings - even when there is love. Amancio had already shown signs of getting bored and it was time to offer him new experiences to keep him going. He also hoped, with the same move, to take Vicky to his own territory. 

	-Don't you love me at least a little bit? -she asked with doe eyes. 

	-Of course I love you," Amancio lied. Lidia played her role so well that it was hard to tell whether she was serious or not. Even if he paid her, why shouldn't she feel something for him? And why shouldn't he feel something for her? "Because she's a whore and it's not wise to fall in love with a whore," he answered himself. Nevertheless, he was fond of her, and not a little. If she played her role so well, why should he be any less? 

	-Then eat me! -Lidia encouraged him. Here! 

	Lidia's spontaneity never ceased to amaze him, but Amancio didn't think twice. Not caring if there were other passers-by, he pushed her against the wall and kissed her. His hand slipped under her skirt and found her sex. "It's dripping!" he marveled as he slipped his fingers into her slit. "Maybe it's true that she loves me, at least a little. It's certainly true that I make her horny." He felt proud and felt the desire to ram her right there against the wall. 

	Lidia pulled away from Amancio's mouth and moaned. She looked at Vicky. She was uncomfortable, a few steps away from them and in profile to them, neither looking at them nor turning her back to them. She felt her boyfriend's fingers on her pussy and his thumb on her clitoris. Amancio knew what he was doing; older men have their advantages. She moaned again to get her friend's attention. She didn't have to strain to do so. 

	Finally, Vicky looked sideways. 

	"Enough is enough," Vicky scolded them. "These two don't cut a hair!" she leered. As she did so, she realized that Lidia was watching her and had caught her looking at them. Vicky's cheeks reddened and she felt the heat in them. She kept feeling her friend watching her as she moaned and let herself be fingered in the street. Finally, frustrated at not knowing how to behave, whether to look at them or ignore them, whether to leave or wait for them, she turned and stuck her tongue out at her friend. The latter returned the gesture, albeit in a lewd way. 

	-Bitch! -Vicky said with her lips. She repeated the gesture again, pronouncing each syllable silently in an exaggerated way to make sure Lidia understood her. 

	-Bitches, with great honor! -Lidia answered sonorously. Then she urged him: "Come here! 

	-No," Vicky replied. She shook her head. "Not here," she thought. "Just no. Not here and not there." 

	-Veeen! -insisted Lidia. 

	Vicky said nothing. She just shook her head. 

	-Come! -he said once more. Mommy," she reminded him, vocalizing silently. If Vicky wanted to know about her mother, she had better have a more constructive attitude, like the one she had had while dancing with Amancio. She repeated the two syllables with her lips so that Vicky would have no excuses and could not hide behind the fact that she had not understood her. "I'm not really blackmailing her," Lidia said to herself. Alan's blackmail of Gema was blackmail, even if it was a consensual one, if that existed. "I'm just leaving him with no options so he can decide," she justified herself. "It's how his mother works and Gerardo did well that way with her. And her with him." The one who hadn't done so well had been her; she'd been left alone in the end. 

	Vicky shook her head once more and rolled her eyes. Finally, she moved closer as she continued to shake her head. "I'm going to regret this," she lamented. "Why does Lidia always get her way?" 

	-Don't touch her! -Lidia warned Amancio, whispering in his ear. Not yet. It's still early. I'll tell you exactly when she's ready. -Her hand left Amancio's ass and quickly grabbed Vicky's, pulling her to them. He squeezed Vicky's hand and looking down at her, he warned, "I think I'm going to come! Oh, God! I'm going to come. Grab me! 

	To her surprise, Amancio suddenly pulled away from her, before she could reach climax. She looked at him in shock. 

	-I don't know what you have in mind for tonight, my dear," Amancio told her, "but what I do know is that I want you horny. -What did she think, that he was a child she could easily manipulate? He would play her game as long as he felt like it, but he was not willing to be a mere pawn. 

	-Jo," was all Lidia could say, frustrated. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema opened her eyes. She was feeling dizzy from all the buildup of emotions and from what she imagined she and Daniel would experience with Alan. Her Master had suddenly stopped kissing her. For pleasure, she would have continued to kiss him lasciviously, but she kept rubbing his ass. The strobe lights didn't help her dizziness go away. Would she keep Daniel? Or would she lose him in exchange for gaining a friend? "Anais," she mused. Daniel didn't yet know what was coming to him, but did he sense it? Did he really want it? She was sure she did, was she? "Do you want Anaïs for you, because you need a friend, or for him?" her little voice asked. Even though it was her own thoughts she heard, Gemma doubted for a few moments whether by "him" her little voice meant her husband or her Master. Was it possible that she desired this transformation because that was what Alan wanted? Would she sacrifice even her own husband to satisfy HIM? She held on to Alan tightly; it was the only thing she could hold on to at that moment. "What are we doing?" she questioned herself in the face of the assault of doubts, even though she continued to cling to HIM. 

	-Vicky! -Gemma suddenly exclaimed. Immediately, she turned away from Alan and pulled down her skirt. However, the bitch leash was still hanging from her collar. 

	-What's wrong? -asked Alan in alarm. The music had prevented him from hearing what Gemma had said, but the flashbulbs couldn't prevent him from seeing her horrified expression. What's wrong with you? -he asked again and shook her for an answer. It's not as if you had seen a ghost," he said, amused, when he saw that the woman had only been frightened and was otherwise in perfect condition. 

	-What's the matter, love? -asked Daniel, who had rushed over when he saw his wife's jump. 

	-I think I saw our daughter," Gemma said in Daniel's ear, keeping Alan from hearing her. She had no desire to talk to the young Master about her daughter. There were subjects best avoided with him. "I did enough talking about her to Gerard," she lamented.  

	Gerard had been an expert at exploring her psyche and had known how to get her to talk about things she normally would not have talked about. Sometimes he would uncover her hidden fantasies, other times he would implant them. He liked to keep Gemma aroused and allowed her to masturbate for him, always making her delay her orgasm, increasing her level of sexual tension, while he got her to talk. At some point, she had asked him about his daughter. Gerard had known how to choose the right moment, at the peak of her arousal. Gema, submissive and excited, had told him what it was like, despite the discomfort she felt talking about her daughter under those circumstances and to her boss. On another occasion, he had projected Vicky's photos on the TV while he had Gema masturbate on the floor for him, watching on the big screen what he saw. It had been easy for him to access the photos Gema kept on her cell phone, as she had given him the password. The discomfort had been extreme for Gema, but not as much as she would experience on later occasions. Again, masturbating on the floor for him, looking at the television, Gema had been compelled to tell him dirty and immoral fantasies about her own daughter. That had happened on more than one occasion. "Someday you'll introduce her to me," Gerard used to tell her afterwards, already while Gema was sucking him off, kneeling between his legs, ready to receive his orgasm in her mouth.  

	Of course, they had been nothing more than fantasies, with no intention of them coming true, not on Gerard's part, not at all on hers. Obviously, all of that was something Daniel was unaware of. She had barely agreed to talk about Vicky to her boss and if she had done so it had been because Gerardo had known how to manipulate her, choosing the right moment, waiting for her right mood, exciting her beforehand with other things, exercising his dominance over her and bringing out her submissive side. Afterwards, he had been deeply ashamed and regretful. There are things that just aren't right. But she had done it again, because Gerard knew how to get what he wanted from her. That, more than anything else, had been her most humiliating experience with him. Daniel could never know that part of her history with the old man!  

	In fact, apart from his jealousy, that had been one of the reasons why he had so abruptly cut off his relationship with Lidia after Gerardo's death. Was it possible that Gerardo had told Lidia something and that she had let it slip out of her tongue, unintentionally or on purpose to hurt him? But, even worse, was it possible that Lidia had been commissioned to approach his daughter? Why had he greeted her so warmly at her house on that occasion?  

	Of course, after Gerardo's death, all that was meaningless. However, the contempt she felt for herself for involving her own daughter in her relationship with her boss, even if only in a punctual and figurative way, had prompted her to distance herself from Lidia, even more so after the obvious became evident: Gerardo had hired Lidia. The young woman had not been with them only for sex and love. What else had he hired her for? To seduce Daniel and take her away from her? To befriend his daughter and attract her to him? 

	-Impossible! -Daniel answered confidently. It was impossible because if it were possible, his world would collapse. Unconsciously, Daniel looked up fearfully. Neither the sky nor the ceiling had fallen on him yet. Impossible," he repeated. Then, however, he quickly turned away from his wife, following where her gaze was pointing. "Impossible," he said once more, this time to himself. "Madrid is too big. These coincidences don't exist in reality. They only appear in cheap bad movies based on bad novels." 

	-Have you seen an acquaintance and you're ashamed? -Alan reproached Gemma. He tried to sound domineering, but, seeing her expression, just in case he didn't dare touch her. It annoyed him deeply that she was ashamed of that. A slave should never be ashamed of her condition, but rather proud to be her master's slave. "I still have a lot to work on," Alan acknowledged. His face then brightened. "And that's good. It's going to be fun. I already know the next test I have to prepare her for and put her through." He would have to find someone in his entourage in front of whom to expose her. "No, not expose her," he self-corrected. "Make her expose herself voluntarily, as proof of her devotion." Who should he choose, Vicky? "That would be too soon." A neighbor, perhaps? Her parents? Tiburcio, her uncle's ex-partner? He hadn't yet given up hope of regaining control of the company; he just hadn't had the time or energy, perhaps not the knowledge, to do so. "I could use it to get my hands on the nasty Tiburcio somehow," he mused. But who had he just seen? "What if I just had Vicky introduce me as her boyfriend? Vicky wouldn't have to know anything, at least not at first. And Gema would have to accept that I'm blowing her and her little girl. Wouldn't that be better than exposing her to an acquaintance? Wouldn't that move faster in the direction I want to go?" 

	Gema crossed her arms, covering her chest. The dress was too transparent. She tensed and bit her lip. Not even the sharp pain made her stop. Some people grind their teeth. Gema bites her lower lip. Sometimes she does it when she is nervous, sometimes when she is tense, sometimes when she is excited. The force with which she bites it is a good indicator of her state. Of course, covering her chest with her arms was a useless gesture, as she was still wearing her collar and leash. Regretting the mess she had gotten herself into by heeding her lust, she swayed nervously from one foot to the other. The fault, of course, lay with Daniel. She was, after all, only doing it for him.  

	Gemma stared in the direction in which her husband had disappeared and in which she had thought she had seen her daughter disappear. What would she do if Vicky showed up and discovered them? "Deny Alan, of course!" But what would she do if she had already discovered them? That risk had always existed. Gemma and Daniel had dodged the question and had preferred to ignore the risk. Vicky was an adult and if she found them out - if she didn't already suspect - she would have to accept it. But it was easier to think that than to have to face the situation when it actually happened. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Where are we going, then? -asked Amancio. 

	-To make you love me," Lidia replied. 

	-All right," Amancio agreed, "but you sit in the back. -He was not going to be a mere puppet in the young woman's hands, especially when he was paying her. It was time he made some things clear. Tell me the address," he asked, ready to enter it into the car's GPS. He patiently rested his hand on Vicky's left knee. 

	Vicky shuddered at the contact. Nervously, she nibbled on the second phalanx of her index finger. Wasn't that going too far? She certainly didn't want to cheat on Manuel, especially not with that old man! She immediately regretted thinking of him in those terms; it wasn't right to call him that and discriminate against him because of his age. But wasn't she already cheating on her boyfriend, somehow?  

	Again, he felt that tingle at the thought that he was betraying him.  

	It wasn't right what she was doing, and she wouldn't do it, but the fact that she was playing with fire excited her. As much as she criticized her mother because she felt she never understood her, deep down she wanted to have the same life as her parents: find the love of her life soon, get married, eat partridges and be happy.  

	Did you really want that?  

	Amancio's hand on her knee made her hesitate. 

	 "But I love Manuel!" she demanded. She was sure she loved him, but, if she did, how was it possible that she was turned on by Amancio? Was it him that turned her on, or was it the fact that she was playing with fire? "It can't be him. He's not my type at all," Vicky concluded.  

	Did she really want to limit herself to eating partridges, the same dish every day? Did she want to be like her mother, who, apart from Daniel, had only had one boyfriend in her life?  

	"My mother. What is she hiding?" he wondered. No doubt Lidia would go and tell him something juicy about her. She would just have to keep her end of the bargain and turn Amancio on, which she was finding very easy. "Fun, even," she admitted with an uneasy conscience. But he had no choice but to do it, if he wanted to find out what secrets his mother was hiding, if any. "It had better be worth it, Lydia!" he felt his conscience ease. Yes, it was easier that way: he was doing it for a good cause and that was the only way to see it through. Lidia had forced it on him; it hadn't been her choice. 

	She still didn't know what to do with her hand and where to put it, but she stopped nibbling on her finger and moistened her lips instead. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-He's not here," Daniel informed him. He had been slow to return because he had wanted to make sure. He sighed in relief. 

	-I saw her," insisted Gema. 

	-Who? -Alan interjected. 

	-It wasn't her," Daniel said to Gema, ignoring him. 

	-What do you mean it wasn't her? I saw her! She was with... with," Gema stammered, "Lidia! 

	Daniel looked at her in surprise, not because of the name his wife had pronounced -he hadn't named her in forever-, but because of her vehemence. 

	-It wasn't her," he repeated. He took Gemma by the shoulders and looked her in the eyes, leaving Alan aside. Then he corrected himself and said, "It wasn't them. There were two girls, yes," he admitted, "But it wasn't them. They just looked alike. 

	-Are you sure? -asked Gema. She was still pale. "Me, a slave to this young man. I couldn't bear for my daughter to know!" she said to herself. At least it was better than being discovered as a slave to an older man. "And Daniel about to become Anais. Vicky would never forgive me. She would blame me for everything, for mistreating her father and turning him into a spawn." Vicky would never understand that Daniel was actually the instigator of it all. Are you sure, Daniel? -she insisted. 

	-I'm sure of it, love. I saw them. But it wasn't them. 

	Gemma breathed a sigh of relief. Soon after, however, a dreadful feeling began to settle in her. It was unthinkable, but what if Daniel had lied to her to reassure her? What if it had really been them? What if Daniel was trying to hide the truth so that she could continue, as if nothing had happened, with the game? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What is this place? -Vicky exclaimed accusingly. They were holding hands with Amancio, one on each side, and she leaned back so she could look at her friend. 

	What you see," Lidia explained casually and matter-of-factly. She leaned forward to speak to her, forcing Vicky to do the same to maintain eye contact. A place where they teach dancing. -And one that I'm sure Amancio will love, especially in this good company," she thought. -Sit down, daddy," she said, indicating a chair. 

	-You're crazy! -accused Vicky, who could not believe that Lidia would take her to a place like that. However, she imitated her and sat down. 

	Confident and happy, Amancio rested his hands on Lidia and Vicky's thighs. 

	-What would you like to drink? -asked an attractive waitress. 

	Vicky took advantage of the fact that Amancio was staring at the waitress's bare breasts to give her friend a murderous look. "You're going to pay for this!" she warned him with her eyes. 

	Lidia looked back at him with an amused smile. 

	-Watch how to dance," Lidia replied to Vicky. She turned her head and looked in the direction of the dance platform. Learn! -He said, turning back to her, "Men like it," she explained and turned to enjoy the show on the dance floor.  

	Lidia had never done a striptease in a club before. Fascinated, she studied how the young girl shed her clothes at the same time as she contoured herself by leaning on a vertical chrome bar in the center of the dance floor. Lidia was well aware that the night business is shady and that not a few venues take advantage of young and not-so-young girls. No one forces them at gunpoint; that doesn't happen even in the even shadier brothels, but there are other ways to coerce a person. There are also places that offer a fair deal. Lidia hoped that was one of them, but she had no way of knowing. She, as a sugar girl, was not a night worker, but she was part of the sex economy and was sensitive to those issues. Fortunately, she had found her way to thrive without a pimp, which, in any case, is the only way to thrive. "Until they are threatened because they think we compete with their whores from the whorehouses and highways," she thought. For dust, a sugar girl usually comes out considerably more expensive than a woman open to the public in a brothel or street, but she offered something those women didn't: She genuinely liked her customers, to a greater or lesser extent. Otherwise, it is impossible to maintain a medium to long-term relationship in which many hours are spent together, a large percentage of which do not correspond to the mere physical act. 

