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Part 4

The next morning, the mood was tense and the air thick, but not from Theresa and Mike’s side.  I awoke to find the phone lying to my side and headphones on my head, which was probably good given the stinking headache I had felt like my brain was going to cause my head to explode, and the headphones were the only things preventing that from happening. 

As my memory returned to the previous night, I remembered the last thing that happened; Katerina leaving the room to go spend the night with Theresa and Mike.  However, as I turned to my side, I found my wife lying next to me, still fast asleep, and I sighed in relief. 

On my other side, I noticed the poppers on the nightstand.  I’d spent an hour watching hypnosis videos and sniffing poppers.  During that hour, I didn’t dare take the headphones off to hear what was going on next door.  However, as I looked at those poppers, I found myself drawn to looking at a video one more time.  One more for the morning.

“No, no, no.” I whispered to myself, pulling off the headphones and getting up, finding myself in the pink satin sissy lingerie from the day before.  I pulled off the little nightie, and placed it on the bed, and then headed to the bathroom where I took off the lingerie and threw it into the hamper.  Then I jumped into the shower, appreciating the hot water and its calming effect on my headache.

The one thing I wanted most of all was to masturbate.  My cock throbbed in the cage, and I found myself hoping, wishing, that Katerina really fucked Mike last night.  I wanted her to get up and tell me how amazing it had all been, and how she wanted to do it again and again.

I turned the shower to cold and stood under it.  It helped.

As I cleaned my teeth, I looked at myself in the mirror.  The outlines of the bra straps were indented on my body.  I sighed, as I realised that I missed waking up to those lines, but at the same time, it brought back so many memories, great memories for me, but with that tinge of embarrassment.  And it brought back the one voice that ruined everything for me.  My mum, saying, “Oh Thomas, what a disappointment you are.”  Not, you silly boy, or something benign like that.  “What a disappointment.” 

It’s weird.  All the joking and humiliating laughter by my friends, which I took in the spirit it was meant, was fine.  My dad not talking to me for a while, was fine.  My brother-in-law saying I was weird, was fine.  But my mother calling me a disappointment cut deeper than a knife.  I think had she not actually said it, but thought it, then I would’ve been fine, but she actually said it, and no-one wants to hear that from their mother, no matter what the age.  I even think that had she not said it, then I would’ve continued wearing the lingerie, and I would’ve have been honest with Katerina from the start.  Heck, I probably would have continued in my submission and never have met Katerina, so I guess it’s not all bad.

I spat out and looked at myself.  “You’re such a disappointment.” I said, and dried my mouth off, heading back into the room, where I flopped down onto the bed, revelling in my self-pity.

“Morning.” Katya yawned, stretching and giving a small yelp as she usually did.  “How did you sleep?” She asked cheerfully.

There was something about her cheerful wake-up that triggered me.  I don’t know if I had expected or wanted her to wake up embarrassed or what, but it triggered me.  I burst into tears and sobbed like a child.

“Hey, hey, hey.” She said, bolting upright and pulling me into a hug.  “Hey, nothing happened, okay?  We kissed a little and then talked some more.  Nothing happened, don’t worry.”

I didn’t know what to say.  The disappointment that nothing happened made it all worse, and instead of feeling better, it made me sob more.

“You are such a disappointment.” The voice in my head said.

We hugged for a little longer, with my trying to find my voice but instead just sobbing, until finally I dried my eyes and looked at her.

“It’s not that.” I told her.

“What do you mean?” She asked.

“It doesn’t matter.” I said, getting up.  “I guess it’s just the headache and pressure from last night coming to a head.” I breathed out in an attempt to calm myself, and then stood.  “I should get up and make some breakfast.  They’ll be getting up soon.”

I walked over to the lingerie drawer, where I got out some hot pink stockings, hot pink satin suspender belt, matching full-cut panties trimmed with lots of white ruffles, and a matching bra, also trimmed with white lace ruffles. 

“You don’t need to wear all that, baby.” She told me. “If you don’t want to.  I don’t want to see you hurting like this.”

“Babe, I like wearing this.  I missed it.  And you like me wearing it, don’t you?” I asked.

“I do.  I think I have a lingerie fetish.” She laughed.  “I like sexy lingerie, and I like it on you.”

“See?  So it’s fine.”

“Okay, good.  Just so long as you are happy.”

I finished putting on the lingerie and then looked at her.  She was tense and nervous and I could feel it, like she wanted to say something but didn’t know how.  I decided not to press.  It was important to let her find her space to say what she wanted to say, when she was ready.

For a moment, I looked at the dresses hanging from the hangers in the cupboard.  There was a hot-pink sissy maid one there that I absolutely loved wearing.  It was lockable and had long sleeves which were also lockable.  With a sigh, I closed the cupboard and went to get the jeans on the chair.

“Put it on if you want.” She said quietly.

“When it’s just us, if that’s okay?” I told her.

“I…. yes, of course honey.  Anything you want.”

