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The Start of the Evening 

The Las Vegas evening air had that particular weight only the desert can give, a mix of accumulated heat and promises of coolness that broke against the windows of the villa. Through the wide glass panes of Jack and Evelyn's house, an elegant contemporary build overlooking the artificial green of a golf course, the sunset painted the sky in shades of orange, purple, and red, like a painting igniting itself before slowly going dark for the night.

It was their refuge, the oasis of glass and concrete they had built with the money from Jack's real estate deals and his work as a financial consultant. A place of peace, of intimacy, of shared dreams. That evening, however, was about to turn into an arena. Jack could feel it in the air, a subtle electricity that made his nerves hum, an anticipation he could not explain but that thrilled him deeply.

He arranged the last of the colored poker chips on the table, a solid walnut table he had had shipped in specially from a dealer in New Orleans. The clatter of plastic against wood was a sound he loved, a sound of control, of a coming challenge. He had invited his three closest friends, the ones who had outlasted time and easy money, the ones with whom he shared stories of youth and adventure. Diego, Kito, and Mana. He could hardly wait.

He felt keyed up, the way he always did before an important game, but there was something different about that night. Perhaps it was the soft glow of the LED chandeliers, perhaps it was the fact that Evelyn had decided to cook for everyone. Usually they ordered Mexican food or pizza, but she had offered to make her famous chili and a beef roast with roasted potatoes. Jack, who never knew how to say no to Evelyn, had agreed enthusiastically. Evelyn was his weakness, his daily temptation, his greatest wealth.

Evelyn wore a summer silk dress, a midnight blue that seemed made just for her. She was one of those women who, at forty, still carried themselves like a goddess, a femininity she made no effort to hide and instead expressed openly with every movement she made. Her hair, black as a raven's feathers, fell over her shoulders in soft, glossy waves, and her body, with its full curves and heavy chest, seemed made to be admired, made to be desired. As she moved through the kitchen, her hips swayed with a natural, hypnotic rhythm, and the smell of her chili mixed together with the fainter, floral scent of her own body, a blend of jasmine and vanilla that Jack had come to know so well.

Jack liked the fact that his friends could see her. It was a kind of bragging, a way of saying, even without words, *look, but she is mine.* There was a subtle, primal satisfaction in showing off his own wealth this way, and Evelyn was his most precious asset of all. He was not a tall man, Jack, blond, with a runner's lean build, but his confidence had always been his best weapon. That night, however, that confidence was about to falter, and he had no idea it was coming.

Diego and Kito were the first to arrive. Diego, Mexican to the bone, came in with a booming hug and a smell of tobacco and cheap cologne that filled the entryway.

"¡Ay, cabrón! Jack, mi amigo!" he exclaimed, slapping him on the shoulder hard enough to make him stagger a little. Diego was medium height, with a neatly trimmed mustache and a smile that flashed a gold tooth when he talked. He wore a loud Hawaiian shirt, yellow, red, and green, an odd contrast with his air of a seasoned gambler and a man of the world. "This house just keeps getting better, güey. And that smell! Is that your goddess cooking?"

Evelyn came out of the kitchen to greet him, drying her hands on a white apron, and Diego looked her over with an admiration that bordered on indecent. His eyes moved slowly down her body, lingering on the neckline of her dress, where her full chest rose with each breath, then down along her hips, all the way to her legs.

"Mamma mia, Evelyn, how do you keep getting more beautiful? You make me want to stay for dinner and never leave. ¿Me das un beso?" He leaned in for a kiss on the cheek, his gaze lingering a moment too long on her cleavage, as though he were trying to savor the view.

Kito, by contrast, was a quiet man. Tall, with an athlete's build, black as ebony, his muscles looked carved beneath a fitted dark gray T-shirt. His arrival was more subdued than the others: a firm handshake and a simple nod of the head. But even his dark eyes, deep as wells, settled on Evelyn with a brief flicker that Jack, swept up entirely in the euphoria of the evening, missed without ever noticing. Kito was a man of few words, but when he did speak, his words landed like boulders. He worked as a fitness trainer at a gym downtown, and his body was his storefront, a temple built of muscle and strength.

"Jack," Kito said in his deep voice, almost a hum that seemed to vibrate in his chest, "your house is... very warm." The double meaning was subtle, but it slipped past Jack, who took it as a compliment to his air conditioning.

Mana arrived last, with his unmistakable surfer's gait, his bare feet slipped into rubber sandals. Polynesian by descent, his skin was the color of honey, and a mass of black, curly hair was gathered into a knot at the back of his neck. He was the youngest of the group, around thirty-five, and he carried a vital energy that burst from every movement, every smile. His handshake was firm and warm, and when he spoke, it came with a soft accent that seemed to carry the sound of the waves with it.

"Hey, Jack! What a night, brother! And dinner..." he sniffed the air appreciatively, "...smells like a feast! Your lady sure knows what she is doing."

"My Evelyn outdid herself," Jack said, his tone a mix of pride and possessiveness, pulling her close for a moment. She smiled at him, but something passed through her eyes, a shadow Jack failed to notice.

Seated at the table, the game started slowly. Jack poured aged bourbon, the amber liquor catching the light in crystal glasses, and the conversation drifted easily between memories of trips to Mexico, other poker nights where fortunes had been won and lost, the years their lives had been woven together. But Jack noticed that his friends' glances, every time Evelyn came in or out of the room carrying a dish or a glass, grew more insistent, more loaded with meaning.

Diego tracked her with his eyes like a hawk watching prey, murmuring "Dios mío" as she bent to set a tray on the side table, the generous curve of her hips on display, her neckline gaping open. Kito, the silent one, watched her with an intensity that seemed almost clinical, as though he were studying every movement, every breath. Mana did not miss a single gesture, a smile fixed on his lips, his eyes bright with a desire he made no real effort to hide.

Jack, though, was too absorbed in the game. He was thinking about his cards, his play, his strategy. He was a little behind, but he knew poker was a game of patience, an alternation of highs and lows, and the night was still young. "Just one more hand, boys," Diego said, shuffling the cards with a seasoned player's ease. "Then dinner. ¡Qué hambre tengo!"

Dinner was a triumph. The chili was exquisite, spiced just right, with an undertone of cumin and chili pepper that paired perfectly well with the red wine. The beef roast melted in the mouth, tender and juicy all the way through, and the roasted potatoes were crisp on the outside and soft within. Evelyn moved among them with grace, pouring wine, clearing plates, and every time she passed near one of the men, her floral perfume left a trail behind her that seemed to draw them in closer. Jack was proud of her, proud of her beauty, her elegance, her gift for turning any ordinary dinner into a real event. But he did not see the looks his friends exchanged behind her back, did not catch the knowing smiles they traded with one another as she walked away.

After dinner, while Jack was clearing the table and carrying dishes to the kitchen, Diego stood up and offered to help Evelyn. "Let me handle it, güey. You go set up the table for the next hand. I will help the lovely Evelyn tidy up." Jack, happy to get back to the table, agreed without a second thought.

In the kitchen, Evelyn was washing the dishes at the steel sink, hot water running steadily, steam slowly fogging the ends of her hair. Diego approached slowly, his footsteps catlike on the ceramic tile floor. He stopped just behind her, close enough that his chest very nearly brushed against her back.

"Evelyn," he murmured, his voice low and velvety, thick with his Mexican accent. "You are so beautiful. ¿Sabes? I have never seen a woman like you. Jack does not know what he has."

Evelyn stopped washing dishes, her hands going still in the hot water. Her breath quickened, her chest rising beneath the silk dress. "Diego, you should not," she murmured, but her voice lacked conviction.

"Should not what?" he asked, and his hand slid along her back, moving up to rest on her hip. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he slipped his hand under her skirt, moving up along her thigh. Her skin was warm, smooth, and Diego felt a shiver run through her as his fingers reached her groin.

He found Evelyn's thick bush, the dense black hair she never waxed, and smiled. "Me encanta," he murmured. "Real women have hair. You are driving me crazy, Evelyn."

His fingers slipped through the hair, found the wetness already beginning to warm, and pressed. Evelyn closed her eyes, leaning against the sink, her hands gripping the steel edge. Diego pushed one finger inside her, moving slowly, then two, his other hand holding her hip to keep her steady.

Evelyn let out a muffled moan, her mouth open, her breath growing more ragged. She turned slightly, her hand sliding along Diego's body until it found his crotch, already hard and straining against his pants. She stroked him through the fabric, feeling his size, and Diego jerked.

"That is it," he murmured. "Yes, just like that, preciosa. Feel me. Feel what you do to me."

His fingers moved inside her, a slow, deep rhythm, his thumb pressing against her clit. Evelyn came almost at once, a sudden, violent orgasm that shook her like an electric shock. Her body arched, her hands clutching the sink, a moan escaping her lips.

But just then, footsteps approached. It was Jack, coming into the kitchen for water. Diego pulled his hand back in one quick motion, busying himself with a plate on the counter as though he had been helping the whole time.

Jack walked in. "Hey, Diego, giving her a hand?" he asked, noticing nothing.

Diego smiled, flashing his gold tooth. "Of course, güey. Gotta learn some of Evelyn's kitchen secrets. But I am heading back to the table now. The game is waiting."

He left the kitchen, leaving Evelyn alone with Jack. She was still leaning against the sink, breathing hard, her body trembling. Jack noticed nothing, grabbed the water, and went back to the living room.

Evelyn stayed in the kitchen, her hands shaking, still throbbing between her legs, her dress slightly hiked up. She knew that something irreversible was about to happen that night. And some part of her, deep down, did not want it to stop.
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The Tide of the Game 

Diego picked the deck back up and shuffled it with a skill he had sharpened in the casinos of Tijuana and in the underground games of Las Vegas, where fingers learn to dance across the cards the way they dance across a musical instrument. "Vamos, Jack, the night is young and money doesn't wait," he said with a smile that never reached his dark eyes, two embers that glowed with a predatory light.

The poker table, under the low light of the crystal chandelier that threw dancing shadows onto the walls, looked like a sacrificial altar. Kito and Mana sat down with a studied calm, their eyes meeting in a silent understanding. Jack shuffled his chips, counting them absentmindedly, still caught up in the euphoria of the evening, completely unaware of the trap slowly closing around him. He did not see the signals, did not catch the glances his friends traded, the smiles that hid a plan.

Evelyn, meanwhile, had gone back to the bedroom to change. After the incident in the kitchen with Diego, her body was still shaken by a tremor she could not control. She had taken off the midnight blue dress and put on something simpler, a black sheath dress that fell to mid-thigh but showed off her generous curves just as well. Her raven hair hung loose over her shoulders, and her face, still flushed with arousal, carried an expression mixing excitement and fear. She knew something was about to happen that night, but she did not yet know what. And perhaps, some part of her did not want to know.

She came back to the living room with a bottle of bourbon, the crystal clinking against the ice, and the three men looked at her with an intensity that would have made anyone tremble. Diego stared at her with a smile that was a promise, Kito with eyes that examined every inch of her body, Mana with an admiration that seemed almost childlike but concealed a deep desire. Jack, seated at the table, saw none of it. He was focused on the cards.

The game picked back up at a tight pace, chips clinking, glasses emptying. Diego played aggressively, betting hard on apparently mediocre hands, egging the others on to follow him, building a charged atmosphere that seemed to electrify the air. "¡Ándale, güey! What is this, play money?" he exclaimed every time he won a hand, his Mexican accent growing thicker with the bourbon. "It's real dollars, same as anyone's. Or are you scared?" His tone was a constant challenge, made of laughter and Spanish sayings that Jack, deep in concentration, could not quite decipher. Every time he won, he clicked his tongue and said "¡Así se hace!" with an air of triumph that made Jack's blood pressure climb.

Kito, the silent giant, bet cautiously but won the crucial hands. His face stayed an impassive mask of ebony, but his eyes, black as coal, betrayed a fierce concentration, a calculated strategy that seemed to belong to a chess player more than a poker player. He calculated the odds like a human computer, and when he spoke, his deep voice seemed to rise from a chasm, a hum that made the wood of the table vibrate. "Jack, are you trying to impress us?" he asked, his tone hiding a smile. "Or are you just distracted?" His words were an arrow, a way of leaning on Jack's pride, of pushing him toward mistakes.

Mana, by contrast, was the most unpredictable of the three. He joked around, talked about surfing, about girls in bikinis on the beaches of Polynesia, and with his sunny energy he seemed the least threatening of the group. But every so often, when least expected, he would throw in a sudden bet that sent the whole game into a tailspin. "Waves come and go, brother," he said once, after winning a solid hand with a bluff that had left Jack open-mouthed. "Same as luck. You have to know how to ride it. Wait for the perfect wave, and it always comes." His nautical metaphor seemed harmless enough, but it carried a precise warning, a lesson Jack was not learning.

Jack began to feel the weight of the evening. He had started well, but one unlucky hand after another, his stack of chips kept shrinking dangerously. His forehead beaded with sweat that ran down his temples, and the bourbon, which just a little earlier had seemed like an ally dissolving the tension, now clouded his thoughts, making it harder to concentrate. He looked at his cards with a mix of hope and desperation, hoping to draw the hand that would save him, the one that would turn everything around.

"Looks like luck's turned its back on you, my friend," Diego said, raising his beer and watching Jack through the amber glass. "Maybe it's time to get up, call it a night. The night's still long. You can rest." His voice was falsely sympathetic, a blade wrapped in silk.

"I'm not done yet," Jack shot back, his voice cracking with pride and frustration. "The hand that turns this whole night around is coming. You just have to wait." His fingers drummed against the table, a nervous tic betraying his growing anxiety.

"Patience is a virtue, Jack," Kito added, in a tone that seemed almost a hum. "But it's a virtue that doesn't pay off here, at this table. You have to know when it's time to walk away. It's an art, like war."

The game went on, merciless, an alternation of small wins and heavy losses that wore Jack down. He lost again, a hand that had looked promising but turned out to be a well-played bluff from Mana. Then he won a small hand that gave him a flicker of hope, but his chips kept dwindling, as relentless as a receding tide. He was determined to win it all back, to prove to his friends he was no pushover, that he was still a winning man. The thought of Evelyn, moving quietly somewhere in the house, crossed his mind like a ghost. The image of her, so beautiful, so much his own, filled him with a pride that clouded his judgment, a blinding light that would not let him see reality.

Every so often, Evelyn passed through the living room to bring glasses or ask if anyone wanted more coffee. She was already dressed for the evening, the black sheath dress hinting at the curves of her body, her full chest rising with every breath. Diego tracked her with his eyes like a predator, and when she bent to set a tray on the side table, his gaze fixed on the neckline that revealed the softness of her skin. "Gracias, preciosa," he murmured, in a tone that was more than simple thanks, a promise only she could understand.

"Jack, it's never too late to fold," Mana murmured, but there was an almost imperceptible note of mockery in his voice. The evening dragged on, the game growing tenser by the minute. The stakes kept climbing, and along with them, a sexual tension hung in the air, a subtle scent mixing with the bourbon and the sweat.

It was already one in the morning when Jack realized he had only a handful of chips left in front of him. Diego, Kito, and Mana had mountains of colored chips, and their smiles kept growing more confident, more mocking.

"My friend," Diego said, in a tone that seemed almost sympathetic but hid a blade beneath it, "I think it's time to call it. I don't want to see you ruined. Besides, there's a lovely lady waiting for you in the bedroom." He tilted his head toward the hallway.

"No," Jack said, his voice hoarse. "One more hand. Give me one more hand. I can feel it, the right one. It's coming."

Diego, Kito, and Mana exchanged a glance, a flash of satisfaction Jack did not see. The game was working exactly as planned. Jack was precisely where they wanted him: desperate, blinded by pride, on his knees before his own greed.

"All right, güey," Diego said, shuffling the cards slowly. "One more hand. But remember, you asked for it."

It was right at that moment that Jack noticed the bourbon bottle was nearly empty. "Evelyn," he called out, "could you grab another bottle from the cellar? There should be one on the shelf in the back."

Evelyn nodded and got up, heading down the stairs that led to the cellar. The room was cool and dark, lit only by a small bulb that cast a yellowish glow over the dusty bottles. As she searched the wooden shelves for the bourbon, she heard heavy footsteps coming down the stairs behind her.

She turned around. It was Kito.

The Kenyan giant moved with a stillness surprising for his size, his dark eyes fixed on her with an intensity that took her breath away. Without a word, he came closer, his imposing body pinning her against the stone wall of the cellar.

"Kito," Evelyn murmured, her voice trembling. "What are you doing? Jack could..."

"Jack is busy," he answered, his voice deep as a hum that seemed to vibrate in his chest. "And you, Evelyn, need to be prepared. For what's coming."

Evelyn opened her mouth to protest, but Kito did not give her the time. One of his hands, large and dark, lifted her black dress, moving up along her thigh all the way to her groin. In one quick motion, he slid off her thong, leaving her thick, black bush exposed, the hair curling soft and dense.

"You don't need to be afraid," Kito murmured, his fingers slipping through the hair, finding the wetness already beginning to warm. "I'll get you ready. For all of us."

Evelyn closed her eyes, her body trembling. Kito's fingers were large, and when one of them slid inside her, she let out a muffled moan. A second finger joined the first, then a third, and Kito began to move them with a slow, deep rhythm, his thumb pressing against her clit.

"That's it," he murmured, his other arm holding her steady against the wall. "That's it. Feel how your body answers. Feel how wet you already are. For us."

Evelyn clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging into his dark skin. The pleasure built inside her, a wave rising higher and higher, while Kito's fingers moved inside her, exploring every fold, every inch of her intimacy.

Then, with a sudden movement, Kito knelt in front of her. He lifted her leg and rested it over his shoulder, exposing her wet, thick sex completely. Evelyn looked down and saw his dark eyes staring back up at her, his mouth opening slowly.

Kito's tongue met her sex and began to lick. It was slow, methodical, every movement calculated to bring her closer and closer to the edge. His tongue explored every fold, slipped into her wetness, found her clit and stroked it with a precision that made her moan loudly.

Evelyn grabbed hold of the wooden shelves, the bottles rattling around her. The pleasure was overwhelming, a wave rising higher and higher, while Kito's tongue moved inside her, outside her, around her. She could feel her thick bush against the man's face, her own hair mixing with his unshaven beard, and that only aroused her further.

Kito picked up the pace. His tongue grew faster, deeper, while his fingers slid inside her once more. Evelyn felt her body arch, the pleasure exploding like a bolt of lightning. She came with a muffled cry, her body shaking violently, her hands gripping the shelves with a force that hurt her fingers.

Kito did not stop. He kept licking her, sucking her, until every last spasm had passed, until her body finally relaxed against the wall. Then he rose slowly, his face wet with her arousal, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

He leaned in close to Evelyn's ear and whispered, "Tonight you'll be ours. All ours. And you'll remember every moment of it."

Then he turned and went back up the stairs, leaving her alone in the cellar, her body still shaking with aftershocks of pleasure, her sex still pulsing, her breath ragged. Evelyn stood motionless for a long moment, her hands trembling, her face still flushed. Then, with slow movements, she straightened her dress, picked up the bottle of bourbon, and climbed the stairs, trying to arrange her face into something like a normal expression.

She went back to the living room. Jack was still focused on the game and noticed nothing. Diego, though, looked at her with a sly smile, and in his eyes she could see the full awareness of what had just happened. Kito was already back at the table, impassive, as though nothing at all had happened. Mana smiled at her too, and he knew as well.

Evelyn set the bottle down on the table and withdrew to a corner, her body still trembling, her thoughts a whirl of desire and shame. She knew that night was about to change everything. And, deep down, some part of her wanted it to.
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The Poker Hand of Aces 

It was past midnight when the game reached its turning point. The room sat wrapped in a smoky half-light, the crystal chandelier throwing dancing shadows across the players' tense faces. The bourbon was nearly gone, and the air hung thick with sweat, tobacco, and a tension sharp enough to cut with a knife.

Jack had, by now, lost almost everything. His chips, which at the start of the evening had formed a tidy, promising stack, had shrunk to a pitiful little pile of colored plastic, barely enough to cover a small bet. Diego, Kito, and Mana had mountains of chips stacked in front of them, and their smiles kept growing more confident, more mocking.

"Jack, my friend," Diego said, shuffling the cards slowly, his fingers moving with an almost hypnotic mastery, "I think luck has really turned its back on you tonight. Maybe it's time to get up, go to bed with your lovely Evelyn. The night's still young for other things." His smile was a blade wrapped in silk, and Jack missed the double meaning entirely.

"No," Jack answered, his voice hoarse with exhaustion and alcohol. "One more hand. Give me one more hand. I can feel it. It's in the air."

Kito and Mana traded a glance. The plan was working. Jack was exactly where they wanted him: desperate, blinded by pride, on his knees before his own greed.

"All right, güey," Diego said, dealing the cards with a quick, precise motion. "One more hand. But remember, you asked for it."

Jack received his two starting cards. He picked them up with trembling hands, lifted them just enough to see, and his heart gave a leap. Ace of spades. Ace of clubs. A pair of aces, a fine start. He tried to keep his composure, tried not to betray his excitement.

"Check," he said, pushing a few chips toward the center.

The flop came down: seven of hearts, two of diamonds, jack of spades. Nothing good for Jack. He had not caught another ace. The turn brought a jack of hearts. Now he had two pair, aces and jacks. The river was a queen of clubs. Nothing.

Jack looked at his cards, then at the five on the table. Two pair. Not enough to win. But he still had one chance left: he could discard up to three cards and draw new ones. With a quick motion, he tossed away the seven, the two, and the jack. He kept only the ace of spades and the ace of clubs.

"Three cards," he said, his voice trembling slightly.

Kito, who was dealing, handed him three new cards. Jack took them with shaking hands, his heart pounding wildly. He looked at them one by one.

The first: an ace of diamonds. His heart leapt.

The second: an ace of hearts. Jack held his breath. Four aces. He had the poker hand of aces.

The third card was a two of hearts, useless. It did not matter. He had four aces. The strongest hand in poker.

He felt a wave of euphoria wash over him, a rush of adrenaline that made him forget his exhaustion and the drunkenness starting to creep in. This was his moment of redemption, the moment he would win it all back, humiliate his friends, and prove to Evelyn that he was still a winning man.

"I'm going all in," he said, pushing his last chips into the center of the table. His voice was firm, confident. "Everything I've got."

Diego, Kito, and Mana looked at each other. There was a moment of silence, then Diego burst out laughing. "¡Ay, cabrón! Are you out of your mind? You've lost almost everything, and now you're betting the rest on a hand you haven't even shown?"

"I have the right hand," Jack said, with a smile that was almost a challenge. "The hand that turns this whole night around. Or are you scared?"

Kito looked at him with his dark eyes, and for a moment Jack thought he saw a flash of uncertainty. But then the giant nodded. "I call."

"I call too," Mana said.

Diego scratched his head, then shrugged. "All right, all right. I call. But if you're bluffing, güey, you're going to pay for it."

"Show your cards," Jack said, his voice trembling with excitement.

One by one, they opened their hands. Kito had a full house, three sevens and two jacks. Mana had a flush. Good hands, but not good enough to beat a poker hand.

Jack opened his cards slowly, savoring the moment. Ace of spades, ace of clubs, ace of diamonds, ace of hearts. "Poker hand," he announced, with a triumphant smile. "Four aces. The strongest hand there is."

Silence fell over the table. Diego, Kito, and Mana looked at each other, and for a moment Jack saw something in their eyes he could not quite place. It was not surprise. It was something else. Disappointment, maybe. Or anger.

But then Diego burst out laughing, a booming laugh that echoed through the room. "¡No mames, güey! Four aces. You really do have the poker hand." He shook his head, the smile never fading. "But there's a problem, my friend."

"What problem?" Jack asked, his confidence beginning to waver.