	Lidia continued to watch the show, although she did so more analytically than Amancio and Vicky. Satisfied, she noticed out of the corner of her eye how both of them kept an eye on the stripper. "Learn, Vicky, learn," she told her friend mentally. Lidia liked the female body, her own and those of other females. She also liked the male body, smooth or flabby, young or old. Everything had its advantages and everyone could be enjoyed in and out of bed. If he had enjoyed sex with Gema more than with Gerardo, it was because he had fallen in love with her and not with him, not because she was a woman or because she was younger. He had also grown very fond of Daniel, although his crush had been on her. If he enjoyed sex with Vicky more than with Amancio (or so he hoped), it was because he liked her better as a person, not because he didn't have fun with Amancio. "And because she's his daughter," he acknowledged, thinking, once again, of Gema. "They look alike," he defended himself to avoid having to recognize that what weighed was the blood relationship.  

	"I'd like to experience this," she told herself to push her thoughts away from that direction. In sex, she liked to try things. That was what had initially appealed to her about Gerardo's job offer. Sleeping with him, being his submissive along with another woman, dominating that woman at times, being dominated by her at other times, and seducing her husband... those were unusual experiences, precisely the kind she liked. "Deep down, I'm a coward," she admitted, admiring the exotic dancer. She had occasionally considered going to a strip club as a one-time amateur... or from time to time, when it pleased her. But she had always backed out. She didn't want to fall into that world, but the experience tempted her. "Just once..." she muttered. But she knew herself. It was likely that it wouldn't stay a one-time thing. It was easy money and, knowing herself, it was possible she'd get off on it. "I'm a coward. It would be easier if someone pushed me." She turned to look at Amancio, but he had his eyes on the dancer. He was ecstatic and his hands had moved up Vicky's thighs and hers. 

	"Gema is lucky," he said to himself enviously. "And so is Vicky. They would have Alan. Or rather Alan would have them. Knowing him, he'd make them dance. "HER at least," he lamented to himself. What else had he sent her to take pole dancing lessons for? "But what am I saying!" she was indignant. "I wouldn't want a man controlling me like that!" It was one thing to try and experiment and another what the young man intended. Alan turned her on and gave her the creeps at the same time. In bed he was violent and she liked that for some occasions, but not as a regular form of lovemaking or fornication. Vindictive and spiteful, she was glad of what was coming to Gemma, even though for the same reason she had just envied her. Then she regretted it. No man should dominate any woman like that. She had seen herself as Alan's mate and had imagined herself at his side as an equal, dominating perhaps Vicky, perhaps Gema, or, better yet, both. She didn't mind being dominated, even heavily, as long as it was in spurts. She loved diversity, she loved experiences of all kinds, and above all, because of that, she loved her freedom to be able to experience it all and not just part of it. 

	"Poor thing!" she grieved, looking at her friend. "You don't know what kind of person Alan is. He's cold and unforgiving." She felt a shiver. During sex, that same fear could excite her, but now from a distance... "I must get her away from him. For Gemma and Daniel it's already too late," she said to herself. "Besides, they deserve it." But she couldn't just tell him what Alan was really up to. She was afraid of what he might do to her if she came clean with her friend and told her everything. "Besides, she wouldn't believe me," she tried to justify herself. "She's so in love." All he could do was seduce her, make her fall in love with her and forget about Alan. And to do that he needed to offer her certain experiences. "Deep down she's like his mother. There's something in her that instinctively seeks this," he excused himself. "If I don't provide it for her, Alan will and it will be worse. I must expand her horizons so she sees that there is more to the world than Alan Manuel." Together and united they could make a face at Alan. He wasn't going to kill them both and he wasn't going to kill her if he made it look like he had done everything to make it easier for her. 

	Satisfied, she noticed that Vicky was petrified, her eyes on the dancer. She had perspiration on her forehead and was breathing heavily. Amancio's hand had slipped under her skirt and slipped between her thighs. Vicky had her hand on his forearm. She was trying to push him away, but without enough will to actually do so. "That's my slut!" she congratulated herself. Amancio had disobeyed her and touched her without waiting for her directions. Depending on how it looked, he had done it without her authorization. But, in the end, looking at the result, he had gotten the timing right. "Which doesn't mean I'm letting you fuck her," he said to himself. "Vicky's still too innocent for this. And she's certainly not going to do it for free. Where else would the fun be?" He needed to pervert her before Alan did. "'Imprinting'," he said to himself, remembering the technique of creating an early psychological imprint on puppies to facilitate their training. But simply sex, even if it was with a mature man, even if it was cheating on her boyfriend, was not enough to pervert her. What she needed to do was deeper than that. It wasn't about educating her in debauchery, it was about stimulating her inner eroticism. It was about longing to excite men and women and cum with their desires as much as with their tongues, cocks and hands. "Tonight you'll be left wanting, Amancio. And Vicky will learn how important and pleasurable it is to create desire in others." 

	Vicky was startled. Even Lidia, who was still enjoying the show with the American bar and who was watching her friend out of the corner of her eye noticed. Vicky pushed Amancio's hand away from between her legs, got up and left. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What have you done to her? -asked Lidia to Amancio. 

	Amancio shook his head and shrugged his shoulders, indicating that he had done nothing and had no idea what had happened to the young woman. 

	-I told you it was too soon! -Lidia scolded him. I told you to wait for me to tell you. -Lidia got up and ran after her friend. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I just wanted to see how you were doing," explained Gema, as she tried to pull Alan away from her. They were in the car, on their way home, and she had gotten the urge to call her daughter. "I need to know where she is. I need to know she hasn't seen us," she thought uneasily. Again, she tried to push Alan away so she could concentrate on the call. Any fluctuation in her daughter's tone of voice would reveal whether she had caught them in the act or if, on the other hand, she had only seen a mirage. "Someday he'll catch us and then what?" she wondered in horror. She turned away from Alan, but she was already cornered in the back seats of the car and his hands were all over her body and his lips were on her neck, biting at her like a predator at its innocent prey to finish killing her-. Are you okay? 

	Far from being annoyed by the sudden interruption, Alan's arousal seemed to have increased with the call. He repeatedly pressed the little magic button between Gema's legs to make sure she was also aroused by, or at least during, the call. Kissing her neck, he listened to the other part of the conversation. Gema hadn't told him who she was calling. In fact, she hadn't even warned him that she was going to make a call. Alan had suddenly found himself with her uttering those words, but he could imagine who she was talking to. The idea of having both mother and daughter in such close proximity excited him, and he wanted to make sure that it ended up exciting the mother as well. "What a good idea!" he congratulated himself. "I'll have Vicky call her mother while I fuck her," he proposed to himself. However, despite her efforts to polish Aladdin's magic lamp, the woman was tense and, if anything, the only temper coming out was her temper. Gemma tried to roughly push him away, but he continued to insist. He wasn't going to waste the opportunity to excite her while talking to his daughter. 

	-Yes," Vicky answered, "wait. -Finally, she found the toilets and was able to speak. The chumba-chumba of the music was still blaring, but it was muffled in the toilets. Yes, Mom. Yes, Mom. -She had picked up her mother's phone because... Vicky didn't know why she had taken the call at such an inconvenient time.  

	"Because it was an excuse to run away," she finally admitted. She didn't want Amancio to touch her like that. But, at the same time, she wished he would. But she had been on the verge of cumming and having an orgasm with him seemed to her to be high treason to Manuel. Nevertheless, she had been just short of climaxing. "What am I doing!" she wailed. Her mother's untimely as well as unusual call had saved her by the bell. But did it matter, hadn't she already cheated on him by letting herself be touched by the old man? This time Vicky didn't self-censor herself or regret using that term. The idea that the old man had touched her private parts offended her as much as it turned her on incomprehensibly. That her friend liked Amancio and that her friend was dating him was hard to understand, but that she had been on the verge of cumming thanks to him was inconceivable. "But I don't like him!" exclaimed Vicky inwardly. Where was the old man going to end up compared to Manuel's pretty face, his beautiful body and, above all, his eyes with that enamored and faithful gaze? Vicky visualized her boyfriend and regretted what she had done. 

	-Mom? -he insisted. "Mom? I can't hear you. 

	-Where are you?" asked Gema. There's a lot of noise. 

	-Eh... in a disco, with Li..." Lidia was about to say, but she rectified: "Laila. Very boring. You know I don't like this music. Do you hear me? 

	-A disco? -Gema repeated her daughter's words. "She sounds agitated," she noticed. "Something's wrong," she concluded. Nervously, she bit her lower lip. It all added up - she'd seen her! "And Daniel lied to me." Her husband always ended up lying to her to manipulate her and get her to walk in the direction he wanted. But this time she was going to get more than she could possibly digest. "Or was she?" she wondered. The possibilities Alan was offering them seduced her immensely. "But it can't be," she said to herself, trying to do it firmly. "Vicky has seen us. It's time to end this." And if she hadn't seen them, the risk was too great. Alan had not hesitated to expose her in public, first in Barcelona, then leaving her own home. As if the dress alone wasn't suggestive enough, the young man hadn't hesitated to accessorize her in every way to make clear the nature of their relationship. However, his determination and brazenness captivated her. "But it can't be," she said to herself again, objecting to the sensations his hands and mouth were causing in her. She tried to pull his hand away from between her legs, but to no avail. "Good God, I'm talking to my daughter!" she mentally exclaimed in protest. 

	-Mom," Lidia whispered in Vicky's ear, imitating her. "It's okay," she thought in relief. "That's why she ran away. Mommy slutty and treacherous worrying about the slutty and unfaithful little daughter." Lidia knew that Gema and Daniel were with Alan. She hugged Vicky from behind and pressed herself against her. 

	Vicky made a dodging gesture, but did not manage to detach herself from it. 

	-What about you? -Vicky asked her mother. Where are you going? -She felt that the roles were reversed and that now she was the adult controlling the minor. "The adult. The adulteress," she judged herself. Then there was what Lidia was going to tell her about her mother. What was her secret? "It better be something big, Lidia," he mused. "It better be worth everything I'm doing for you tonight." She found it easier to hide from herself behind that shield. 

	-Mom," she whispered in his ear again as she did so. "Mom, I'm going to fuck your daughter and make her sluttier than you, even than I. Will you reject us both then, or will you continue to hypocritically discriminate against me?" 

	Lidia slipped her hand under her friend's skirt, between her legs. Vicky tried to push it away with her free hand, but she was concentrating on the call, trying to catch any nuance in her mother's response, and didn't put up as much of an ímpet as she normally would have. Still, she twisted her rictus into a protesting expression that said, "Get off!" But Lidia was unimpressed and reached for her friend's clitoris. 

	-Me? Uh..." said Gema. On... on my way home. We went out to dinner. Your father and I," she added quickly. Strictly speaking, it was true. "When you have to use words like strictly or technically, you're in big trouble," she mused. 

	Alan took Gema's hand, with which the woman was trying to pull him away from her parts, and put it on top of his cock. It was hard as a rock. He hadn't been wrong about the woman, he hadn't been wrong about his daughter either. The situation was getting on his nerves and he wasn't about to leave it there. As for the cuckold, he was willing to make things easier. "You will take my cock to stick it in your wife's cunt. You will beg me to fuck her and give her pleasure," Alan mused. "Will you do the same for your little daughter?" Would the cuckold still be just as subservient when he found out he was fucking the daughter too? "Not just when she finds out I'm fucking her. How will you react, Daniel, when you realize I intend to marry her?" Surely he was rushing things, but Alan was looking for something stable, a real family. He wasn't just looking for fleeting sexual pleasure. He wasn't going to ask for her daughter's hand, as was done in the old days. "Or was he?" he wondered. "It would be fun if she gave her to me." But would he give her to her after he had seen how he treated his wife in bed? What he had seen was only an appetizer. "I'll always be softer with Vicky than with Gemma, but you don't know that, Daniel. Would you hand her over to me, just like you'd hand me over if I fought your wife?" he wondered more fascinated than concerned. "Deep down you know they need this. Better with me than someone else." Still, what father would give his daughter in marriage to someone like him? The mother didn't worry him; she would be increasingly submissive and addicted, if not to his cock, then to the humiliations he would inflict upon her to enrapture her. But the father was something else. "You must learn first, Daniel," Alan said to himself. Fortunately, he had a plan to bring him to a similar state as his wife. "And then we'll be a happy family." 

	Satisfied, Alan let the woman massage his cock, at the same time he would bring her to climax with his fingers while she talked to her daughter. 

	Why did her daughter ask her that, Gema continued to wonder. She never asked her. "Why now?" It was clear that he had seen them and was testing her. And if she hadn't seen them, she suspected something fishy was brewing. Lost in thought, Gemma touched her lover's cock automatically through his pants, paying no attention to him. However, she couldn't entirely escape the effect of his fingers on her clitoris. 

	-Ah," Vicky said, partly because she didn't know what else to say and partly in reaction to her friend's touching her most private parts. 

	-Keep her on the phone," Lidia whispered in her ear. 

	In response, Vicky shook her head vehemently. She was intrigued with her mother's answers, but that was not the place to talk about it. 

	Lidia inserted two fingers into her vagina. She then pulled them out and showed them to him, letting them dangle in front of his face. 

	-Bitch. Look how you've become. Was it me or was it my boyfriend? -Lidia kept whispering to him. On purpose or betrayed by her subconscious, she pronounced the word boyfriend in a strange way. "Either way, sooner or later I'll have to tell him that Amancio is one of those who pays," she thought. "He's going to pay you too. You want me to tell mommy what you've done? You want me to tell you his secret? 

	Vicky alternately shook and nodded her head. She was horrified to imagine what her mother would think of her if Lidia tattled. "The horns to my boyfriend. An old man. A strip club," she quickly listed her sins, glossing over the videos she had recorded. But she wanted to know at all costs what her mother was hiding from her. It had to be something important, or was Lidia just playing theatrics? But his mother had been suspiciously elusive with her answers. 

	-Mom," Vicky said to buy time, as she thought of what else to ask or tell her. 

	-Good girl," whispered Lidia as she slipped her hand back into her friend's panties. Faced with Vicky's lack of eloquence, she decided to help her keep the phone conversation going. This is going to be fun," she thought, "Ask her if they've been out alone for dinner or with friends," she suggested, speaking warmly into her ear. 

	-How? Alone, of course! -Gema lied. Her daughter's question showed that she had caught them. "And yet I'm still lying to her face," Gema lamented. "But I can't tell her the truth, even if she already knows it. I can't utter those words. What will she think of me? And of her father?" Vicky would stop seeing her father for the man he was and blame her. "If you only knew," she thought. But to tell her the origin of it all would be to embarrass Daniel. But wasn't that better than her hating her, believing her mother was some kind of succubus? 

	Alan grunted. He didn't know what the other party to the conversation had asked, but he could deduce it based on the answer. What was going on? Was Vicky suspecting something? Then it dawned on him and he exclaimed to himself, "You fucking bitch! If you're interfering with my plans, I'll wring your neck!" However, his excitement did not diminish. Wasn't that what he wanted, for both of them to know? Wasn't that what he wanted, to bring them both together? But wasn't it too soon? Exhilarated by how everything was rushing, even if it could end in disaster, he released Gema's seatbelt and, with the car in motion, driving through the streets of Madrid, he maneuvered the woman until he managed to get her to sit on top of him astride him. 

	Gema was too shocked to resist. Thinking with horror of how her daughter would see them from that moment on and how she could explain it to her and look her in the face, she let herself be made as if she were a mannequin. 

	"It's almost perfect," Alan congratulated himself, despite the danger. He wasn't worried about a possible car accident, he was worried about his plans falling apart. He knew Vicky was with Lidia and that only she had been able to put him on the track. "Every cloud has a silver lining," he tried to cheer himself up. You always had to look on the bright side of things. As for Lidia, she would have time to settle accounts with the whore if things went off the rails, which was most likely. Now the best he could do was enjoy the moment. He pulled his cock out of his pants and thrust it into Gema's pussy roughly. He delighted in her expression as she was rammed. 

	-Oh!" exclaimed Gemma as she felt her Master's cock split her in two. At least that had brought her out of her reverie. 

	-What's wrong, Mom? -Vicky asked worriedly. 

	Lidia reacted quickly and snatched the cell phone from her friend's hand. She then put it in hands-free mode so that she could listen to the call. 

