
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Move

(Part FIVE)

By

Julia g. slater


Copyright © 2021 Julia G. Slater

All Rights Reserved

Note, all names, persons, and companies are fictitious and any similarity to real life is purely coincidental.

The right of Julia G. Slater to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

Cover Photo by Danielle Reese from Pexels


Part 5

The mould never came back and the basement eventually dried out.  It was a great piece of work and we were extremely grateful to Mike for doing it.  Not that I saw much of him the following week.  I didn’t reach out to him, as whilst I was becoming more comfortable with what happened, I was still not feeling right with going back to what I was.  That’s not to say that Katerina and I didn’t indulge in the fantasy.

On the Sunday after Mike and Theresa visited, Katerina decided it was time for us to play.  She slipped on her finest black lingerie, which included fishnet stockings, thigh-high lace-up boots, and then pulled out a riding crop from the toy drawer.  She then called me into the bedroom and told me to strip.  Underneath my jeans and t-shirt, I wore a pink lace bralette, lace panties, matching suspender belt, and white seamed stockings.

“Kneel.” She told me.  I knelt.  “Now, this week you have made me very proud, but you have also been very, very naughty.  Sucking cock without my permission?  Very bad.”

As she talked, something occurred to me.  “Erm, has your German accent suddenly become thick?”

“Shut up!” She screamed, and smacked the crop down on my backside. 

I hissed in pain.  I had forgotten how painful it is to be whipped.  Still, I had to admit, the use of the thick German accent was strangely exciting.

“Now, I will not punish you so badly, if you answer my questions truthfully and without hesitation.” She explained, walking around me.  “If you lie, or hesitate, then you will get ten strikes for each infraction.  Five infractions will get you a more severe punishment, of my choice.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” I said, my heart racing with excitement.

“Mistress…” She purred without the thick accent, “I like that.”  And then she went back into character.  “Question one.  If you were not afraid of the potential repercussions, would you want me to cuckold you frequently?”

“Yes Mistress.” I said quickly.

“Two, if you had a choice to wear your sissy dresses all the time, or only sometimes, what would you choose?”

“Only sometimes.”

“Lies!” She screamed and began beating me. 

“No, no, stop!  I’m not lying.  You asked the question wrong!” I cried out.

“Oh, so now I’m doing this wrong am I?” And I got beaten again.

“No!” I said, raising my hands in apology.  “No Mistress.  I didn’t mean that.  I meant that given the choice, I will always wimp out.  If the question would be, if you forced me to wear sissy clothes all the time, would that excite me?  The answer would be different.”

“Then answer it.”

“Well, yes…Mistress.  The idea of doing things against my will is what is most exciting.  It is called forced feminisation.”

She smiled.  “I understand.  Clear.  Next question, if you think back to your life with Theresa, to the things she did to you, what excited you the most?”

“The exposure and ruin.  Attempted ruin.” I said, correcting myself.

“And apart from that?”

“Falling in love with another man.”

“And after that?”

“Making me go out in my sissy dress to the femdom party and get fucked in front of people.”

Katya observed me for a moment, and then asked, “Is there anything you wish she did to you but didn’t?”

“Erm, force me to get piercings and a tattoo.”

“What sort of tattoo?” She asked, with a bit of a scowl.  I knew she hated tattoos.

“Like, having sissy tattooed on my lower back, or some other insult.”

She smiled.  “Okay, I can see that.  What else?”

“I can’t think of anything else.”

“Lies!” And she began to beat me again.  “What about the hormones?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you honestly telling me you didn’t want to be forced to take hormones?”

“Oh fuck.  Yes, yes I did.”

She crouched down in front of me and used the crop to lift my face.  “I want you to feel comfortable enough to tell me everything.  There is nothing I heard so far which I think is weird or disturbing.”

“I want to be controlled, blackmailed and forced to do things.  If that is hormones, then hormones.”

“What about finding you a boyfriend?”

“Would you want me to have a boyfriend?”

“I have nothing against it.”

“I…. In my fantasy, I would be a whore.  Used by many men.  But, obviously, that could be problematic.”

She shrugged.  “Why?”

“Disease.”

“So they would wear condoms.” She shrugged again.

“Not if I am forced to become a cumdump.”

For the first time, I saw a flicker of concern on her face, or at least, what I thought was concern, but then she smiled. “Kinky.  Okay.  We’re getting somewhere.  Next question, given the choice, would you like to continue to have sex with me?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Would you prefer not to be given the choice?”

“Yes.”