"Jack, you bet everything you had. But the pot is bigger than what you put in. We put in more money than you did. So, to win, you have to cover our bet. And you, my friend, don't have any chips left." His voice dropped lower, more insinuating. "You won the hand, but you don't have the money to cash it in. That's quite a joke, isn't it? The strongest hand in poker, and you can't even play it."

Jack looked at the pot. It was enormous, a mountain of colored chips representing thousands of dollars. And he could not take it. Not without covering his friends' bet.

"Jack," Kito said, in his deep voice, "you played well. Really well. But rules are rules. Without the money to cover it, the hand is worth nothing."

"That's not fair," Jack murmured. "I have the poker hand. The strongest hand there is. I can't lose like this."

"You're not losing," Mana said, with a smile that tried to be reassuring but came off as only mocking. "You're just... not winning. That's different."

Jack looked at his three friends. Their eyes were fixed on him, and there was a light in their gaze he had never seen before. A light of anticipation, of greed. And he understood, with a chill running down his spine, that they had been waiting for him. That this was the moment they had prepared for all along.

"But there's another option," Diego said, his voice low and velvety. "One that could solve all your problems." He paused, playing with his chips, letting the tension build. "You have one thing, just one, worth more than all the money on this table. Something we, your friends, have always admired."

Jack looked at him, not understanding. Then the meaning of Diego's words made its way through his clouded mind. "No," he murmured. "You can't be talking about..."

"About Evelyn, yes," Diego confirmed, with a smile that was a knife. "Her, exactly. Your lovely Evelyn. Let's play for her, Jack. If you win, I give you back everything you lost tonight, two hundred thousand dollars, and the night ends here. If you lose..." he paused, savoring the moment, "if you lose, she's ours. All three of us. For one night. And then we take her with us for a week. A whole week, Jack. No conditions. She'll do everything we ask of her, and there's nothing you can do about it. You'll have to keep her, after, and you won't be able to divorce her. We'll decide when and how."

Jack felt the world spin around him. "This is madness," he whispered. "She'd never agree to it."

"Then it's madness that ends right here," Diego said, shrugging. "You lose, we take the money, and you go home with your tail between your legs. Not a dollar to your name." His voice sharpened. "Or maybe, if you're really a man, if you really have the guts to play, go ask her. If she agrees, we play. If not, the game's over."

Jack looked at Kito, searching for some way out. But the Kenyan giant nodded slowly. "It's an honest offer, Jack. It's your call."

Mana smiled. "Love and war, brother. Nothing's more exciting than that, is it?"

Jack stood frozen for a long moment. His mind was a whirlwind: wounded pride, the despair of having lost everything, the certainty of holding the winning hand, the poker hand of aces. And the image of Evelyn, so beautiful, sleeping unaware in the next room. *It's just a hypothetical,* he thought. *I'll win anyway. I have the poker hand. I can't lose. She'll never really have to know, because I'll win.* His logic was clouded, fogged by alcohol and the hunger for redemption.

"All right," he said finally, his voice hoarse. "I'll go talk to her. But I'm going to win."

He got up from the table and headed toward the bedroom. As he walked away, Diego, Kito, and Mana exchanged a glance. Diego reached into his pocket and pulled out a different deck of cards, marked. "Quick," he whispered. "While he's gone, we switch the decks. I'll have the straight flush in hearts."

Meanwhile, Jack had reached the bedroom. The door stood half open, a soft light filtering out from within. Evelyn lay on the bed, her pink silk robe barely covering her body, her raven hair spread across the pillow. Jack sat down beside her, his hand stroking her shoulder.

"Evelyn," he whispered. "Honey, wake up."

She stirred, letting out a small moan. She opened her eyes, still hazy with sleep. "Jack? What's going on? It's late." Her voice was warm, a little husky.

"I need to talk to you," Jack murmured. "Something happened. I have a winning hand, the poker hand of aces. But I don't have any money left to cover the bet. And the guys... they proposed playing for you."

Evelyn pushed herself up to sit, her eyes growing sharper, more alert. "What? Playing for me?" Her voice rose, a mix of disbelief and anger. "Have you lost your mind, Jack? I'm your wife, not a poker chip!"

"I wouldn't lose," Jack insisted, taking her hands. "I have the poker hand, it's the strongest hand there is. If you agree, we win everything. The money, our pride, all of it. And tonight it'll just be the two of us, laughing about this whole story. Please, Evelyn. Trust me."

Evelyn looked at him for a long while. Her dark eyes searched for something in his, trying to tell whether he meant it. She saw the desperation, the pride, the greed. And she saw, too, underneath it all, the man she had once loved. A weak man, but one she herself had chosen.

"I don't know, Jack," she murmured. "This is too much. If you lose..."

"I won't lose," he repeated, with an almost pathetic stubbornness. "I swear. Just this once."

Evelyn sighed. "All right," she said at last. "I agree. But only if you win."

Jack let out a sigh of relief. "Thank you, my love. You won't regret this." But as he spoke, his gaze fell on Evelyn's feet, bare and warm, peeking out from under the robe. His hand slid toward them, almost without thinking.

"Evelyn," he said, his voice suddenly lower, more intimate. "Before you get ready... let me do this. For me."

She looked at him, puzzled. "What?"

Jack knelt in front of the bed, taking Evelyn's feet in his hands. They were warm, slightly damp from the heat of the night and of sleep. Her toes, small and delicate, were perfect. He leaned down and kissed the sole of her right foot, tasting her skin, faintly salty.

"Jack..." Evelyn murmured, surprised.

But she did not stop him. Jack began to lick, his tongue tracing paths between her toes, across the sole, over the heel. It was a gesture of devotion, of humiliation, of adoration. Evelyn's feet were his fetish, his secret weakness, and in that moment, as she was about to agree to the most reckless bet of their lives, he needed to feel them.

Evelyn closed her eyes, a shiver running through her. Jack's tongue was warm, wet, his movements slow, almost hypnotic. As he kept licking her feet, his hand slid between her legs, under the robe. Her bush was thick and warm, and his fingers began to move through the hair, finding her wetness.

Jack watched her as she touched herself in front of him, her eyes closed, her breath quickening. He kept licking her feet, her heels, the arch of each foot, her toes one by one, sucking them with devotion. The humiliation of kneeling before his own wife while she touched herself, perhaps thinking of other men, aroused him in some perverse way.

Evelyn came with a muffled moan, her body arching on the bed, her fingers pressing against her clit. Jack felt her feet tense beneath his lips, and a wave of arousal swept over him. But the humiliation was stronger than desire. He stayed on his knees, his lips still wet with her skin, while she caught her breath.

Evelyn opened her eyes and looked at him. "Are you ready?" she asked, her voice still cracked with pleasure.

Jack nodded, wordless. He stood up, and together they headed toward the closet. Evelyn put on the lingerie, the fishnet stockings, the garters, the four-inch heels. Jack watched her, desire burning in his eyes, but fear too.

"I won't lose," he repeated, more to convince himself than her.

Evelyn looked at him, and something passed through her eyes, a mix of resignation and resolve. "Let's go," she said. "Let's get this over with."

Together they left the bedroom and went back to the living room. The three men were waiting for them, their eyes lighting up when they saw Evelyn dressed that way.

"Madre de Dios," Diego murmured. "She's a goddess."

Evelyn stopped at the center of the room, her body trembling slightly. Jack stood beside her, his hand gripping her arm, as though trying to hold her anchored to him.

"The bet is accepted," Jack announced, his voice firm. "If I lose, she's yours for one night and for a week. But I'm going to win."

Diego smiled, a smile that was a blade. "We'll see, güey. We'll see."

And the game began again. Jack dealt the cards with trembling hands, and his Evelyn's fate was decided on a table of solid walnut.
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The Betrayed Hand 

Jack stood frozen for a long moment, his hands trembling, sweat running down his forehead. The poker hand of aces was still in his grasp, four cards that should have been his salvation and had instead become his sentence. He did not have enough chips to cover the bet. He could win the hand, but he could not cash it in. It was a cruel joke, and he had fallen into it with all his arrogance intact.

Diego, Kito, and Mana watched him in silence, their eyes gleaming with a light Jack had never seen before. It was the light of a predator about to catch its prey, of a wolf that has already surrounded the sheep.

"So, güey?" Diego asked, his voice low and velvety. "What do you say? Do you accept the offer to play for Evelyn, or do we take the money and you go home with your tail between your legs?"

Jack looked at his cards, then at his friends' faces, then at the bedroom door behind which Evelyn slept. *I'll win anyway,* he thought. *I have the poker hand. How could I possibly lose? It's just a formality. She never has to really know.* His logic was clouded, fogged over by alcohol and the hunger for redemption.

"All right," he said at last, his voice hoarse. "I'll go talk to her. But I'm going to win."

He got up from the table and headed toward the bedroom.

The moment the door closed behind him, the three men exchanged a look loaded with understanding. Diego let the cordial mask he had worn until then fall away, and a cold, calculating smile crossed his face.

"Quick, chicos," he whispered, pulling a different bundle of cards from the inner pocket of his Hawaiian shirt, a marked deck he had prepared carefully over the previous days. The cards had been altered, invisible marks etched into their backs, readable only to someone who knew what to look for. "I'll hold the straight flush in hearts. It's the strongest hand there is. He can have whatever he wants, but I'm the one who wins."

Kito nodded, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction, and picked up the cards to check the markings with the calm of someone who had done this kind of work before. "Poker hand of jacks," he said, choosing his hand. "Strong enough to convince him I'm really playing. But not strong enough to beat you."

"Full house for me," Mana said, with a dopey grin. "Threes and twos, enough to make him think the pot's genuinely contested."

"And he'll still have his poker hand of aces," Diego said, now shuffling the real deck together with the marked one, in a single fluid motion no untrained eye could have caught. "He'll be convinced he's winning. Right up to the very last moment." He laughed, a low, guttural laugh. "It'll be beautiful watching him fall apart when the straight flush hits the table."

He arranged the deck, ready for the deal, then looked around with a conspiratorial air. "We've got a few minutes before they come back. I want to be ready for tonight. I don't want to finish too fast when it's my turn."

They sat down on the sofa, side by side. Diego took a small glass jar with a lid from the cabinet near the bar, the kind Evelyn used to store spices in the kitchen. He wiped it clean with his shirt sleeve and set it on the coffee table.

"¿Qué haces?" Mana asked, curious.

"A little preparation," Diego answered, unbuttoning his pants. "If we get some relief now, we'll last longer tonight. And this," he nodded toward the jar, "will be a gift for the week ahead. We'll set it aside, and at some point Evelyn can pour it into Jack's mouth. That way he'll always have a memory of us, of this night, for the whole time she belongs to us."

Kito nodded in approval and freed himself in turn, his imposing body moving with an almost ceremonial slowness. Mana pulled down his pants, laughing softly, excited by the idea.

They began to touch themselves in silence, eyes fixed on the bedroom door. Diego moved with a slow, controlled rhythm, murmuring phrases in Spanish that were half prayer, half curse. "Dios mío, Evelyn," he whispered. "What a woman. What a goddess."

Kito stayed silent, his hand moving with an almost mechanical steadiness, eyes closed, his breathing growing deeper. Mana, by contrast, was more expressive, moaning softly, his head thrown back against the sofa cushions.

"Think about her," Diego said, his voice hoarse. "That mouth. Those legs. That black hair hiding her treasure."

Diego was the first to finish, a muffled groan as his seed shot into the jar, a white stream settling at the bottom of the glass. Kito came right after, in near-total silence, his own seed joining Diego's. Mana, finally, with a barely-restrained cry, added his own share to the jar.

Diego lifted it, gave it a gentle shake to mix the contents, then capped it and hid it behind a vase on the mantel, out of sight. They straightened their pants just as, from the far end of the hallway, they heard Jack and Evelyn's footsteps returning.

The two of them appeared in the living room doorway. Evelyn wore black lace lingerie, fishnet stockings, four-inch heels: a vision that took the breath away from all three men, even from the ones who already knew how the night would end.

"Madre de Dios," Diego murmured, a hand rising to his chest, his voice thick with an admiration that was not entirely performed.

Evelyn stopped at the center of the room, her body trembling slightly. Jack stood beside her, his hand gripping her arm.

"The bet is accepted," Jack announced, his voice firm, even though his heart was pounding wildly. "If I lose, she's yours for one night and for a week. No conditions. But I'm going to win."

Diego smiled, a smile that was a blade. "We'll see, güey. We'll see." He sat down at the table and picked up the deck, the real one shuffled together with the marked one, dealing the cards with a quick, precise motion. The straight flush in hearts slid silently into his hand, hidden from everyone's view.

Jack received his: the four aces, intact. His poker hand of aces. He smiled, confident, with no idea that the table he sat at had already been emptied of every possibility.

"I'm going all in," he said, pushing his last chips to the center. "Everything I've got."

Diego, Kito, and Mana looked at each other. "I call," Kito said. "I call," Mana said. Diego smiled. "I call too."

"Show your cards," Jack said, his voice trembling with excitement.

One by one, they opened their hands. Kito had a poker hand of jacks. Mana had a full house. Good hands, but not good enough, exactly as they had agreed.

Then it was Diego's turn. The Mexican opened his cards slowly, with a theatrical air that let the tension build. "I have a straight flush in hearts," he announced, in a tone of feigned astonishment. "Nine, ten, jack, queen, and king of hearts. Jack, my friend... I'm sorry."

Jack's world collapsed. The straight flush in hearts. The strongest hand in poker. He had lost. He had gambled his wife... and he had lost.

"No," Jack murmured, running a hand through his blond hair. "That's not possible. It's impossible."

"And yet it is possible, güey," Diego said, with a smile that was a blade. "And now... the debt gets collected." He turned toward Evelyn, and his eyes belonged to a man who had just won the most precious treasure of all.

Evelyn, standing beside Jack, let out a muffled sob, a hand rising to her mouth. Her eyes filled with tears that began sliding slowly down her face. Her body, so elegantly dressed for the bet, trembled visibly.

Jack raised his eyes to her. They were glassy, lost in an anguish he could not control. "I made a mistake," he murmured. "I got everything wrong. Evelyn, forgive me, please."

"Too late for apologies, güey," Diego cut in. "A bet is a bet. And we won."

Kito rose from the table, his imposing figure seeming to fill the entire room. He approached Evelyn with slow, measured steps, and she backed away instinctively until she felt the cold wall against her back.

"The deal is clear," he said, his deep voice vibrating in his chest. "One night, here, tonight. Then a week with us. No conditions. And no protection, as agreed."

Jack flinched, his body going rigid. "Wait," he said, springing up, desperation cracking his voice. "Please. Evelyn and I... we've been trying for a baby for a year now. She's not on birth control. I'm begging you, use protection."

Diego burst out laughing, a laugh that bent his back backward. "¿En serio, güey? Now you want to set conditions? After you lost everything?" He shook his head, his smile turning cruel. "We set the conditions now. And we've already decided: no protection, not tonight, not during the week. If she gets pregnant, it'll be a gift from tonight. A little memento from the three of us."

"Diego, please," Jack begged again. "She's my wife."

"Then you shouldn't have bet her, my friend," Diego answered, cold. He turned toward Evelyn, staring at her for a long moment, then his gaze slid to the jar hidden behind the vase on the mantel, and a smile crossed his face. "But that will come later. First," he said, "we want to get to know you better, preciosa."
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Evelyn's Revenge 

The silence that followed Diego's declaration was absolute, broken only by Jack's ragged breathing and Evelyn's muffled sob. The straight flush cards lay on the table like a sentence of condemnation, Jack's four aces beside them, useless, humiliated.

Jack was on his knees, his hands trembling, his face drained of color. He could not speak, could not move. He had lost everything. He had lost his wife.

Diego approached Evelyn, his eyes gleaming with a predatory light.

Evelyn looked at him, her dark eyes full of tears, her body trembling beneath the lace lingerie and the fishnet stockings. But there was something else in her eyes too, a spark of resolve that Jack, lost in his own humiliation, could not see. She was a woman about to be taken, but she was not going to surrender without a fight.

"Is this what you wanted?" she asked, her voice hoarse. "To see me like this? Humiliated?"

"We want to see you as you really are," Diego said, coming even closer. "We want to feel you, touch you, have you. And we want Jack to watch. That's the deal."

Evelyn closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them again. Her hand rose to her lace bra. With a slow, almost theatrical motion, she unhooked it and let it fall to the floor. Her full, generous chest was freed, the dark nipples already hard with arousal and fear.

Jack watched, his heart breaking. He saw his wife's body, the body he had loved and desired for years, exposed to the gazes of three men. And he understood, with an anguish tearing through his chest, that there was no going back now.

Diego moved toward Evelyn and, in one quick motion, slid off her lace thong. Evelyn's thick, black bush was exposed to the light, and Diego let out a sigh, a sound that mixed admiration and desire. "Dios mío," he murmured. "You're perfect. So natural. So real."

Evelyn blushed, but she did not lower her gaze. She stood there, naked except for the fishnet stockings, the garters, and the heels. Her body was a work of art, the generous curves, the full chest, the round hips, the shapely legs. And her dark, thick, untamed bush, which she had never once waxed, was her secret pride.

"Take me in your mouth," Diego ordered her, unbuttoning his pants and freeing his already-hard member. "I want to feel your mouth around me."

Evelyn hesitated a moment, her eyes searching for Jack. He was on his knees, motionless, eyes wide. She looked at him, and a flash of contempt crossed her gaze. Then she lowered herself slowly, kneeling before Diego, and took his member into her mouth.

Jack watched. He saw his wife's mouth close around his friend's member, her lips moving with a slow rhythm, hesitant at first, then more confident. He saw Diego's hand settle on the back of Evelyn's neck, guiding her, pushing her deeper. He saw his wife's body trembling, as her mouth moved on another man.

Diego let out a moan, his head falling back. "Yes, that's it," he murmured. "You're good, Evelyn. You're really good." His fingers tightened in her raven hair, and his rhythm quickened.

Kito came closer from behind. With his height and his imposing build, he seemed to darken the whole room. His hands, large and dark, settled on Evelyn's shoulders, and she flinched at the contact. "Don't forget about us," he said, in his deep voice. "There are three of us."

Mana had already stretched out on the sofa, his pants undone, his hand moving slowly over his own member as he watched the scene. "What a show," he murmured. "What a show."

Diego came first, a muffled groan as his seed filled Evelyn's mouth. She swallowed, her eyes searching for Jack, a silent challenge he could not bear to meet.

Then Kito lifted Evelyn off the floor, with an ease that surprised her. He carried her to the poker table, and with a quick sweep of his arm, cleared away the cards and chips. Jack's cards, his four aces, flew off, scattering across the floor like worthless scraps of paper.

"Not on the table," Jack murmured. "Not there."

"Quiet, güey," Diego hushed him, from where he sat on the sofa beside Mana. "Now it's Kito's turn. And he does what he wants. We set the conditions, remember?"

Kito laid Evelyn down on the wood of the table. Her body, so beautiful and so generous, was now a sacrificial offering. Her thick bush lay exposed, her legs spread, the fishnet stockings making her pale skin stand out even more. Kito positioned himself between her legs and, with a slow motion, entered her. Evelyn let out a moan, her body arching, her hands gripping the edge of the table.

"That's it," Kito murmured, beginning to move with a slow, deep rhythm. "Feel how good it is. Feel how your body's answering."

Mana came closer from behind. He spat into his hand and slicked himself, then with a calculated motion, positioned himself behind Evelyn. She jolted, a muffled cry escaping her throat, but Mana went slow, careful, waiting for her body to adjust.

"Relax," he murmured. "It'll hurt less. You'll like it soon enough."

The two men began to move in sync, a rhythm that was both slow and deep, one that made Evelyn's whole body tremble. The table creaked beneath their weight, and the sound of their breathing filled the room. Their movements wove together into a dance that was both violent and hypnotic.

Diego, who had recovered from his own release, moved toward Evelyn's head. He was hard again, and she took him into her mouth without hesitation, while the other two kept moving inside her.

Evelyn came with a muffled cry, her body arching violently on the table, her hands gripping the wood with a force that hurt her fingers. The three men picked up the pace, driven on by her orgasm.

Kito came first, his hot seed filling her. Then Mana, a deep groan as he too let go. Finally Diego, who pushed his member deep into her mouth and came, his seed mixing with the others'.

Seed dripped down Evelyn's thighs, gathering into a white trail that ran down her legs, past the fishnet stockings, all the way down to her feet in their four-inch heels. It stained her ankles, her heels, her toes peeking out from the open shoes. It was an image of pure degradation, and Jack watched, his whole body shaking.

Evelyn rose slowly, swaying a little. Her body was shaken, her face damp with sweat and tears, her mouth still full of seed that was beginning to drip from her lips. Her thighs were wet, seed still trickling down her legs. Her eyes, though, were bright, determined.

She walked toward Jack, who was still on his knees, motionless, eyes wide, his hand having dropped instinctively toward his own crotch, pressing against his pants. She looked at him with eyes of ice, and for a moment, Jack saw in her something he had never seen before: strength, fury, and a resolve that frightened him.

She grabbed him by the hair, pulling him toward her. Her lips closed over his mouth with violence, and she passed him the seed she still held in her own mouth, a kiss that was both a humiliation and a sentence. Jack tasted the other men's seed on his tongue, felt the warmth of his wife's body against his, the smell of sex clinging to her skin.

Evelyn pulled back, looked at him with eyes like two blades, and said, with a bitter smile, "This is what you won with your four aces."

Jack, humiliated and at the same time aroused by the scene he had just watched, by the taste of seed in his mouth, by Evelyn's words, could not hold himself back. He felt pleasure explode inside him, violent and unstoppable, as he came in his pants, an orgasm that was both pain and release. Shame and desire fused into a painful pleasure that shook him entirely, a muffled groan escaping his lips.

Diego saw it. His eyes went wide, then he burst out laughing, a booming laugh that echoed through the room. "¡No mames, güey!" he exclaimed, doubling over. "He came! Look, he wet his pants like a kid! ¡Qué vergüenza!" Kito and Mana joined in the laughter, their bodies shaking with amusement.

Jack stayed frozen, shame burning through him like fire. But his eyes, almost against his own will, fell on Evelyn's feet. Her feet, which he adored, were stained with seed. The other men's seed ran down her ankles, between her toes, over her heels. It was an image of pure profanation, and Jack felt a wave of desire mixing with his humiliation.

He could not resist. He knelt in front of Evelyn, before the three men who were still laughing. He took her feet in his hands, feeling her warm, damp skin, and began to clean them with his tongue. He licked away the seed dripping down her ankles, moving up along her calves, all the way to her toes. Every drop was gathered with devotion, every inch of her skin explored with a care that was both devotion and humiliation. He sucked her toes one by one, tasting the mixed flavor of her sweat and the other men's seed.

Evelyn looked down at him, her eyes a mix of contempt and pity. The three men laughed even louder, their laughter echoing through the room like a chorus of the damned.

Diego came closer, still laughing, and put a hand on Jack's shoulder. "My friend," he said, between one laugh and the next. "Tonight was only the beginning. The week starts tomorrow. Evelyn's coming with us."

Jack stayed on his knees, his mouth still full of the taste of seed and of Evelyn's feet, humiliation consuming him. He looked at his wife, her body still marked by sex, seed still dripping from her thighs. And he understood there was no going back. He had lost everything. He had lost the love of his life, his dignity, his soul.

Evelyn looked at him, and something crossed her eyes, a flash of pity, perhaps, or of sorrow. But then she turned and walked toward the three men, her body still shaking, her legs trembling. The week was about to begin.
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The Jar and the Lesson 

Dawn found Jack still on his knees on the living room floor, his mouth dry, his body numb with humiliation and exhaustion. The rays of sunlight filtering through the curtains threw long shadows across the room, lighting up the disorder of the night before: cards scattered on the floor, half-empty glasses, the poker table still stained with sweat and seed.