	-Nothing, daughter. Don't worry about it. It's just that I stumbled and stubbed my toes. But it's nothing," Gema lied. 

	"Almost perfect," Alan repeated inwardly. The woman's pussy was delicious, so hot and wet. It wasn't as tight as his daughter's, but that was normal, considering she had given birth and was more experienced. For a tight hole she could always use her asshole. Still, for physical sensations, she preferred her pussy, but for what it meant to sodomize her, she liked her ass better. "Almost perfect, with her husband as a chauffeur while I benefit her." For her it wasn't her first such experience - nor was it for her husband, obviously - but for him it was. "And with Vicky so close. All that's left to do is put the call on the car's hands-free," he lamented. "Next time," he consoled himself. "If there is," he added. "I'd give an empire to hear my sweet girlfriend's voice while I'm fucking her mother," he said to himself. "And I'll give an empire to make that end up happening." Ecstatic, trying to push away thoughts of defeat to at least enjoy the moment, he turned the top of the woman's dress to cover her back and, more importantly, uncover her breasts. He grabbed her generous tits, nearly perfect thanks to the surgeon's artistry and his uncle's good taste and wallet, and plunged his face between them. 

	-But weren't you in the car? -asked Vicky in confusion. 

	Lidia listened expectantly to Gema's response. 

	-No, no. We have already arrived home," Gema lied. 

	-Ask her about me," Lidia Vicky suggested. As she uttered the words, her fingers stopped rubbing her friend's sex as she concentrated on what she imagined must be Gema's face on the other end of the line. "Do you still remember me? Or have you already forgotten me like yesterday's meal?" she questioned. 

	-Sorry," said Vicky. It's just that I thought you might have gone out with... that friend of yours you had. Lidia. -With almost as much anticipation as her friend, Vicky waited for her mother's answer. 

	-Lidia? -What was that all about now? Lidia," she repeated, this time in a low voice. 

	"Lydia!" exclaimed Alan inwardly. He was not at all surprised. "Bitch!" Now he had proof that she was the one behind it. He would have to get rid of her soon. She could hardly be of any use to him anymore. Quite the opposite, she posed a risk over which he no longer had control. "She might still be of some use to me," he said to himself, trying not to rush. He had to restrain himself so as not to cum, and he had to make cool decisions so as not to harm himself. He pulled his head from between the woman's breasts and looked at her intently to grasp what she really felt for Lydia. "Did he love her, as Lidia asserts, or was he just a plaything for her, as he maintains at the same time?" If Gemma still felt anything for her, if she had ever felt anything at all, she could use it to her advantage. Lidia could still make a big emotional impact in her favor, if she pulled the right strings. "Lidia," he repeated, shaking his head in contempt, at her and at his stupid thoughts. How could he think Gemma had loved her? Gema had loved her uncle, not Lidia. "But Daniel..." Unfortunately, she couldn't see Daniel's reaction. Unfortunately, she couldn't even see him through the rearview mirror. She had sat on the left side of the car to allow Daniel to see his wife in the rearview mirror, her and how he groped her, but now she regretted it. What if Lidia still had power over Daniel? 

	"Yes, Lidia. Me," Lidia replied quietly, expectant and sad at the same time. She felt a pang in her heart as she heard her name spoken by the woman she had loved, a soul mate she thought she had found. 

	-Why... why Lidia? -Gema stammered. She had tried to contain the contacts between the young woman and her daughter, when the latter came to her house to visit her and Daniel, but she had not managed to prevent them completely, at most she had hindered them. Lidia had been interested from the first moment in befriending Vicky and Gema had feared that she was following Gerardo's instructions. "Or, worse, that she had a genuine interest in my daughter," Gema recalled. But had it been that or had it been her jealousy? In any case, Lidia was a forgotten chapter in an already closed book. So why Vicky's question? Despite Alan's warm hands, a shiver ran down her spine. 

	-No, nothing, Mom," Vicky replied, "I just thought of that name because you and Dad used to hang out with her, and since then I don't remember you hanging out with any other friends," Vicky elaborated, not needing Lidia to whisper anything to her. 

	-Do you want to know what happened? -Lidia said in her ear. Without taking her hand out of her panties, she pushed her friend against the sink. Keep her on the phone! -she ordered. She deposited the cell phone on the sink and slipped a hand down her shirt through her cleavage. "Do you want to know what happened between me and your mother?" she repeated to herself. Look at you! -he ordered. "Look at us!" she told him in thought, but avoided saying it out loud. Vicky was no fool and she did not wish to unveil the mystery all at once. In the sink mirror, Lidia saw herself with Gema. In the bathrooms, she had groped her more than once. The first time had been on Gerardo's orders, in the bathrooms of the Barajas airport, just before the old man had taken her with him on vacation. Daniel had watched in amazement as she had first taken her to the toilets and then the old man had taken her with him on the plane. During his absence, Lidia had been able to take the opportunity to play with Daniel, again on Gerardo's orders. For Gerardo she had only been a tool. That was what she was to everyone: a useful object, until they got tired of using her. But over time she had developed feelings for Daniel and for Gema. "What tools develop feelings?" lamented Lidia. Although she had always followed the old man's instructions, she had done what her heart dictated: seduce Daniel and upset Gema, that is, seduce them both and fall in love with both of them, the couple-. Gema... -the whisper escaped her, full of memories and pain. That time in the airport bathroom had been the first time. But then they had gone out together, without Gerardo, at the beginning also without Daniel, at the end with him. She had always taken the initiative, as now with Vicky, except in the sessions at the old man's house, where he made them alternate their roles of dominant and submissive at will. The role reversal and being dominated by her had been a sublime experience.  

	-No... that..." stammered Gema... "That was a while ago. No... I've been out... only with daddy," she lied. Then, thinking it over, she rectified: "With daddy and some friends. - If he's already suspicious, he'd better prepare the ground. In the end, he'll end up knowing everything," she thought. Then she sighed and said to herself, "If he already knows, he'd better not catch me in an outright lie." He wasn't going to tell her about Alan. They could perfectly well have gone out with a couple, even if his daughter had only seen her with a young man. A supposed swapping of partners was better than the truth. You don't know them," he added quickly.  

	What Gema could not imagine was that these friends, that is, this friend, was known to her daughter and, moreover, in an intimate way. 

	"If only you knew I deflowered her and she knows my cock as well as you do!" thought Alan. Again, he regretted not being able to observe Daniel's reaction. Who would be more upset that he had deflowered his daughter? Gema? And would she feel jealousy? Would she bring out her maternal protective side or empathize as a woman with Vicky? Daniel? Would the streak of a man who must protect the home, the house, his wife, his daughter's honor and, above all, his own honor, come out in him? "I am not your enemy, Daniel," Alan mused quietly. "I will train you to keep that streak out of you, that as a cuckold you have no right to. I will train you to be just as curious about how I fuck your little daughter as I am about how I fuck your wife and how I make them both enjoy themselves. I will be the man of the house, Daniel. You'll be something else, but we'll love you just the same." 

	"Ha!", Lidia did inwardly, never stopping touching her friend's tits and never stopping rubbing her clitoris. Sometime in the beginning, before she realized how Alan really saw her, she had imagined being part of a household led by Alan: Gema and Daniel, her and Vicky... and all together. All under Alan's command, for better and for worse, but mostly for better, as long as they were together. "Of course Vicky knows the stud you whore with. Of course we know him." She had also imagined being Alan's partner and Vicky having another partner, a boyfriend she would cheat on with them, just as Gemma was doing with Daniel. That, to her, was another possible combination. At least it had been until she realized how naively in love Vicky was with Alan. None of that was possible, and not just for that reason. Alan didn't like her; he just used her. And Gemma was too jealous and would not share Daniel with her. Besides, he despised her and would not allow her to be with his daughter.  

	"How unfair!" lamented Lidia for the umpteenth time. She remembered the romantic comedy The Escort, which she had recently seen. The young woman was into prostitution, for money and because she needed to feel in control. And the young man was addicted to casual sex to fill the void caused by his fear of commitment. Thanks to the online application he was using, the boy enjoyed sex with strangers as often, if not more often, than the girl's professional encounters. And she, because many clients were repeat customers, had fewer encounters with strangers than he did. The movie had a happy ending and, of course, they both ended up putting aside their vices and trades to focus on themselves. So much for the parallels: were Gema's sexual adventures morally better than his own with money involved? Why had Gema scorned her so when she found out that Gerardo had hired her? Hadn't she known all along? 

	"I was just a toy," he concluded. "You won't be that to me," she said inwardly, looking at Vicky through the mirror. She was willing to bring her to orgasm right there, while talking to her mother. Despite the risk, she wished Alan could hear her moan. The only chance she had left was to pervert Vicky before he did. First he would show her what she would be missing if she was only with one boy and then, in time, he would make her fall in love. If Vicky, as well as her, needed a boy to make her happy, why wouldn't they find a boy - or a man, since age was the least of it - compatible? In her mind the image of Daniel formed. He was that compatible man. "He would be, had it not been for your damned jealousy and despicable prejudice, Gemma!" 

	Alan pinched Gema's nipple with one hand. With the other, he played with the plug-pony to stimulate her anus. "I'm going to make you cum while you talk to your daughter," he proposed. "It'll be the first time, but it's not going to be the last." He squeezed her nipple between his fingers, causing her pain, as he knew it excited her. Gemma had often wondered if the surgeon hadn't done something to her nipples during the breast augmentation operation. It was possible that something had happened during the operation. The surgeon had placed the implant through a section in the areola to hide the scars and the nipple nerves were passing close by. Had he cut too much with the scalpel and desensitized the nipples so that the pain was pleasurable? "Both, Gema?" asked Alan in amusement and disbelief. I had read that Gema often asked such questions, between her books and her blog. He switched his hand to the other tit and squeezed the nipple in the same way. Fascinated, he watched the woman's stifled moan or groan. It was unlikely that the surgeon had made the same mistake on both breasts. Her uncle had not sent her to a lout, but had left her in experienced hands. 

	"That's all in your head, gorgeous," Alan said to himself ecstatically, watching as the woman tried to barely silence the moans or groans (was it both at the same time?!?) that escaped her mouth. Daniel, inadvertently or fully aware, had shown her the world of dominance and submission through the window that had been that lukewarm Sylvester. The much more estimable - for his manners, if not for his intelligence - Luis Alberto had dragged her with him across the threshold of the door that had opened into a dark but sensation-filled place. Her uncle had taught her the true meaning of submission, much less physical than psychological. Now it was his turn to plunge her through the whirlpool of addictive sensations and take her with him to the bottom of the Mariana Trench, where he would make her experience - and experience with her - the whole world, leaving nothing out.  

	"And you will not be spared, Daniel. I dragged you along with us, even if you pretend to resist. Because, from the start, it was about you, not her, wasn't it?" No, he wouldn't skip any experience, even if he had to learn to jump over his own shadow to do so. But, for now, what he wanted was that woman and that girl, Gema and Vicky, mother and daughter, mother-in-law and girlfriend. "For the moment I'll settle for you knowing and watching, Daniel. For the moment it's enough for me to see you humiliated when you see or imagine you see your wife and daughter look down on you, while you get off on watching me give them pleasure and pain. Pleasure, that is." Excited, he bit the woman's nipple as he squeezed the other between his fingers. "Too much 'watching,' too much 'watching,'" he said to himself. "Time for you to cum, my dear, with your little girl in front of you. Time for me to fill your pussy with my cum." Alan felt he couldn't hold back much longer, but he was willing to bring the woman to climax first. Next time they would do it the other way around: he would fuck Vicky while making her talk to her mother. "Yes, Vicky, I want you to know what it's like to cum in front of your mother...and your father." 

	Vicky gasped. She was in that sordid place. With that old man. Letting herself be rubbed by her friend. And talking to her mother. But she wasn't like that! She didn't want to be in a strip club, nor did she like mature men, nor was she a lesbian or... However, the mirror, coldly, told her another story and harshly showed her the reality. Was she as depraved as her own reflection showed her? And her mother? Those friends, those business trips, those necklaces... The mirror showed her more than she wanted to know and she closed her eyes. 

	-I liked Lidia," Vicky tried to tell her mother. She didn't know why she had said it. Had Lidia whispered to her to say it? She wasn't sure. Had Lidia told her to open her eyes? She didn't know. She only remembered that she had uttered those words and that she saw herself in the mirror. She didn't even see her, she only saw herself. Did she really have her eyes open? "Maybe I have them more than ever," she said to herself. She wasn't sure. She could only see herself, confused and ecstatic. She felt even more ecstatic than she had when Manuel had deflowered her. She was dizzy. Had they spiked her drink? The shock was short-lived and she returned to the embrace of ecstasy. 

	-Yes, daughter," conceded her mother, with her boyfriend's cock in her pussy. Me too," she admitted. He had tried to forget her for many reasons: because she brought back the painful memory of Gerardo and his death; because he feared Daniel would fall in love with her; because she was not a lesbian or bisexual, although he had felt something for her; and because, due to her age, it was easy for her to become friends with his daughter and he considered that Lidia was not a good influence on Vicky. Lidia was the only woman with whom he had had sexual relations, leaving aside what had happened in the orgies to which Gerardo had taken her, because that, with the chaos of the tumult of bodies did not count. 

	"Did you like him? Just like that?" exploded Lidia. Yet, despite the fury, she felt a quality in her heart. Judging by the tone of voice and the quickened breathing between sentence and sentence or word and word, Gema still hadn't forgotten her. Vicky was about to cum-as a woman she knew it-but she was not clear what she actually saw in the mirror. Did she see herself and Gema? Did she see in Vicky the instrument of her revenge? Or did she see in her friend the means of her salvation? "I love you," she exclaimed, without knowing to whom she was saying it. She too, without touching herself, only with the rubbing of her clitoris against her friend's ass and, above all, with the images forming in her mind - past moments and possible future instants - was on the verge of cumming. 

	-I love you! -he blurted out in a low voice. 

	Had he told Vicky? Or Gema? Neither Lidia nor Vicky knew, and neither Gema nor Alan nor Daniel heard.  

	Or did Lidia mean herself? That would have been a breakthrough, if she could truly love herself, because true love begins in oneself. Without love for oneself, everything becomes grief and perceived injustices of others towards oneself. Only from love can love spring forth. Is Lidia capable of loving herself? Is she capable of forgiving herself for something that she herself is not aware, nor does she want to be, that she should do? Where do these unconscious reproaches towards herself come from? Gema doesn't know and Daniel knows even less, although he has his suspicions. Perhaps she blames herself for having distanced herself from her parents to the point of preferring to make a living that way rather than live with them and allow them to take care of her, albeit in their own imperfect way. Perhaps being bisexual is not as advantageous as some people think. For many people of this sexual condition, it means living permanently in no man's land and makes them feel homesick for one when they have the other. Maybe that - that fear of being torn apart - is what horrifies Gema. But then, why does Gema seek precisely that tearing, throwing herself into the arms not of a lover, but of a master? Does she, not unlike Lidia, feel that she must be punished for something? 

	(And you, my love, why do you feel the need to feel this tearing, produced by jealousy on the one hand and lust on the other? Why do you want to feel that the sweet voice of humiliation pulls you one way, while the harsh voice of your pride pulls the other? Oh, questions, my love! But to those questions we can find the answers ourselves. But Lidia? And, above all, Alan, what really motivates Alan? Are we right in our assumptions, as we describe him? Is he motivated by the search for love and a family, like Lydia, or is it destruction that spurs him on? Oh, love, will you still let me be with him? Rest assured, I won't let you be with her)! 

	-Mommy! -Vicky exclaimed, masking a moan with those syllables, "Mommy! -disguising with that word an "I'm cumming! 

	-Daughter! Daughter! -Gema responded, on the one hand to her daughter, and on the other hand to Alan's cock in her pussy and his hand on her tit. Alan's other hand playing with the anal plug did the rest and, between them all, they brought her to climax. 

	Gemma! Mother-in-law! -Alan roared, unloading his semen into the woman's vagina. 

	-I love you! Love me! -Lidia exclaimed, losing control and looking into the mirror, seeing in the reflection what only she could know she saw. 

	Although brief, it had been the best fuck of his short life for Alan. Fortunately, he had managed to cut off the call before he gave himself away. His cock was still pulsing inside the woman, unloading the last shots of his cum. "I love this woman," he caught himself saying to himself. The fuck had been brutal and he was confused by the closeness of his girlfriend. It had to be that. 