She stood and paced again. “Given the choice, would you prefer that I was with just one lover, or have multiple lovers?”

“Well, I can see the fantasy in both, but in my ideal fantasy, you would fall in love.  You can’t do that with multiple lovers.”

“Umm, hmmm, maybe, maybe not.” She smiled.  “What if the people I fucked were people you knew?”

“Huh?” I was seriously confused now.

“Well. Chris from your company has been hitting on me for a while, and John also hit on me once.  I also feel sure I could get Greg if I wanted.”

“Oh fuck… would you really do that?”

“I would fuck them, if we played this game.”

“What if I didn’t want this to be a game?”

She slapped me with the crop.  “I ask the questions slave!”

“Sorry Mistress.”

“Good.  Now.  Do you want this to be a game, or do you want it to be real?”

This was it, the moment of truth.  This was not easy.  I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself and then opened my eyes.  There was a look of concern and desperation on her face. She knew this was a point which could easily turn nasty.

“Fight whatever negative thoughts you have and just tell me the truth.  There is no judgement here and certainly no promise that it will definitely happen.  I just need to know what is really going through your mind.” She told me.

For some reason, instead of calming me, this just panicked me more.  Suddenly, a ton of worry and anger came out of me.  “You want to know what is really going through my mind?  Really?  Well get ready.  Get ready to realise what a fucked up weirdo you married.  I wish this wasn’t a game.  I wish I could wake up in the morning and you tell me that since you fucked Mike, you never want to fuck me again, ever, that you’ll keep me locked up permanently, because nobody deserves me disgusting little cock.  I wish that you then call Mike and tell him how much you want him, that you will be with Mike and Theresa.  I wish you will then keep me in sissy clothes, force me to go out to the shops in them.  I wish you will make me suck cock all the time, and take cock of my arse.  I wish that every single time I do anything wrong, or even if you get bored, you beat me; and I don’t mean with a crop, I mean hit me, with your fists, spit on me, piss on me, and then laugh when I’m lying on the ground crying.  And then I want you to laugh at me when you finally decide that you want to ruin me after all, and then you do all the stuff you said you would yesterday.  You wanna know how fucked up I am?  I was disappointed when you said you definitely wouldn’t do it.  I wanted to cry in disappointment, that is how fucked up I am!  I wanted you to want to do that to me, that’s how fucked up I am!”

And with that, I burst into tears.

She sat down on the bed and stared at me.  She didn’t hug me, and she didn’t say a word.  She let me cry.  And then when I finally calmed down, she said, “Are you finished?”

“Yes, sorry.”

“I’m not upset with you about what you told me.  I am upset with the outburst.  I am upset with the crying and self-pity.” She raised her eyebrows and I realised I had really upset her.  “You just talked about your fetishes and then called yourself fucked up for having them.  Now let me tell you what I have been thinking about.  Let me tell you what I would love to do to you, if I could.

“I would lock up your cock, and I would have you wear the sissy clothes all the time.  I would burn all your male underwear and I would make you only wear lingerie.  I would fuck Mike, and Theresa, often, and I would make you watch, and I would laugh in your face as I took his gorgeous cock.  I would love to fuck your colleagues.  Chris is so hot, I’ve always fancied him, and I came very, very close to accepting his advances in the past.  I would do it today.  I would love to find you a permanent boyfriend.  If I could, he would be a trucker, or someone fat and unappealing, someone who you really just don’t want to be with.  I would introduce him to everyone as your boyfriend.  He should be dominant, and he should be willing to share you.  I would force you to work as a whore.  In my fantasies, your customers were wearing condoms, but now you mention being a cumdump, well, that turns me on more.  Hitting you? I don’t know.  I understand it, but I’m not a husband beater. I will hit you if you piss me off, but randomly, I don’t know.  I’ll think about it.  Pissing on you, spitting on you.” She pulled my face up and spat in it.  “Leave it, don’t wipe it.  I’ll do that whenever.  I have no problem with that.  As to pissing on you, well, I think that’s a waste.  You can drink my piss. As you ruining you, divorcing you, and outing you in such a way that there is no way back, yes, I find it desperately exciting, so much so that I am struggling to accept that it is only a fantasy.  I found it exciting the moment I found out that Theresa did it to you, and if I could, I would do it to you, because it is the most exciting thing I have ever heard.  But I can’t, because it is final.  Or, at least I can’t think of a way forward after that, and to me, that is pointless.  Why have one big orgasm, if you can’t have any more after?