Evelyn stood beside the sofa, her body still marked by the night just past. The fishnet stockings were torn in places, the garters hanging loose, and the other men's seed had already dried on her skin, forming whitish patches on her thighs and belly. But there was no longer any resignation left in her eyes from the night before. There was a new light in them, a resolve Jack had never seen before.

Diego, Kito, and Mana were getting dressed, their movements slow and satisfied. Diego buttoned his pants with a quick gesture, then walked over to Evelyn. He gave her a pat on the backside with one hand, a gesture that was both familiar and possessive.

"Get all your best lingerie ready, female," he said, with a smile that showed off his gold tooth. "You're going to need it. We'll come back this afternoon to get you. And then... a whole week. ¡Qué bien!"

Evelyn said nothing, but her eyes held Diego's stare without so much as a flinch.

Then Diego turned toward the fireplace, where he had hidden the glass jar. He picked it up, carried it to Evelyn, and held it out to her. The jar was full of a thick, whitish liquid, the three men's seed, mixed together.

"Now go have some fun with your husband," Diego said, with a wicked smile. "This is for him. A memento from us. Make sure he drinks it all." He paused, savoring the moment. "And when we come back, we want him ready to watch his woman walk out the door with us. For a week. No conditions."

Evelyn took the jar, her fingers tightening around the glass. "You'll come back this afternoon?" she asked, her voice steady.

"This afternoon," Diego confirmed. "And don't try to run. We came by car, and yours is parked outside. Besides," his smile widened, "where would you even go, Evelyn? You're ours. For a week."

Kito and Mana walked toward the door, their bodies seeming to fill the entryway. Kito paused for a moment, his dark eyes fixed on Evelyn. "See you soon," he said, in his deep voice. "And don't forget: no protection. We said we want you to be able to get pregnant. It'll be our gift."

Then they left, the door closing behind them with a dull thud. The sound of their footsteps faded down the driveway, a car engine starting up, tires on asphalt. Then silence.

Jack and Evelyn were alone.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke. Jack was still on his knees, his body trembling, his eyes fixed on the floor. Evelyn stood there, the glass jar in her hand, her gaze lost somewhere in the distance.

Then Jack rose slowly, his legs aching from having knelt so long. He came closer to Evelyn, his hand trembling as he tried to touch her arm.

"Evelyn," he murmured, his voice hoarse. "Listen to me. I can get the money back. I have investments, hidden savings. I can call my broker, sell some stock. Maybe I can still... still get us out of this. If you give me time, I can..."

Evelyn looked at him, and something flickered through her eyes that Jack could not quite read. Then she shook her head, slowly.

"No, Jack," she said, her voice low but firm. "That won't be necessary."

Jack stared at her, disbelieving. "What? Evelyn, don't you understand? If I don't do something, they're coming back this afternoon and taking you away for a whole week. They'll do... they'll do anything they want to you. And with no protection. You could get pregnant. Evelyn, please, let me try to fix this."

"I said no," she repeated, and her voice was like ice. "I don't want you to fix anything. This needs to stay a lesson for you, Jack. For next time. So there won't be a next time. So you understand what it means to gamble with the lives of the people you love."

Jack fell silent. He looked at her, and for the first time saw in her not the victim, not the submissive wife, but a woman who had decided to turn her own humiliation into power.

Evelyn lifted the glass jar, letting it catch the morning light. "See this?" she asked. "Do you know what it is?"

Jack looked at the jar. The whitish liquid inside, thick and cloudy. His stomach clenched. "What is it?" he asked, though he already suspected the answer.

"It's their seed," Evelyn said, with a calm that was more frightening than any scream could have been. "All three of them. They collected it while I was getting ready for the bet. They said it would be a gift for you. A memento from them."

Jack felt a lump rise in his throat. "Why did they leave it... for what reason?"

Evelyn smiled, a smile with nothing sweet in it. "For you, Jack. You're going to drink every last drop of it. It's the least you can do. After everything you've put me through."

Jack opened his mouth to protest, but Evelyn stopped him with a wave of her hand. "Come," she said, turning and heading toward the bedroom. "Follow me."

Jack followed her, his steps unsteady, his heart pounding wildly. Evelyn walked into the bedroom and stopped beside the bed. The morning sun filtered through the curtains, lighting up the tangled sheets, the pillows still bearing the marks of their heads.

"Lie down," Evelyn ordered, pointing at the bed.

Jack obeyed, lying down on his back, his body trembling. Evelyn slipped off the torn fishnet stockings and the garters, left wearing only her high heels, her thick, black bush showing between her thighs. Then she straddled his chest, her sex settling directly over his mouth.

"Lick," she said, her voice firm. "Lick me, and when you're done, it's the jar's turn."

Jack looked up. Evelyn's bush was thick, the dense black hair hiding her most intimate place. It was still damp, mixed with the other men's seed, and its smell was intense, wild. He closed his eyes, and began to lick with his tongue.

Evelyn let out a muffled moan, her body moving slowly above his mouth. Jack could taste the sex, the taste of the other men's seed, the taste of his own humiliation. And as he licked, he could feel Evelyn's wetness growing, her body responding despite everything.

"That's it," she murmured, her voice hoarse. "That's it. Feel what you did. Feel what you lost."

Jack kept licking, his tongue exploring every fold, every inch of Evelyn's bush. He could feel her body moving, her hands tightening in his hair, her breathing growing more labored.

Then Evelyn rose up, her sex pulling away from his mouth. She opened the glass jar and brought it close to Jack's lips.

"Now," she said. "Drink. All of it."

Jack looked at the jar, the whitish liquid gleaming in the morning light. His stomach clenched, but he did not have the courage to refuse. Evelyn poured the contents into his mouth, a warm, thick stream that filled his throat. The taste was salty, bitter, and Jack felt nausea rising, but he swallowed, forcing himself not to gag.

Evelyn watched him, her eyes two dark pools. Then, with a quick motion, her hand closed around his member. Jack was hard, despite everything, and she began to move her hand in a slow rhythm, while her other hand closed around his throat.

"Don't come," she said, her voice low. "Not yet."

Jack felt the pleasure building, but it was a strange pleasure, distorted, mixed with disgust and humiliation. Evelyn's hand moved over him, and then she leaned down and took him into her mouth, her tongue caressing him with a slowness that was pure torture.

He felt the orgasm approaching, a wave building inside him. But Evelyn stopped, her mouth pulling away, her hand tightening around the base of his member, blocking the release.

"Not yet," she repeated. "You need to learn to wait. To control yourself."

Jack groaned, the pleasure receding, leaving him with a feeling of emptiness. Evelyn started again, her mouth moving over him, her hand gripping. Then she stopped once more, and Jack felt the pleasure building up with nowhere to go.

"Please," he murmured, his voice broken. "Please, Evelyn..."

She looked at him, and a flash of satisfaction crossed her eyes. Then, with a quick motion, her mouth closed over him again and her hand sped up. Jack felt the orgasm explode, violent and unstoppable, but as he came, Evelyn grabbed the now-empty jar and poured it into his mouth, the last drops of seed mixing with his own release.

He came almost without pleasure, a wave that was more pain than joy, as the other men's seed ran down his throat. Then Evelyn leaned down, gathered his own seed that had spilled onto his stomach, and brought it to his mouth, making him swallow that too.

"That's it," she murmured. "That's how you learn."

Jack lay stretched out on the bed, his body shaken, his mouth full of the taste of seed. Evelyn lay down beside him, her body against his, her breathing slowing.

"Get some sleep," she said, her voice softer now. "Tomorrow's another day."

Jack closed his eyes, exhaustion washing over him. The taste of seed was still in his mouth, humiliation still burning in his soul. But as sleep took him, he felt Evelyn's body against his, warm and alive, and for a moment, everything else seemed far away.

They fell asleep exhausted, their bodies entwined, the empty glass jar gleaming on the nightstand in the morning light.

Morning was slowly giving way to afternoon when Evelyn opened her eyes. Jack was still asleep beside her, breathing deep and steady, the breath of someone too exhausted to dream. She lay still for a few minutes, listening to him, then slipped out of bed without making a sound.

She shut herself in the bathroom and turned on the shower, waiting for the water to warm up. As steam began to fill the room, she stepped under the spray, and the hot water ran down her body, washing away what remained of the night: the sweat, the now-dried seed, the smell of three different men mixed with her own. She closed her eyes, and the images came back to her one after another, sharp: Diego's mouth, Kito's weight on top of her, Mana's hands on her hips, the glass jar, Jack's mouth drinking down what she had poured into it. She felt no shame, thinking back on it. She felt something more complicated, a mix of cold anger and a strange, unexpected euphoria.

She stepped out of the shower and dried herself slowly, then stopped in front of the fogged-up mirror, tracing a clear streak through the steam with her hand. She looked at herself for a long while: her wet hair clinging to her shoulders, her eyes still a little red, her body carrying the marks of the night. She straightened up, lifted her chin, and a slow smile spread across her lips.

"Time to pay off the gambling debt," she whispered to her own reflection, and smiled again, a smile that no longer held anything of the victim in it.

She went back to the bedroom wrapped in a robe and began getting her things ready for the men's arrival. She pulled the lingerie she would bring with her out of the drawer, folding it carefully, almost methodically, as though organizing those pieces of lace and satin gave her back some measure of control that had been taken from her everywhere else.

She went down to the kitchen and made herself a strong black coffee, drinking it leaning against the counter, looking out at the garden through the window. Her thoughts drifted back to Kito, to the cellar, to his large hands pinning her against the stone wall that first night. A shiver, not entirely unpleasant, ran down her spine.

She glanced at the clock hanging above the refrigerator. The hands seemed not to move at all, stuck in a time that refused to pass. She sat back down, got up again, straightened the already-packed suitcase on the bed one more time, went back downstairs, checked the time again.

Then, finally, the doorbell rang.
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The Departure and the Journey 

The doorbell had rung at three in the afternoon, but Jack was still in bed when Evelyn had gotten up, her movements quiet and measured, the movements of someone who has already made up her mind. She had not woken him. She had let him sleep, dream, perhaps, of another life. Then, as the afternoon sun climbed higher and grew warmer, Evelyn had packed her suitcase.

It was a small suitcase, the one she used for weekend trips out of town. She had opened it on the bed and put into it exactly what Diego had asked for: lingerie, nothing else. Black and red lace bras, silk thongs, fishnet stockings, garters, a pair of high heels. No clothes, no dresses, nothing that could cover her. It was exactly what they wanted.

As she tucked the last bra into the suitcase, Evelyn had paused a moment to look at Jack. He was still asleep, his naked body sprawled on the bed, his face marked by exhaustion and the humiliation of the night before. His blond hair was tousled, his mouth still slightly open. He looked so fragile, so weak. Evelyn had felt a flicker of pity, but it lasted only an instant. Then she remembered everything: the bet, the poker game, the four aces, the glass jar. The pity turned into something else. Resolve.

She had dressed with care. She put on a light summer dress, a shade of blue that matched her dark eyes. Underneath, the lingerie she had chosen for the week: a black lace bra, a thong to match, fishnet stockings that reached mid-thigh. The heels, the ones she had worn the night before, she packed into the suitcase. On her feet, a pair of low sandals, more comfortable for the trip.

Then she had heard the doorbell. A firm, unrelenting sound.

She had gone down the stairs slowly, her heart pounding wildly. She had opened the door, and there, on the doorstep, stood Diego. But he was not how she had pictured him. There was no mocking smile, no predatory air. Instead, Diego held in his hands a bouquet of red roses, wrapped in clear paper, tied with a satin ribbon.

"For you, preciosa," Diego said, holding out the roses. His smile was different, gentler, almost shy. "For the start of our week."

Evelyn blushed, a flush rising to her cheeks that made her heart beat faster. She had spent the whole night bracing herself for everything, but not for this. Not for a gentle gesture. She took the roses, brought them to her face. Their scent was sweet, intoxicating.

"Thank you, Diego," she murmured, her voice low. "I wasn't expecting this."

"A woman like you deserves to be courted," he said, stepping closer. "Even if the situation is... unusual."

Evelyn looked at him, and something inside her melted. She leaned forward and kissed him on the mouth. A sweet kiss, almost tender, which Diego returned with the same gentleness. But his hand, almost without thinking, slid down along Evelyn's back until it settled on her backside, gripping it firmly.

"Ready?" he asked, pulling back.

"Ready," she answered.

She turned to grab the suitcase, and it was then that she saw Jack. He stood on the stairs, his body naked, his eyes still clouded with sleep. He was watching her, and his face was a mix of fear and desperation.

"Evelyn!" he shouted, running down the stairs. "Evelyn, wait! Please!"

She stopped, turned to look at him. Jack had reached the door, his body shaking, his eyes full of tears. "Please," he murmured, "be careful. Take care of yourself. About protection... remember what I told you. The baby... there's time for that. Don't rush things. Please, Evelyn. Be careful."

Evelyn looked at him, and something flickered through her eyes that Jack could not read. Then, slowly, she raised her right hand and showed him her middle finger. A gesture that was both a challenge and a sentence.

"Goodbye, Jack," she said, her voice firm. Then she turned and followed Diego toward the car.

The car was parked in the driveway, a large black SUV with tinted windows. Diego opened the back door, and Evelyn saw the other two. Mana was behind the wheel, his tanned body wedged between the steering wheel and the seat. Kito was in the back seat, his imposing body taking up most of the space.

"Get in, preciosa," Diego said, waving her forward.

Evelyn bent down and climbed into the car, settling herself between Diego and Kito. The seat was warm, and the smell of the two men, a mix of cologne and sweat, wrapped around her. Diego closed the door, and Mana started the engine. Evelyn looked out the window. Jack still stood in the doorway of the house, his body naked, one hand raised in a gesture that seemed to want to hold her back. But the car pulled away, and he grew smaller and smaller, until he disappeared.

Jack watched the car drive off, the sound of the engine fading. For a moment, he saw Evelyn's head disappear downward, as though she had bent over to do something. Then the car turned the corner and was gone.

He was alone.

As the car pulled away, Evelyn had leaned forward, her body sliding down in the seat. Diego had placed a hand on the back of her neck, guiding her toward his lap. "We're taking you to a beautiful villa out in the country," he had said, his voice low and velvety. "It's a long drive, but you'll have plenty to keep you occupied."

Evelyn felt the warmth of his body, the smell of his sex. Diego's hand guided her head toward his member, already hard, poking out from his open zipper. Then she felt Kito's hand too, having pulled down his own zipper, offering her his member, just as hard, just as imposing.

"Take them both," Diego said. "Switch back and forth. We want to see how you move."

Evelyn hesitated a moment. The night before, overwhelmed by the newness of it all, by fear and arousal, she had not fully registered just how large they were. Now, in the light of the afternoon, she saw them both in front of her. Diego's member was dark, surrounded by thick black hair, long and heavy. Kito's was even bigger, black as ebony, almost frightening. But Evelyn did not pull back.

She leaned down and took Kito's member into her mouth. Her lips parted slowly, stretching around his width. He was hot, hard, and the taste was salty, masculine. Kito let out a groan, and his hand settled on the back of her neck, guiding her gently.

"That's it," Kito murmured, his voice deep as a hum. "That's it. Feel how good you are."

Evelyn moved on him, her mouth sliding up and down, her tongue caressing his length. Then she pulled away and turned to Diego, taking his member into her mouth. Diego was less patient than Kito, his hand pushing her deeper, his voice urging her on.

"Yes, preciosa," he murmured. "Deeper. Feel how hard I am. For you."

Evelyn alternated between the two of them, her mouth moving from one to the other, her eyes closing as she focused on the pleasure she was giving them. The rhythm was slow, almost hypnotic. Mana, up front, watched through the rearview mirror, his hands gripping the wheel, his breathing growing heavier.

Kito was the first to come. A deep groan, almost animal, as his seed filled Evelyn's mouth. She swallowed, the hot, thick taste sliding down her throat. Then it was Diego's turn. With a muffled cry, his seed burst into her mouth, and she swallowed that too.

Evelyn rose slowly, her breath ragged, her mouth still damp. Diego stroked her face with his hand. "Good girl," he murmured. "You did well."

The journey went on. Evelyn slumped back against the seat, her head resting on Diego's shoulder, her body trembling with arousal and exhaustion. Cars passed by, the landscape shifting: first the streets of Las Vegas, then the highways, then the countryside with its stretches of red earth and blue sky.

Evelyn stared out the window, her mind wandering. She thought about Jack, about home, about the life she had left behind. And she thought about that week, about what awaited her. The villa out in the country, the three men, sex without protection. And, deep inside herself, she felt a strange arousal, a forbidden pleasure that made her feel more alive than she ever had before.

They reached the villa just before sunset. Evelyn found herself captivated by how elegant the place was. The villa was a building in Spanish colonial style, with white walls and red-tiled roofing, surrounded by a lush garden of palm trees and colorful flowers. A shaded portico, held up by stone columns, framed a heavy wooden door.

"Welcome to your home for the week, preciosa," Diego said, getting out of the car and opening her door. "We hope you like it."

Evelyn stepped out, her eyes taking in the garden, the villa, the sky turning shades of orange and purple. The scent of the flowers, the fresh country air, everything felt so different from the city. For a moment, she felt almost at peace.

But then Kito and Mana got out of the car, their bodies silhouetted against the sunset sky. Diego wrapped an arm around her waist, his hand sliding over her backside.

"Let's go in, Evelyn," he said, with a smile that was a promise. "The night's still long."

And Evelyn, a knot in her throat and her heart pounding wildly, crossed the threshold of the villa.
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The Villa and the Butler 

Evelyn crossed the threshold of the villa and her breath caught for a moment. The interior was even more beautiful than she had imagined. A wide entrance hall with black-and-white marble flooring, a crystal chandelier sparkling in the sunset light, and a spiral staircase climbing to the upper floors. The air was cool, scented with wax polish and fresh flowers, a sharp contrast to the desert heat they had left outside.

Diego walked beside her, his arm around her waist, his body radiating a warmth that was both reassuring and threatening. "Welcome, preciosa," he said, with a smile that showed off his gold tooth. "This will be your home for the week. I hope you like it."

Evelyn nodded, wordless. Her eyes explored every corner, every detail. The villa was decorated with taste, a mix of colonial and modern style, dark wood furniture and warm-colored fabrics. Paintings of landscapes and portraits adorned the walls, and vases of fresh flowers stood everywhere.

"Come," Diego said, guiding her up the spiral staircase. "Let me show you your room."

They climbed to the second floor, and Diego opened a massive door of carved wood. Evelyn stepped in and was left breathless. The room was stunning. An enormous king-size bed sat at the center of the room, covered in cream-colored silk sheets and feather pillows. The walls were painted a soft ivory, and large windows looked out over the garden, letting in the light of the sunset. There was a marble fireplace, an enormous built-in wardrobe, a dresser with a gilded mirror, and even a small sitting area with two green velvet armchairs.

"It's magnificent," Evelyn murmured, walking closer to the bed and running her hand over the silk sheets. "I never would have imagined..."

"You deserve the best, preciosa," Diego said, coming closer to her. "And for this week, you'll have the best." He took her by the waist and kissed the back of her neck, a light kiss that gave her goosebumps. "But before you get settled in, I want you to meet someone."

Diego led her out of the room and down the hallway, to a large dining room. There, standing beside a table of mirror-polished dark wood, was a man. Tall, lean, with skin as black as ebony that gleamed in the candlelight. He wore an immaculate butler's jacket, with a black vest and a silk tie. His features were proud, aristocratic, and his eyes, a deep brown, were penetrating and thoughtful.

"Evelyn," Diego said, in a tone both formal and amused, "let me introduce Jean-Pierre. My butler. He'll take care of you during your stay. Whatever you might need, he's at your disposal."

Jean-Pierre bowed slightly, an elegant, measured movement. "Madame," he said, in a French accent that was both refined and velvety. "It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance. I am at your disposal for whatever you desire."

Evelyn looked at him, and for a moment she was at a loss for words. He was not merely handsome, he was striking. His features recalled those of a Masai warrior, a tall, proud face, pronounced cheekbones, and a strong jaw. His body, beneath the immaculate jacket, looked athletic and powerful. And his eyes, when they settled on her, held a calm that was both respectful and intense.

"Pleasure," Evelyn murmured, holding out her hand.

Jean-Pierre took it and raised it to his lips, brushing it with a light kiss. "The pleasure is entirely mine, Madame."

Diego watched the scene with a satisfied smile. "Good," he said, clapping his hands together. "Now, Evelyn, I have another surprise for you. But this one is a little... special."

He led her down the stairs, past the entrance hall, to a door hidden behind a velvet curtain. He opened it, revealing a staircase descending into darkness. "Come," he said. "Let me show you the cellar."

Evelyn followed him, her heart pounding wildly. The stairs were narrow, and the air grew cooler, almost cold, the further down they went. At the bottom, Diego opened another door, and Evelyn found herself in a space that left her breathless.

It was an enormous cellar, with stone barrel-vaulted ceilings and exposed brick walls. Once, as Diego explained, it had been used to store wine, and a few enormous empty barrels still stood along the walls. But now the cellar had been transformed. At the center, hanging from the ceiling, were pieces of equipment Evelyn recognized only from having seen them in movies: silk ropes, padded handcuffs, a wooden frame, a chair fitted with leather straps. Along one wall, a collection of riding crops, whips, wooden paddles, and other instruments she could not even identify. The air was cold, but Evelyn could feel heat rising to her face.

"This is the playroom," Diego said, with a wicked smile. "Don't worry, preciosa. I won't force you to use it if you don't want to. But know that it's here, at your disposal."

Evelyn nodded, her throat dry. She did not have the courage to ask, but some part of her, that part she had discovered during the night before, hoped that the room would be put to use. That they would bring her down here, bound, taken.

Diego looked at her, and a flash of understanding crossed his eyes. "We'll see," he said, in a low voice. "We'll see."

They went back up the stairs, and Diego led her into a large room, where Mana and Kito were already playing billiards on a dark wood table. Diego stopped and turned to Evelyn.

"Now, preciosa, I have a task for you," he said, in a tone that was both an order and a request. "I want you to help Jean-Pierre in the kitchen. You'll be a kind of sexy maid. You'll wear only lingerie, and you'll help Jean-Pierre prepare dinner. Your duties: serving, clearing the table, and whatever else Jean-Pierre asks of you." His smile widened. "And I want you to do it with grace. With dedication. Like a real maid."

Evelyn nodded, her heart pounding hard. "All right," she said, her voice firm. "I'll do as you say."

Diego kissed her on the forehead. "Good girl." Then he turned and joined Mana and Kito at the billiard table.

Evelyn went up to her room, her heart hammering in her chest. She opened the suitcase and picked out her lingerie: a black lace bra, in her size, a full cup, lifting her full, generous chest and hinting at its softness. A lace thong, thin as a thread, that barely covered her thick bush. Black silk garters, and fishnet stockings with a back seam. She looked at herself in the mirror, her body moving with a grace she did not know she had. The heels, the four-inch ones, she slipped onto her feet.

She went down to the kitchen, where Jean-Pierre was waiting for her. When he saw her, his eyes widened slightly, but his face stayed impassive.

"Madame," he said, with a slight bow. "Are you ready?"

"Ready," Evelyn answered.

Jean-Pierre explained what to do: prepare the vegetables, stir the sauces, keep an eye on the stovetop. Evelyn listened attentively, moving gracefully between the burners, her body finding a rhythm that was somewhere between work and dance.

While she was bent over the stove, stirring a sauce, she felt Jean-Pierre's body approaching from behind. His warm breath on the back of her neck, his hands settling on her hips. Without a word, he pushed her thong aside and, with a slow motion, entered her.