	With a trembling hand, suspecting that she would not be able to hold it and fearing that she would drop it on the floor, Vicky returned to deposit the cell phone that Amancio had given her in the sink. She wasn't sure if she had managed to hang up before moaning like a bitch. She had called her mother mommy, something she never did. Rather than calling her that, she had moaned. She looked at herself in the mirror, but immediately looked away. She was sweaty and embarrassed. 

	-Take me home," Lidia begged in a weak voice. The night was over for her. She didn't even dare to go back to her friend's house and sleep there with her, even if it was in a separate bed and sofa. She wasn't even glad that the next day she would meet her boyfriend, for which she needed her friend's apartment. She was exhausted and it didn't cross her mind that her parents might have a busy night. She needed to be alone, she needed to find herself and she needed a break from everything and everyone. 

	Lidia continued to embrace her. She was all she had, all she had left. Talking to Gema had drained her emotionally. This was not how she had intended to end the night. It had been in her plans to give Amancio something more. But, in the end, that something more had happened in the girls' bathroom and he had missed it. "And what do I care about Amancio!" he said to himself, clinging to Vicky. Amancio was a good person and could be fun, but he was nothing more than a tool. He didn't need him anymore, at least not for that night. She had planned to take Amancio to a reserved room, to some VIP seats, together with a professional stripper, to offer him a good show there, after paying for it out of her own pocket. Amancio deserved it, and the show would have served both to delight him and to pervert her friend. After the stripper dances, she would have convinced her friend to dance with her for Amancio, with or without the stripper, as she pleased. But now, she only wanted to take her home, undress her, undress and sleep cuddled up to her, that's all. She didn't need more sex for that night, nor more perversion, she only needed love and warmth. She would have to make it up to Amancio later, if she had not already rewarded him enough with what he had offered her that night. But men always want more and, above all, they want to cum. Amancio would have to go to bed without an orgasm. Yes, he would have to make it up to her the next day, but he resented leaving Alan and Vicky alone. 

	  

	


Epilogue 

	  

	"Many times, this is the reason that deceives people: The man who is able to tell stories, can see everything that happens to him through them and tries to live his own life as if he were telling a story. But what you really have to do is choose: either you live or you tell." - Jean-Paul Sartre 

	  

	And Daniel? Everyone had cum except him. Lidia had cum with Gema and Vicky and Vicky had cum with her and her mother. Gema had cum with her daughter and her Master. And Alan had cum with his slave mother-in-law and his girlfriend. But Daniel, the only thing he had been left to do was drive.  

	He could not even take comfort in the fact that Amancio was the only other actor who had not cum either, since, evidently, Daniel did not even know him. Obviously, the Daniel of the story couldn't know that his daughter and Lidia had cum either. The Daniel of the story only knew that his wife and her Master had cum at the same time and that they had done it during a telephone conversation with his daughter. But we don't want to put Daniel on the same level as Amancio, do we? After all, this story is really about Daniel, even if he doesn't seem to be the protagonist, because the protagonist is and always will be our beloved Gema. But is Daniel just an easily replaceable chauffeur or is he the one who drives and does so both literally and figuratively? 

	-Did you like it, love? -Gemma, the writer, asks Daniel. 

	-Mmm," says Daniel, the co-author, sparing with words, except when he helps Gemma write, "Would you really go dressed like that to a restaurant with him and then party? -He finally starts to answer, although he does so with a question, without clarifying the issue. 

	-I've already done that, love," Gemma replies naturally. Gerardo took me to the company party in that same dress," she reminds him unnecessarily. 

	-But without those accessories," protests Daniel. You went without so many accessories," he is apparently indignant, ignoring that the most important accessory, the breasts designed by Gerardo, accompanied and will always accompany his wife and that the dress, chosen by the old man, presents them well visibly, hiding only a little and showing too much. 

	-Things are moving forward," Gemma explains calmly, though perhaps with a note of bitterness in her voice. 

	-Are you willing to be his real slave? -asks Daniel, astonished. The insistence and seriousness of his wife's countenance exceed what is a mere erotic novel. Does Gemma really want to go that far? The Gemma of the story, we already know her answer. Will she step up when the pandemic is over? Will she do as she describes in her novel? Will Alan Manuel take things at face value or will he understand that the story is fiction and that not all ideas, not even all desires must come true? Some things are better dreamed than lived. Daniel looks at her, worried. "This isn't getting out of hand," he thinks. Then he shakes his head and laughs, "You're just doing this to turn me on! -she declares triumphantly. But his chuckle is nervous and his exclamation lacks assurance. You're not thinking of doing it for real, are you? - "It's just a story," Daniel says to himself. 

	However, Alan Manuel, the nephew of Gemma's late boss really exists, although not by that name. Nevertheless, Alan Manuel knows the story, the fictional and the real one. Despite what Daniel would like to think, Alan Manuel, the real one, contributes to the development of the story: he talks to Gemma, gives his opinion and makes suggestions. 

	"She always ends up doing what she wants," Daniel reminds himself, frightened but also excited. Isn't that what turns him on about her, that when it comes to sex she does what she wants? As much as he was repulsed by Gemma's ex-boss and opposed to their relationship, didn't it turn him on even more, actually, that she was stubbornly going along with it, despite her regrets? 

	Or is Daniel the one who always ends up getting his way? 

	What is certain is that it is Gemma who decides what is written and what is not. As a woman, she may be willing to become submissive to that boy, but as a writer she will only allow herself to be influenced, but never dictate. 

	-He's young, just the way you like it," Gemma answers the question. He seems to have a good head on his shoulders," she clarifies. He seems to have the right character," she reasons. And he certainly has a physique to be adored," she says with a mischievous smile. What's your problem now? -he asks. 

	-Mmm," Daniel does again, dodging the question, the real question, what really worries him. Have you...have you thrown it away yet? -he asks, partly genuinely interested and no doubt stressed and excited at the same time, but partly also to keep dodging the real issue. 

	-Mmmm," Gemma mimics him, albeit with a lewd intonation, and winks at him. She doesn't say anything else, but the wink and the smile say it all: "Despite the pandemic? Who knows? That's what PCR testing is for, isn't it? But, if so, if I've already tasted it, I wouldn't have to tell you. Remember, I don't have to tell you everything. You wanted it that way from the beginning, didn't you? Well, we're not going to change that rule now. Not now, not ever." 

	Daniel looks at her in despair, but he has no choice but to surrender. Once cuckolded, always cuckolded. Once buggered, always buggered. Once emasculated, always ballless, at least in bed. He knows he can take off his chastity device, even without the key. He knows he can ask, even demand that he stop the game. But she also knows that even then the balance of power in her marriage will never be the same as it was years ago. Finally, she continues to insist on that path, all to get away from the real issue: 

	-But slave, his slave? Do you really want that, to call him Master? 

	-I already do," Gemma replies. "I like that he's so young and that I treat him like you," she thinks. "I like that..." "Things are moving forward," he says again, "You're moving forward..." he says, leaving the sentence in the air. 

	Daniel sighs, then snorts. Finally, he changes the subject: 

	-Would you really let him date our daughter? Would you really let him do that? 

	-Allow who? -asks Gemma. My Master? I have nothing to allow or forbid him, except to take care of our health and his. Vicky? She is of age. -She shrugs her shoulders. You're not one of those macho fathers and husbands, are you? -she asks amused and makes a slight gesture pointing to her crotch, where she knows Daniel has the chastity cage, which is almost as hard as the real thing. What if Vicky were a boy and Alan were an Alena? -he asks. Then, after a few moments of silence, an idea comes to him and he adds: "What if they were a Victor and an Alan? 

	Daniel clears his throat nervously. He doesn't want to get into it. It's definitely not Victor, it's Victoria, although not by that name. 

	-Did you really talk to Gerardo about our daughter? -asked Daniel, going on the attack, more to mislead and defend himself than because he thought it was really wrong.  

	Or did you find it really bad? 

	The counterattack this time is fruitful and Gemma blushes and loses her balance. She looks at the ground and, not daring to look up, finally responds: 

	-That thing I wrote? -Gemma asks to buy time, but to no avail. I'm afraid so. You have to understand," she implores him. Submission is an addictive state of mind alteration. A good master can get almost anything he sets his mind to from his submissive, if he is patient, knows how to bring her to the right state and proposes at the right time. But is that what a really good master would do? Shouldn't a good master be more responsible than making a mother talk to her daughter during a sex and submission session? And should a friend show so much interest in her friend's daughter? -You know that what I write is either true or inspired by reality," she reminded him, as if her husband was not well aware of this and had not reread her books more than once to discover some additional detail he had missed.  

	The normal reader will have a hard time detecting those little surprises that only reveal themselves as such as time progresses and Gemma provides new clues. Sometimes it is a small gesture or a little smile in a particular situation, sometimes a brief phase that subtly changes the meaning of certain events. The reader is limited to the words of Gema, the protagonist of the story, and her experience is limited to the words that appear on the pages, but Daniel lives with Gemma, the writer and maker of his own experiences. Let us remember that Gema, and also Gemma, at Daniel's request, have the right - one might even say the responsibility - not to tell her husband everything, at least not from the beginning, in order to worry him from the start and surprise him later on. 

	-Or in your desires," Daniel continues attacking, to move away from the other question.  

	The previous books were based on reality, but this and the previous one, the ones that revolve around Alan, are fiction and in fiction you explore, imagine... and express desires. 

	-What if they are yours? -Gemma counters. If anything, she wishes she had a better relationship with her daughter, to be close friends, rather than mother and daughter who love each other but clash. Maybe she wishes she had a close friend and, why not, that it was her daughter, even if it meant including her in her lifestyle somehow, or at least being honest with her.  

	From there to sharing lover and boyfriend there is a distance; in fiction, as in dreams, the subconscious twists, although written fiction is always written consciously. 

	-Mine? -Daniel gets excited, his tone indicating protest and indignation. He had no desire to think of his daughter in sexual terms at all! 

	-What greater humiliation is there for a cuckold than for the cuckold to fuck his wife and daughter and have them servilely eat out of his hand? he says matter-of-factly. "Not to say that they eat him something else," Gemma thinks to herself, but she doesn't say it, because she knows that her husband will have thought of the same pun. Things move on, love. And you soon get bored if they don't move on. 

	If Gemma reddened earlier, Daniel now pales. "How far do you wish to take my humiliation?" asks Daniel, genuinely concerned. "How far do you wish to take it?" his little inner voice asks, because this one really exists in his head. But anything is better than taking the humiliation down that other path. Indeed, Vicky is of age and the truth is almost always healthier than a lie. Almost. "'Almost always' is an oxymoron," Daniel thinks quickly to distract himself, "an oxymoron, a nonsense. It's like "almost infinite." How big does a number have to be to be 'almost' infinite? Infinity is not a number and any number will pale by minuscule in comparison a quantity that tends to infinity." But his little inner voice is relentless on certain topics and again interjects, "You do pale when we try to address certain topics." 

	-And Alan... agrees? -Daniel mumbles. He finds it hard to talk about it, but is interested nonetheless and continues to ask, "Alan... wants to... with you and... Vicky? 

	-Do you wonder what role he is playing in this story, in reality, from a distance? -Gemma asks him rhetorically, before answering, "Do you want to know if he's already acting as master and pushing me to write like this? -She raises her eyebrows and studies her husband. What do you think? -she asks him, without finally answering the question. 

	Does Daniel think that Alan Manuel, the real Alan Manuel, would be thrilled to have a threesome with the mother-in-law and the bride? Does Daniel think that his cuckold and perhaps future son-in-law would be thrilled to have both mother and daughter at his feet? What does the reader think? Is Alan Manuel telling Gemma here what directions she should explore in her story? 

	Daniel responds with an unintelligible grumble. 

	-What if he was already dating her... or at least corresponding with her? -Gemma asks relentlessly. 

	-Would you really allow it?! -Daniel mumbles and shakes his head in defeat. 

	-And you, my love? -Gemma approaches him and feels his crotch through his pants. She touches his balls, in a physical and literal sense, it turns him on and reminds him that he's wearing the chastity device. Cuckold," she whispers sensually, "what do you plan to do against it? 

	Daniel turns his face away, but it's a parade. 

	-It's my Master," Gemma purrs, as she continues to touch his little balls and grinds against him.  

	Her perfume, her breath and the closeness of her skin are intoxicating for Daniel. Wearing the stock does not prevent that; on the contrary, it magnifies it. But, above all, he feels intoxicated by her attitude. 

	-My Master. Your Lord," Gemma continues, "Or do you think I don't know what turns you on when he punishes you? 

	Did Gemma's story inspire Alan Manuel to discipline Daniel via videoconference? Did she succeed in arousing the interest or at least the curiosity of her ex-boss's nephew with her words? Or was it the other way around and Gemma has simply included some real events in this fictional story? 

	-What's really bothering you? -Gemma continues to pick at the wound. She turns away from him and begins to walk in circles around him like a playful cat with her helpless prey already half wounded and unable to escape. That he will disgrace our daughter? That he will humiliate you with it? Or that your daughter will end up knowing what you are really like? -As she continues to walk around in circles, she darts at him to frighten him: "It's not as ruthless as I describe it in the book," she explains in a conciliatory tone. Maybe it's more so," she adds amused, running the tip of her tongue over her teeth. You're certainly not worried about him disgracing me," she murmurs. At this point, after Gerardo, I'm already disgraced," she says. You've never worried about me being disgraced," she accuses him. You tricked me and threw me into Silvestre's hands and then left me in Luis Alberto's hands. What did you do to keep me from being disgraced? What did you do to get me out of there? Have a threesome with Silvestre and my only friend? -Gemma stands up and puts her hand on Daniel's ass. She leans towards him and whispers warmly in his ear, "Is that what you intended all along, to have a threesome with a man? 

	That claw draws blood and Daniel is barely able to suppress a pitiful whimper. It hurts him that his wife thinks of him that way. And also, although he recognizes his guilt, he finds it somewhat unfair that, after all, Gemma has not forgiven him for his infidelity. Can Gemma not understand the shock she suffered when her set-up with good old Silvestre fell apart and her confusion at seeing her totally surrendered into the hands of the unfriendly Luis Alberto? How many times did he have to explain it to her? How many more times did he have to ask her forgiveness, for the set-up and for the infidelity? How many lashes - physical and psychological - did he still have to take until she absolved him of his sins? 

	How many for him to consider that he had atoned for them? 

	"She's very jealous. She will never forgive me," Daniel concludes. "Ah, but do you want her to forgive you and stop punishing you?" her little voice asks, and Daniel knows what she means. 

	Gemma has the opportunity to launch the final attack and kill the prey, but the predator prefers to continue playing with the little mouse. Gemma sticks up against him from behind and hugs him, wrapping her arms around his, immobilizing him. She places her hands on his breasts and caresses them, while continuing to threaten him: 

	-Does it humiliate you to have your gore man fuck your daughter, love? Maybe get her pregnant? -Her breath is warm on Daniel's pinna. What if he knocks me up? Or both of us? -If Gemma regrets that her husband wears the chastity device, it's because she can't test his reaction at times like that. "What I have to do to turn him on!" she laments. "Other husbands settle for nice lingerie and a shag at the weekend. But my Daniel gives him too much of a bogeyman."  

	It's not easy to be Daniel's wife, of such a man. 

	Easier, though it may not seem so, is to be Gemma's husband, to such a woman. 

	With his arms and his dick immobilized, Daniel can only continue to listen. He knows that at this point it is useless to protest. Too many times he has asked Gemma - more with her silences than with her words - to be dominant and transgressive to be able to stop now. Where does the game end, where does reality begin? The worlds, the imaginary, the real game and the reality behind the game intermingle.Vicky? Perhaps they've taken it too far. "He's not going to stop whispering to me," Daniel concludes. "He's not going to end up with his words in my ears and in my eyes." They are only words, at least with respect to that subject. "Are they?" But, suggestive as they are, seductive as they are intended to be, won't they precipitate Alan Manuel to take a step of his own? 

	-If she hasn't already," Gemma whispers in his ear, as if she can read his mind with her head pressed against his.  

	Or maybe he meant something else. What was the last thing he had implied? 

	-He's of age," Gemma insists. He loves you. -He loves you. Me... I don't know," Gemma thinks. It's not easy for a mother to receive ingratitude from her children. Daniel has had it easier to have a good relationship with his daughter, because he has always been the good guy in the movie, he has always been permissive with her. 