“What pissed me off most is that you claimed to be fucked up, defacto calling me fucked up, and that is unacceptable!” She snarled angrily, and this wasn’t for show.  She was genuinely pissed.  She stared at me for some moments, and then placed the crop down on the bed.  “Stand up.”

I stood up, unsure of what to expect.  She then stood up and walked towards me, placing her hands lightly on my arms.  Suddenly, out of nowhere, her knee flew up and connected with my balls, hard, sending me collapsing to the ground in severe pain.

“Get up.” She softly, but firmly.

I climbed up gingerly and she held me tight.  Once again, her knee connected with my crotch.

“Fuck!” I cried out.  The pain shot all the way up into my gut.

“Up.”

Taking several deep breaths, I stood again.  Again, she held me close, but instead of kneeing me in the balls, she pulled her fist back and punched me hard in the gut.

“Like that?  You want to beaten like that?” She asked, her face curled up in disgust as I stared up at her.  She spat at me.  “Answer me.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Just like that?”

“Harder.”

“Harder?  Okay.  Up.”

Again, I stood, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me, and then she punched me even harder, causing me to double up in pain. 

“Is that what you want?” She asked.  “You want me to be a husband beater?”

“Yes.  Please.”

She punched me in the face.  Not hard.  Not hard enough to do damage, and certainly not as painful as the punches in the gut, but it was symbolic.

“I might.” She said, “sometimes.  But that would be for you, because honestly, I don’t want to do damage.   I don’t mind hurting you, in fact, I think I’m a sadist.  I’ll need to research ways to do that without leaving marks.  But I don’t want to do anything which could bruise your face or genuinely cause damage.”

“I understand.”

“Follow me.” She started to walk across the thick carpet to the bathroom.  I began to stand too and when she saw me stand, she punched me in the gut again, hard.  “I didn’t tell you to stand, you fucking cunt!  Fucking crawl, bitch!” And she spat on me again.

I followed her into the bathroom, where she told me to lean my head back.  I watched her pull her panties off and then walk over me.  I was always amazed at how long her legs were.  They were almost unnatural, especially when she was in long platform heels.  I think the length combined with how thin they were, was the reason why.

“Open your mouth and do not drop a single drip.” She warned. Seconds later, I was swallowing stream after stream of her piss.  Of course, some dribbled, which meant I was to be whipped.  For this, I received thirty very hard hits across the backside.

Once she was done with me, she walked over to the cupboard and pulled out my favourite sissy maid dress.  She then handed it to me and then headed to the drawer where she put the padlocks.  “Put it on.” She told me.

I did, and then she padlocked it closed on all the lockable parts.  Then she stood back and admired me, before taking several pictures and texting them to Theresa.  Moments later, she received a text back.

“Apparently, you should wear a wig.  Also, you know how to do your make-up?” Katya asked.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Go on then.  Find a wig and do your make-up.  Meet me downstairs when you’re done.”

Fifteen minutes later, I was downstairs in a blonde wig.  Once again, Katya made pictures and sent them to my ex-wife. 

“I’m impressed.” She said, honestly.  “You know where the cleaning things are.  I want the whole house scrubbed, from top to bottom.  Every inch.”

“Yes Mistress.”

As I worked, Katya opened up the laptop and logged on to Honour.co.uk.  She scrolled through the items, but then closed the page and instead opened up Victoria’s Secret.  A half hour later, she pressed order on a four-hundred dollar online order of lingerie, before picking up her phone and texting again.  Moments later, she was back, dressed in black mini-dress. 

“I’m going out.” She said.  “Make sure you keep working.”

The work was hard but nothing I couldn’t manage.  There was something very freeing about feeling the dress swishing around my legs as I worked, but at the same time, I was worried that anyone could show up at the door and see me. 

The morning had been interesting.  I think the argument was good for us, in the long run, but I had a feeling that Katya was angry with me for what happened. I decided not to think about it, and rather focus on doing a damned good job.

Three hours later, Katya arrived home and dropped to the sofa, with legs spread.  “Come here and drop to your knees.” She said.

I did as I was told and found her little black panties, soaked with cum.  I knew what she wanted, so I pulled the panties down and then spread her legs, before diving in and licked up the cum.  There was plenty there, and even sucking didn’t seem to get it all out.

“That’s it.  Suck it.  Suck it!” She hissed at me.  “Get all the cum out of me.” I licked and sucked for dear life, and then felt her legs wrap around me.  “Ah, oh fuck!  Fuck yeah!” She said after she climaxed.  “This is the life.  Get laid and then come home and get licked to another orgasm by my sissy slave.  I understand it now.”