Evelyn closed her eyes, her body trembling. Jean-Pierre was inside her, and she could feel him deep, his length filling her completely. His hands gripped her hips, and he began to move with a slow, deep rhythm.

Evelyn thought of Jack. Jack, alone at home, probably still mourning his defeat. Jack, who had gambled her and lost. Jack, who could do nothing now to protect her. And as Jean-Pierre's rhythm quickened, she felt pleasure building inside her, a warm wave sweeping over her.

Then she remembered: Jean-Pierre had used nothing. No condom. No protection at all. And the thought of a baby, a baby with that proud face, those Masai warrior features, flashed through her mind like lightning.

"Don't come inside," she whispered, her voice hoarse. "Please. Don't come inside."

But Jean-Pierre was too close to the edge to stop. She felt his body tense, his hands tighten on her hips, and then a muffled groan as his hot seed flooded inside her.

"I'm sorry," he murmured, his voice cracking. "I'm sorry, Madame. I couldn't stop myself."

Evelyn stood frozen for a moment, her body shaken, pleasure mixing with fear and surprise. Then, slowly, she turned around. She ran a finger through her bush, gathering the seed that was dripping down, and brought it to her lips. The taste was warm, salty, intense. She savored it, her eyes fixed on Jean-Pierre.

And then, for the first time, she truly looked at him. His deep, dark eyes, his proud features, his face that recalled a Masai warrior. He was beautiful. Evelyn felt a shiver run through her, a desire she had never felt before.

She moved closer to him, took his face in her hands, and kissed him on the lips. A slow, deep kiss, tasting of seed and desire.

"Don't worry," she whispered, pulling back. "It's fine."

Jean-Pierre looked at her, his eyes searching hers. "Madame, please forgive me. I should not have..."

"I said it's fine," Evelyn repeated, with a smile that was not quite a smile. She turned back to the stove, stirring the sauce as though nothing had happened. But in her mind, an image was beginning to take shape. A baby with that face, with those dark eyes, with those proud features. And she realized the idea did not displease her.

Jean-Pierre withdrew in silence, his elegant footsteps fading down the hallway. Evelyn stayed alone in the kitchen, the taste of seed still on her lips, her body still trembling with the pleasure she had just felt. And as she stirred the sauce, a smile curled at the corners of her mouth.

The week had only just begun, and she knew the surprises were far from over.
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Dinner and the Surprise 

The kitchen of the villa was a spacious, bright room, with tall windows looking out onto the garden, now wrapped in the darkness of night. Evelyn still stood at the stove, her body wrapped in black lace lingerie, the fishnet stockings gleaming in the lamplight. The taste Jean-Pierre had left behind was still on her lips, and her body still trembled with the pleasure she had just felt.

Jean-Pierre had stepped away, but their eyes had met one last time before he left the kitchen. In that look there was a silent understanding, a secret that bound them together. Evelyn had turned back to the stove, her heart still pounding wildly, and kept cooking as though nothing had happened.

But the thought of that baby, of that proud face blending with her own features, would not leave her. It was a dangerous thought, forbidden, and yet it aroused her in a way she never would have imagined.

The sound of laughter coming from the billiard room brought her back to reality. Diego, Kito, and Mana were playing, but she knew they would call for her soon. She took a deep breath, adjusted her thong, ran a hand through her raven hair, and got ready to serve dinner.

Jean-Pierre, meanwhile, had arranged the dishes on a silver tray. He was a man of extreme refinement, every movement calibrated with precision. He had laid out the appetizers with care: foie gras crostini, fresh oysters on a bed of ice, and a lobster bisque giving off a delicate aroma.

"Madame," Jean-Pierre said, in his velvety voice, "are you ready?"

"Ready," Evelyn answered, taking hold of the tray.

She walked into the dining room, an imposing space with a polished wood table and twelve red velvet chairs. The three men were already seated, their eyes lighting up when they saw her come in. Diego sat at the head of the table, Kito to his right, Mana to his left.

"Here's our sexy waitress," Diego said, with a smile that showed off his gold tooth. "Evelyn, you look delicious. It's almost a shame to eat."

Evelyn blushed, but she did not lower her gaze. She walked over to the table and began serving the appetizers, her movements graceful despite the embarrassment. But as she set the plate down in front of Diego, his hand slid along her arm, stopping at her wrist.

"Thank you, preciosa," Diego said, but his hand did not pull back. Instead, it moved along Evelyn's thigh, up under her thong. His fingers slid through her hair, and he pressed firmly.

"She's still full from last night, this little slut," Diego exclaimed, with a booming laugh. He pulled his fingers out, dripping, and showed them to the others. "My fingers are soaked through." He sniffed at them, with a theatrical expression. "By the smell, I'd say it's yours, Kito. Am I wrong, my friend?"

Kito smiled, a smile both satisfied and mocking at once. "Could be. But who can say? With three men who gave her everything..."

Mana burst out laughing, while Diego raised his fingers toward Evelyn. "Open your mouth, Evelyn. Clean my fingers off. I don't want to stain the tablecloth."

Evelyn hesitated a moment, her face growing hot with shame. But then she leaned in, her mouth opening slowly. She took Diego's fingers between her lips and began to lick them, sucking them with a slow, almost hypnotic motion. The taste was warm, and she felt her body responding despite her mind.

"Good girl," Diego murmured, as she pulled away. "You know what you're doing, sweetheart. After dinner we'll put you to the test again."

Evelyn pulled back, her heart pounding hard, and went on serving dinner. Every course became another chance for the three men to humiliate her, to test her. As she served the soup to Mana, he grabbed her wrist and forced her to bend down toward him.

"Quiet, Evelyn," he said, with a wicked smile. "Don't forget you're here to serve us. Not to play princess."

Evelyn nodded, her face red, and kept serving. Then, as she set down Kito's plate, he put a hand on her backside, gripping it firmly. "You're so soft," he murmured, his voice deep. "I like the way you move. Like you're doing it on purpose."

Every course became a test. Diego forced her to kneel and pick up a napkin he had dropped, and as she bent down, he slid a hand between her thighs, his fingers slipping inside her once more. Kito ordered her to taste his wine straight from her mouth, and she leaned in, their lips brushing against each other. Mana had her sit on his lap while he ate, his hand stroking her chest under the lace bra.

Evelyn endured it all, her body responding despite the humiliation. But every time she went back to the kitchen for another dish, her eyes met Jean-Pierre's, and a silent understanding passed between them.

"You filled me up properly earlier," Evelyn whispered, as Jean-Pierre handed her a platter of roast meat. "They think it's still theirs, from last night."

Jean-Pierre smiled at her, complicit and full of longing at once. His dark eyes gleamed in the kitchen light. "Madame, you are quite the actress."

Evelyn moved closer to him, her hand sliding along his arm until it rested against his fly, stroking him through his pants. "We have to be careful," she said, with a wicked smile. "They say I'm their exclusive trophy. They'll be racing to get me pregnant, afterward."

Jean-Pierre looked at her, his eyes growing darker, more intense. "Madame, the situation is dangerous. We should not..."

Evelyn put on an expression of mock fright, batting her eyelashes. "How scary," she said, then burst out laughing, a light laugh that echoed through the kitchen. "Don't worry, Jean-Pierre. I know what I'm doing."

She turned and headed back to the dining room with the platter of meat, her body moving with a confident, provocative grace.

Meanwhile, back in the dining room, Diego had quietly gotten up. While Evelyn was in the kitchen, he had walked over to a small cabinet by the window and opened a drawer. He pulled out a tiny camera, hidden inside a piece of decorative design, and set it on a shelf, aimed at the table. He placed another one behind a vase of flowers, and a third on the bookshelf. All of them aimed at the center of the room, toward where Evelyn would be serving, toward where the dancing would unfold.

Then he had picked up his phone and, with a couple of taps, sent the link to Jack. A short message, no words, just the emoji of an eye watching.

Diego smiled, a predatory smile, and went back to his seat. He said nothing to the others. Not even to Kito and Mana. He wanted it to be a surprise. For everyone.

Jack was still at home, stretched out on the bed, his body naked, his eyes fixed on the ceiling. He had not eaten, had not had anything to drink. He had only waited, the weight of his humiliation crushing him. The phone buzzed on the nightstand. He picked it up with a trembling hand and looked at the screen. A message from Diego. No words, just an emoji. And a link.

His heart clenched. He opened the link, and on the screen appeared the image of the villa's dining room. He saw Evelyn, in lingerie, serving the platter of meat to the three men. He heard their voices, their laughter. He saw Diego put a hand on her backside, Kito whisper something in her ear, Mana watching her with eyes full of desire.

Jack watched, helpless. The phone was an eye forcing him to see, to hear. He could do nothing. He could not intervene, could not stop any of it. He could only watch.

And Evelyn, at that very moment, was coming back with dessert. A tiramisu, prepared by Jean-Pierre, which she set down gracefully at the center of the table.

Diego leaned forward, a wicked smile on his lips. "All right, Evelyn. Now that we've finished eating, it's time to decide. Which of the three of us do you want to start with?"

Evelyn looked at him, her dark eyes lit with both challenge and desire. Then she turned toward Kito, a smile curling her lips. "Kito," she said, in a confident voice, almost a taunt. "I don't know why, but he's got something special. That we women like."

Everyone burst out laughing. Diego slapped the table with his hands. "¡Qué buena, güey! You hear that, Kito? The lady picked you. You've been elected."

Kito smiled, a smile that showed his white teeth against his dark skin. "I'm honored," he said, in his deep voice. "Well then, Evelyn, come here. Help yourself while I finish my dessert."

Evelyn came closer to him, her heels marking her steps on the wood floor. She knelt in front of Kito, her body submissive yet provocative in its movements. Her hands settled on his knees, and slowly moved up to his zipper.

Kito leaned back against his chair, a satisfied smile on his face, as he brought a spoonful of tiramisu to his mouth. Evelyn undid his zipper and freed his member, already hard, and with a slow motion, took it into her mouth.

Jack watched through the phone screen. He saw Evelyn kneeling in front of Kito, her mouth moving on him, her head bobbing in a slow, steady rhythm. He heard Kito's moans, Diego and Mana's laughter, the words they exchanged.

But Evelyn did not know she was being watched. She did not know Jack was seeing everything, was witnessing her submission, her surrender. She believed she was alone with them, free to let go of every inhibition, every fear.

And so she let herself go. Her mouth moved on Kito with a confidence she had never shown before, her tongue caressing his length, her lips tightening around him with an instinctive, and at the same time calculated, passion. Her hands moved up his thighs, as her rhythm grew faster, deeper.

"That's it," Kito murmured, his voice hoarse, his hand tightening in her hair. "That's it, Evelyn. You're good. You're really good."

And Evelyn, eyes closed, kept moving. She forgot Jack, forgot the villa, forgot everything except the pleasure she was feeling. Her mouth was full of him, and she moved with a rhythm that had by now become natural, instinctive.

She felt Kito tensing beneath her, felt his breathing grow ragged, his hands tightening harder. But he did not come. He stopped, with a muffled groan, and pulled her back.

"Not yet," he said, with a smile that was a promise. "Later. I want this to last."

Evelyn rose slowly, her breath ragged, her lips wet. She looked at Kito, and in her eyes there was a challenge, a desire she had never felt before.

"Good girl," Diego said, clapping slowly. "Well done, Evelyn. You passed the first test."

And Evelyn, still not knowing Jack was watching, smiled, a smile somewhere between surrender and triumph.
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The Dance of the Three 

The dining room had turned into an arena. The crystal chandeliers cast a warm, muted light across the silk-covered walls, while shadows danced like excited spirits. The dinner dishes had been cleared away, and at the center of the room, on the large Persian rug in shades of red and gold, Diego had stretched himself out with the slowness of a cat readying itself to pounce on its prey.

He knew exactly where the cameras were placed. He had positioned them himself, one behind the vase of flowers, one on the shelf, one on the bookcase. He knew that Jack, at that very moment, was watching every detail, hearing every sound. And he wanted it to be an unforgettable show.

"Puta," Diego called, in that low, velvety voice that had the power to make Evelyn tremble. "Come here and climb on top. I'm ready."

Evelyn turned toward him. Her body was still shaken from the pleasure she had just felt with Kito, her lips still damp, her breath ragged. She approached slowly, her heels sinking into the thick, soft rug. Diego lay stretched out on the rug, his hairy body standing out against the red. His member was already hard, poking out through the thick black hair covering his belly.

Evelyn knelt beside him, her hands sliding over his hairy chest. The hair was thick, black, and beneath it she could feel the tension of his muscles. She stroked him slowly, savoring the sensation of his strength.

"Missing your little husband Jack, puta?" Diego asked, with a smile that showed off his gold tooth. His hand settled on her backside, gripping it firmly.

Evelyn looked at him, her dark eyes lit with a mix of challenge and desire. She did not answer right away. Instead, she leaned down and began to lick his member, starting at the base, her tongue tracing a slow path all the way to the tip. She did it a couple of times, savoring the salty taste of his skin, the strong, masculine scent that filled her.

Then she looked up at him, her eyes meeting his. "I want to go home with a pregnant belly," she said, in a voice both sweet and cutting. "It's the least I can do to make him understand that gambling isn't for him."

Diego smiled, a grin both satisfied and mocking at once. "He was unlucky, wasn't he, puta? The poker hand of aces... and then the straight flush. Such bad luck."

Evelyn leaned down over him again, her tongue moving back up from his member, along his hairy belly, up to his chest, up to his neck. Every inch of his skin was explored, the taste of his sweat mixing with the scent of his cologne. Then she settled on his lips, a slow, deep kiss, a promise not without a challenge.

"Do you think I didn't figure out you cheated him?" she whispered, her mouth still close to his.

Diego looked at her, and for a moment his eyes went wide. Then he burst out laughing, a booming laugh that echoed through the room. "Boys," he exclaimed, turning toward Kito and Mana, "the puta's got some spirit. Let's have some fun with her."

Kito came from behind, his imposing body moving with a surprising quiet. His hands, large and dark, settled on Evelyn's hips and lifted her with an ease that left her breathless. Mana, the Polynesian, came closer from the other side and lifted her legs by the ankles, holding them up so her feet could not touch the ground.

Evelyn found herself suspended between the two men, her body swaying slightly, her full chest bouncing with every movement. Her legs were spread, her thick black bush exposed to the light, her body entirely in their hands.

Diego positioned himself beneath her, the base of his member pressing against her rear entrance. Then, with a quick motion, Kito and Mana let her drop.

Evelyn let out a moan, a sound halfway between pain and pleasure, as Diego's member made its way inside her, stretching her, filling her completely. She felt his length sinking deep, the pressure making her whole body shudder.

"Thank you," she murmured, dazed, throwing her head back, her raven hair falling over her shoulders. Her hips began to rotate slowly, an instinctive movement that had her riding Diego with a rhythm as wild as it was controlled.

Diego groaned, his hands gripping her hips. "That's it, puta," he murmured. "That's it. Feel me inside you."

But it was not over. Kito came closer from behind, his hand pressing on her back, pushing her forward toward Diego. Evelyn felt her body bending, and then felt the pressure of Kito's member making its way into the same place Diego was already inside her.

Her body was full, overflowing. Two men together, their members moving in sync, pushing deep, filling her completely. Evelyn had to bite her lips to keep from crying out, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Jack, at that moment, was watching through the phone screen. He saw his wife's body, suspended between the two men, her full, heavy chest bouncing with every movement, her dark nipples hardened. He saw her face, caught in an expression somewhere between suffering and ecstasy. He saw her closed eyes, her open mouth, her hair flying around her face.

And he felt a mix of pain and relief. He was suffering for her, for what she was going through, but in some way he was glad of that particular situation. Her vagina was still free of their seed. For the moment, at least, she was safe from the two friends' seed. If she could hold out, if she could keep her mouth shut and her sex away from them, maybe she would not get pregnant. Maybe, by the end of the week, she would come back to him without the burden of a child that was not his own.

But even as he thought it, he knew it was a fantasy.

Diego and Kito began to thrust deep in unison, their bodies moving like a single machine of pleasure. Their members alternated, one pulling out as the other pushed in, creating a rhythm that made Evelyn shake all over.

"Harder," she murmured, her voice hoarse. "Please... harder."

The two men obeyed. The rhythm grew faster, deeper, and Evelyn's body bounced between them like a leaf in the wind. Her chest bounced with them, her nipples slapping against Diego's chest, her skin damp with sweat.

The scent of sex filled the room. A strong, intense smell, mixing the three men's sweat with Evelyn's wetness, her floral perfume blending with their masculine scent. It was a primal, animal scent, and it aroused all of them.

Then Mana came closer. The Polynesian, who until then had watched the scene with a satisfied smile, positioned himself in front of Evelyn's face. He was already hard, and he brought himself close to her lips.

Evelyn looked at him, her eyes bright with desire. She took his member in one hand, gripping it firmly, feeling its hardness and heat. Then she ran it over her face, along her cheek, over her neck, as though trying to capture its scent, to mark her own skin with it, to be claimed by it. The scent of his sex mixed with her own sweat, and Evelyn breathed it in greedily.

Then she welcomed him between her lips. Her mouth opened slowly, and Mana's member slid inside her, hot and hard. Evelyn began to move on him, her head bobbing in a slow but steady rhythm, while beneath her, Diego and Kito's bodies kept thrusting.

A triple possession: mouth, and behind, and behind again. Three men taking her at once, while Jack watched, helpless, through the screen.

The rhythm kept growing faster, wilder. Diego and Kito thrust in unison, their bodies moving as a single entity. Mana moved his hips, pushing his member deep into Evelyn's throat, his hand tightening in her hair.

Evelyn felt the pleasure building inside her, a wave rising higher and higher. Her body was a volcano erupting, pleasure mixing with pain, ecstasy mixing with humiliation. Diego's groans, Kito's sighs, Mana's grunts, all of it melted together into a symphony of pleasure.

Then, Evelyn felt Diego tensing beneath her. His body went rigid, and a muffled cry escaped his throat as his seed exploded inside her, hot and thick, filling her with scalding liquid.

Right after, it was Kito's turn. A deep groan, almost animal, as his seed joined Diego's, flooding Evelyn's insides, filling her even more. She could feel the warmth spreading inside her, the liquid running down her thighs, soaking the fishnet stockings, the garters.

But it was not over. Mana, still in her mouth, picked up the pace, his hips moving with a fury that made Evelyn shake all over. She felt his member pulsing, and then a hot stream filling her throat, the salty taste of seed sliding down.

Evelyn swallowed it all, her body trembling with the orgasm sweeping over her. She came with a muffled cry around Mana's member, her body arching violently, her hands gripping Diego's hips, her nails digging into his skin.

Her full, heavy chest bounced, her nipples hardened like stones, her whole body a riot of tremors. Sweat ran down her forehead, mixing with the tears streaking her face, tears of pleasure and humiliation both at once.

Seed dripped down her thighs, a thick white trail running down along the fishnet stockings, all the way down to her feet in their four-inch heels. It stained her ankles, her heels, her toes. It was an image of pure, overwhelming degradation.

Evelyn rose slowly, her body shaken, her breath ragged. The three men pulled out, their members leaving her with a wet sound, leaving her both empty and full at once. Seed kept dripping down her thighs, a trail that would not stop.

She stood up, swaying slightly. Her body told a story of both pleasure and suffering at once: her chest bouncing, her nipples dark and hard, her thick bush damp, the fishnet stockings torn, the heels still on her feet. Seed dripped down her thighs, staining the Persian rug.

Jack watched through the screen. He saw his wife standing there, her body marked by the three men, seed dripping from her. He saw her face, suspended between ecstasy and torment. He saw her eyes, opening slowly and looking toward the camera. She did not know he was watching, but her eyes seemed to look straight into Jack's soul.

And then Evelyn smiled. A smile somewhere between surrender and triumph. She brought a finger between her thighs, gathering the seed that was dripping down, and brought it to her lips.

"Delicious," she murmured, in a voice that was barely a whisper. "Just what I wanted."

And Jack, watching through the screen, felt his heart shatter into a thousand pieces. But somehow, he could not tear his eyes away.
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The Butler and the Secret 

The dining room had become a tableau of exhaustion and satisfaction. The three men lay stretched out on the sofas and red velvet armchairs, their bodies naked or half-dressed, their breathing slowing after the evening's intense activity. The scent of sex still hung in the air, mixing with that of bourbon and the candles burning slowly in their holders.

Diego lay on a sofa, one leg dangling, a glass of bourbon in hand. Kito had sunk into an armchair, his eyes closed, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Mana, the Polynesian, was stretched out on another sofa, his arms behind his head, a satisfied smile on his face.

Only Evelyn still seemed warm, still eager to continue. She stood at the center of the room, her body still marked by the evening, the fishnet stockings torn, the garters hanging loose, the lace bra dangling off one shoulder. The three men's seed was still damp on her thighs, and she, with a slow, almost hypnotic motion, ran her fingers along the crease of her buttocks, gathering what dripped there and bringing it to her mouth.

Her tongue slid out and back between her full lips, recovering every last white drop, every trace of the pleasure she had just felt. Her gaze was lost somewhere in the distance, her dark eyes sated and yet still hungry. She looked like a primal creature, an animal feeding on its own desire.

Diego watched her, a mocking smile on his lips. "¡La perra está caliente!" he exclaimed, his voice hoarse, turning to the other two. "The bitch is in heat, and we're already spent."

Kito opened one eye, watched Evelyn still licking her fingers, and smiled. "He's right, Diego. That woman never gets tired."

Mana propped himself up on one elbow. "We ought to call in reinforcements."

Diego laughed, a booming laugh that echoed through the room. Then his gaze fell on Jean-Pierre, who had come silently into the room carrying a silver tray with whiskey and coffee. The butler moved with his usual elegance, his face proud and impassive, as though nothing he witnessed could touch him.

"Jean-Pierre," Diego said, with a smile that showed off his gold tooth. "How long has it been since you got yourself a woman?"

Jean-Pierre stopped, the tray still in hand, and looked at Diego with his dark eyes. "A long time, sir," he answered, in his velvety voice and French accent. "A very long time."

Diego turned toward Evelyn, who was still standing at the center of the room, fingers still at her lips. "Puta, come here."

Evelyn approached slowly, her body moving with a gait both animal-like and provocative. Diego took her by the arm and pulled her toward him.

"Listen, puta," he said, in a low voice. "We need to get this beauty pregnant. That's our business, between us. But our butler here..." he nodded toward Jean-Pierre, "...can get himself sucked off if he wants. As long as he doesn't put anything inside you, understood? Mouth only. No pussy. During these fertile days, the pussy's ours alone."

Evelyn looked at Diego, then turned toward Jean-Pierre. Their eyes met for a moment, and in that look passed a silent understanding, a secret none of the three men caught. But the cameras, the ones Diego had placed so carefully, caught it. And Jack, watching from his own house, saw it too.

Evelyn nodded, a slow, measured movement. "All right," she said, her voice firm. "Mouth only."

She pulled away from Diego and moved toward Jean-Pierre. The butler still stood there, tray in hand, but his eyes were fixed on her, deep and intense. Evelyn knelt in front of him, her body submissive in its movements but provocative in its intent. Her hands moved up along his legs, all the way to his zipper.

With a slow motion, she pulled it down. Jean-Pierre's member was already hard, and when it came free of his pants, Evelyn looked at it for a moment, her eyes measuring it with a care she had not allowed herself even with the other three. It had nothing to envy in Kito, she thought, might even match him in length, and that thought sent a shiver down her spine, a silent calculation she kept entirely to herself, a secret within the secret. None of the three men would ever know that this same afternoon, in the kitchen, Jean-Pierre had already come inside her, with no barrier at all, without that "mouth only" promise Diego now believed he was imposing on him. And if, one day, back home, she carried a child in her belly, some part of her had already decided, silently, who the real father would be, the one of the blood, even if it would be Jack, and Jack alone, who raised him, who gave him his name, who was, in the eyes of the world, the father. She leaned down and breathed in his scent deeply, her nose almost against his skin. She recognized that smell, the same one that had already aroused her in the kitchen. It was warm, salty, a scent that made her whole body hum.