	Let's hope that Gemma is not envious of her husband for that. Let's hope that, unconsciously, she is not motivated by wanting to destroy that good relationship. 

	-He'll still love you, no matter what," Gemma assures him, resting her head on her husband's trapeze. There is a hint of bitterness in her voice. "In return to me, he'll hate me because he'll think I did that to you, when in fact you're the one to blame." Whatever he does, his relationship with his daughter is beyond repair. If he lies to her, it will end up being worse. And if you tell her the truth, Vicky will see you as an ogra. It may be that the desire to share something with her and love together is driven by the need to find a common bond with your daughter in order to reconcile. It is possible that this need pushes him to even consider sharing a lover with her as a solution. Or maybe it is just an allegory that should not be taken literally. Whatever happens, I will love you," Gemma assures Daniel, and with that, she is ready to jump definitively on her prey. 

	Daniel feels her teeth on his jugular vein. 

	-No..." he pleads faintly. 

	-Shhh!" Gemma hushes him gently, but without giving him the chance to reply. Let me take care of it, love. Everything will be all right," she assures him of what can't be assured. We have to move forward, love, you in your way, me in mine. I understand you, but understand me. -Gemma lets him go, walks around him and stands in front of him. She puts her hands on his shoulders and looks into his eyes. I'm not just doing it for you anymore.  

	Gemma bites her lower lip and raises an eyebrow. A mischievous smile creeps onto her features, despite her attempts to avoid it. She doesn't give Daniel a chance to respond and kisses him, one arm around his neck, the other hand on his ass. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Did you like it, love? -Gema asked. 

	-Mmm," said Daniel, unclear and even less talkative, as usual. He didn't feel like talking, especially not in front of Alan.  

	The young man was sleeping peacefully, satisfied after cumming for the third time that night inside his wife. But what if instead of sleeping he was just asleep? Camilo José Cela had not proved in vain that it was not the same thing. Daniel looked at him in the darkness of the bedroom. Intimacy with the stranger was uncomfortable for him and physical intimacy was the least of it. 

	-I know what you liked best," Gemma said, caressing his waxed chest. Unconsciously, she tried to wrap a hair around her finger, as she usually did, but she couldn't because there were no more hairs. 

	-Nn-nn," Daniel said, although it's not clear if Gemma interpreted it as "mm-mm". He shook his head, but in the darkness of the bedroom his wife couldn't see anything. "It's not that," Daniel thought, but he wasn't about to clear it up in front of Alan. Actually, what he had enjoyed most was having had to address the young man as "you" and call him "sir", although he was undecided as to whether it hadn't turned him on more to hear his wife addressing him as "you" and calling him "Master". Sometimes it's those little details that make the difference and matter more than the physical action. 

	Gemma sat up and stood over him. Her naked, swollen sex pressed against his chastity device and her generous tits brushed his waxed chest. She kissed him and plunged her tongue into his mouth. 

	-I can still taste him in your mouth," Gemma said. Then she kissed him again, either to prevent her husband from denying it, or because she wanted to taste Alan again. 

	-Do you still feel like it? -Daniel was astonished. "Better to talk about her than me," he thought. From the way his wife was wiggling her pelvis and rubbing herself against him, she was still horny after all. In bed, Alan had cum once with her, but before that, judging by her moans and convulsions, he had treated her to three orgasms. 

	-I'm a woman," Gema explained, as if that alone could explain her horny state. And you? Don't you want to put it in me, at least a little bit? Don't you want to cum inside me? 

	Daniel's chick grew painfully inside the cage as far as it could go. Of course he wanted to make love to his wife. In fact, he needed to! He had always been able to claim her after she was unfaithful to him with another; he had always been able to shoot his seed last to neutralize the previous ones. But he was still caged. Everyone had cum, once again, except him. 

	"I'm not going to ask my Master's permission to take that off you," Gemma had snapped at him, feigning indifference. Or did she really not care anymore? "You're just my plan C," he had reminded her. "I don't need that flap of yours with him here," she had asserted. Then, she had added, plural: "We don't need it." 

	Was that perhaps what he had liked the most? 

	Daniel needed to cum, but far from being angry that he couldn't, he felt a constant tingling in his body. He was vibrating and his heart was beating faster than normal. The sensation was not unlike that of a caffeine overdose. "I won't be able to sleep like this," Daniel noted, but he didn't mind too much. It was frustrating, but it also felt like surfing a wave without it just breaking. "An eternal wave is a surfer's 'wet' dream," Daniel managed to joke to himself. This state of ecstasy is a cuckold's dream. It's why humiliations are tolerated and thanks, in part, to humiliations, this state is reached, at least in the case of cuckolds like Daniel. 

	-I know you liked it," Gemma said with a twinkle in her eye that lit up the darkness of the bedroom. 

	"She's obsessed with that subject," Daniel lamented. 

	Now, with the light off, it was easier, which is a euphemism for less difficult, which in turn is a periphrasis. "It's complicated," Daniel said to himself. Finally, he tore himself away from speaking and said it quietly to his wife. 

	-I love you," Gema reminded him. And I loved watching you do it. -As if it were necessary to remind her, as if her husband were not too aware of her exploits, she plunged her tongue back into his mouth. 

	Alan had returned home with them again with a hard-on. Gema had taken care of that, even though they had both already cum in the car and even though she still hadn't gotten over the shock of her daughter. Having husband and lover in bed together was an opportunity she should not let slip away, even if she had to overcome it. And so, after resting briefly after the climax, Gema had dismounted Alan and had engulfed in her mouth his erect cock to submissively clean it of the remains of the cum and the juices of her pussy. That act of submission had partly reassured her. Submissive, she always felt serene. But she had also done it to arouse Alan again and to keep his libido from waning. She knew it wouldn't be easy for him either and she needed him ecstatic. "Such a manipulative attitude is not very submissive," her little voice had criticized him. "So what?" she had snapped at him. 

	"Ohh!" Alan had exclaimed in the car. "Your wife is a good whore," he had blurted out to Daniel, while Daniel was still driving. "My whore," she had boasted exultantly to her husband, already close to home and with his cock hard again at full length. "Uh! She wants to drain me."  

	Encouraged by their attitude, especially hers, Alan had dared to speak to her like that. "How lucky you are, Daniel, to have such a woman!" he had thought. But she hadn't shared the thought with him. He would have time, if all went well, to express his admiration for her, even to assure her of his respect. For a moment, he had felt envious, albeit healthy. He was not like Daniel and did not wish and could not be in his place. "Except for being able to refer to her as 'my wife,'" Alan had thought. He felt that, deep down, "my woman" was a more powerful expression, in every way, than "my whore" or even "my slave," even though it might seem otherwise. But to have such a slave whore was not contemptible, and for that it was probably necessary for that woman to be the wife of another man, one like Daniel. "In good part she does it for him," she had reminded herself. "No, not for him," she had rectified. "For HIM." Even if she treated it in lower case to maintain form, she really should have capitalized it. But, at this point, how much did each part weigh? "It's funny what one gets to ponder in such a state," she had admired herself, watching as the woman's tongue and lips continued to busy themselves with his phallus. 

	"You didn't thank me for the orgasm," Alan had reproved her. "She likes to say it and have her husband listen to her. And I like to hear him say it and I like to do HIM that little favor." Alan was well aware that Gemma wouldn't say it for him, but for HIM, but he didn't care, not as long as he continued to suck her turnip. 

	"I'm sorry, Master," Gemma had replied aloud, detaching herself from the tidbit of his cock only just enough to verbalize the words. "I thank you for cumming inside me and giving me the gift of this orgasm." 

	"Ah, my good whore!" Alan had commented, patting her head as if she were a dog. "Always so grateful." She was not his wife, nor would she ever be, but he intended her to be more than his slave. He didn't desire such a cold relationship; he needed more than that. "I hope Daniel accepts it," she had mused, putting aside that she and Vicky would have to accept it as well. "There I'm partly stepping on his turf, even if I don't intend to take it away from him." He intended to have a family with them, in which he would be the leader of the house. Daniel would have to give up even more territory than he probably thought. She would have to educate him for it, she would have to condition both of them, HIM to accept his place, one in which he would be happy, and her to understand and accept how her husband really was. "He'll naturally be afraid of losing respect for her," he had mused, Gemma's tongue running up and down his phallus, "but it's all in motion now." That night would be a test for him, for both of them, but the real test for HIM and for her would come later. 

	"And you, Daniel, don't you thank me for giving pleasure to your mistress?" she had asked the chauffeur. He had purposely used that somewhat old-fashioned term to refer to her. "She will always be your wife. I'm not going to take her away from you, not completely. But let's not kid ourselves: she'll be a little bit less and a little bit more your wife and a little bit more and more your mistress." 

	"Yes, sir," Daniel had replied, after clearing his throat. "Thank you for fucking my wife," he had expressed with a slight hint of sarcasm. 

	"Daniel!" she had immediately intervened to reprove him. "That didn't sound sincere - aren't you sincerely glad that he fucks me and that he does it in front of you? He's my Master," she had reminded him, "and he could fuck me wherever he wanted, without you seeing him," Gema had asserted. Without waiting for her husband's response, she continued to worship the young man's cock. 

	Would Gemma play that game with those rules? Or had she only tried to provoke him? Would Daniel play? 

	"I'm sorry, sir," Daniel had rectified, after having to throat clear again. "Thank you for fornicating with my wife in front of me and allowing me to see it." This time the sarcasm was more subtle. Alan had actually fucked her behind him, in the back seats, and had allowed him to watch only through the rearview mirror. 

	"Sir, we've arrived," Daniel had indicated, after long minutes of silent driving in which only the little noises made by Gema with her mouth and Alan's expressions of satisfaction could be heard. "You're at home, sir," Daniel had ironized, having felt like touching Alan's balls a little, although only figuratively! Perhaps he was doing it to hide his nervousness. 

	"The keys, Daniel," Alan had replied dryly, without giving him the satisfaction of debating with him his attitude. "No, the house keys," he had corrected him, seeing that Daniel, confused, offered him the car keys. "And now, open the door for us, the car door," he had specified unnecessarily. Without the house keys, Daniel obviously couldn't open another door.  

	Not caring about the possible prying eyes of the neighbors (unlikely, for the late hours of the morning that it was), as the parking lot was inside the small estate, but on the surface, Alan had gotten out of the car with his cock in the air, a proud mast with Gema's saliva on his glans as a flag. With Gema at his side, slightly behind him, he had opened the door. He had then walked into the domicile, leading Gema by the leash behind him. 

	The dim light of the farmhouse had allowed Daniel to see with fascination that his wife's make-up had completely run. Between the saliva and the presemen, she was once again sporting a grimy appearance that rivaled that of a pelandusca after an intense day's work. "He hasn't just sucked her off," Daniel had concluded as he studied her. "He's rubbed his cock all over her cheeks, all over her face!" The sheen of the flawless metallic dress and her vertiginous heels did not soften her shabby demeanor, but, by contrast, emphasized it. And, despite her ragged appearance, or precisely because of it, Gemma had looked at him proudly, with a glint in her eye that did not bode well. Dazzled, Daniel had exclaimed to himself, "Goddess of sex!". However, gods are cruel to mortals and goddesses are even more so. Definitely, the gleam in her eyes did not herald anything good. 

	Hallucinating, Daniel had stood outside for a few seconds, with the door open, watching as his beautiful wife walked off the leash behind the young man. "It's really happening!" he'd had to say to himself to snap out of his daze, but that had only increased his astonishment...and his fear. 

	-I enjoyed watching you suck him off," Gema confessed. I knew you had a talent for it," she complimented him. She was proud of him, partly as a teacher of her student. Not for nothing had they practiced with his harness and plastic cock. Gemma had made Daniel suck it, but an inert cock is not the same as one with warm, living flesh, capable of spitting presemen and semen. In the past, she had already made Daniel suck her, but it had been on occasional occasions. But this time they had practiced on purpose, both knowing it was in preparation for a real cock, Alan's. "There are a few things you need to correct, though," he told her. Despite being a man, Daniel, compared to her, had not demonstrated in practice a superior knowledge of male anatomy. I beat you at that," she told him, "but don't be discouraged, practice makes perfect. -Then she kissed him again and her tongue penetrated him like a phallus. 

	"That's not it," Daniel thought, almost in despair. "That's not what I liked best." Who was he trying to convince, her or himself? 

	Alan had made good on his threat to punish him. Daniel could no longer remember what the infraction had been for. It had been extremely humiliating to undress in front of the young man. As he stripped, Alan's mast, still hard, had bent a little downward and had threatened him like a tank cannon, rather than an anti-aircraft one. Alan had already seen him naked, but it had been through the computer, which is not the same thing. Daniel had had to present him with his naked body, perfectly waxed for the occasion and adorned with delicate female intimate apparel. The chastity device, oddly enough, rather than adding to his humiliation, had seemed to him like a protective shield. "Maybe that's why I don't mind my wife telling me that I'm only her plan C and she's not going to uncage me," he said to himself as Gemma's tongue penetrated and fluttered in his mouth. 

	After showing off in front of him, futilely trying to adopt a sensual attitude and following his wife's cruel indications, Daniel had had to get on all fours on the bed, with his back to them, that is, his ass. Aware that the thin panties were barely a barrier, Daniel had had to wait for his punishment. That one had been too long in coming. Alan and Gemma, Gemma and Alan, had basked in the pitiful sight, surely not sensual, but grotesque, it offered. But, finally, the punishment had come and it had come painfully. Alan had whipped her with the riding crop and the fabric of the panties, just as she had feared, had cushioned nothing. Alan's blows had been hard. A man's arm is not the same as a woman's arm. And it's not the same the lashing of your goring as your wife's. Daniel had had to draw on every ounce of pride and self-control not to complain. The humiliation of asking her to go easy on him would have hurt more than the harsh whipping he was giving her, even more so in front of his wife. "I couldn't have stooped that low," Daniel mused, "but I think the bastard knew that." 

	"Give me a hard-on," her Lord had ordered her next.  

	Although he had tried during the ride to rebel with his irony and although he had tried not to lower himself any further and cry and beg for mercy like a child during his disciplining, in the end the spanking had taken its toll on him. Gemma's attitude had done the rest. Alan, at least for those moments, had truly become her Lord. 

	And in truth, that had been fortunate for Daniel. "I found it easier that way," he admitted. 

	As if Gema had read his mind, she asked him: 

	-Did you like it better with Alan or with Silvestre? 

	"That's a trick question!" admitted Daniel. Had he liked it better with Silvestre and Nuria or with Alan and Gema? That was the real question. Fortunately, he didn't need to lie and so he answered, whispering: 

	-With you, honey. Always with you. 

	But the trap was twofold: how could he make it clear to her now that he had liked it better with Alan because he had forced her to do it? If he tried to explain it to her, Gemma would think that she would have had nothing to do with his preference and that he didn't care whether it was Nuria or her. But it was important that she understood that sucking his cock wasn't what he had liked! It had been the humiliation of having to do it. And in that, Alan had been far superior to Silvestre. In fact, Silvestre had not been dominant with him, it had been Nuria who had been dominant with both of them. Being dominated by a woman to do that, turned him on. Even more it would have turned him on if Gema had done it instead of Nuria. "And being dominated by a MAN to do THAT?" his damned little voice posed. "Dominated in the presence of a WOMAN, my wife," Daniel pointed out. It was a major difference. It was a crucial inequality. 

	-Are you sure you don't prefer Silvestre? -asked Gema with bad intentions. You seemed to be on such good terms with him.... 

	-I'm sure, honey. It's NOT like you think," she murmured, trying not to wake Alan up. Even though Gemma had witnessed it, it was hard enough for him to talk about it with her, without having to say it in front of the young man as well. He had sucked her off, but he was still a stranger. He had fucked his wife, but that didn't make him part of the family. For certain issues, Daniel's family was reduced to himself and his nagging little inner voice. 

	The taste of the cock had not seemed as unpleasant to Daniel as she and he, each separately, had feared. Gemma had cleaned Alan thoroughly with her saliva. There had been more than one reason why she had applied herself so thoroughly: She had wanted to make things easy for Daniel and had intended to keep Alan aroused to make it easy for him as well. Alan, the young man claimed, had had no previous bisexual experience. And Daniel, with the exception of Sylvester, had not sucked any cock - that she knew of - and had done so only once - that he had confessed to. It still hurt Gema that he had done it without her and behind her back, but, finally, Daniel had made it up to her. The wait and the anger, partly feigned, partly genuine, had been worth it. 