“May I ask who you were with?” I asked her.

“No you may not.”

After I finished cleaning the house, she had me made dinner, whilst she inspected my work.  At the end, she came back to and kissed me on the cheek.

“Fantastic job, babe.” She told me.

“Thank you.” I told her, proudly.

“After dinner, we can watch a movie together.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The evening cuddling up with Katya was nice, actually made nicer by the fact I got to be in the dress.  I still wasn’t sure who Katya was with, that afternoon, but I had to believe it was Mike.  I always preferred to be there when Theresa was with someone, and I felt the same way with Katya, but at the same time, there was something exciting about knowing my wife had been naughty.

Getting ready for bed, Katya unlocked my padlocks and let me out of the dress.  “Shower and get ready for bed.  I will prepare what you will wear.”

I did as ordered, showering and then cleaning my teeth.  Walking back into the bedroom, I found a very layered puffy pink mini-babydoll, and large pink satin panties lined with plenty of white lace.  The panties were open around the anus. 

On the sideboard next to my bed, were the poppers, my mobile, and the headphones, as well as a bottle of lubricant.  Katya was no-where to be found.  I knew what was coming.

“Put the headphones on and find your videos, then get on all fours.” Katya said upon arrival in the room.  She was completely naked, bar the huge strap-on dildo jutting from her crotch. 

“Yes Mistress.”

“I’ve done this once before with another boyfriend.” She told me.  “I liked it.”

I found the sissy hypnosis site and found videos from Emperor Hypnos.  I put the first one on called SissyMaker 1, but Katya reached over and pressed back, before selecting Cum Dumpster.  “This one is the one for you.” She told me, before turning it up and then lubricating my anus.  She then placed the poppers under my nose and made me sniff through both nostrils, and then once more, before sniffing herself, and then closing the bottle. 

I felt the phallus knocking at my back-door but I was so lost in the drug I had just sniffed. 

“Ahhhh…” Katya moaned, as she pushed inside me, feeling the portion of the Feeldoe inside her. 

“Unngh.” I moaned.  The poppers made it a little less painful, but it had been a while since I’d had a penis inside me, so it was a little painful, but still tolerable.  She inched the latex cock inside me bit by bit until I felt her pressing against me.  She paused, and then fucked me, slowly at first, then harder and faster. She paused to place the poppers in my hand, and I sniffed again, then she increased the pace. 

I was completely blown away by the combination of the poppers and the hard fucking that I was receiving.  I loved every moment.

“Ah, fuck me.  Fuck me!  Mistress, fuck, fuck, fuck me!  Ahhhh so good, oh so good!” I moaned.

“Yeah, take my cock you fucking bitch.” She snarled, not that I could hear her.  All I could hear was a woman telling me that I was a cum dumpster for any man.

Every so often I sniffed the bottle, and when I needed to, I restarted the video.  Over time, I was so high on the poppers and the fucking, that I was a moaning mess on the bed. 

After fucking me for a solid twenty minutes, Katya finally pulled out.  “Don’t move.” She said under the headphones.  I felt her move off the bed, and in my peripheral vision, I saw her head to the drawer of toys.  Moments later, she was back and I could feel one of my medium sized butt-plugs being pushed in, only five centimetres in diameter; but it felt like a fist after all those years going without. 

“Get on your back and hand me your phone.” She searched for a website I already knew called Warpmymind.com.  There, she searched through the files eventually finding a file she found interesting. She downloaded the file called Curse Forced Gay and pressed play.  Then she pressed the bottle under my nose.  “Sniff hard and deep.” I did, and she moved to the other nostril.  “Again.”  I did.  She then shut the bottle and put it down.  “Close your eyes and listen.  Good night.”

“Good night Mistress.”

The next day, I awoke to find my phone in the charger and my headphones off.  I also found that the chastity cage had been removed. 

“Morning.” Katya said to me, smiling.  “Back to work huh?”

“Urgh, yeah.” I moaned.

She pulled herself closer and slid her hands into my panties and began to rub me.  We kissed for a moment.

“Mmm, to what do I owe this pleasure?” I purred.

She didn’t reply.  She simply smiled as she rubbed my cock faster. 

“Seriously, do you wanna fuck?” I asked.

“No.  I have other cocks for that.” She told me, rubbing faster.  “Just close your eyes and think about all those cocks.  Cocks in my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass.  In your mouth, in your ass.  Cock.  Mmmmm… Cock.  You love cock, don’t you?”