She parted her lips, her mouth opening slowly. Then she took Jean-Pierre's hand and brought it to the back of her neck, a wordless invitation for him to guide her, to set his own rhythm.

Jean-Pierre looked at her, his dark eyes growing more intense. "Madame," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "Are you certain?"

Evelyn nodded, wordless. Her mouth opened, and Jean-Pierre's member slid slowly between her lips. The taste was familiar, and she closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the pleasure of the moment.

Jean-Pierre began to move, his rhythm slow and deep. His hand, still at the back of Evelyn's neck, guided her, pushing her gently each time he thrust his hips forward. His breath grew ragged, his eyes closing as he focused on the pleasure.

Evelyn moved on him, her mouth sliding up and down, her tongue caressing his length. The taste was intense, and she savored it greedily, forgetting everything else. She could feel the warmth of his body, the scent of his sex, the strength of his hands.

Diego, Kito, and Mana watched the scene, their eyes lighting up once more. Diego sat up, glass of bourbon in hand, and watched with a satisfied smile. "Good girl, puta," he murmured. "Good girl. You know what you're doing."

Kito had shifted to the edge of his armchair, his eyes fixed on Evelyn as she took Jean-Pierre into her mouth. Mana had sat up entirely, his hand dropping toward his own sex, which was beginning to stir back to life.

But Evelyn did not see them. Her eyes were closed, her mind focused entirely on Jean-Pierre, on his taste, his scent, his strength. Her mouth moved in a rhythm that had become instinctive, while her hand gripped his thigh, her nails digging into his skin.

Jean-Pierre picked up the pace, his hips moving faster, deeper. Evelyn felt his body tensing, his breath growing more ragged. She knew he was about to come, and some part of her, the part that had decided to take control of her own life, wanted it.

Jack, through the screen, watched all of this with a knot in his throat he could not loosen. The earlier scenes, the ones with Diego, with Kito, with Mana, had wounded him with the raw violence of the act, a pain he had somehow managed to catalog, to hold at a distance, the way one watches a car accident. But this was different. There was something in the way Evelyn kept her eyes closed, in the way Jean-Pierre's hand stroked the back of her neck with that almost tender slowness, that struck him as more intimate, more real, than anything he had seen up to that point. It was not just a body being used. It was his wife choosing, surrendering herself with a gentleness he had not seen her give in months.

He felt his stomach clench, a faint nausea rising along with an arousal he was ashamed of. He brought a hand to his chest, as though trying to hold in something threatening to break loose, a scream or a sob, he did not even know which. He looked at Jean-Pierre's face on the screen, those proud features, and wondered who that man was, what right he had to touch her that way, to receive from her that kind of tenderness that seemed reserved for a lover and not a captor. Jack realized, with a bitterness burning in his throat, that he was jealous not of the sex, but of that look between them. He looked away for an instant, unable to bear it, then, unable to stay away, looked back.

"I'm coming," Jean-Pierre murmured, his voice hoarse, his hands tightening in her hair. "Madame, I'm coming..."

Evelyn did not stop. Her mouth kept moving, her tongue caressing his length right up to the very last moment. She felt his body tense, and then his hot seed exploded into her mouth, filling it with a thick, salty liquid.

She swallowed it all, the taste of Jean-Pierre's seed sliding down her throat, hot and intense. Her tongue came out, gathering every drop that dripped from her lips, and then she pulled back slowly.

Her eyes opened, and met Jean-Pierre's. There was a silent understanding between them, a secret only the two of them shared. Jean-Pierre stroked her face with his hand, a slow, almost tender gesture, but heavy with restrained desire.

"Merci, Madame," he whispered, his voice cracking.

Evelyn smiled, a smile in which surrender and triumph blurred together. She rose slowly, her body trembling, and turned toward the three men.

Diego applauded slowly. "Good girl, puta. Good girl. You did well."

Evelyn nodded, but her eyes were already somewhere else. She knew Jack was watching, that he had seen it all. But she did not care. Somehow, that gaze aroused her even more.

Jean-Pierre withdrew, straightening his pants with his usual elegance. He picked up the tray and headed for the table, pouring the whiskey and coffee with precise movements. But every so often, his eyes met Evelyn's, and in that look was an understanding that went beyond words.

Diego got up from the sofa, walked over to Evelyn, and put a hand on her backside, gripping it firmly, then let it slide away, as though that very gesture marked the end of something.

"Up to now we've taken care of your ass, puta," he said, with a smile that had turned more serious, almost solemn. "But now it's time to keep a promise." He turned toward Kito and Mana, who had risen in turn, their bodies silhouetted against the candlelight. "There's a mare to get pregnant. And the stallions are ready."

Evelyn looked at him, and for an instant, beneath the confidence she had shown until then, something passed through her that resembled a shiver. She said nothing. She only nodded, slowly, as the three men came closer.

Jack, on the other side of the screen, felt the blood freeze in his veins. He did not know what was about to happen, but the word "promise" rang in his head like a bell tolling, a memory reaching straight back to the night of the poker game, to those words spoken by Kito while he was still on his knees on the floor: *no protection, we want you to be able to get pregnant.* He reached his hand toward the phone, as though to turn it off, to not see. But he could not do it. He stayed there, his thumb hovering over the screen, unable to press, unable to look away, a prisoner of some twisted need to know, to be present at least with his eyes for what was about to happen miles away, in a villa he would never see, because of a decision he himself had made, one evening, with four aces in his hand.
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The Position and the Screen 

Diego rose from the sofa with a feline motion, his body still marked by the evening's exhaustion but lit up by an idea gleaming in his eyes. "A mare to get pregnant," he had said a little earlier, and now, standing at the center of the Persian rug, he explained what he really meant.

"Do you know how you mount a mare in heat?" he asked, turning to Kito and Mana, but with his eyes fixed on Evelyn. "You don't lay her on her back like a bride on her wedding night. You take her from behind, up on all fours, head down, ass up. That's how stallions get mares pregnant, and that's how we're going to do it." He turned to Evelyn, a smile running over her body like a blade. "You're our mare, puta. And tonight we're going to mount you like one, one after the other, until it takes."

Evelyn looked at him, her dark eyes lit with a desire she no longer bothered to hide. She did not hesitate. She moved to the center of the rug and got down on all fours, her knees sinking into the red wool, her hands planted in front of her, her back arched in a gesture that was both submission and challenge at once. Her body was an offering: her full chest hanging heavy, her dark nipples nearly brushing the rug, her thick black bush exposed to the candlelight. The four-inch heels were still on her feet, the torn fishnet stockings tracing the lines of her legs.

"Like this?" she asked, her voice low, rotating her hips just slightly, an invitation that was also a taunt.

"Like that, puta," Diego confirmed. Then he turned to the other two. "Me first. Mana right after. You, Kito, you're last: you're our purebred stallion, the one with the most to give. I want you to get to her fresh, not spent."

Kito nodded, a smile showing his white teeth against his dark skin. "Fine by me, Diego. But don't wear her out too much before it's my turn. I want her to still feel something, when I get there."

Mana dropped onto the sofa, hands behind his head, ready to enjoy the show. "Don't worry, brother. There's enough for everyone."

Diego positioned himself behind Evelyn, his hands gripping her hips, his member already hard and pressed against her thick bush, brushing against her, teasing her, not yet entering.

"Ready to get covered, puta?" he asked, with a filthy grin.

"Always ready," she answered, pushing her hips back, seeking the contact with an urgency she made no effort to hide.

He entered her with a slow, decisive thrust. Evelyn moaned, her body arching, her fingers gripping the wool of the rug. Diego began to move, a heavy, almost animal rhythm, his hands leaving red marks on her hips with every thrust.

Jack, at that moment, was at home. He sat on the living room sofa, phone in hand, the screen shaking with his nervousness. The three cameras were streaming live, but on the small phone display, the three feeds, shrunk down to tiny boxes, made everything a blur. He got up, his heart pounding wildly, and with a few taps connected the stream to the fifty-inch smart TV he had bought for watching football games. The screen lit up, and the three feeds appeared large, sharp, full of details he would have rather not seen.

The first feed was frontal: Evelyn's face, eyes closed, mouth open, every contraction visible, her eyebrows lifting, sweat beading on her forehead. The second was from behind: Diego's body pressed against her, his hands gripping her hips, his sex sliding in and out with a steady rhythm, a thin white trail already beginning to run down her thigh. The third was from the side, and showed Evelyn's chest swaying with every thrust, her nipples nearly grazing the rug.

Jack watched, his eyes burning. He did not have the courage to turn up the volume. He watched in silence, no sound at all, the way one watches an accident he cannot bring himself to look away from.

"Feel how you're mine," Diego panted, his rhythm growing faster, more brutal. "Feel how I fill you, puta."

"Yes," Evelyn moaned, her voice broken. "Yes, Diego. Harder. Don't stop."

The rug absorbed their ragged breathing, the scent of sex thickening in the air, dense, animal. Diego sped up further, his hands digging into the flesh of her hips, until a hoarse cry tore from his throat and his seed exploded inside her, hot, in waves. He pulled out with a wet sound, panting, and gave her a slap on the backside.

"Good girl, puta," he said, still short of breath. "Now it's Mana's turn."

The Polynesian got up with a lazy grin and took his place, unhurried, as though he had the whole night ahead of him. He entered her with a single, deep thrust, different from Diego's: steadier, almost measured, as though following some rhythm of his own. His hands, instead of her hips, took hold of her chest, squeezing it, pulling at her nipples between his fingers as he pushed.

"You like that, don't you," he murmured, his voice low in her ear, his chest pressed against her back. "You like being passed from one to the other, like a toy nobody wants to give back."

Evelyn did not answer with words. She answered with a long moan, her body pushing back against him, seeking more depth, more friction. Diego's seed, still inside her, mixed with every thrust with her own arousal, a double warmth that made her tremble.

Jack, from the screen, watched all of this with the same mute nausea as before, made worse now by the fact that, beyond the body, he could also see his wife's face, caught in a pleasure she could no longer disguise as an act.

Mana lasted longer than Diego, but in the end he too went rigid, a low grunt dying in his throat as he came, his body shaken by one last, long spasm. He pulled out, ran a hand through his hair, and went back to the sofa without a word, as though he had just finished a game of billiards.

Jack stood frozen in front of the TV, the phone now forgotten on the arm of the sofa, unable to react to what he had just seen. It was not only the bodies shocking him anymore. It was Evelyn's words. He had heard her, through the muted screen, reading her lips more than hearing her, begging Diego to go harder, telling Mana not to stop, and every time one of them thrust into her, her hips did not stay passive: they pulled back, met him halfway, chased the impact with an urgency nobody was forcing on her. She was not being dragged along. She was participating. Jack realized, with a cold bitterness settling in his stomach like lead, that his wife was not simply enduring those men: she was using them just as much as they were using her, pushing against each one to claim every inch offered to her. He had always believed he knew her pleasure, her moans, the way she arched when she was about to come. Seeing her like this in front of him, so hungry, so alive in a way she had never been with him, took his breath away more than any explicit image he had managed to watch up to that point. He stood there, his throat dry, while in the living room, miles away, the silent giant approached last.

Kito remained.

The silent giant came forward last. His imposing body was silhouetted against the chandelier's light, his muscles gleaming with sweat, his skin black as ebony seeming to swallow every reflection. He stood nearly six and a half feet tall, broad-shouldered, his sculpted chest rising with every breath. His member, when it came free of his pants, was clearly bigger than the other two men's, thick and heavy, pulsing with an urgency that seemed to know no limits.

He positioned himself behind Evelyn, his large, dark hands wrapping around her hips. The heat of his skin was almost scalding, and she felt a shiver run through her at the mere contact.

"Last," he murmured, his voice deep as a hum. "But certainly not least."

Evelyn turned her head just slightly to look at him, and something inside her broke completely. He was so imposing, so male, that the hunger she felt no longer had anything calculated left in it.

"Kito," she said, her voice hoarse, almost a growl. "Don't be gentle with me. Treat me like the whore I am tonight. Wreck me. I want to feel you all the way to my throat."

Kito looked at her, his eyes lighting up with surprise and desire at once. "You sure, Evelyn?"

"Very sure," she answered. "I want your seed, Kito. I want a baby big and dark like you. I want Jack to feel ashamed every time he looks at him, to know he'll never really be his, no matter how he raises him. Fill me, Kito. Flood me. You're driving me crazy."

Kito waited for nothing more. With a single, powerful motion, he entered her, and she felt her own body stretch to take him, a sharp pain fusing into a pleasure almost unbearable. She screamed, but it was not pain coming from her throat: it was surrender, pure and total. And instead of tensing up, instead of seeking a break, she pushed her hips back against him, meeting every thrust, as though she could never be filled quickly enough.

"Yes," she cried out. "Yes, Kito. Like that. Don't stop, never stop."

Kito began to move with a power that shook her whole body, every thrust tearing a moan from her louder than the last. Her chest, heavy and full, swung violently with every push, a pendulum motion that never seemed to stop: up and down, forward and back, her dark nipples tracing small arcs through the air before brushing back against the rug, damp now with sweat. Every time Kito thrust into her, her breasts jolted with a split-second delay, as though their very weight were narrating the force of the blow just received, and that hypnotic, almost liquid swaying was visible in close-up on the third camera feed, the one Jack could not stop watching.

Sweat ran down her forehead, mixing with the tears streaking her face, tears she could no longer tell apart, whether of pain, of pleasure, or of something else with no name.

"Harder," she begged, her voice breaking with every word. "Please. I want to remember this forever. I want your mark to stay inside me."

"Come inside me," she went on, nearly delirious. "Fill me, Kito. I want to feel it dripping out of me for days. I want Jack to know, to see it, so that every time he looks at that baby he remembers this night, remembers what he lost with four aces in his hand. I want a baby of yours. A memory he can never erase."

Kito felt his own body tensing, pleasure rising like a tide that could no longer be held back.

"Evelyn," he panted. "I'm about to come. I'm coming inside you."

A low roar died in his throat as his seed exploded inside her, a hot, thick river that filled her until it began dripping, at once, down her thighs, past the fishnet stockings, all the way down to her heels, staining her ankles and her heels. Evelyn came again, her body arching backward against him, a cry breaking in her throat.

Kito stayed inside her one moment longer, his chest heaving, then withdrew slowly. Evelyn stayed on all fours, her arms trembling, barely able to hold herself up, the three men's seed still dripping from her, mixed together, forming a small dark pool on the red rug.

"Thank you, Kito," she whispered, her voice nearly gone.

He leaned down and brushed the back of her neck with his lips. "The pleasure was mine, Evelyn."

She turned her head just enough to meet his eyes. "And it won't be the last time," she said, with a tired smile that had something fierce in it, as though defeat and victory, within her, had by now become the very same thing.

Jack, through the screen, saw it all: his wife's trembling body, the seed dripping from her thighs onto the rug, Kito's satisfied face, the fishnet stockings soaked through by now. He felt his chest tighten, like a hand squeezing his heart. But he could not, even this time, tear his eyes away from the screen.

He brought a hand to his pants pocket, searching for a handkerchief to wipe his forehead, damp with sweat he did not remember having broken out in such intensity. He found it, and found it strangely wet, soaked, heavy between his fingers in a way that made no sense for a simple pocket handkerchief. He brought it close to his face, and the smell hit him before he could even understand what it meant, a smell he knew all too well by now: the one from the glass jar, the one he still had in his throat from that morning, the one he had tasted on his wife's lips the first night.

He stared at it, between his fingers, disbelieving. And he began to cry like a child, in silence, his shoulders shaking on their own.

He brought his other hand to the crotch of his pants, near the pocket he had pulled the handkerchief from, almost to check, to give himself some explanation that made even a little sense. And there he found himself even more soaked, the fabric stuck to his skin, cold by now, the proof of something his body had done without him, more than once, while his mind stayed glued to the screen, watching his wife's humiliation.

He had not touched himself. He did not remember touching himself, not once, not consciously, and yet the handkerchief was drenched, too drenched to be the mark of just one time. He could not even tell how many times it had really been, how many times his body had given in without asking his mind's permission, while he stood there, motionless, his eyes glued to the screen, his heart breaking. His body followed Evelyn's emotions, came along with her, every time she came, in a circuit that no longer passed through his will at all. His mind did not. His mind kept telling him it was a horror, that it was the end of everything. Or maybe, he thought, with a shiver that turned the tears cold on his face, he was not so sure of that anymore, not even he himself.
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A Streetwalking Puta 

Evelyn sank down onto the Persian rug, her exhausted body finally giving in to the fatigue. The large red and gold rug was stained with sweat and white fluid, the silent testimony of the night just past. Her raven hair lay scattered around her face, stuck to her forehead and cheeks with sweat, and her breathing was still ragged, her chest rising and falling in an uneven rhythm.

The cameras, carefully positioned by Diego, framed every detail. One of them, the rear one, showed Evelyn's thick black bush, the raven curls sticking together, soaked with the thick liquid still slowly seeping out. It was a raw, intimate, almost hypnotic image: the white of the seed against the black of the hair, a pattern as repellent as it was capable of catching the eye and refusing to let go.

Jack, at home, stared at that shot. The fifty-inch TV screen showed in detail every drop dripping from his wife, every movement of her exhausted body. He was hypnotized, unable to look away, even as every second tore at his heart. The white of the seed, the black of the hair, the red of the rug. A picture of degradation and pleasure that consumed him.

Evelyn lay motionless, her body trembling slightly with exhaustion. Her eyes were closed, her hands limp on the rug. She looked almost as though she had fainted, her face pale, her lips still damp. Jack, seeing her like that, felt a wave of worry mixing with jealousy and pain. Fearing she might be unwell amid the general indifference, he reached for the remote and turned up the volume.

The sound filled the room. The men's voices, the click of billiard balls from the next room, and then Diego's voice, clear and mocking.

"What a magnificent mare," Diego was saying, his voice echoing through the room. "She could keep up with a whole herd of stallions and let her womb be filled to bursting, still coming the whole time. Not many females go into heat like this. Women like this are dangerous as wives, exceptional as putas."

Diego's words fell like a stone. Jack felt the blood rise to his face, anger mixing with humiliation. But he kept watching, kept listening.

Kito, the silent giant, turned toward Diego, his dark eyes lit with a new idea. "What if we had a little more fun with her tomorrow? You just gave me an idea."

"What idea?" Diego asked, raising his glass of bourbon.

"What if we really used her the way you say, like a puta," Kito said, in his deep voice. "Took her out on the street, just for a laugh, to make a little extra money. She's ours for a whole week anyway. We can do whatever we want with her."

Diego burst out laughing, a booming laugh that echoed through the room. "¡Qué buena idea, güey! The puta out on the street, earning for us. I like it." He turned toward Evelyn, who was still stretched out on the rug. "You hear that, puta? What do you think? ¿Te gusta?"

Evelyn slowly lifted her head, her dark eyes opening and meeting Diego's. She did not seem thrilled by the idea. Her voice, when she spoke, was low and hoarse. "You won me at poker," she said, spacing out every word. "Cheating, by the way. But that's fine. That was the game, I agreed to it. But a streetwalking puta... I don't know about that."

Diego gave her a hard look, his smile turning sharper. "You don't get to decide anything, Evelyn," he said, in a tone somewhere between a threat and a taunt. "You're our trophy. We'll think about it tomorrow." Then he clapped his hands twice, a sharp sound echoing through the room, and the butler appeared. "Jean-Pierre, put her to bed. She can't even stand. We're getting back to billiards."

Jean-Pierre approached with his usual elegance, his face proud and impassive. He bent over Evelyn and lifted her with a gentleness that contrasted with the brutality of the evening. His arms were strong and steady, and Evelyn let herself sink into his warmth.

Diego, Kito, and Mana walked off toward the billiard room, their laughter fading. Evelyn and Jean-Pierre were alone.

The moment they were out of the others' sight, Evelyn put her hands around Jean-Pierre's neck, her fingers lacing together behind his nape. She pulled him toward her, their faces coming close, and kissed him tenderly on the lips. A sweet, slow kiss, more a plea for refuge than for desire.

"You're a real gentleman," Evelyn whispered, when their lips parted. Her eyes were glassy, tired, but full of a gratitude that went beyond words.

Jean-Pierre looked at her, his dark eyes veiled with a quiet respect, in which desire could be sensed without ever imposing itself. "Madame, I am only here to serve you."

"Take me to bed," Evelyn said, her voice still hoarse. "After all that sex, I find myself wanting to make love."

Jean-Pierre nodded. "Yes, Madame. Your every wish is an order to me."

He carried her up the stairs, his steps light on the marble floor. His arms were strong, and Evelyn felt safe, protected, for the first time since the night began.

They walked into the bedroom, the large king-size bed with its cream-colored silk sheets. Jean-Pierre laid her down gently on the bed, his movements slow and measured. Evelyn stretched out, her body exhausted, her eyes closing for a moment. Then she opened them again and looked at Jean-Pierre.

Jean-Pierre undressed slowly, unhurried, every gesture almost ceremonial. He removed his butler's jacket, the vest, the white silk shirt, revealing an athletic, sculpted body, his skin black as ebony gleaming in the candlelight. His muscles were defined but not excessive, and his desire, already evident, waited without hurry.

He came closer to the bed, his eyes fixed on Evelyn. He leaned over her, his lips brushing hers, a slow, deep kiss in which tenderness came before passion, not the other way around. His hands slid along her body, caressing her still-firm chest, her belly, her hips.

"You are so beautiful, Madame," Jean-Pierre whispered, his voice velvety. "So perfect."

Evelyn closed her eyes, her body surrendering to his touch. Jean-Pierre kissed her again, then moved down along her neck, her shoulders, her chest. His mouth closed around her nipple, sucking it with a gentleness that made her moan.

"Jean-Pierre," Evelyn murmured. "Don't stop."

Jean-Pierre obeyed. His lips slid down along her belly, all the way to her thick black bush. He kissed her there, his tongue slipping through the hair, caressing her clit with a slowness that was almost a sweet torment. Evelyn moaned, her hands tightening in his hair.

Then Jean-Pierre rose back up over her, his body settling onto hers. He looked into her eyes, waiting, and Evelyn nodded, a slow, sure gesture.

He entered her with a slowness both sweet and full. His body made its way inside her, already swollen and sensitive, and Evelyn felt warmth spreading with every inch gained. The rhythm was slow, almost hypnotic, every thrust more like a caress than a claiming.

Evelyn closed her eyes, moved with him, her chest swaying gently to the rhythm of their bodies. The pleasure was different from that of the night before: sweeter, more intimate, more real.

"That's it," she murmured, her voice hoarse. "That's it, Jean-Pierre."

He kept moving, slow and deep, his hands tracing the lines of her body, his kisses landing on her face, on her lips.

Evelyn felt the pleasure building, but it was a calm pleasure, almost silent, in which desire mixed with something that dangerously resembled affection.

Her hands slid down along Jean-Pierre's back, all the way to his backside. She caressed him, feeling the strength of his muscles, the tension in his body. Then, when she felt him nearing his peak, her fingers slipped into the crease between his buttocks, pressing gently against his prostate.

Jean-Pierre let out a moan, his body going rigid. The rhythm grew faster, more intense, as the pleasure swept over him. Evelyn kept pressing, following the rhythm of his thrusts with her fingers.

"Merci, Madame," Jean-Pierre murmured, his voice hoarse. "Merci..."

A muffled cry escaped his throat, as his seed exploded inside her, hot and thick, joining that of the other men already filling her. Evelyn felt the warmth spread, the pleasure building and sweeping over her in turn.