	Gemma had detected that they were both curious - though each in their own way - about the bisexual experience and she had encouraged it: 

	To Daniel he had promised to be able to see her with Alan and to be able to experience the deepest humiliation that he, deep inside him, was seeking. The other side of the coin of that promise had not had to be pronounced: If Daniel did not give in and redeem her, if he did not dare to take that step he deeply desired to take, his chances of seeing her with the young man would be drastically diminished and his voyeuristic desires would be frustrated. Likewise, his desires to be dominated, even by her, would be frustrated. Where was his submission if she did not yield to his desires and if he refused to repay her? Simultaneously, she had been assuring him that it would not change things between them, though she feared, perhaps even knew, that it would, somehow.  

	To Alan she had promised eternal and complete submission and had shown him that she meant business...if he kept his part. He had stimulated his desire to dominate. Even if Alan wasn't bisexual, couldn't he be bidominant? Wouldn't that make him even more dominant, doubly dominant? 

	Of course, she had influenced them both in subtle ways, as women know how to do: a comment here, a gesture here and a reward there. 

	-I love you, cocksucker," she said provocatively to Daniel. Nothing's wrong," she assured him, although something was wrong: she had seen him sucking another man's cock, her lover's cock. That changed things, somehow. Next time we'll suck it together," he promised.  

	Or was it a threat? 

	-Brr," said Daniel, embarrassed. It was not a feat he was proud of. Nevertheless, he would remember it forever. He wasn't sure he could do it again either. He wasn't looking for a threesome and certainly not for that. "Only under the right conditions..." he mused. He wasn't sure he wanted to suck Alan's cock with her, blithely, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. It wasn't natural and he wasn't turned on by naturalness. It was complicated, for it was a complex subject.  

	Was? It is. 

	"She might like cocks. It was normal," Daniel reflected, "it's natural. But I..." And that the taste of the presemen had not displeased him, as he had feared. It wasn't the first time he had tasted semen. His own he had often had to eat, always when Gema enforced the rule that if he cum, he had to clean up the mess. Gema enforced that rule intermittently. A good domina would make him do it every time. That didn't make things any easier.  

	Gerardo's semen she had had to eat it too, always from her used pussy. That had been repulsive to her, although with her libido high it was easier than eating her own cum, obviously after orgasm and with arousal plummeting. Besides, it had been a way of cleansing her from him, even reclaiming her, when he couldn't do otherwise because of the chastity device. Daniel used to tell himself that, if it came from his body, a woman's body, it was not a gay act. 

	"And sucking Alan's cock wasn't a gay act?" his little voice interjected, unwelcome as always. Daniel sighed. "I've already explained it to you: not if she's present, not if it's an act of submission." How could he explain it to her, if he wasn't able to convince his own subconscious? Why did he keep telling himself that he had done a homosexual thing and why did he care so much? Gemma certainly didn't have the same problem with regard to women; it didn't seem like she had had it with Lydia. 

	Finally, she had had to taste the young man's semen and not just his cum: "Try to make him cum, again. With your tongue," Alan had ordered her, after cumming inside her.  

	He had fucked her vigorously; one might even say violently. And Daniel had watched the spectacle, concerned about how the young man was treating his wife, but unable to intervene after having stooped to first being whipped by him and then getting a hard-on with his mouth to fuck his wife. With the woman's stockings, panties and chastity device and after that experience, he didn't feel like a man to defend his wife from something she wanted to happen. Was she still his wife? Was he still her man? Was he still a man? He was ashamed that she had seen him do...that. 

	With a mixture of pain and fascination, he had watched the young man thrust his hips between her legs, drawing moans and groans from her in equal measure. He had felt helplessness and also envy. Envy of him, for being able to give her such pleasure in that way? He could never give her that, let alone after... that. "Or envy of her?" his little voice had asked, as he watched, kneeling at the foot of the bed. 

	Alan had grabbed her neck and, judging by the hue of her cheeks, it had been more than a caress. Even so, Daniel had felt without moral strength to intervene, even, if he was honest, without physical strength. Alan had slipped his fingers into Gemma's mouth and fucked her rumps with them, while he fucked her pussy with his cock. Gemma had had trouble suppressing the vomiting reflex and a few tears had escaped from her eyes, but every time the young man had given her a break, her eyes had sparkled libidinously and had greedily asked for more. "Oh, fuck me, Master, fuck me!" she had encouraged him, as soon as he had regained the ability to speak. To address him as you in such a situation was as grotesque as calling a young Master. And to encourage him, or for fear that he would run away, she had crossed her legs behind her ass. And Alan had slapped her, but that hadn't dimmed the hungry gleam in her eyes. 

	"Do you want him that badly?", Daniel had been astonished. "Or is he exaggerating, playing theatrics for my benefit?" He didn't have the answer and surely he never would. "Not even if you put yourself in his place?" her little voice threw the dart. It was impossible: neither could nor would. "Only a woman could feel that way," Daniel had replied with a hint of envy to his increasingly sonorous subconscious. Alan, by all accounts, was a sexual prodigy, but any woman who dared to unleash her lust would easily beat him.  

	The pity is that few dare to let go. Curiously, many of those who do let go do so close to menopause, like Gema, or even during the climacteric period. They then discover late - but never too late - the power they have: the power to enjoy and the power to make others enjoy, with body and mind. "Bitches!" many would exclaim, and Daniel would do so in admiration. The joy of man, compared to that of woman, is less intense and lasting, even in the case of a wonder like Alan. Needless to say, it was even less so in Daniel's case! 

	Then Alan had strangled her again, all the while pumping with his hips. Next, he had let her breathe, only to put his hand back in her mouth (how many fingers had it been, two or three?), then, he had let her breathe so she could moan and scream, only to choke her again with his mouth. The deep, lascivious kisses, as always, had been among what had shocked Daniel the most. In this case, they had been especially so because of the contrast with the slaps. If there was any doubt that Gemma wanted that, that she had let loose and was giving free rein to her lust like a dam unburdening all the accumulated water at once, if he doubted whether the cries were moans of pleasure or groans of pain, there was the answer, in their kisses, because Gemma and Alan had kissed, had eaten each other's mouths as if there was no tomorrow. 

	"Does she want him that badly?" gasped Daniel again, remembering the scene. "What passion!" he marveled. He was not capable of such rapture. "Does she want him that badly?" If she wanted to feel that way that badly, there was little he could do about it. It didn't matter that Alan seemed to her to be a conceited, inexperienced young man and a dangerous person because of his lack of restraint. If not with Alan, Gemma would look for and find another man to spill her guts to, an older one or a more mature one, a less handsome one or an ugly one, a more cautious one or a less leisurely one, a less dangerous one... or a more dangerous one. It didn't matter that he had his misgivings and that the issue of consensual blackmail still bothered him. With or without the threat of making use of the image rights that Gema had transferred to her, with or without the danger that he would expose her - expose them both - Gema would always seek intensity. Had Gema exaggerated her passion in order to give him to understand just that? 

	"What about danger?" he questioned. "Will she look for danger, too?" Had his wife become reckless, at her age? 

	And so, repeating the cycle, Alan had brought his wife to her first orgasm in bed that night. Gemma had announced to him that she was going to cum and her moans and spasms had attested to it. Alan had grabbed her neck at that moment, while, with his other hand, resting on his elbows, he had squeezed her nipple. And Gemma had cum gloriously.  

	Had he ever seen her cum like that? Daniel hadn't been able to see it, since the odious Luis Alberto didn't like him to watch, but he had heard it through the door. And Silvestre had told him about it, filling in the gaps that Gema, on purpose or by carelessness, had left in her story. According to him, Gema had fornicated like a madwoman and had incredibly cum with both cocks inside her -Silvestre's in her pussy and that of the new owner of her little ass, Luis Alberto, in the back entrance-. But had it been the same? Unfortunately, Daniel had not been able to see that. Perhaps, if he had, it would have ended in a fight between him and the brute Luis Alberto. In the end, on another occasion, he had fought with him. He had even gotten into a fight with the old Gerardo. Now he was much better trained to accept his place and respect his wife's wishes, however intense they might be. 

	"She can always find someone more dangerous and you like her even less," Daniel thought Gemma had meant to tell him with her recent performance. Femme fatale doesn't sound so bad, if you pronounce it in French and dispense with translating its meaning and what it entails. 

	-What are you thinking about, love? -Gema asked him, pulling him out of his reverie. 

	-Uh," Daniel did. The recent images were still in his head. It had been an intense night and it was hard to let go of them. 

	Alan had given his wife no respite. With her pussy and clitoris tender after the strong orgasm, Gema had wanted Alan to stop, but he had ignored her and had continued pumping his hips and had kept sliding his cock inside her. Gema had objected and had tried to push him away from her by pushing her arms against his chest. She was no longer hugging him with her legs, but wished to push him away. She needed a break. Even as a woman she needed it. But Alan had not been impressed. He had grabbed her wrists and pulled her arms behind her head. 

	"I can't. Give me a break," Gema had pleaded. In that moment, she had gone from addressing him as "you" to "tutee" him. "You're crushing me!" she had exclaimed, when not long before she had complained neither of his weight nor of his hands on her neck. "Nnnnn!" she had done. The rubbing at her hypersensitized private parts after the recent climax was anything but pleasurable. 

	"I'm not done with you yet," Alan had replied between gasps. Despite his rapid breathing, he had managed to imbue his words with calm. Calm and determination. Nothing short of the fiercest of resistance, a fierce fight, on the woman's part was going to divert him from his purposes.  

	Nothing, except Daniel's violent intervention. But Gemma had not even looked at him and had limited herself to fighting with the young man.  

	"Stop!" she had ordered him, again. Frustrated that the young man would not listen to her, she had finally bitten his forearm, forcing him to withdraw it in pain. 

	But Alan was not about to give up on his efforts to bring her to orgasm again. With one hand, he continued to hold both wrists, with the other, he slapped her. "Bitch!" he had exclaimed. "I see I have yet to tame you. You had me worried it was going to be too easy. I love it." Far from being daunted, Gemma's reaction had spurred him on. He forced his fingers into her mouth and spat, "Bite if you dare! Bitch. My bitch.  

	Daniel remembered that Gemma had looked defiantly at Alan. He was even sure that she had bitten his fingers. But it couldn't have been very hard, because Alan had barely grimaced and certainly hadn't withdrawn them from his mouth. On the contrary, his reaction had been to move his fingers back and forth, fucking his mouth with them. 

	"You pig!", Gemma had insulted her master, after he had withdrawn his fingers to allow her to retch.  

	His action had earned him another slap from Alan. He had then put his fingers back in her mouth. 

	"Beg me!" the young man had convulsed him. "Ask me!" 

	Then, after a few more seconds with his hand over her mouth, he had removed it to allow her to speak and she had responded: 

	"Fuck me!". And then: "Fuck me, Master! Fuck me! Please. You were right, Master: I need you." To emphasize her words, Gemma had again crossed her legs behind Alan's ass. Then yes, and only then, had the woman tilted her head to look at her husband. "Is this what you want me to do to myself?" she had accused him with her gaze. "Are you going to let him always treat me like this?" 

	Or maybe he had meant to say, "See how well he fucks me?"  

	It was difficult to interpret her gaze accurately, but Daniel had interpreted it the first way and felt a dagger sinking into his heart. What could he do to protect her? In women's lingerie, emasculated and sucking his lover's cock, he had failed her as a husband. He couldn't protect her, even if he wanted to. 

	"Above all, I can't protect her from herself," thought Daniel, now calmer. Although he felt the impulse to respond in this way to the question Gemma had asked him, he decided not to, and his answer remained at "Uh!" and a sigh. 

	Alan had broken her. He had beaten her resistance, broken through the barrier of post-orgasmic hypersensitivity and brought her back into the realm of lust, and he had done it all by being relentless. 

	In response to her plea, Alan had grabbed her by the neck again and kissed her deeply again. 

	-What do you think? -Gema insisted, trying again to get inside her husband's mind, even if it meant taking him out of her thoughts. Daniel's answer had not seemed enough, and as, once again, her answer threatened to wait, she gently ran her index and middle fingers over her husband's lips. Is this it? -She asked him, "Is this what you're thinking about? -The allusion was clear and did not need to be specified. Fortunately. 

	In response, Daniel pursed his lips. 

	-I think about you with Alan," he finally shared. 

	After thus bringing her to her second orgasm, the scene had been repeated, albeit with a more exhausted Gemma and no longer strong enough to object. "Please," she had pleaded only weakly. And Alan, though he had slowed the pace, had continued to pump his hips. 

	"Please what?", Alan had asked him, minutes later. 

	"Please," Gemma had replied with the same weakness. She was at the end of her rope, but the young man was still going about his business. Maybe she should have taken a less young lover. With Gerardo she had never been in such a situation. Her genitals were screaming at her to stop the annoying rubbing, the same rubbing that moments before had been extremely pleasurable. "Please," Gemma had repeated, "make me yours, Master. Give me another orgasm." 

	"Do you deserve it, you little bitch?", Alan had questioned her. Then he had put his mouth to Gemma's ear, hidden by the woman's mane, and had whispered something to her that Daniel had failed to understand. 

	"I'll deserve it, Master," had been Gemma's reply. What had she asked him, what had she told him? "I promise," she had added and her words had caused Daniel to shiver, as always when she promised something. He had nodded to emphasize her words. 

	"It's okay," Alan had replied. "We'll cum together. Show me you want it." 

	And Gemma had proved it to him by first kissing her Master's forearm, where she had bitten him. Then, she had guided his hand to her neck, at the same time she had crossed her legs behind her ass again. "Thank you, Master," she had told him, ready to reach her third climax in bed with him, her fourth of the night. 

	-What did he say? -Daniel asked Gema. You know," he reminded her. What did he whisper to you? 

	-Ah!" Gemma said enigmatically. She looked at her husband through the darkness as she continued to trace his lips with her fingers. Alan had drained her of energy. But her husband's tongue between her legs had revitalized her, less for the physical contact with her aching genitals than for what it meant to her. "For both of us, actually," she thought. Daniel had failed to bring her to another orgasm, but he hadn't needed to; what he had done was far more pleasurable for significant. Finally, she took pity on him and unveiled the mystery: "He asked me if I wanted you to eat his cum. -She slipped her fingers into his mouth. Mm-mm," he did, smiling. She was proud of him. You did so well. -The thought of it turned her on and made her forget that it had already been a long night. 

	Fortunately, Alan, after cumming and giving Daniel the order to eat his wife's pussy, had gone to the bathroom and left them alone. "I wouldn't have been able to do it in front of him," Daniel admitted. "You can suck him off, but you can't eat your wife's pussy in front of him?" his little voice quirked. At least Alan's semen was better than Gerard's. It may have been more of a psychological issue than a chemical one, but it seemed that way to Daniel. 

	-You prefer him to Gerardo, don't you? -asked Gema, as if she had read his mind. 

	-Mmm-mm-" did Daniel, with his wife's fingers in his mouth. 

	-See, that can't be," she declared. It doesn't matter to me whether he's young or old," she explained, "whether he's fat or athletic, or whether he tastes good or bad. The only thing that's important to me is his attitude. You know what I mean? 

	Daniel shook his head. No, he didn't understand or share that, and he didn't understand what I was trying to tell him. 

	-Alan asked me if I still wanted him to train you as a sissy. -He paused dramatically. Maybe the friend he was looking for was in him, inside him, and he just needed to bring her out. But to let Anaïs Daniel out, he needed training. I confirmed that she was. 

	Gema realized that her heart was racing and her stomach was tingling. It was a crucial decision; they were at a crossroads. Both Gemma and Alan sensed that Daniel should take this step and that they should take it with Daniel. Even Daniel sensed that he should take it; of that she was sure, especially after what she had seen that night. Daniel would still be her husband, but his role in the marriage had to change even more than it already had. Besides, Vicky was an adult and no longer needed a classic father figure. Alan would fill the space left by Daniel. For Alan to truly be her master, he needed to displace Daniel a bit. He would not displace him entirely, just the necessary part. Two men in the house, two real men would eventually clash. Besides, Daniel always wanted to feel what she felt. He would understand. 