“Y…yes.”

“Cock.  You want cock.  Don’t you wish you had a cock now?”

“Yes.”

“Can you feel the cock in your ass?” I felt the buttplug.  “Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock.”

“Tell me I can have all the cock I want.”

“You can ha-have all the c-cock you want.” I was getting close.

“I can have anyone’s cock?”

“Yes, anyone’s.”

“Even your colleagues, like we discussed?”

“Yes, anyone.”

“What if I already fucked one of your colleagues? Would you be angry with me?”

“No.  No.”

“I did.  I texted with one of your colleagues yesterday, and I drove to see him, and he fucked me.  And you ate his cum.  And he knows you ate it.”

“Oh fuck! Oh my god, you’re amazing!” I was so close.

“You like that?  You like that I fucked your colleague?”

“Yes!  Yes!  Which one?”

“I’ll let you guess.”

“Oh fuck.  Yes please, fuck him again.”

“Oh I will.  I promise you that.  I promised him that.  But that’s not your concern.  Your concern is cock.  Bareback cock.  Isn’t it honey?”

“Oh god, yes!  Yes Mistress.”

“You love cum don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“You want it all in your mouth and ass don’t you?”

“Yeee-oh!” I came all over her hand, and she quickly brought it up for me to lick.

I lay there, panting, staring up at the ceiling.  “Before you ask, yes, I did.  I fucked one of your colleagues.  I will tell you if you really want to know, but that will ruin the fun, and you will probably do something stupid, in which case I will stop this and we will go back to normal.  Or, I will let you guess and we can have some fun with it.  So?”

“Don’t tell me.  I don’t want to ruin this.”

“Good.  How’s you libido?”

“Down Mistress.”

“No Mistress.  It’s me darling.  I love you.  Yesterday was lovely.”

“I loved every second of it.”

“Me too.” I told her.

She started to get up, and then she suddenly stopped.  “I forgot.  I read about something yesterday I wanted to try.” She then pressed the tip of her finger and thumb into the flesh in my shoulder next to my chest.

“ARGH!” I screamed.  The pain was sudden and extreme, and it seemed to just continue afterwards. 

“Interesting.” She laughed.  “Turn on your side.”  I did, and she pressed into the side of my buttock, hard.

“FUCK!” Again, it felt like I was being stabbed. 

“Pressure points.” She explained, pressing into my chest again, harder, and holding it there. 

“Argh!  Please stop!  Please stop!” I begged.

“No.  Now I can hurt you without leaving a mark.” She pulled away.  “Or I can just do this.” And she punched me in the balls.

“Awwwww!” I groaned, and she laughed as she got up to go shower.

During the day at the office, I tried my best to work out who it was she had slept with.  Had it been Chris?  Greg?  John?  Steve?  Fuck.  I became obsessed.  I’d seen all of them at some point within the first hour of arriving, and no-one seemed to give the impression they were hiding something from me. 

Did you enjoy that?  Me torturing you? Katya wrote on Teams.

It could easily just have been Mike and she was pretending.  Fuck, yeah, I bet that was it. 

It was fun. ☺

Locking my computer, I grabbed my cup and walked over to the kitchen to make a coffee.  Chris was there finishing his and eating a banana.  It was standard company policy to put fresh fruit in the kitchens to encourage healthy eating.  It was one of the perks of working for a Scandinavian owned company.

“Want some cream?” Chris asked me.

“Excuse me?” I asked, shocked that Chris would be so obvious.

“For your coffee?” He asked, confused.

“Oh, right, yeah.  Sorry, not thinking straight.”

“Uh-huh.” He leaned back on the counter as I poured the cream into the coffee, then put it back in the fridge.  “Want a banana?  They’re sweet today.  There’s a big, long one here.”

“Have you got something to say, Chris?”

“What the fuck has got into you?”

“Sorry, sorry.  Just…urgh.  Never mind.”

I grabbed my coffee and walked out, heading back to my PC and unlocking it.

Was it Chris? I asked her.

I’m not telling you who it is. She wrote back.

Chris is playing mind-games with me.

Or you are over thinking things.

I wasn’t sure if she was being deflective or not.  So it’s not Chris?

Babe, drop it.  Please.

Turning to my work, I decided to do exactly that, drop it, and for the next hour, I had enough to do to keep my mind occupied.  However, as I looked over at Chris’ office, I saw him staring over at me.  Again, I tried to ignore it, but I felt sure he was smirking at me.