Jean-Pierre withdrew slowly, pulling out of her gently, almost reluctantly. He looked at her, his eyes full of gratitude and a desire that no longer needed proving.

"Merci, Madame," he repeated, with a smile. "We Frenchmen greatly appreciate this kind of prostate stimulation."

Evelyn smiled, tired and, somehow, happy. "You're an angel, Jean-Pierre. You're very sweet."

Jean-Pierre leaned down and kissed her on the forehead. "Rest now, Madame. The night has passed. Tomorrow will be another day."

Evelyn closed her eyes, her body relaxing, sleep taking hold of her. Jean-Pierre lay down beside her, his warm body wrapping around her, his arms holding her close.

Jack, at home, had turned off the TV. The cameras framed an empty room, the stained rug, the empty sofas, the billiard table in the next room. But he could not watch anymore. He had gotten up, turned off the screen, and now stood in front of the window, his heart still pounding wildly.

He could hear, in the background, the voices of the three friends busy with their billiard game in the next room. Their laughter, their remarks, the click of the balls colliding. But Evelyn, for the moment, seemed safe.

Jack closed his eyes. The night had passed, but the week had only just begun. And now, after Kito's words, he knew the next day would be even worse.
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Diego's Wife 

Morning light filtered through the silk curtains of the bedroom, casting soft shadows over the rumpled sheets. Evelyn was still deep in sleep, her body worn out from the night of excess, when she was woken by strange noises coming from the floor below.

At first they were hushed voices, then a tone growing louder and louder, and finally shouting. A woman's voice, sharp and cutting, mixing with Diego's, lower, conciliatory. Evelyn pushed herself up to sit, her heart starting to pound wildly. What was happening?

She got up slowly, her body aching, her muscles protesting from the night's exertions. She still wore the previous evening's lingerie, half torn and stained with whitish marks now dried. The black lace bra hung loose, her chest bare, her dark areolas in plain view, the cup barely holding what little weight remained in it. The fishnet stockings were torn, the garters hanging loose, and the thong was reduced to a soaked thread of lace glued to her pubic hair. Her raven hair was tousled, stuck to her face, and her body gave off an intense smell of sex, sweat, and dried seed.

She moved toward the door, pressing her ear against the wood to hear better. The voices were clearer now.

"This house is mine, same as everything else, Diego!" the woman's voice shouted. "You'd better tell me what you get up to when you come here. Two nights now you've slept somewhere else. If you want a divorce and want to go back to the slums where I found you, along with these two good-for-nothings, all you have to do is say so."

Evelyn recognized Diego's voice, lower, almost pleading. "No, mi amor. We got carried away with the poker, nothing bad, I swear it. Just a game between friends, nothing more."

"You always swear, and then I find out what you're really up to!" the woman shot back. "There are strange smells in this house. I smell street woman all over the place. Where are you hiding her?"

"Honey, you're wrong," Diego said, in a tone trying to sound reassuring. "No puta here, I swear it. It's just us, Kito and Mana, and the butler. Not another living soul."

"Upstairs?" the woman asked, her voice growing more menacing.

"No, honey," Diego insisted. "It's just me, Kito, and Mana. No one else, I swear on my mother."

"I'm checking the house now," the woman declared, in a tone that allowed no argument. "If I find one of your whores, I swear I'll drag her down to the cellar and strap her to every single piece of equipment down there. Then I'll load her in the car and drive her back to the street to work. I'll take her to the truckers. Those men don't ask too many questions."

Evelyn felt the blood freeze in her veins. Who was this woman? Diego's wife, evidently. A woman who seemed both terrifying and determined.

"No, honey, calm down," Diego begged. "There's no need to search. There's no one here."

But Diego's wife had already started up the stairs, her heavy footsteps echoing on the marble floor. Evelyn looked around, panic rising in her. Where could she hide? Under the bed? In the closet? But it was already too late.

The door flew open with force, and Evelyn found herself face to face with an enormous woman. She stood nearly six feet three, with broad shoulders and hands as large as a man's. Her hair was blonde, pulled back into a tight ponytail, and her face was heavily made up, a bright red lipstick that looked like a slash across her skin. She wore a tight dress that struggled to contain her ample curves, and on her feet she wore low-heeled leather boots that made her look even more imposing.

"Well, well," the woman said, her eyes narrowing to two slits as she looked at Evelyn. "The usual little street whore. Well, I'll take care of this now."

Evelyn stepped back, her hands rising instinctively to cover her bare chest, but it was already too late. The woman had already seen everything: the seed stains in her hair, the torn lingerie, the pubic hair glued together with dried fluid.

"I'm not a whore," Evelyn stammered, her voice trembling. "I'm a married woman. Respectable. I'm here with my husband, he brought me here..."

"Respectable?" The woman burst out laughing, a booming laugh that echoed through the room. "Have you seen yourself? You've got white stains even in your hair, and you smell worse than a bitch in heat after a night at the stray dog park. Respectable, you say?" She moved closer to Evelyn, sniffing her with an expression of disgust. "You reek of sex, whore. You reek of three different men. Maybe more. Who did this to you? Diego?"

"No," Evelyn answered, her voice trembling. "It wasn't him."

"Who then?" the woman asked, in a tone somewhere between curiosity and threat. "That big dick Kito? I know what he's got down there, you think I'm stupid? You think I don't look too?" Her hands settled on her hips, and her eyes grew sharper. "Talk, whore, or I'll take you back out to the street right now."

Evelyn felt the panic rising. She needed to find a plausible story, something to save her from this furious woman. "Yes, Kito," she said, her voice hoarse. "It was him. But I love him. It's not what you think."

The woman looked at her, then burst out laughing again. "Don't make me laugh! I know exactly what you love about him, whore. You love that enormous thing he's got between his legs, and nothing else." She moved closer to Evelyn, her bulk towering over her. "Now come down to the cellar and show me how much you love him. I'll strap you to every piece of equipment down there until you tell me the truth."

She gestured for her to go down the stairs, and Evelyn obeyed. She had no choice. The woman was too big, too strong, and her fury too intense to be challenged. But as she went down the stairs, Evelyn felt a strange arousal mixing with her fear. The cellar. The equipment room. This woman was taking her there, to that place that had both fascinated and frightened her the evening before.

The woman pushed her down the stairs, her large hands shoving her with a force that left no room for resistance. Evelyn stumbled, but managed to keep her balance. The cellar was dark, lit only by a single bulb casting a yellowish glow over the stone walls. The wine barrels were still there, and at the center, the leather and steel equipment Evelyn had seen the evening before.

"Strip," the woman ordered, her voice firm.

Evelyn hesitated, but the woman shoved her again. With trembling hands, she took off the torn bra, the thong, the fishnet stockings. She stood there naked, her body stained with seed, her thick black bush, her large, full chest hanging heavy.

The woman looked at her, her eyes growing darker. "You're a beauty," she murmured, in a tone both admiring and threatening. "I understand why they've kept you around. It would be a shame to throw you out on the street. But first I want to know everything. Who are you? How did you end up here? And why has Diego been hiding you?"

Evelyn took a deep breath. She needed to invent a story, a story that would save her. "I'm Jack's wife," she said, her voice trying to stay firm. "Jack, Diego's friend. The man he was playing poker with. They won me in a game. It was a bet. If he lost, I would belong to them for a week. He lost."

The woman looked at her, her eyes growing more attentive. "A bet? They won you at poker?" She burst out laughing, a laugh more disbelieving than amused. "What kind of men are these? Gambling their wives at poker? And you agreed to it?"

"I had no choice," Evelyn said, her voice trembling. "Jack had lost everything. Either he accepted the bet, or he lost everything he had. I agreed for his sake. Because I love him."

The woman looked at her for a long while, her eyes trying to see straight into her soul. Then she burst out laughing again, a booming laugh that echoed through the cellar. "What a pathetic story," she said, shaking her head. "And you're naive enough to believe he loves you? He gambled you, sold you off like an animal. And now here you are, naked, full of seed, telling me you love him." She moved closer to Evelyn, her hands settling on her shoulders. "Listen to me, whore. I'm not like them. I don't want you for sex. I want you to punish Diego. To make him understand you don't gamble behind my back."

Evelyn looked at her, confused. "What do you mean?"

The woman smiled, a smile as cruel as it was wicked. "I want you to tell me everything. How they took you, how they used you, what they did to you. And I want you to do it while you're strapped to that equipment." She gestured toward the leather and steel apparatus. "That way Diego will learn a lesson. And you, whore, will learn what it means to gamble with the wrong men."

Evelyn felt a knot rise in her throat. "I can't," she whispered. "I can't do that."

"You can and you will," the woman said, her voice firm. "Or I take you out to the street and leave you with the truckers. Your choice."

Evelyn closed her eyes. She knew she had no choice. But as she approached the equipment, she felt a strange arousal mixing with her fear. The cellar, the instruments, this woman dominating her. It was dangerous, forbidden, and it aroused her in a way she could not explain.

"All right," she said, her voice hoarse. "I'll tell you everything. But promise me you won't take me out to the street."

The woman nodded, a smile both satisfied and menacing. "Promised. But only if you tell me the whole truth."

In a corner of the cellar, half-hidden in the shadow of a barrel, stood an examination table, the black leather worn at the corners, the leg supports jutting out at the foot like two steel arms waiting. The woman led Evelyn to it with a firm hand on her back.

"Get up," she ordered, pointing at the table. "Lie down and put your legs up."

Evelyn obeyed, her body trembling, and stretched out on the cold leather surface. She lifted her legs, resting her heels on the supports, and the woman, unhurried, strapped her ankles down with two leather straps, tightening them just past what was necessary, leaving her completely exposed, her knees spread apart.

Then the woman turned toward a nearby shelf, where gloves of every kind sat lined up, sorted by size. She chose a pair, long, black, thin latex, and began pulling them on with calculated slowness, rolling them up her forearms past the elbow, until they nearly reached her armpits. The latex creaked with every movement of her fingers, a sharp sound filling the silence of the cellar.

She approached the table, her now-gloved hands gleaming in the dim light of the bulb, and leaned over Evelyn with a smile that promised nothing good.

"Now let's see how much they've filled you up," she said.
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The Mistress's Revelation 

The first finger slid in smoothly, without any resistance. Evelyn barely felt it: her body was still so stretched, so sensitive after the night just past, that the penetration felt almost like relief, a way of filling an emptiness her own body seemed to be demanding. The woman, Diego's wife, slid in a second finger. Evelyn shivered, not from pain, but from the strangeness of the situation. Being penetrated by a woman was different, more intimate, more confusing than anything she had felt with the three men. Her body responded almost on its own, but her mind lagged behind, in turmoil, unable to keep pace.

"You're Diego's real wife, aren't you?" Evelyn asked, her voice barely a thread, as the second finger moved inside her with a slowness somewhere between exploration and possession. "What's your name?"

A third finger entered without warning, with force. Evelyn flinched, but did not resist. The woman leaned over her, her made-up face just inches from hers, the smell of her red lipstick almost suffocating from so close.

"Just call me Mistress," she said, in a firm, authoritative voice. "I'll be your owner for as long as you're here." Her fingers moved inside Evelyn, exploring every angle, every fold, with a knowledge that felt almost clinical, as though she were conducting an examination rather than an act of pleasure.

"Mistress," Evelyn repeated, her voice a whisper. "Owner." Those words drove themselves into her mind like a nail into flesh, a brand she already felt destined to carry. She felt submissive, vulnerable, but also, in some way she could not explain, protected.

"Yes, I am Diego's real wife," the woman said, as her fingers kept moving inside Evelyn with a slow, measured rhythm. "The one who puts up with it all. The one who's clothed and fed him all these years. The one he regularly betrays with his little games and his perversions." Her voice was bitter, but also resigned, like someone who has long since stopped expecting anything different. "But I'm no fool. I know everything he does. And I know how to punish him."

The fingers withdrew slowly, and Evelyn felt an emptiness that was almost painful, a sudden absence after so much fullness. The woman rose, slid the three fingers out, and showed the glove to Evelyn. The latex, once black, was now streaked with white, coated in a thick cream, far thicker than Evelyn ever would have imagined the seed accumulated inside her overnight could become.

"Look, bitch," the Mistress said, with a satisfied smile. "Take a good look at what they've turned you into."

Evelyn looked up and saw the three fingers coated in that thick, whitish liquid. It was the seed of all three of them, mixed now with her own secretions, into a thick, opaque cream that seemed impossible to have come from her own body.

The woman picked up an elegant, wide, empty crystal jar, which she had brought with her from the next room. She set it down on the stone floor, and with a slow motion, ran her fingers along the rim. The cream dripped down toward the bottom, a thick trail that seemed never to end, stretching into thin threads before breaking off and falling.

Evelyn watched, hypnotized, as the three men's seed, mixed with her own pleasure, slowly filled the crystal jar. It was humiliating, and yet it aroused her in a way she could not explain even to herself.

Then the Mistress leaned over her again. Without warning, she slid four long fingers into Evelyn's now wide-open opening, bending her palm slightly to let the thumb in too, and kept pushing.

Evelyn felt that force violating her and bit her lower lip to keep from crying out. The pain was intense but brief, transforming almost at once into a wave of hot pleasure sweeping over her. She tried to relax, to let her own body take in that hand making its way inside her, inch by inch.

The hand slid in entirely, up to the wrist. Evelyn let out a long moan, the pain now dissolved into a new sensation, one of absolute fullness, almost impossible to contain. She could feel every one of the Mistress's fingers inside her, every small movement, as though her whole body had shrunk down to that single point of contact.

"That's it," the Mistress murmured, her voice low and satisfied. "Feel how full you are. Feel how your body takes in my hand."

Evelyn nodded, wordless, her body trembling, her hands gripping the edges of the barrel she was leaning against. She could feel the Mistress's fingers moving inside her with a slow, deep rhythm, an exploration that seemed in no hurry to end.

Then the Mistress rotated her fingers inside her, a motion that made Evelyn moan loudly, her back arching against the cold stone. With a slow motion, she began to pull her hand out, but met resistance: Evelyn's vaginal lips had closed around the Mistress's wrist, as though trying to hold her hand there forever.

"Let go of me," the woman ordered, her voice firm. "Let go of me, bitch."

Evelyn tried to relax, but her body refused to obey. The Mistress pulled harder, and finally managed to free herself from that strange grip locked around her wrist. When the hand came out entirely, the sound was like a champagne cork popping at midnight, a wet, dull sound that echoed off the stone walls of the cellar.

The Mistress raised her hand again, showing Evelyn just how completely white it had become. The thick cream coated it up to the wrist, dripping slowly down the gloved fingers, and the woman ran it once more along the rim of the jar, filling it bit by bit, with the same methodical calm you would use pouring a fine liquor.

This went on for several minutes. The Mistress's hand slid in and out of Evelyn, gathering the seed accumulated inside her, and Evelyn, little by little, grew more and more open, more and more accustomed to taking in that strange intrusion. Her body adapted to the rhythm, to the fingers moving inside her, to the pleasure that built and faded in waves, in a cycle that seemed to have no end.

The jar was nearly full when the Mistress stopped the operation. She rose, smiling with satisfaction, and looked at the contents gleaming in the dim light of the bulb, thick, opaque, almost solid.

"Mistress," Evelyn asked, in a devoted, almost submissive voice, "what will you do with that jar?"

The Mistress looked at her, her eyes gleaming with a light somewhere between malice and cruelty. "This is for your husband," she said, her voice firm. "The one who put you up as a prize in a hand he knew he'd lose."

Evelyn looked at her, confused. "What do you mean, he knew he'd lose?" she asked, her voice uncertain. "Why do you say that? He had four aces in his hand!"

The Mistress came closer to her, the jar in hand. "And then?" she asked, with a mocking smile. "What did he do with his four aces?"

Evelyn hesitated. "He came to me," she said, her voice low. "Gently. Asked me a favor, so he could raise the bet."

"He left the table unsupervised with those three perverts?" the Mistress asked, her voice growing sharper. "And thought they wouldn't cheat, while he was upstairs convincing you?"

"He trusted them, I suppose," Evelyn murmured.

"He trusted them," the Mistress repeated, in a tone somewhere between irony and contempt. "What we think we want isn't always what we truly desire, Evelyn." She leaned over her, her face inches from hers. "He was hoping the cards would change. Hoping, somewhere deep down, to lose you. I know that kind of man well by now. I've seen plenty of them pass through this cellar."

Evelyn looked at her, lost. "He hoped to lose me?" she repeated, her voice trembling. "But that's impossible. He loves me. He told me he loves me."

"Love," the Mistress said, with a bitter smile, "is a word men like him use to justify their own perversions." She stepped away, setting the jar down on a barrel. "Diego brings me wives like you fairly often. Desperate wives, wives betrayed by gambling, wives who've lost everything to a husband's pride. And once the ice is broken, they start living off the adrenaline of humiliation. And after that, nothing can ever put them back together."

Evelyn looked at her, her eyes filling with tears. "What adrenaline?" she asked, her voice hoarse. "What humiliation?"

"The kind that comes from watching your own wife with other men," the Mistress said, her voice low and velvety. "Maybe even impregnated by them. It's their greatest desire, the one they don't dare admit even to themselves. Once they start, they can't stop. It's like a drug. The more you humiliate them, the more excited they get. And in the end, nothing is left of the love at all. Only the addiction."

Evelyn closed her eyes. The Mistress's words bounced around in her head like numbers spinning wildly in a bingo cage. *Impregnated by others. The adrenaline of humiliation. They can't stop themselves.* It was as though a veil had suddenly been torn away, revealing a truth she had always suspected, deep down, but never had the courage to face head on.

The Mistress turned and walked toward a dark wooden cabinet, hidden in the darkest corner of the cellar. She opened it, and Evelyn saw, inside, enormous gleaming metal phalluses, with leather straps at the base. They came in different sizes, some smooth, others with ridges, still others fitted with rings and hooks. One of them was so large it seemed impossible it could fit inside a human body, human or otherwise.

"See these?" the Mistress asked, picking one up, weighing it in her hand with a familiarity that betrayed years of practice. "These are my favorite toys. When Diego cheats on me, when he lies to me, when he thinks he's smarter than I am, I punish him." She smiled, a smile both cruel and pleased at once. "I make him wear these. And he wears them. And he thanks me for it, in the end."

Evelyn looked at the gleaming metal phallus, and felt a shiver run down her spine. "And why are you showing me these?" she asked, her voice trembling.

The Mistress came closer to her, the phallus still in hand. "Because you need to understand, Evelyn. Understand that you are not a victim. You are part of a bigger game than you realize. And if you want to survive it, you need to learn to play it too, instead of just enduring it."

Evelyn looked at her, her eyes opening to a new, sharp awareness. The Mistress was right, or at least, in that moment, she wanted to believe it. She was not a victim. She was a player, like everyone else, and if she wanted to make it alive to the end of the week, she needed to learn to use the cards she still had left.

"Thank you, Mistress," she murmured, in a devoted voice. "Thank you for opening my eyes."

The Mistress smiled, a smile both satisfied and almost maternal. "Now, Evelyn," she said, setting the phallus down on the table beside the full jar, "it's time to get you ready." She undid the straps holding Evelyn's ankles down, with gestures now gentle, almost caring, in sharp contrast with the brutality of just moments before. "Your masters will be back soon. And you and I, dear, need to be ready to receive them."
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The Sphere and the Revelation 

Evelyn stayed motionless for a long moment, her body still shaken by the Mistress's revelations. The words kept spinning in her head, but she no longer needed to repeat them: she already knew what they meant, and she knew she would never forget them.

The Mistress watched her, her eyes reading every expression on her face. Then she came closer, the crystal jar still in hand, and bent down until she was at eye level with her.

"That's just how Diego is," the woman said, in a tone more resigned than bitter. "I know him well by now, after all these years. He's a pig. I'm not angry at you." Her voice softened, turning almost maternal. "You're not the cause of his affairs. You're just another pawn in his game."

Evelyn nodded, her eyes glassy, unable to find any other words.

The woman turned toward the dark wooden cabinet and took out one of the objects Evelyn had already glimpsed earlier. It was one of the largest metal phalluses, gleaming like silver, catching the light of the bulb with every movement. It was as long as a forearm, thick as a wrist, but at its tip it ended in a sphere the size of a tennis ball, smooth and perfectly polished.

Evelyn watched it with a mix of curiosity and apprehension, but also with a strange arousal building inside her despite herself. The Mistress's words had reassured her. But what did she intend to do with that object?

The Mistress picked up a bottle of lubricant, opened it, and poured a generous amount over the sphere and along the entire metal shaft. The liquid was clear, thick, and the woman massaged it in carefully, making sure every inch was coated, with the same attentiveness a craftsman uses preparing a tool before putting it to work. Then, with a slow motion, she strapped the object around her waist. The leather straps fit snugly against her hips, and the shaft jutted out in front of her like an unnatural appendage, threatening and fascinating at once.

Evelyn watched her, her heart beating faster and faster. Without a word, the Mistress freed her from the table, undoing the straps that held her ankles down.

"Dear," the woman said, in a firm voice, "get down on the floor. On all fours."

Evelyn hesitated. "But I don't understand," she murmured, her voice uncertain. "You said you weren't angry at me."

The Mistress looked at her, her eyes growing darker, more menacing. "Did I ask you to ask questions?"

Evelyn lowered her gaze. "No, Mistress."

"Exactly," the woman repeated, in a tone swinging between irony and open threat. "Quiet, whore. You slept with my Diego. I don't care whose fault it was." She came closer to Evelyn, her bulk looming over her. "Move."

Evelyn did not feel up to saying anything more. The Mistress's tone allowed no argument. Slowly, she slid off the table and got down on the floor into the requested position: on all fours, her body trembling, her full chest hanging heavy, her thick black bush exposed to the dim light. She could feel the cold of the stone against her knees, the roughness of the floor beneath her hands.

The Mistress positioned herself behind her. Evelyn felt the warmth of her body, the floral perfume mixing with the neutral smell of the lubricant. The woman leaned down, and with her hands spread her buttocks just slightly apart, exposing her intimacy entirely to the light of the bulb: her large lips still swollen and reddened from the night just past, parted in an obscene opening, glistening with her own wetness mixed with what the men had left behind, the dark ring of her anus pulsing faintly, sensitive to her every breath. The Mistress studied that sight for a long moment, almost in awe, before resting a hand on Evelyn's backside, stroking it with a slowness that was both caress and threat.

"Relax," she murmured. "It won't hurt. At least not for long."

Evelyn felt the sphere pressing against the opening of her rear entrance. It was cold, smooth, made even more slippery by the lubricant. The woman pressed, and Evelyn felt her flesh give way, the muscles opening, the sphincter stretching around the metal with an almost hypnotic slowness, as though her own body were deciding, inch by inch, just how far it could go.

"Breathe," the Mistress ordered. "Breathe deeply."

Evelyn obeyed. She took a deep breath, and as she exhaled, she felt the sphere beginning to work its way inside her. It was a strange sensation, a mix of pressure and fullness growing with every instant. The sphere was large, far larger than anything she had ever experienced, and for a moment Evelyn thought she would not be able to take it.

"Keep breathing," the Mistress said, her voice calm. "Let your body open up."

Evelyn closed her eyes, focusing on her breath. She could feel, almost see it in her mind, her own flesh stretching around the sphere, the dark rim of her own body widening to its limit, a perfect circle of taut, glistening skin around the metal. The pain grew, dull, but it mixed with a pleasure that made it almost impossible to tell apart, a wave sweeping over her from below upward.

Then, with a small give, the sphere overcame the final resistance and slid all the way in, disappearing inside her with a small, obscene suction sound. Evelyn let out a long moan, her body arching, her hands gripping the cold floor. The pain had lasted only an instant, and now gave way to a sensation of total fullness, as though every nerve in her body had concentrated into that single point.