	Alan needed more time alone with her. She had just begun her training and Daniel would only interfere. There would be things he, as a husband, would not agree with. He couldn't agree! She needed to put him away for a while. The idea would be for him to train Daniel himself at the same time. Alan had contemplated that possibility, but had come to the conclusion that, as much as he wanted to explore the possibility, he wasn't ready for it. Bidominant, Gemma had said. The idea appealed to her. In other words, that was something she had thought about from the beginning. But imagining it was one thing, putting it into practice was quite another. The experience of having Daniel suck her cock had pleased him, but not to the point of wanting to repeat it as he wished to repeat certain things he had done with her. No, he didn't have the ability to train Daniel in that. If he tried, even if he tried hard to please her, he would fail, just as she failed trying to play the domina with her husband. She would do it only mediocrely and he was past mediocrity. He should and would focus the bulk of his efforts on his wife and daughter. Alan's ears pricked up. Gema was explaining it to him, at last. 

	-It's all spoken for," Gema warned him. It's all planned. -Again, she paused dramatically, but this time it was because she needed it to catch her breath and gather her courage. Love, you're going to have a boyfriend," she declared.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Do you like the photos I've posted on the blog? -asks Alan Manuel. The young man has been uploading some photos of his uncle. He's excited about exposing Gemma, although for the moment he's been careful not to expose her face or reveal her identity. The Barcelona video was a fantastic idea, but it was too fantastic. "For the moment," the young man thinks. But what Gemma had written indicated that she was excited by the idea of being exposed. Of course, she would never expose herself voluntarily. At most, on her old blog, she had limited herself to uploading the occasional image of herself, always without showing her face, always mixed in among other photographs of other women and always without confirming which, of the few that were real, were hers. 

	Gemma nervously bites her lower lip. She doesn't want to see pictures of herself circulating on the Internet, but she wants to at the same time. 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma finally confirms, "Will you be careful, please? 

	-I'm always careful," Alan Manuel assures him. When the day comes to expose your face," he warns him, "I will do it carefully. 

	-No, please! -she protests. 

	-No, please don't be careful? -mocks the young man. 

	-Please," she pleads, "don't do it. 

	-You know I will at some point," he informs her flatly, "I know you want me to. Do you know what I would like to do? -He asks, but doesn't wait for an answer and answers himself, "I'd like to show your change. 

	-My... change? -Gemma asks uncertainly. 

	-Of course, because there will be visible changes," she declares. Then, he clarifies or hides: "Your evolution, little dog, are you still attending the barre classes? -He asks her, and when he sees Gemma nodding on the monitor, he continues: "Well, that's a change that should be noticeable in a photograph. Don't you think your arms are stronger and more toned and your belly is flatter? -He asks to provoke and distract her. "There will be more changes, but you don't want to know about them now," he thinks. 

	-I'm not fat! -Gemma protests angrily. 

	-You always look the way I want you to look," Alan Manuel assures him. You look great," he assures her. And you will always look great. Trust me. 

	The request to trust him, instead of reassuring her, makes her uneasy. 

	-Did you like the text I sent you? -asked Alan, to take the subject to another level. Gemma had become too alarmed. "It's complicated to manage a relationship like this over the Internet, and even more complicated to train her," the young man laments. "Let's see if this ends soon," he thinks, referring to the damn pandemic that, for prudence's sake, keeps them apart. "Still, it's been an interesting experience," he congratulates himself. "Maybe nothing will come of it and it will remain entertainment. Or we may do what he writes in his stories. But the best is yet to be written. Everything she writes is a little soft for me. But I'll get her on my turf," she proposes. 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma confirms. It's in the next book. -Let's leave here the doubt whether she is referring to the present book or the next one she may end up writing. Actually, she will have to write it to accommodate the young man's fantasies. I've tweaked it a bit," he admits, "to fit my style. 

	-It's okay, bitch. I don't pretend to be an author. You know I'm more of a reader than a writer. 

	-What about Daniel? -The young man is interested. How is he doing? 

	-It's hard to say," Gemma says. He's dumb as a tomb. -He shrugs. As usual. 

	-If he hasn't gotten angry," Alan Manuel assures him, "it's because he really wants to. But he can't tell you. Do you understand? 

	Gemma nods. 

	-He didn't like Daniela," Gemma informs him. He still prefers Anaïs. 

	The young man laughs. 

	-Anaïs," he mocks. No one can pronounce that. I prefer Daniela," she says forcefully. I would not allow the husband to have such a separate alter ego. It would be too easy for him to take refuge in this other person, Anaïs, but he wanted her to remember at every moment that he was also Daniel, the husband of the woman he was taking as a slave. "'Daniela' will be doubly humiliating for him," he says to himself and, although he does not pronounce it, it is no secret: Gemma knows it and Daniel surely deduces it. 

	-I already have the profile ready, Master," Gemma confirms. I just need to upload a few photos. 

	-Mmm, photos," says Alan Manuel. His uncle would have taken some great photos, except that he had no interest in photographing the husband. I have a friend who," the young man begins, because he is interested in the quality of the photos, "knows how to take photos. He's more into video, but I don't think he's bad at photography. 

	-Does he really exist? -Gemma asks, sensing that her Master is referring to Jaume. 

	-Newt? -Of course! What do you think I'm inspired by when I suggest things to you? He's eager to meet you... in person. 

	-Do you know me? -Gemma exclaims. 

	But Alan Manuel doesn't answer him, he just smiles. 

	-We'll have to wait with that," Gemma says quickly, shielding herself from the pandemic. 

	To what extent is the pandemic really preventing her from establishing carnal and not just long-distance relationships with the young man? To what extent is Gemma afraid to take the step into a real relationship of submission and domination like the one she describes in her stories? No doubt, her stories serve them all to explore fantasies and possibilities, and the results are pleasing them, mostly. But fantasies and realities don't always and don't always have to match. Those stories and the long-distance relationship also allow Gemma and Daniel to get to know this guy better, before they physically throw themselves into his arms. With Gerardo she had realized how deep a relationship of domination and submission can run and the dangers that come with it. Although Alan Manuel is her nephew (or perhaps precisely because he is) and she and he know each other vis a vis from two birthdays, there are things that should be taken slowly. 

	Alan Manuel shrugs his shoulders. Without a carnal relationship, he knows he can't force things. The addictive endorphins that sex produces are missing, and the little tasks or challenges he sends her to do are not the same as testing and disciplining her in person. 

	-He knows you," Alan Manuel confirms, without giving more details, but they seem obvious. He studies audiovisual production," he reminds him, "but you already know that. I think the time has come for me to direct you through the webcam," he declares. Anyway, she already knows you," he agrees. See how not everything you write is fiction? -He smiles broadly. When I suggest a narrative action, it's for a reason," she warns him, "even if it hasn't seemed so until now. 

	Alan Manuel leaves the sentence in the air and Gemma, irremediably, thinks of her daughter. 

	Before Gemma can ask him about it, Alan Manuel summarizes: 

	-Then the profile is created and her name is Daniela. -He nods without waiting for the woman's answer. Good. Only a few photos are missing. Okay. Will you take care of it? 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma confirms. I think I must have learned something from your uncle. 

	-Good, good," the young man gets excited. I want you to tell Daniel... or Daniela... This is going to be a mess," he murmurs, "sometimes we won't know who is who. -Who should they tell? Daniel to humiliate him or Daniela to excite her? It doesn't matter," he concludes. Tell her that we, you and I, are going to do the pre-selection of the candidates. I don't want him to look at the physique. I don't care if he's young or old," she explains, "if he's fat or athletic, or if he tastes good or bad. Not that I'm going to be able to check that through the app. In any case, he will have to adapt and get used to it," says Alan Manuel, and it's easy for him to say. The only thing that's important to me is his attitude," he continues. You know what I mean? I want you to connect with him intellectually, psychologically and emotionally. The physical is the least of it," he says, and he's right, at least for that phase. In an online relationship, the physical shouldn't matter.  

	Of course, Alan Manuel doesn't want to leave it there, but is counting on taking it to the next stage, just as he is counting on taking it to the next stage with Gemma.  

	A long-distance relationship has its advantages with a person as mental as Daniel. It even has them with someone like Gemma. Daniela will learn to express herself like a girl. She will learn to suck cock and take it in the ass, even if only in her imagination, which, in her case, is no small feat. The physical part will be taken care of by Gemma with her silicone cock, at least until the pandemic passes. Or until they dare to take the plunge in reality. Fucking someone's mind can sometimes be better than fucking their body. 

	But we shouldn't leave it there, right, love? 

	-I want someone who is dominant," Alan Manuel continues with his specifications, "but who is also someone who can be loved. 

	-Like you, Master? -Gemma interrupts him. Her question hides another: "Why can't you be that same man for Daniela?"  

	But Gemma understands that everyone has their limitations and that's not the point of the exercise anyway. None of the three of them wants a love threesome, at least not at the moment. It could end up resulting in a competition between the two of them to see who pleases the young Master more and that is not convenient. It is better that Daniel, or Daniela, first learn separately how to please a man. To have her do it with Alan Manuel, with her man, would be too easy and insufficiently humiliating. Aside from the risk of ending up competing with each other, there was the risk that Daniel would not take it seriously. She had discussed it with Alan Manuel and they had come to the conclusion that for Daniela a fourth person outside of them would be best. 

	Alan Manuel smiles with emotion. 

	-Yes, doggy," she confirms. Just like me. Although there is only one like me. 

	-I know, Master, I know," Gemma says. Maybe that's why she has not yet dared to take the step of having a carnal relationship with him. 

	-We will make the pre-selection," Alan Manuel instructs him, "and we will let you choose between two candidates. Then it will be your decision," he comments mischievously. I'm eager to see how you flirt with them. -And I'm even more anxious to see what effect that has on you, bitch," Alan Manuel thinks. "It's about time you took the plunge. I've got a lot of plans for you." "Come on for me, bitch! -He was unable to talk to her without getting a hard-on. I want to see you cum for me. 

	-Yes, Master," Gemma exclaims excitedly. She's lucky to have such a generous master that often, when they talked on the webcam, he lets her cum. He even allows her to cum with Daniel, though only occasionally, if he behaves himself. She hasn't uncaged her husband in a while, but his mouth is enough for her and she doesn't need his cock for anything; she has the toys Alan Manuel gave her. You with me, Master. Please. -She loves to see how her Master ejaculates. 

	Gemma begins to touch and undress herself little by little to delight her Master. 

	Daniel, on the other side of the door, knows what is happening. He doesn't know what his wife is talking about with the young man, except for what she tells him, but he knows they are sexting. 

	-Yes, master," he hears her exclaim and her moans also penetrate smoothly through the bedroom door. 

	Another husband would be pissed off, but he's not another husband. He's a cuckold. He is frightened by the turn the relationship is taking, but, at the same time, he wants it to become physical, despite the recklessness that would entail. At times like this, knowing she is so desirous and needy, he would do anything to satisfy her. She would even take the step of flirting with men over the Internet, if that's what makes her happy and helps push her to meet the young man. The less she saw him as a man, the more she would be encouraged to go back to dating others. She has been cheating on him only virtually for too long. 

	"Is that what you're hiding behind, Daniel?" asks Daniela. "I know you better than that." 

	Daniel cannot deny that Daniela is partly right. But, equally, Daniela cannot deny that Daniel's argument is valid. Things are complex, much more than what can be expressed in a few paragraphs, even in several whole books, even if each one only takes a part of it and reduces it to a single word. 

	 

	
SurveY 

	  

	"She hides stories behind her eyes. 

	Secrets within your soul. 

	And poetry everywhere she wants to be kissed."  

	- Michelle Schaper 

	  

	The advantage of the fact that the development of this story is not written in stone is that everyone involved can influence it and an important part of it is you, dear reader. Already in the previous book I consulted you and you answered me. In case you don't remember, at the end of the previous book I asked you about who had brought my daughter into the story. I gave you a choice of several options and you (if not you, other readers by majority) decided that the origin was in Gerard. You decided that Gerardo was the one who originally planted the idea in my head by having me tell him about my daughter in a way that was... not appropriate. And he planted the idea in me so well that I couldn't resist including it in our story. So he's to blame, or I am, depending on how you see it. But no, dear reader, the fault is yours and yours alone, because YOU decided so! Okay, I take my share of the responsibility for having suggested that option to you. 

	That option has won overwhelmingly. The second most voted option was that Alan was inspired by Gerard's diaries and is now blackmailing me to write the story this way. The reader's keen intellect will no doubt have caused him to notice that the two top choices are not mutually exclusive - the reader rules, even over my Master Alan Manuel! Here are the results of the previous poll: 

	 

	Now it is the reader's keen eye that will have caused him to notice that, in second place, there are actually three options that have received the same votes. Again, they are not mutually exclusive options... Who knows if they could not be combined? Of those three options, only one seems to be unable to square with the other two. We are interested to know if the reader wants to know that, apart from Gerard implanting the idea of our daughter in my head, there is a second compatible reason why she appears here. Is Alan blackmailing me? Has Vicky found out about our sex life and wants to be part of it, at least in the books? I think this last option would give Daniel a heart attack. You can vote in this new poll here: 

	  

	Now, on to two new questions for the reader to decide the directions of this story. Before that, I must confess that the idea of letting the readers decide is inspired by the movie Black Mirror: Bandersnatch, which both Daniel and Alan Manuel like. They have something in common there, apart from me (and maybe Vicky) and, apparently, science fiction can sometimes even be useful. 

	So, let's go with the question: Should Daniel and Lidia take up their story again? The good thing about the story being fictional is that this is a feasible option. I'm tempted to indicate my preferred option, but I'll restrain myself, at least in this chapter of the book... Well, in any case, I'll obey what my readers dictate on the matter. And if one part of the story ends up coming true (isn't that why we write, because we want it to come true, at least in part?), I promise I will take into consideration the option chosen, whatever it may be. Obviously, regarding things that depend on third parties I don't answer (No, I don't mean you, love. You do what I order you to do. Are you still not clear about that by now?). The survey is here: 

	  

	The next question also revolves around Lidia. Aside from the eventually hypothetical and unlikely relationship between my husband and her, should she and I resume our relationship? Again, I promise to take the reader's decision into account in my real life, if and when it is feasible. My Master will have to abide by what the readers decide; as I have said elsewhere, in what I write my Master does not decide (though he suggests). And this story I write may end up influencing what I do in reality; that is not against my Master, quite the contrary, since he is the one who will see to it that it is so. You can decide here: 

	  

	 

	
Coming soon 

	  

	"Commitment is an act, not a word." - Jean-Paul Sartre 

	  

	-It's all cleared up now," Alan declared and stood up. He politely shook the man's hand to say goodbye and patted Daniela's shoulder twice with a sly smile. We'll leave you to get to know each other better. So you can get intimate," he corrected himself and his smile grew wider. Daniela's red face had suddenly turned an almost purple hue and it amused him greatly. For once, reality was outstripping imagination; he was enjoying Daniela's humiliation even more than he had thought he would. "What a mess," Alan said to himself. "The face is Daniela's, but the humiliation is Daniel's," he rectified. Daniela shouldn't be humiliated at all to stay and chat with her suitor. 

	Gema approached her husband, leaned over him and gave him a chaste peck. 

	-I love you," she reminded him, "Make me proud of you," she told him... or ordered him.  

	It had initially been amusing to observe her husband's discomfort, but now she was no longer clear. Was she doing the right thing? Wasn't she taking it too far? She remembered The Danish Girl. That movie based on real events had ended tragically. Like Gerda, masterfully played by Alicia Vikander, she felt unhappy and guilty. She, like Gerda, had encouraged her husband to cross-dress at the beginning, but in the end he had gone off the rails. Would Daniel go off the rails too? Would Daniel become Daniela and Daniela become the Danish girl dissatisfied to the extreme with her own body, especially with the flap between her legs?  

	Compassionate and unable to add anything, she turned away from him. Fantasy, as always, was easier and more appealing than reality. Anything he said would make it harder for everyone, for Daniela to begin with, and she deserved better than that. Gema tried to convince herself that, in fact, if he wanted to experience that side of her, and why not experience it, he deserved to be commanded rather than told. Hesitation and doubts, at that point, were out of place. But he could not but hesitate. 