Chris is smirking. I wrote.

Babe, this is getting silly.  Please, stop. She wrote back.

How can I?  You were the one who fucked my colleague!

She didn’t write back, and for a moment, I didn’t know what to do.  Had I ruined everything?  And then my phone rang; it was her.

“Hey.” I said.

“Babe, stop.  Do not do anything stupid.”

“Just tell me who it is.”

“No!  You know why.  Stop!  Okay.  Promise me you won’t do anything stupid.”

“Okay.”

“Thank you.” And the phone went dead. 

I went back to my PC, but as I did, I saw Chris check his mobile phone, and his eyes briefly lifted to me, before he answered it with a smile on his face.  The smile quickly disappeared, and then he frowned.  I could see him say something like that he understood, and then he ended the call and dropped the phone on the desk, allowing his eyes to connect to mine.  It was at that moment that I realised what had happened.  He’d been told off.

For a moment, I allowed myself a smile of victory.  In fact, I felt pretty good about myself.  So, I decided to write one last message.  I’m not sure why I did it, or what I had hoped to achieve, but I did it anyway.

Hehe, he’s sulking now.  Well done. I wrote.

You’ve ruined it.  This could’ve been fun, but you needed to play detective.  That he was being a twat, well, so are you.  Yes, I fucked Chris, and yes, he was good.  This was about fun for us though.  If you think you have won some sort of battle, you haven’t.  You have a battle inside you and this isn’t going to work if you can’t handle it.  Sorry, we’re done.

Fuck!  She was breaking up with me?  Oh my god, what did I do?

I called her up. “What?” She snapped.  I could hear that she couldn’t really speak.

“You’re leaving me?”

“What?”

“You wrote that we’re done.”

“With this game Tom, not you and I.  I’m not going to break up with you over this.  But honestly, you can’t handle this game, so we’re done with it.”

“No…please…”

“Tom, I have work!  We’ll talk when I get home.”

The rest of the day was awful.  I’d made a horrible mess of things, and part of me wanted to go over to Chris and apologise.  Then as I was leaving down to the car park, I inadvertently stepped into an elevator with him. 

At first we were quiet, neither really acknowledging one another.  Then I decided to apologise.

“I’m sorry.” I mumbled.

“Huh?” He asked.

“I said I’m sorry.”

“What are you sorry for?”

“Messing things up with Katya.”

Chris was quiet for a moment, as if wondering to continue the conversation, and then he said, “I didn’t know if you knew or not, or what the deal was.  She just told me it’s a game she’s doing.”

“It is.”

“I’m all for a bit of kink mate, you know that.”

“It’s just my fuck up.” I said, stepping out into the car park.  “Look, I’ll talk to her and straighten things out.”

“You really don’t mind?  You know, me and her?”

“I really don’t.  It was essentially my idea, erm, sort of.  Not you, obviously, she picked you.”

“Huh.  That’s nice.” He smiled.  “Nice to be noticed.”

“Right.”

“Anyway, erm, yes, well, erm, jolly good.”

With that, we went on our way.

Arriving home, I found Katya sat at the table, looking at her phone.  I walked over and gave her a kiss on the forehead.

“I’m sorry.” I told her.

“I know you are.” She said softly.

“I’m stupid.  It’s my ego.  It’ll get better.”

“Honestly.  I’m not so sure it will.  Chris called, said you’d talked, and tried to convince me it was okay for us to keep seeing each other.  But I don’t know.  This is all too stressful.  I need time.”

“And I’ll give you time, but don’t give up.”

She shook her head, clearly angry.  “Right now, I don’t even know if I want to see you.  I’m going to take a bath and go to bed.  Please sleep in the spare room.”

Leaving without another word, I heard the door shut, and that was it.  Lost in my thoughts, I opened up my laptop and began reading my porn stories, trying to remember how I beat this ego panic I had previously.  Then at around ten pm, I headed up to the spare room where a couple of nights before, Mike and Theresa had slept.

There, lying on the bed waiting for me, was a long pink nightie, and on the nightstand, my poppers, my headphones, the butt-plug, and the lubricant; and it suddenly occurred to me, that this might not be over after all.

END OF PART 5

Read Part Six here - Chris is now on board with being Katya's lover, and on top of that, he sees so much potential in being the bull in a cuckold lifestyle. On top of that, he decides that there is no reason why he can't have his cake and eat it too. Tom needs to decide if he is happy with Chris' advances, and if he is willing to manipulate his wife to make sure she and Chris become even closer.
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