The Mistress kept pushing, and the metal shaft slid inside her, long and hard, until its entire length was fully inside. Evelyn could feel every inch of the object: its cold hardness warming against her, its weight, its unmistakable, almost living presence.

"That's it," the Mistress murmured, with a satisfied smile. "Look at you, Evelyn. Look how you open up for me."

Evelyn could not see herself, but she imagined it: her own flesh stretched around the metal, her most private parts spread wide, exposed, offered without shame to the light of the cellar, her own body turned into an opening that took and could no longer refuse. The thought, instead of disgusting her, sent a shiver running down her spine.

Then the Mistress began to move. The rhythm was slow at first, every thrust sliding the shaft deep, every withdrawal pulling it nearly all the way out, leaving Evelyn's opening empty and throbbing for an instant, before closing back around the returning metal.

"Faster," Evelyn murmured, her voice hoarse. "Please, Mistress. Faster."

The woman obeyed. The rhythm grew faster, deeper, and Evelyn's body jolted with every thrust. Her full, heavy chest swung beneath her, her dark nipples brushing the cold stone floor with every push, her skin already gleaming with sweat reflecting the light of the bulb.

Every so often the Mistress pulled the shaft almost all the way out, leaving only the sphere inside, so Evelyn could feel clearly its round edge stretching the opening to its limit, before sliding it back in with a quick, deep thrust that tore a scream from her. Evelyn felt the sphere pull out, press against the most sensitive inner walls, and then the shaft plunge back in all at once, filling her again, completely, obscenely.

"That's it," Evelyn moaned, her voice breaking. "That's it, Mistress. Don't stop."

The woman kept going, the rhythm growing faster and faster, deeper and deeper. The metallic, wet sound of the shaft sliding in and out, the Mistress's ragged breathing, Evelyn's moans: it all melted into a single soundtrack filling every corner of the cellar.

Evelyn felt the pleasure building inside her, a wave rising higher and higher, different from all those she had felt that night: deeper, more total, as though every fiber of her body had by now concentrated into that point of contact between flesh and metal.

"I'm coming," she murmured. "Mistress, I'm coming..."

"Come, Evelyn," the woman ordered, her voice low and velvety. "Come for me."

Evelyn felt the pleasure explode, a violent orgasm that shook her whole body, her back arching, her hands gripping the floor with a force that hurt her fingers. She screamed, a cry she could no longer tell apart, whether of pain or of pure ecstasy, as waves of orgasm swept through her one after another.

The Mistress kept moving for a few more moments, then, with a slow motion, pulled out entirely. The shaft slid out of her with a wet sound, leaving her empty, shaken, her body trembling out of control.

Evelyn stayed on all fours, her breath ragged, sweat running down her forehead and dripping onto the stone floor. The Mistress leaned over her, her lips brushing the back of her neck.

"You did well, Evelyn," she whispered. "Very well."

Evelyn turned, meeting her eyes. "Thank you," she murmured, her voice hoarse.

The woman smiled, an expression somewhere between pride and maternal affection. "You don't need to thank me. You just need to remember what you learned today." She rose, unstrapping the shaft and setting it down on the cabinet, like a tool put away after use. "Now get up. Your masters will be back soon. And you need to be ready for them."

Evelyn rose slowly, her legs trembling, her body still shaken by the pleasure she had just felt. The Mistress handed her the crystal jar, now filled with seed to the brim.

"Take it," she said. "It's for your husband. When you get home, you'll give it to him. And he'll drink every bit of it. It's the least he can do."

Evelyn took the jar, her fingers tightening around the cold glass. She knew it was her punishment, her mark of submission. But somehow, now, she no longer cared. She had learned something that night, and that lesson made her, in her own way, stronger.

"Thank you, Mistress," she said, her voice firm this time. "Thank you for everything."

The Mistress nodded, one last smile, purely pleased this time. "Now go," she said. "And remember: you are not a victim. You are a player. And true players always win."

Evelyn turned and climbed the stairs, the jar held tight in her hands, her body still marked by pleasure, but her mind, strangely, clearer than ever. The week was not over yet, but she knew, by now, that nothing would ever be the same again.
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The Truck Stop 

Evelyn climbed the stairs alone, her steps uncertain on the cold marble, her body still shaken by the sensations of the cellar. The Mistress had stayed down there to put away her equipment, to clean every trace her slave of the moment had left on that metal dildo. The sound of running water and cloths being wiped down faded into the depths of the villa, as Evelyn climbed toward the light.

She felt strange. A light, constant breath of air tickled her inside, in her rear passage, with every step, as though a gap had been left open between her and the outside world. She reached back with one hand and felt the thong. That thread of lace followed the line of her buttocks, but right over her opening she realized at once that it covered nothing at all anymore. She traced her finger around it and found it still gaping, not fully closed, a small crater pulsing faintly with every beat of her heart.

She felt obscene. Exposed. A bitch in heat who had enjoyed an extreme situation instead of suffering through it, the way a good wife should. But as she climbed, her fingers kept lingering over that opening, feeling the air move in and out, a faint breath that made her whole body hum, a small secret she carried with her step after step.

She kept climbing, her legs trembling, her knees still aching from the position on the stone floor. The crystal jar was in her hand, filled with the seed the Mistress had gathered from her body, a souvenir for Jack, a punishment he would have to swallow.

On the ground floor, she stopped for a moment. Diego and the other two's voices came from the next room, clear and distinct. Evelyn leaned against the wall, her heart pounding wildly, and listened.

"My wife, damn it!" Diego was saying, his voice frustrated. "That wasn't part of the plan. It ends here, amigos. We can't keep going with the puta, not here at least."

Kito's deep voice answered, a hum vibrating in his chest. "We'd only just started, that wasn't part of the plan. So now what? Do we have to take her home?"

"My wife will take the money off me if we don't bring her back," Diego said, his tone more resigned than truly angry. "And besides, she's probably left her a wreck by now. If she used what I'm thinking..." he paused, and Evelyn pictured him making some suggestive gesture, "...she'll only feel pain back there for a while."

Mana, the Polynesian, cut in with his warm voice. "Fine, let's take her back. But nothing's stopping us from making a stop along the way. One little stop. Just one."

"What have you got in mind?" Diego asked, curious, a hint of suspicion in his voice. "Talk."

Mana paused, and Evelyn could hear the smile in his voice when he spoke. "A stop at the truckers' lot. Let her work a little for us. A few extra bills for the next card game."

A silence, then Diego burst out laughing. "¡Qué buena idea, amigo! The puta becomes a real streetwalker. And our week's still owed to us, we'll collect it later."

Right at that moment, Evelyn walked into the room. The three men turned toward her, their eyes lighting up when they saw her standing there. She still wore the lingerie, the bra pulled down, her chest on full display, the thong reduced to a thread. Her raven hair was tousled, her body marked with whitish patches now dried, and the crystal jar was clutched in her hand.

"So I'm going home?" Evelyn asked, her voice firm, trying to hide the tremor running through her. "And you won't get me pregnant anymore?"

Diego circled around her, surprised to see her standing after a session with his wife. His hands settled on her hips, and with a quick motion he slid two fingers into her rear entrance. The fingers went in without meeting any resistance, into total emptiness. She was still gaping wide open, and Diego let out a whistle of admiration.

"Puta, you're standing after that ball?" he said, a hint of amusement in his voice. "You're tough!" He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. "But don't worry, truckers are always loaded, and there's a lot of them. You'll get filled up, and nothing's going to waste."

He pulled back and looked at the jar Evelyn was holding. The thick white liquid inside was nearly opaque, and Diego lifted it, examining it with a satisfied smile.

"A nice little souvenir for your husband," he said, a mix of admiration and mockery in his voice. "My lady's always so thoughtful." He turned toward Kito and Mana, and all three burst out laughing, a booming laugh that echoed through the room.

Evelyn stood frozen, the jar in her hand, her body trembling. Diego's words echoed in her ears. *Truckers are always loaded. You'll get filled up.* She did not picture them at all as gym-toned men smelling of cologne. She had a very different idea of the kind of bodies that would be mounting her.

Big, sweaty men, with callused hands and heavy breathing. Men who did not ask permission, who took what they wanted, who stopped at nothing. Men who might hurt her, who might humiliate her without the slightest care. And yet, as she pictured them, she felt a jolt of arousal shoot through her lower belly, a new wetness making its way between her thighs, distinct from everything the night had already left behind.

She realized the thought did not scare her. If anything, that prospect made her curious, hungry to discover a different kind of pleasure, more raw, more anonymous than anything she had felt up to that point. She was no longer the respectable wife who blushed at her own reflection. In just a few hours, she had become something that did not yet have a name.

"When do we leave?" Evelyn asked, her voice firm, her eyes meeting Diego's.

The Mexican looked at her, surprised by her readiness. "Right now, puta. Can't wait to get fucked by truckers?"

Evelyn smiled, an expression halfway between surrender and defiance. "I've learned there's no point resisting. I just need to enjoy the ride."

Diego burst out laughing again, giving her a slap on the backside. "¡Qué buena! You'll see, Evelyn. The truckers are going to love you." He turned to the others. "Boys, get the car ready. Let's go make some money."

While the men got ready, Evelyn went up to her room to collect the rest of her things. But when she opened the suitcase, she realized she had nothing suitable for the street. Only lingerie, fishnet stockings, heels. Nothing else. She would go to the truck stop just like this, in lingerie, like a real streetwalker.

A shiver ran down her spine. She put on a red lace bra, a matching thong, fishnet stockings with a back seam, and the four-inch heels. The heels Jack adored. The heels that would make her look even more provocative, even more available.

She went down the stairs, the jar in her hand, her body moving with a confident, almost theatrical gait, provocative in its own way. The men were waiting for her, Diego, Kito, and Mana, their eyes lighting up when they saw her.

"Ready, puta?" Diego asked, with a wicked smile.

"Ready," Evelyn answered, her voice firm.

They left the villa. The evening air was warm, scented with desert and flowers. The car, a large black SUV, waited for them in the driveway. Diego opened the back door and Evelyn got in, the jar in her hand, her body trembling with arousal.

Kito and Mana climbed in beside her, Diego at the wheel. The engine started, and the car pulled out along the driveway, leaving the illuminated villa behind.

Evelyn looked out the window. The night was warm, and the stars gleamed in the sky like diamonds scattered across black velvet. She did not know what awaited her at the truck stop, but some part of her, that part she had discovered during that week, could not wait to find out.

The drive began. The car moved fast along the road, and Evelyn could feel the wind coming through the window, caressing her face, lifting her hair and raising goosebumps on her bare arms. The jar rested on her leg, cold and heavy, a constant reminder of what awaited her, of the mark she would carry home.

"The lot is about an hour from here," Diego said, watching her through the rearview mirror. "You've got time to get ready. To think about what you want to say to the truckers. How much you want to charge them."

Evelyn nodded, wordless. Her hands trembled, but her heart was strangely calm, as though she had already accepted everything about to come.

Kito moved closer to her, his hand settling on her thigh, sliding slowly up along the fishnet stocking, his fingers lingering over every small imperfection in the torn fabric, as though memorizing its path. "Don't worry, Evelyn," he murmured, in his deep voice. "We'll protect you. If anyone hurts you, we'll step in. But as long as you're the one choosing, it'll be nothing but pleasure."

Evelyn looked at him, her eyes meeting his. "And if I choose to get filled by all of them?" she asked, her voice low and provocative.

Kito smiled, a smile showing his white teeth against his dark skin. "Then it'll be a night to remember."

Evelyn leaned back against the seat and spread her thighs, a wordless invitation Kito did not need told to him twice. She felt his fingers slide in without asking permission, direct, certain of finding the path already cleared. First one, then two, then more, a third finger joining the others without meeting any resistance, her body still so full and sensitive that it took them in as though it had been waiting for them. When she felt even his palm pressing against the opening, she braced herself for something more, her breath catching in her throat with anticipation.

But Diego's voice interrupted her reverie. "Easy, man, go easy with those big paws," he said, his eyes fixed on the rearview mirror. "She's already wide open in the back, if you wreck her up front too the truckers won't want her either."

Kito smiled and did not go any further. He kept his palm inside her, motionless, a warm, present weight that made her feel full without needing any more movement, and with his other hand he undid his pants. He pulled himself out, already hard, throbbing in the dark of the car, and then gently guided the back of Evelyn's head down.

She did not resist. She leaned down, Kito's hand still motionless inside her like an anchor, and took his member between her lips, her tongue caressing the tip before letting it slide deeper. The taste was familiar by now, warm and salty, and Evelyn moved on him with a slow rhythm, matched to the swaying of the car on the road, while outside the window streetlights slid by, sparse in the darkness.

Kito let out a heavy breath, his head resting against the seat, his eyes half-closed. His hand, still inside Evelyn, seemed to live a life of its own, his fingers flexing every so often, just slightly, a small movement that tore a muffled moan from her right around his sex, a vibration he could feel travel up through his whole body.

"That's it," he murmured, his voice hoarse, one hand resting on the back of her neck without pushing, just to feel her move. "Don't stop, Evelyn."

Mana, on the other side, had turned to watch, an amused smile on his lips, but he did not move, as though he knew this was Kito's moment and did not want to spoil it. Diego, at the wheel, his eyes flicking back to the mirror every so often, only shook his head, a smile halfway between envy and amusement.

Evelyn's rhythm grew more confident, her mouth sliding up and down with a calculated slowness, while Kito's hand, still motionless inside her, seemed to pulse in time with his own pleasure, as though the two acts, the one he was giving and the one he was receiving, had merged into a single motion.

Kito felt the tension rise, heat gathering at the base of his belly, his hand, almost without meaning to, beginning to move again inside Evelyn, a minimal movement, barely perceptible, that tore a moan from her that vibrated straight against his sex.

"Evelyn," he panted, his voice breaking. "I'm about to come."

She did not stop. She sped up, instead, her mouth taking him in deeper with every push, while Kito's hand, inside her, tightened just slightly, as though trying to bring her along with him right to the very end. A moment later, with a low groan dying in his throat, Kito reached the point of no return, his body going rigid against the seat as pleasure swept through him in waves, his seed filling Evelyn's mouth hot and thick, while she kept moving on him through the very last spasm.

Evelyn rose slowly, her lips still damp, her breath ragged. Kito withdrew his hand with a slow motion, almost reluctant, and she felt that familiar emptiness again, that breath of air making itself known once more. She settled back against the seat, her body exhausted but strangely sated, while outside the window road signs began announcing the exit for the truck stop.

"A taste," Diego murmured from the driver's seat, his eyes still on the mirror. "Wait till you see what's waiting for you out there, puta."

Evelyn closed her eyes, a tired smile on her lips, as the car slowed, ready to leave the highway.
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Fifty a Head 

The highway exit was marked by a faded sign, the paint chipped away by years and by sand carried on the desert wind. Diego slowed down, and the car left the smooth asphalt for a rough side road running parallel to a dry drainage ditch. In the distance, an orange glow cut through the darkness: sodium lights, dozens of trucks parked in neat rows, an all-night gas station with a sign buzzing faintly.

Evelyn straightened up in her seat, her heart pounding hard again, a different kind of unease from what she had felt at the villa. There, within those walls, everything had been built, staged, almost ceremonial. Here, through the window, she saw men in undershirts smoking, leaning against the sides of their rigs, cigarette smoke rising straight up into the still night air, radios crackling with country music from some open cab. There were no hidden cameras, no script. Only chance, and whoever happened to be awake at that hour.

"Last chance to back out," Mana said, turning to her with a smile that did not even take itself seriously. "Though I doubt you want to."

Evelyn looked out, her throat dry. "No," she said, and was surprised at how firm her voice sounded. "Let's go."

Diego stopped the car at the edge of the lot, in a shadowed spot between two lampposts, and cut the engine. For a moment they all sat in silence, listening to the sounds outside: a dog barking somewhere far off, the hiss of a compressor, men's voices laughing hoarsely near the gas station bar.

"Rules," Diego said, turning to Evelyn with an unusually serious expression. "You decide who gets in the car, not them. If anyone puts their hands on you out here without permission, or acts up, one of us three is always within sight. Understood?"

Evelyn nodded. Beneath the fear, she felt something that resembled gratitude: even in this, even pushed toward the darkest depths of herself, there remained a framework, a boundary someone was taking the trouble to draw for her.

She got out of the car first. The warm desert air wrapped around her, thick with the smell of diesel, dust, and grilled meat from a still-open food stand. Her heels sank slightly into the scorching asphalt, and she walked toward the center of the lot with Diego a step behind her, Kito and Mana staying farther back, leaning against the car, acting as silent sentries.

The first heads turned almost immediately. A huge man, his belly straining against a sweat-soaked shirt, stopped mid-sentence with the coworker beside him. Another, younger, with a tribal tattoo running up his neck to his ear, gave a low whistle through his teeth. Evelyn felt the stares running over her body, the red lingerie hiding almost nothing, the fishnet stockings, and for a moment the old instinct, that of the respectable wife, told her to cover herself, to run. She smothered it.

"Nice evening," the man with the tattoo said, coming closer with the walk of someone who has already decided how it's going to end. "This isn't the right place for such an elegant lady."

"Depends what the lady's looking for," Diego answered on her behalf, with a merchant's smile. "Fifty a head. Cash. And go easy, she's delicate."

The man laughed, a hoarse sound, and called two more coworkers over with a whistle from a nearby truck. Within a few minutes, a small cluster had formed around Evelyn, five or six men, all different from one another: some big and slow, others thin and jittery, all with that hungry look of men who spend weeks on the road far from anything resembling human contact.

"One at a time, or sort it out among yourselves," Diego said, pointing to the back of one of the larger trucks, where a tarp opened onto a dark space, hidden from the light of the lampposts.

Evelyn walked toward that shadow, her heart hammering, and the first man, the one with the tattoo, followed without waiting for an invitation. They climbed onto the truck bed, among wooden crates and the smell of rubber and diesel, and he wasted no time on preamble: rough, callused hands grabbed her hips with a force different from the controlled grip of the three men at the villa, a grip that asked no permission, that played no part.

"How long's it been since you had a real man," he panted, more statement than question, as he yanked her thong down with a tug that nearly tore it off entirely. His eyes settled for an instant on the thick black bush the thong had barely managed to hide until then, and a grunt of appreciation escaped his throat. "That's how I like it," he said. "None of that smooth stuff, none of that fake stuff. The real thing."

Evelyn did not answer. She bent forward, her hands bracing against a crate, and felt the cold metal of a buckle brush her thigh as he freed himself from his pants. He was not gentle. He entered her with a hard, sudden thrust, no waiting, and she moaned loudly, a sound lost in the roar of an engine starting up nearby. The rhythm was fast, almost furious, the man's hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks that would last for days, the truck bed shaking with every thrust under both their weight. Her full, heavy chest, freed from the now-undone bra, swung heavily with every thrust, rubbing against the rough wood of the crate, her dark nipples hardening against the rough contact of the surface.

Outside, leaning against the car, Diego counted the bills by the light of his phone, while Kito, motionless, kept an eye on the entrance to the tarp with the attention of someone who knows exactly what to watch for and what to guard against. Mana smoked a borrowed cigarette, his eyes half-closed, a lazy smile on his lips.

The first trucker finished quickly, with a satisfied grunt, and pulled back, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand, as though he had just finished a hard shift at work rather than an act of love. He barely had time to button his pants before the second man had already climbed up, an older man, gray hair cut short, his body massive and hard from thirty years of unloading freight.

"Turn around," he said simply, his voice low, and Evelyn obeyed, offering herself in a different position, her body still shaken from the first encounter, the previous trucker's seed running down the inside of her thighs while another already began filling her again.

The rhythm this time was slower, more methodical, as though the man wanted to savor every instant of that pause stolen from the monotony of the road. His hands, big as shovels, ran along her back, then slid forward to cup her full, heavy chest hanging beneath her, gripping it with a force that bordered on painful, his thumbs moving roughly over her already-hard nipples. They lingered over the marks still visible from the night before, as though reading them like a map of everything that had already happened to her before him.

"They've already used you good, huh," he remarked, with a low chuckle. "Better for me, less work getting you ready."

Evelyn did not answer, unable to find the words, lost in a wave of sensations she no longer even tried to control. Pleasure and humiliation had long since fused into a single current, and she simply let herself be carried along, one thrust after another, one unfamiliar voice after another.

By the time the second man had finished, two more were already waiting their turn outside the tarp, and Diego, from the darkness, raised his voice loud enough to be heard.

"Two more, then we're heading home," he said. "The lady's got a whole week ahead of her, we don't want to use her up all in one night."

Evelyn, bent over the truck bed, her body marked, her breath short, heard those words as both a promise and a threat, and understood, with a sudden clarity amid all that chaos, that this night, in the end, was only the beginning.

The third man climbed onto the bed with an agile leap, surprising for his size. He was tall, maybe taller than Kito, his dark skin seeming to swallow what little light filtered in from outside through the shadow of the tarp. For an instant, as he came closer, Evelyn's heart gave a jolt: the high cheekbones, the square jaw, that way of moving with an almost elegant control despite his bulk. Jean-Pierre. For a fraction of a second, her eyes lit up with an absurd, impossible hope.

But the moment he opened his mouth, the illusion shattered.

"Come here, doll," he said, his voice rough, an accent from the South carrying nothing of the butler's velvety French cadence. His hands, when they gripped her hips, had none of Jean-Pierre's calculated gentleness: they were rough, impatient, used to handling chains and freight more than skin. The resemblance ended there, in a shadow and a few features. Everything else was different, coarse, immediate.

The man sat down on a wider crate, his pants already down, and pulled her toward him by the wrist. "Get up here," he ordered, simply. "I want to watch you move on top."

Evelyn obeyed, climbing on top of him, and when she felt him press against her, already worn by the evening, a gasp of surprise escaped her lips. He was big, nearly as big as Kito, maybe more, and for an instant she genuinely feared she would not be able to take all of him. She lowered herself slowly, teeth clenched, as he entered her inch by inch, a stretching that quickly replaced the initial pain with a pleasure so full it bordered on excessive.

"That's it," the man grunted, his hands gripping her hips to guide her movement. "Move, doll. Show me what you can do."

Evelyn began to move, her knees braced on either side of the crate, her body rising and falling in a rhythm she herself was setting, for the first time that night not entirely at someone else's mercy. Her chest, heavy and free, danced to the rhythm of her hips, rising and falling with a split-second delay behind the rest of her body, as though it had a weight and a will of its own. The man, hypnotized, reached up to grip it, to follow its motion, his callused palms closing around that softness with a raw, almost childlike reverence. The thought of Kito, of that first night at the villa, mixed with the present sensations, and for a moment she closed her eyes and simply let herself be, no longer able to tell whether it was a stranger trucker beneath her or a ghost of something already lived.

The man came with a muffled roar, his hands gripping her waist with an almost painful force, holding her steady on top of him through the last spasm. Then he let her go, panting, a satisfied smile crossing his face.

"Worth every penny," he said, more to himself than to her, as he pulled his pants back up.

The last one was already sitting on the rear bumper waiting when Evelyn climbed down off the truck bed, her legs trembling, her body nearly at its limit. He was the most striking-looking of the group: arms entirely covered in tattoos, a piercing through the eyebrow, another through the lip, hair shaved on the sides and long on top, dyed a platinum blond that clashed with an olive complexion. As he stood to come toward her, something in the movement of the hips, in the line of the body beneath the torn T-shirt, struck Evelyn as a note out of place.

They climbed together onto the bed of another truck, and it was there, as the person unzipped their pants with a quick gesture, that Evelyn understood. Not a man. Between the legs, in the dim light of a work lamp hanging from a hook, Evelyn saw a vulva studded with small steel rings, one piercing after another along the large lips, one more prominent right above the clit, catching the light with every movement.

"Surprised?" she asked, with a crooked smile, almost a challenge. "If that's a problem, you can leave."