	She then kissed the man goodbye with two fleeting kisses. She realized how much of a hurry she was in to leave the place. Daniel/a deserved a wife (or a friend) who would be more assertive with her. But she wasn't fit to be a domina. At times, she seemed to do well in that regard, but she lacked continuity. "In return, the desire for someone like Alan to dominate me is persistent in me," she said to herself. Gemma realized all too well her limitations as a dominant hot wife. She was far more aroused by the thought of all that someone like Alan would do to her, than she was by humiliating - for her own sake - her husband, as a good hot wife was supposed to do. "I'm not ruthless like him," she concluded, referring to Alan, "that's what I lack." Fortunately, that's what she had him for, her young Master. He would make up for her where she fell short of Daniel.  

	"Or am I going overboard?" she questioned uneasily. Of the four of them, she had spoken the least, although she had tried to look like she was having a good time and was totally on board with what was going to happen. No, not only that; she had even tried to give Daniel the impression that she wanted it. Daniel hadn't said much either. To him her nervousness and hesitation had certainly shown. "And if, despite my best efforts, he's picked up on my insecurity, I'll have made it harder for him," he lamented. 

	 Nervously, she bit her lower lip. The truth was that Daniel wanted that, he just needed to be pushed to take the step. She tried to convince herself that it was he who wanted it and not her. "The truth is you wish Daniel was too busy and humiliated to interfere with what Alan intends to do with you," her little inner voice accused her. Was it her conscience or subconscious that had spoken? Sometimes it was hard to tell them apart, did he want to clear the young Master's way so badly? "Why don't you tell Daniel what he intends to do with you?" the inner voice asked. This time she had no doubt that it was her conscience. "Even I don't know what he intends," she tried to defend herself. Sometimes it made her dizzy when she thought of him, but that same dizziness made her moist between her legs. She bit her lip again, but this time it was for a different reason. 

	Daniel watched in distress as his wife walked away in the young man's arms. To further scorn, the beardless (because of his age, not because of his stupid hipster beard) was squeezing his wife's buttock as they got lost in the crowd. "They make a good couple," he admitted dejectedly. Looking at them from behind, it didn't look like there was that much of an age difference, although, in reality, Gemma could be his mother.  

	It was a warm spring day and Gema had put on a short summer dress. It came down to her mid-thighs and the flounce swayed suggestively from side to side with every step. Or it had, until the little boy had put his hand on her ass. At the top, the dress left her shoulders bare. Gema had always had very nice, straight shoulders and in the days when shoulder pads had been in style, Gema hadn't really needed them with her jackets, but it seemed to Daniel that she had them even more now. The sleeveless dress revealed toned arms. The gym Alan had signed her up for was paying off and the workout on the American bar had made her stronger. "I know what you intend with the barbell," Daniel thought, watching with glazed eyes as his wife walked away.  

	With the old Gerardo, Gema had neglected herself physically, at least compared to how she was taking care of herself now with Alan. Daniel had no doubt that, apart from the young man's desires, what was driving her was the age difference. On this occasion, she was the old one. And after Gerard's death, she had neglected herself even more, shattered by the death of her lover and unwilling to continue being a hot wife.  

	Alan had changed everything, for the better. Alan was changing her, for the better? "And me, is he changing me for the better?" She glanced sideways at her suitor, but her eyes remained on Gemma and her lover. "More than lover, master. Or so he pretends to be." And he was being. He was getting away with it in every way. "And here I am," Daniel acknowledged. It was time to turn his attention to... that... man... and become, at least partly Daniela, but he couldn't look away from them.  

	"Gema is so beautiful," Daniel admired himself. It was impossible to be Daniela, if she stimulated his wildest male desires like that. The dress, at the top, had a ruffle around the hem, similar to that of the skirt part. Although it was off-the-shoulder, it was also long-sleeved and the outline with the flounce was part of the upper part of the sleeve. But the interesting part, obviously, was the neckline. The contour was interrupted there. In exchange, a cord served as an ornament. The cord zigzagged between the two breasts, ending in a loop to tie the two parts together. The trimming pretended to hold both parts of the breasts together and, in fact, in Gema's case it did. In Vicky's case it only served as a non-functional adornment. Without a bra, Gema's breasts and nipples showed very suggestively. Since the breast augmentation operation, she did not need push-up bras, nor did Alan allow her to wear them, nor did Gerardo. Both of them -uncle and nephew- liked to show off their womanhood and what they had bought, the uncle because he had paid for it and the nephew because he felt he had inherited it. The bad thing was that Gema also thought that young Alan had inherited the investment made by his uncle, old Gerardo. 

	Daniel was still trying to abstract himself. It was preferable to think about his wife's lovers and the power they had over her - or that she bestowed on them - than to turn and try to carry on a conversation with... her suitor. "Come out, now, Daniela, come out!" he implored. Gema hoped he would. He had ordered her to do so and he didn't want to let her down. "Your plan C," Daniel muttered, trying to remain absorbed. If he did, he would forever occupy the gamma step, if he wasn't relegated to omega, the last letter of the Greek alphabet. As a cuckold, he was both exhilarated by the idea and displeased by the prospect. But, as a good cuckold, it excited him more than it distressed him. She might never want to have sex with him again, but this way he would never disappoint her again and she, in return, would enjoy the best sex with the best man...or boy. Daniel had watched Alan fuck her. The young man was definitely not making love to her. The first time at home he had been appalled by her violence, but over time he had come to understand that his wife wanted it that way and that was something he was incapable of providing, at least directly. The least he could do was to facilitate it for her indirectly, by not getting in the way of the relationship and not distracting her with a kind of sex she didn't feel like having and was only willing to have with him out of love, perhaps out of pity. His thing was that, as far as sex, at least penetrative sex with his ridiculous little cock, was concerned, he would just throw it away. It was best that she not be tempted to see him as a man. "Get out, please," he implored again; like Daniel, he couldn't do that. "But you won't let me!" protested Daniela. "You keep thinking of her as a man! If only you'd think of her as a friend!" 

	Gema had adorned herself with sunglasses and a straw hat. Daniel found her tremendously sexy. "If only I could look like her!" he lamented, trying to get into Daniela's role. Ever since he had convinced his wife to become a hot wife, he had been intrigued by what she felt. Those wild orgasms - one after another and not just a single, brief one - that passion, her multiple erogenous zones... all of it fascinated him. Maybe that's why he loved her stories so much more than witnessing the act. Sure, he loved watching her having sex with someone else (how else could he watch her fornicate?), but if he was honest, if he had to ponder, he had to admit that what he heard from her lips and what he read from her hand, made him admire more than watch. It made his imagination fly and fill in the gaps, and Gemma had learned very well to leave gaps in her stories. It made him able to put himself in her place, as a man and a woman at the same time.  

	"How could I explain it?" wondered Daniel, once again. He had tried to explain it to his wife on a couple of occasions. A couple, given the circumstances, not many, but Daniel wasn't much of a talker. Besides, the subject made him uncomfortable. He had no desire to be a woman. "Well, if I were born again, yes, mostly to try something different. They're the stronger sex anyway, in every way but biceps," he qualified. And he had no desire to be an effeminate man or, worse, a transvestite or a transsexual. The former, it didn't go with his character and the latter, with all due respect, to him that seemed like an aberration. "I would never be as sexy as Gema," he clarified. Perhaps what he lacked was the courage to try, even if he could obviously never be as sexy as her. And yet, now it was his turn to try. Gema and Alan, and Alan and Gema had brought him to this situation. Or had he done it all by himself? 

	Again, he looked sideways at his date. He was a man. And he was not attractive. He was not attractive to him, nor could he be attractive to a woman. But he was his date, the one Alan and Gemma, and Gemma and Alan had chosen for him. Actually, he had selected him, but the other choice he had been given was worse. The other man was just as much of a man, which is bad enough in itself, but he was less unattractive, physically speaking. Daniel resisted calling his date ugly, knowing that it would only make things worse for him in his mind. In return, the other man had come across as too much of a jerk to him, judging by how he had expressed himself through the chat and what he was proposing. He didn't understand how Alan and Gemma, or Gemma and Alan, had been able to shortlist him. Daniel had protested about the physical appearance of the two candidates they had selected for him, but his wife had shut him up:  

	"Aha!" he had exclaimed. "I knew what turns you on is physical! Would it be easier for you if I were a Cristiano Ronaldo?" he had posed to her. 

	Of course, it would be easier for him with CR7. Who doesn't like a Greek god's body? Who prefers the Roman Bacchus to Apollo? 

	"It's okay that you like cocks and a man's body, honey," Gema had expressed with as much sweetness as mockery. "I knew deep down you're not looking for humiliation, that one you say turns you on. I knew it's something much simpler. Don't worry." And he had winked at her. Then he had added: "But if you really want to know how I feel, you shouldn't look at the body. I tell you from experience: handsome or ugly, young or old, even big or small, they can give the same pleasure. It's the person that counts." And after a teasing little smile, he had sentenced, "Unless you really don't want to put yourself in my place, but what you really want is to be a real gay. That's okay." He had cocked his head slightly and raised an eyebrow. Then he had turned and walked away, leaving Daniel unsettled. 

	Something was resisting in Daniel and he thought of his beautiful wife again. Gemma had put on her slave collar, one of the ones she had. Since she had been with Alan, Gemma always wore a slave collar, if it wasn't one, it was another.  

	The adverb was exaggerated, but for Daniel, his wife behaved like that. Whatever necklace she wore, to him it had that meaning. Gemma, the writer, does not object to its use; it is welcome hyperbole to novelize a true story for the sake of narrative, as she has done on other occasions...except that this story with Alan is not real, yet. 

	On this occasion, he had put on the silver ring, from which the ring hung unmistakably. At least Alan, on this occasion, had not put the leash on. Daniel sighed. He closed his eyes to focus on what he had to do and opened them just in time to watch, already from a distance, as Alan pulled up his wife's skirt and exposed her buttock, as they continued to walk through the crowd.  

	Daniel knew that underneath she was wearing a tiny thong. He had helped her get ready. He loved that, even though he knew he was getting her ready for another man. Or maybe he liked it for that. Besides, it turned him on and made him feel and submissive and that made it easier for him to get into Daniela's role...or, really, whatever role she had intended for him. Next, she had helped prepare him. Fortunately, she had seen him as a man. But she would dress him as a woman for their second date, if this first face-to-face contact went well. Really, she had no desire to do so, not as a man. "Not as a woman either," she thought. "Damn, how complicated it is!" she cursed. He did not desire that. But he did get off on humiliation. It satisfied him to think that he was doing it for her and that it would make her proud of him. It excited him that he would feel like her and understand her better, that he would be able to connect with her on another level, even if only as a friend. And, contradictory as it was, he was both encouraged and terrified that he would definitely become an omega man to her; that she would be forced to seek lovers and he would grow antlers. Or was he deluding himself and his true motives were much more basic and simple, as she had teasingly suggested? 

	But Daniela had not just entered the scene. Everything had been simpler in the rehearsals he had done with her. Everything was simpler when he played Daniela and she played Gerardo, but a very sexy Gerardo. Daniel still didn't dare look at his date. It was also much easier to suck Alan's cock, with her in front of him: He was doing it to make him hard for her. 

	Gemma turned to take one last look at her husband. Coincidentally, Alan pulled up her dress at that moment. Or had that been her response to looking back?  

	Alan's hand felt her buttock with impunity in front of the crowd. She wasn't going to protest; she belonged to him. Besides, she liked to be treated as his property. Perhaps that was why, years ago, she had given her ass to her first lover, Silvestre, so that he could do with it, that is to say with her, whatever he wanted. Or had it been Daniel who had subtly, maneuvering from the shadows, made that happen? If Daniel had done it, Daniela wouldn't do it, of that she was sure. Maybe that was why she had accepted without complaint, even though she didn't like Luis Alberto at all, that Silvestre should transfer his property to his roommate. Maybe that's why she had signed a special contract with the man who would be her boss, in the company and privately, with Gerardo; maybe that's why she had accepted that he would pay for her breast augmentation and that he would select the implants. It excited her to be in someone else's hands. Maybe feeling that she had no choice but to do what the other wanted appeased her conscience. It didn't really, because her voices always end up commenting when she gave free rein to her base instincts.  

	"And now Alan is my Master," she thought. And Daniel would have his own things to deal with and would do things that would prevent him from throwing anything in her face, as had happened with Gerard and everyone else, with the exception of her idealized creature Silvestre. "The truth is that Silvestre was exceptional," she admitted. Daniel had done a terrific job choosing him behind his back. "But he's become obsolete," he acknowledged. Silvestre, even if he still had feelings for him, wouldn't be able to give her what she needed. She had evolved and he hadn't. Or, rather, he had evolved too and had become Nuria's submissive boyfriend. How ironic! From assertive lover to submissive boyfriend of her ex! He and Nuria had come a long way and Gema wondered if they were still together; she hadn't heard from them in a while. No one who was a puppet of Daniel could give her what she needed; with her husband pulling the strings, all of them, through him, would be too empathetic. Alan, in return, was ruthless. It was what they both needed, Daniel and her. A shiver ran down her spine at the thought of what that really meant. 

	"He'll be fine with it," Gemma thought. "I chose him." However, she knew that Alan had chosen him. How could she go against her Master? He had chosen him and he would pull the strings ruthlessly, but, unlike Daniel, he would do it in broad daylight. Daniel's future boyfriend... Gemma had to correct herself: Daniela's future lover would lead him down whatever path Alan wanted. "Away from me?" she wondered in terror. She needed distance between her husband to evolve and he needed it too to explore his own dark fantasies that he was so reluctant to admit. But she didn't want that much distance. From a distance, she eyed her husband's future lover with suspicion and jealousy. What if there ended up being more behind it all and Daniel or Daniela ended up falling in love with him? "I can put up with Daniela falling in love, as long as Daniela doesn't fall in love with Daniela," she said to herself. The jealousy wasn't justified, but the fear was. What if Daniel became the Danish girl? 

	Gema and Alan looked like a ship that had sailed towards the horizon. They had stopped momentarily, but it was only a mirage. The wind continued to blow hard in the same direction. Daniel continued to resist focusing his thoughts on his date. 

	"Why would Alan send Gemma to wear that dress?" she forced herself to ask herself in order to postpone the inevitable. Alan had gone to Vicky's room taking advantage of the fact that she was obviously not in, had opened the closet and had taken out a dress. He had then given it to Gema with the instruction to wear it for the foursome date. Gema had a multitude of nice dresses that were much sexier than that one. "Why that one," Daniel was distracted. Why one of his daughter's? That particular dress had been worn by Vicky the previous weekend. According to her, it had been given to her by her boyfriend. "Good boy," Daniel said to himself. "Or so I hope. Otherwise, I'll cut his balls off." Since she had a new boyfriend she looked very excited and cheerful. Also the friend she had, this Laila, seemed to have a good influence on her. That's why Daniel and Gema often allowed her to spend weekends away with her and to sleep at their house. In any case, Vicky was now of age and they could no longer forbid her anything. "Especially me," Daniel thought, realizing his situation. "Nor her mother, for that matter," he added. His relationship with his mother was still far from good. They got along fine if they didn't clash, but at the slightest disagreement they argued loudly. That was something Daniel hated and it made him want to escape. "If she finds out that you took her dress..." warned Daniel. What explanation would he give her? "I took it to accompany your father with MY mistress to a date with HIS mistress." Worse still would be if she explained that she had taken it because her lover was her master and had ordered her to.  

	"Worse than explaining to him that your lover's suitor is a man?", Daniela interjected to make her point and remind him that it was time he relinquished the controls to her.  

	Daniel shook his head, partly really pondering the question, partly because he didn't dare pass the control to her. The dress fit Vicky very well. Gemma's, for that matter, was short, right at the waist and tight in the chest, which meant it fit her extraordinarily well. 

	-Well, Daniela? -asked the man. He put his hand on top of the girl's. Then he sighed and asked her: "You love her, don't you? Then he sighed and asked, "You love her, don't you? 

	Daniela looked at him, but ducked her head shyly. He nodded. 

	-Don't worry about that," the man declared, "I'm not here for you to love me. -His mouth broke into a wide grin. I'm here to bring out that little slut in you and to make you enjoy me. I'm here to fuck your mind... and your body. -Then, confident, he said, "You'll like it. You'll hate it and you'll like it. And that's why you'll hate it. He smiled broadly again. Resist if you want to; don't be ashamed of it. I'll like it better if you resist. -He let his words hit her. Then she rose and, taking him by the hand, said, "Come, let us take a walk. 
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