Evelyn shook her head, and felt, beneath the surprise, a flicker of disappointment that nearly made her smile at herself: no seed this time, no mark to bring home for Jack. An absurd thought, amid everything else, but one that crossed her mind all the same.

"No," she said, her voice firm. "I'm staying."

"Good," the trucker answered, sitting on the edge of a crate and spreading her legs without shame. Her gaze, though, lingered a moment longer than expected on Evelyn's body, moving from her chest down to her bush, and a smile of genuine appreciation curved her lips. "Now that's something," she murmured, reaching two fingers out to part the thick, raven hair covering her intimacy. "A real bush, nice and full, not those thin little wisps you see around nowadays. And under the arms too," she added, noticing the dark shadow Evelyn had not shaved in days, "no baby-smooth waxing. Finally a real woman, not some plastic chick." She ran a finger along the crease of her armpit, almost reverently. "I like you, sweetheart. Now get on your knees and use that tongue. I want to see if you can do this too, not just take it."

Evelyn knelt on the rough truck bed, the cold metal against knees already worn by the night, and leaned in, studying for a moment that body so different from anything she had encountered up to that point. Then, like a professional who never shies away from a new task, she extended her tongue and began to explore, feeling the cold metal of the rings against her lips, a different taste, more intense, less familiar than a man's sex.

The trucker moaned almost immediately, a hand sinking into Evelyn's raven hair, pulling her closer. "That's it," she panted. "Just like that, sweetheart. Don't stop."

Evelyn worked her tongue around the piercings, quickly learning which pressure, which rhythm tore the most intense moans, the metal sliding cold against her lips with every pass while the rest was hot, wet, alive beneath her mouth. The trucker's pleasure built fast, her body arching against the wood of the crate, her legs tightening around Evelyn's head like a vise.

"I'm about to come," the woman panted, her voice breaking. "Don't stop, don't stop now."

Evelyn sped up, and moments later felt her come with a long, muffled moan, her body shaking with tremors running through the thighs clamped around her face, a different taste, sharp and warm, filling her mouth in place of the usual thick seed she had grown so accustomed to.

When it was over, the trucker sank back against the crate, her chest heaving, and looked at Evelyn with an expression almost tender, incongruous against the tattoos and piercings.

"You did good," she said, stroking her cheek with the back of her hand. "Better than I expected, watching you get out of that fancy car."

Evelyn rose slowly, her knees aching, her body feeling as though it no longer entirely belonged to her. Outside the tarp, Diego's voice rose, impatient.

"That's enough for tonight," he said. "We're heading back to the villa. The lady needs rest, and we need sleep."

Evelyn climbed down off the bed, her legs barely holding her up, and walked toward the car under the satisfied stares of the truckers left behind, her body marked by unfamiliar hands, her mind too exhausted by now to feel either shame or pride. She knew only that, somehow, she had made it through this night too, and that it was not over yet, nor would it be for a long while still.
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The Return Home 

The car stopped in the driveway just before dawn, the headlights cutting through the still-thick darkness of the night. Jack was awake, as he had been every night that week, glued to the living room window, and when he saw the headlights approaching he felt his heart leap into his throat, a mix of relief and terror he could no longer tell apart.

He ran to the door and threw it open before Evelyn even had time to ring the bell. She stood there, on the doorstep, the crystal jar clutched in one hand, her body wrapped in a robe from the villa that barely covered her, her raven hair disheveled, her makeup smudged around her eyes.

"Evelyn," Jack whispered, his voice breaking, and without thinking he pulled her into a desperate embrace, his arms closing around her as though to make sure she was real, that she was truly there.

That was when the smell hit him.

It was dense, layered, impossible to ignore: rancid sweat built up over three days, a bitter undertone of dried seed that seemed to have soaked into every fold of her skin, and beneath it all, something wilder, more animal, the very smell of sex repeated to the point of exhaustion. Jack felt his stomach clench, but he did not pull away. Instead, he buried his face in the curve of her neck, breathing in that smell that disgusted him and drew him in equally, unable to decide which of the two sensations was stronger.

"They didn't let you wash," he murmured, more a statement than a question, his voice broken.

Behind Evelyn, in the driveway, Diego got out of the car with a satisfied smile, followed by Kito and Mana. "That's right, güey," he said, approaching with an unhurried step. "I forbade it. A bitch in heat doesn't get to wash. She needs to smell like sex, needs to smell like men, so every time the pack sniffs her they know exactly what they've got in front of them." He stopped a yard from Jack, his eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. "And you too, my friend, you should learn to appreciate the smell. It's the scent of your defeat."

Jack pulled away from Evelyn, his face pale, and looked at the jar she still clutched in her hand. The white liquid inside, thick, nearly solid, caught what little light there was on the porch.

"What is that?" he asked, though some part of him, the part that had already drunk from a similar jar at the start of that week, already suspected the answer.

"Your gift," Diego said, with a wolfish smile. He pulled his phone from his pocket, and Kito and Mana did the same, the three screens lighting up almost in sync. "And this time we want a keepsake. Get on your knees, Jack."

Jack hesitated, his eyes darting from Evelyn to the three men and back. "That's not necessary," he said, his voice trembling. "I already..."

"On your knees," Diego repeated, his tone allowing no argument. "Or do you want the week to get even longer for your wife?"

Kito stepped forward, his bulk looming in the dim light of the porch. "And no scenes, Jack," he added, in his deep voice. "We want a clean video. No one's forcing you, of course. But if you'd rather argue, we could always put Evelyn back in the car and finish the week somewhere else. Farther away. Where you won't be able to see her at all."

The threat, delivered with that almost affectionate calm, hit like a bucket of ice water. Jack closed his eyes for an instant, then let himself drop to his knees on his own porch, in front of the still-open door, as three phones rose to frame him from different angles. Evelyn stood in front of him, the jar in hand, and for a moment their eyes met. In hers, Jack found neither pity nor anger. He found something colder, more calculated, as though she were watching an experiment whose outcome she already knew.

"Open your mouth," Diego said, from behind his phone's camera. "And you, Evelyn, pour it onto his tongue. Slowly. We want to see every drop."

Evelyn unscrewed the lid of the jar, the cap coming off with a small dry sound, and brought the container up to Jack's face, his chin lifted, his mouth already open, his tongue extended in a gesture of total submission. She tilted the jar slowly, and the first trickle of seed, thick and whitish, slid out, stretching into a thread that fell straight onto Jack's tongue.

The taste hit him at once, salty, bitter, familiar from that first morning of the week before, and Jack closed his eyes, swallowing, as Evelyn kept pouring, a slow, steady stream filling his mouth, running down the corners of his lips too, along his chin, staining the shirt he wore.

"Down to the very last drop!" Diego exclaimed, his voice thick with satisfaction, the phone never stopping filming.

Jack swallowed, one mouthful after another, the liquid filling his throat with a thickness that nearly took his breath away, but he did not stop, did not pull his mouth away, even as his stomach clenched with disgust. There was something, beneath that humiliation, in that total surrender before his wife and her tormentors, that made his blood pulse in a way he could not control. He felt, with growing horror, his own body responding, heat pooling in his groin despite every effort of his mind to stay distant from what was happening.

Mana had shifted to the side, phone aimed to catch Jack's profile, his throat moving with every swallow. "Look at him going at it," he remarked, with an amused smile. "Almost looks like he likes it, doesn't it?"

"Shut up and film," Diego snapped at him, without taking his eyes off the screen. "I want every drop documented. In full."

Evelyn, from above, noticed it. Her eyes traveled down Jack's body, coming to rest on his pajama pants, where a dark stain was beginning to show, the unmistakable sign of an arousal he himself had not asked for, had not wanted, but that his body produced all the same, drop after drop, as he kept drinking.

A slow smile curved her lips. Without a word, she lifted one foot, still wearing the heel from the villa, and hooked the tip into the waistband of Jack's pajama pants, pulling downward with a slow, deliberate motion. Jack flinched, but did not move to stop her, and the pants slid down to his knees, baring his member, already partly erect, springing free against his belly.

Diego burst out laughing, a sharp sound that broke the tension for an instant. "¡Ay, qué chiquito, güey!" he exclaimed, shaking his head with mock pity. "Would you look at that little thing. After all that trouble to keep his wife, and this is what he's got." Kito and Mana laughed too, their phones shifting to frame that detail as well.

Evelyn, unfazed, pressed the bare sole of her foot, now free of the heel that had slipped off in the motion, directly against Jack's exposed member, moving it with a light touch, almost clinical, the way you would stroke an animal to study its reaction.

Jack groaned around the last trickle of seed sliding down his throat, his body going rigid at the shock of that direct contact, skin against skin. Evelyn's bare foot pressed and pulled back against his member with a slow, deliberate rhythm, while she kept emptying the jar, the last drop falling right as her toes' touch grew more insistent.

"Look at him," Diego said to the other two, laughing softly, the phone still aimed at him. "Getting hard while he drinks his friends' cum. What a show, güey."

Jack could no longer control himself. The jar was empty by now, but his mouth still tasted of seed, and Evelyn's foot kept moving against him, a slow torment building a pleasure he was deeply ashamed of but could not stop in any way. His hands trembled at his sides, his head tipped back, his breath growing shorter and shorter.

"Evelyn," he panted, his voice broken. "Please..."

She did not answer. She only increased the pressure of her toes slightly, her foot tightening around him with one last decisive touch, and that was enough. Jack felt the orgasm sweep over him all at once, a wave he could not hold back in any way, his body shaking as he came, his seed spurting hot directly onto Evelyn's bare foot, a muffled groan escaping his throat, still tasting of another man's seed.

The three men burst out laughing, their phones still recording the scene, while Jack stayed frozen, on his knees, his face red with shame, his breath ragged.

Then, without anyone asking him to, without an order, Jack bent forward onto his hands, his face moving toward Evelyn's bare foot still pressed against him, now stained with his own seed dripping between her toes. He kissed it, then began to lick it, his tongue cleaning every inch of skin, every trace left by his own pleasure, murmuring, between one pass of his tongue and the next, broken words.

"I'm sorry," he said, his voice broken by tears that had started falling again. "I'm sorry for defiling you like this. For reducing you to this. Forgive me, Evelyn. Forgive me."

Evelyn looked down at him, her face expressionless, as he kept licking her foot with a devotion that had by now lost every trace of dignity. She said nothing. She simply let him continue, her eyes lifting for an instant to meet Diego's, a flash of silent understanding passing between them without need for words.

The three men slowly lowered their phones, but none of them interrupted the scene. There was something, in the image of that husband on his knees licking his own seed off his wife's foot, begging her forgiveness for a fault no one had explicitly named, that seemed to matter more than anything else filmed that night. Even Diego, for a moment, stayed silent, his eyes half-closed, as though savoring the scene rather than documenting it.

"That's enough," Diego said finally, putting his phone back in his pocket with a slow gesture. He gave a nod to Kito and Mana, who did the same. "Good," he added, heading toward the car. "I'd say the video's perfect as it is. We'll keep it as insurance, in case anyone gets funny ideas about the future."

Jack pulled himself up slowly, still trembling, his eyes red, and watched the three men getting ready to climb back into the car, alone. "Wait," he said, his voice uncertain, his eyes darting to Evelyn, still standing on the doorstep. "You're not... you're not taking her with you?"

Diego turned, a smile crossing his face like a blade. "My friend, we're only halfway through the week. Four days still owed, and we'll collect them. But not tonight, and not all at once." He opened the car door and got in, while Kito and Mana did the same from the other side. "Evelyn stays here, for now. The days she owes us, we'll take them later, whenever it suits us. Maybe a surprise weekend. Maybe some random evening, while you're having dinner." The engine started. "That way, you two have something to look forward to together. Isn't that more fun?"

Evelyn, on the doorstep, said nothing. She stood watching the car pull away down the street, the taillights growing smaller and smaller in the darkness before dawn, the now-empty jar still clutched in one hand. A faint, almost serene smile formed on her lips, the expression of someone who has found, amid all that chaos, something solid to lean on. There was no resentment in that look, but no old tenderness either; there was, if anything, the calm of someone who has stopped expecting anything from a man she now knew through and through, in every one of his weaknesses, along with the uneasy awareness that those four suspended days, somewhere out there in the future, would come back to claim her when she least expected it.

Jack, meanwhile, stayed frozen on the porch, the taste of seed still in his mouth, his heart in pieces. He watched the car disappear down the street, then turned toward Evelyn, searching her eyes for something that resembled the relief of finally being home. He did not find it. He stayed there, on his knees on the cold porch, long after the sound of the engine had faded into the distance, unable to find the strength to get up, unable even to cry anymore.
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What Remains 

A few hours had passed since dawn when Evelyn woke up on the living room sofa, where she had fallen asleep suddenly, still wrapped in the robe from the villa, unable to drag herself to bed. Morning light filtered through the curtains, soft, almost gentle, in sharp contrast to everything that had happened over the last few hours. She stretched slowly, every muscle protesting, and looked around. The house was silent. Jack must have retreated to the bedroom, or maybe he had stayed awake somewhere, unable to sleep either.

She sat up composed at the center of the sofa, the robe parting slightly over her legs, and stayed for a moment staring at the ceiling, trying to sort out thoughts that still felt scattered, fragmented by the events of the last few days. The images came back to her in waves, with no particular order: the poker table, the glass jar, the villa's cellar, the Mistress's face, the scorching asphalt of the truck stop beneath her heels. She closed her eyes for an instant, breathing deeply, then, with a decisive motion, raised her voice.

"Jack," she called, without shouting, but in a tone she already knew would be heard wherever he was in the house. "Come here."

There was a sound of footsteps upstairs, then on the stairs, hesitant, uncertain, like those of a man unsure what awaits him around the corner. Jack appeared in the doorway of the living room, still wearing the same stained clothes from the night before, his face marked by exhaustion and something resembling a shame never fully settled. He stopped a couple of yards from her, not knowing what to expect.

Evelyn said nothing. She simply spread her thighs, the robe sliding aside, revealing her thick black bush, the hair still matted with a dry, opaque white, the remnants of days of excess that no shower had yet washed away. It was a raw image, almost provocative in its simplicity: his wife, sitting composed on the living room sofa, showing him without shame the mark of everything that had been done to her.

Jack looked at her, and understood at once what was being asked of him, without a single word needed. He let himself slide down onto his knees on the living room rug, his body trembling, and moved closer to her, his tongue coming out almost on its own, moved by an instinct that knew the way all too well by now.

Evelyn reached out a hand and sank her fingers into his hair, not gently, but with a firm, decisive grip, and pulled him toward her, guiding him exactly where she wanted. Jack offered no resistance. His mouth met that still-marked flesh, that now-familiar taste of salt and days past, and he began to lick, slow, methodical, while Evelyn let herself sink back against the sofa cushions, a sigh escaping her lips. The robe, by now slipped almost entirely to the sides, left her large, full chest bare too, rising and falling with every breath, growing deeper, her dark nipples already hardened in the cool air of the living room.

"You're going to stop with the gambling," she said, not as a question, as Jack's tongue moved against her. She did not raise her voice. She did not need to. She thought, for an instant, back to that first evening, to the solid walnut table, to the colored chips clicking against the wood, to all the foolish euphoria with which Jack had invited his friends over for a game that was supposed to be nothing more than fun among men. How distant that world seemed to her now. How naive it seemed.

Jack stopped for an instant, his face still buried between her thighs, and raised his eyes to her. "Yes," he said, his voice hoarse, muffled. "I've learned the lesson, Evelyn. I'll never gamble again. I swear it."

"Good," she murmured, pushing his head back down again, giving him no time to add anything more. "Keep doing it well."

Jack went back to licking, his tongue tracing slow circles, slipping through the still-matted hair, gathering everything he found without distinction, no longer asking himself what was his and what belonged to other men. Evelyn closed her eyes, her breath growing deeper, her fingers tightening just slightly in his hair with every wave of pleasure beginning to rise, her full chest trembling with every jolt, heavy and free, as she arched her back just slightly against the sofa cushions. Outside the window, the morning light grew fuller, and somewhere on the street a neighbor started their car to go to work, an ordinary, everyday sound that seemed to belong to a completely different world from the one enclosed in that living room.

"And if I get pregnant," she added, after a long moment of silence broken only by the wet sound of her mouth against him, "we're keeping it."

Jack went rigid for an instant, his tongue stopping mid-motion, but he did not lift his face, did not find the courage to meet her eyes, his gaze fixed low on some indefinite point on the rug. Some part of him wanted to protest, to ask whose child it would really be, whether he would ever be able to look at it without thinking of Diego, of Kito, of Mana, of all the men he had by now lost count of. But another part of him, the part that had knelt down without being forced to, the part that had cried into his own soaked handkerchief the night before without even realizing he had touched himself, already knew he would not say a single word against it. He stayed silent, his mouth still pressed against her, and that silence was his only answer, the only one Evelyn seemed to be expecting.

"Good boy," she whispered, in a tone almost maternal, almost tender, in sharp contrast with what she was asking of him. "I knew you'd understand." She brushed his cheek lightly with the back of her free fingers, a tiny gesture that seemed almost out of place amid everything else, and one Jack received as though it were the most precious thing he had been given in days.

Pleasure built inside her quickly, fed by that mute submission, by that total surrender Jack offered her without even trying to deny it anymore. Her thighs tightened around his face, her fingers sinking deeper into his hair, and when the orgasm swept over her, a long moan escaped her throat, her body arching against the sofa.

She came for a long while, one wave after another, and as her body dissolved into that pleasure, everything that had remained trapped inside her over the previous days, every trace left by Diego, by Kito, by Mana, by the Mistress, by the truckers at the lot, mixed with her own fluids and slid, in a single hot, thick flow, directly onto Jack's tongue, who kept licking through the very last spasm, unable to stop, unable even to want to.

When it was all over, Evelyn sank back against the cushions, her breathing slowly calming, and gently pushed Jack's head away, her fingers untangling from his hair. He stayed kneeling at her feet, his face still wet, his eyes lowered, unable to say a single word. For a long moment neither of them spoke. The living room, around them, looked the same as always: the same furniture, the same family photos hanging on the walls, the same rug where they had once played cards with friends on evenings far more innocent than the one just passed. And yet nothing, in that room, seemed to belong anymore to the life they had led up until a week before.

"I'm going to take a shower," Evelyn said, rising slowly, the robe falling back to cover her body. She added nothing else. There was truly no need for it anymore, between the two of them.

She climbed the stairs barefoot, leaving Jack still kneeling on the living room rug, and reached the master bathroom. She turned on the taps, adjusting the water until she felt it nearly scalding against her palm, then took off the robe and let it fall to the floor, stepping under the spray with a sigh that came from somewhere deep inside her. The mirror behind her slowly began to fog up, erasing her own reflection inch by inch, as though even the room wanted to grant her the small privacy the rest of the week had denied her.

The water ran down her body, finally washing away the accumulated days: the sweat, the now-dried seed, the wild smell Diego had wanted to impose on her as a mark. She soaped herself slowly, her hands retracing every inch of her own skin, almost reclaiming it after days in which it had belonged, one way or another, to anyone but herself. She ran her soapy fingers through the black hair of her bush, working loose the knots the dried seed had formed there, a slow, almost mechanical operation that reminded her, with every strand freed, exactly whom each trace she was erasing had belonged to. The soap slid away in white rivulets disappearing down the drain, carrying with it the last visible trace of that still-unfinished week.

At a certain point, she stopped. She rested her forehead against the cold tiles of the shower, the hot water still running down her back, and brought a hand to her belly, stroking it with a slow, almost unconscious gesture, a touch that already carried something maternal, anticipatory, as though she were already speaking to someone who might, at that very moment, be forming inside her without anyone yet being able to know for certain. She did not know whose child it might be, and perhaps she never would know with absolute certainty. She would perhaps never know for sure, unless she took tests she was not certain she wanted to take. Diego, with his bull-headed arrogance, was convinced it would have to be his, the first, the most insistent one. Kito, silent, seemed certain in turn, buoyed by that first night in the cellar and all the ones that followed. None of the three so much as imagined Jean-Pierre, the butler, the man everyone took for granted had stayed on the sidelines of the whole affair. But the thought, instead of frightening her, filled her chest with a strange, almost stubborn calm, the secret she carried inside her as the one thing, in that entire week, that truly belonged to her alone.

She braced her other hand against the shower wall, her body bending slightly forward under the spray, and let her fingers slide lower, between her thighs, in a slow, almost absent-minded gesture, as her mind filled with images she could not control. Diego, Kito, Mana, the truckers, the Mistress with her gloved fingers: every face from that week passed before her in a rapid, blurred sequence, none of them able to truly hold still.

Then he arrived.

Jean-Pierre. His proud face, his gentle manner amid so much brutality, his hands that had touched her as though she were still a woman, and not a prize, not a trophy, not a bitch to be marked. The memory of his voice, of his accent, of the way he had called her Madame even while taking her, worked its way into her with a force the other memories did not have. She thought back to his lips on the back of her hand, that first day, that light, old-fashioned kiss that amid everything else had seemed almost ridiculous, and that now, in hindsight, seemed instead the truest thing that had happened in that whole villa. She thought back to the kitchen, to his body behind her, to the apology whispered right after, as though he had truly broken something precious instead of simply taking what everyone else took without asking permission. Her fingers moved faster, following that thought all the way through, and when the orgasm shook her again, silent this time, a tremor running through her legs until she nearly slid against the tiles, it was his name, whispered so softly, that got lost in the sound of the water, the one secret of that whole week she had decided, in her heart, never to share with anyone.

She stayed still under the spray a long while after that, her eyes closed, her breathing slowly returning to normal, her hand still resting on her belly, as though protecting a secret she was not even sure herself she wanted to keep all the way through. She knew that four days, somewhere on the calendar of weeks to come, still awaited her, suspended, ready to come back and claim her when she least expected it. She knew Jack, down in the living room, would wait for her as always, faithful and broken at once, unable by now to imagine any life different from the one they had built together during that week of madness. And she knew that, sooner or later, her body would give her an answer that no promise, no vow made on his knees on a living room rug, could ever change.

And she knew, above all, that of all the men who had touched her, only one kept coming back to her mind every time she closed her eyes, only one she could not, and perhaps did not want to, forget.

She turned off the water, staying still for a moment longer in the sudden silence of the bathroom, drops running down her body to the floor. She looked at herself in the fogged mirror, tracing a clear streak through the steam with her hand, and for a long moment stood staring at her own reflection: her eyes still tired, her lips a little swollen, her heavy chest rising with every breath, her dark nipples still sensitive to the mere touch of the cool bathroom air, her body carrying, beneath the clean skin, every invisible mark of that week. She ran a hand beneath one of her full breasts, weighing it almost with curiosity, as though trying to recognize in that familiar fullness something that, over the past few days, had slipped away from her. She did not entirely recognize the woman looking back at her from that mirror. And maybe, she thought, she would never recognize her the same way again.

Then, with one last deep breath, she reached for the towel, ready to go back down to Jack, to start her life again from where she had left it before that cursed poker game. Knowing, though, that something, by now, had changed forever, and that this week, with everything it had taken from her and everything it had left inside her, was not over at all. Four days still hung suspended on the calendar, a debt still to be paid, and a secret she would carry with her, maybe for months, maybe forever, with no one, not even Jack, ever able to truly know it for certain.

She wrapped herself in the towel and went down the stairs barefoot. Jack was still waiting for her in the living room, sitting now on the edge of the sofa, his hands clasped in his lap, his eyes lifting toward her, heavy with a silent question he could not find the courage to ask. Evelyn sat down beside him, without a word, and for the first time in days, simply, they stayed there together, in silence, two strangers who still had a whole life to learn to share all over again, and four days, somewhere out there in the future, waiting only for the right moment to come knocking at their door again, like a debt never truly settled in full.
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