Once more, I sighed in disappointment.  She doesn’t understand, I thought.  She doesn’t get me at all.  This won’t work.  I’ll need to go back to normal.

After dressing, I headed downstairs and made breakfast for everyone, a full English.  Mike was the first down, and he looked worse for wear.  He always did struggle with hangovers.

“Last night was wild man.” He said, sipping at the coffee.  “Fuck, good old days, right?”

“Right.” I replied, curtly.

“Something the matter?” He asked.

“No, no.” I replied with a sigh.

Mike looked at me as he ate and then shook his head.  He knew better than to press, and had seen these self-pitying stages before.  He also knew that over time, they went away.

“It’s meant to be cold today, so the girls should wrap up warm if we are going to drain the heating.” He said.

“Good idea.  I’ll ask Katya to give Terry a sweater.”

“Thanks.” Mike replied.  He finished his food and immediately looked better.  “All right.  I’m gonna get my woman out of bed and get ready to work.”

As I was cleaning up Mike’s plate, I realised Katya was taking a while to come down.  I headed upstairs to see if she was okay, or fallen back asleep, and also to mention the sweater for Theresa.  However, as I was approaching the spare room, I could hear talking.

“Katya was just saying that Tom was crying this morning.” Theresa was explaining to Mike.

“He did seem off this morning, but I put that down to his nerves.  You remember how he was after we began dating, don’t you?” Mike explained.

“Yeah, I was just saying that to Katya.”

And then I heard Katerina’s voice.  “I know, and I should’ve told him the truth, but honestly, I felt heartbroken.  To see him crying like that because of something so stupid.  I’m sorry, last night was great, but I promised I wouldn’t do it, and, well, if I wasn’t drunk…. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not accusing you of taking advantage of me, just well, I shouldn’t have done it.”

“Are you sure he didn’t want it?” Mike asked.

“No, of course not, but this whole thing is tearing him up inside.  I don’t want that for him.”

“What is it you want?”

“I don’t know.  I want to have fun, with him.  I want us to both enjoy life and do things that make us happy, without judgment.  Most of all, I want to know what is going on in his head.”

“My advice, talk to him.” Theresa said.  “After Jake, I isolated myself to the point where I placed a wedge in our relationship, when what I should have done was talk to him.  I should have talked to him properly when we discussed the divorce scenario, but, well, if I had, you two wouldn’t have met.”

“I will talk to him, but he needs to be ready to talk.”

I realised I couldn’t stand here listening or I would be found, so instead, I backed up to the staircase, and made a noise to show I was coming upstairs.  As I was rounding the corner, Katya stepped out of their room with red puffy eyes.  She had clearly been crying.  I pulled her to me and gave her a long hug.

“I love you.” I told her.

“I love you too.”

That morning, after draining the system, I watched Mike work on joining the pipes downstairs, whilst Theresa and Katerina sat upstairs, talking.  I had expected to make small talk with Mike, but obviously, the situation had hit a nerve with him.

“What’s going on with you?” He asked.

“I don’t know what I want.”

“No, you do know what you want, but you’re scared of it.”

“All right.” I replied, shrugging.

“The question is, what’s stopping you?  What’s holding you back?”

“Well, the pain of what happened before.  The realisation that I’d lost the woman I loved, voluntarily.”

“And?”

“And? Why should there be an and?”

Mike sighed and dropped his arm down from the pipe.  “There’s always an and.  Look, when we were together, you went through the same thing. Then it was about what your friends would say if they found out, then it became what Theresa really thought about you, whether or not she was embarrassed about you, which you eventually realised she was not. Right?”

“Right.”

“Now something else is holding you back.  Something tells me it is not about Katerina.  Something tells me you know Katerina is cool with everything.  Hell, I get the feeling she wants it more than you.  So what is holding you back?”

I shook my head.  “You are such a disappointment.” The voice in my head said.

“Nothing. I don’t know.  I just need time I guess.”

Mike stared at me and then his shoulders relaxed.  He began nodding.  “Sure.  I get that.” He said, beginning to work again.  “But I’m only gonna give you so much before I make my move.  And I’m telling you this right now, I’m making you my cocksucking bitch again.  I’m tired of this shit.  You went away and left us, even though we had an agreement. You left us and you left me when you knew full well that I was never a settle down guy.  We were a family, all of us, and you left us.”

“I panicked.”

“No, you got spooked.  I can tell.  The question is, what spooked you?”

“I don’t want to talk about this.”

“Maybe not.  But I meant what I said.  As far as I am concerned, you can get your face up in my junk and breathe that smell in, because bitch, that is your place again.”

I wasn’t sure if he meant right at that moment, or in general, but that is what I did.  I pressed my face into his crotch and nuzzled it.

“Good.” He said. 

It didn’t take long for him to finish the job, and then we went up and set the heating going again, and opened the valve.  The system took some minutes to fill and warm.  We then headed downstairs and watched the new radiator warm, whilst we ventilated it to remove the air. 

“Looks good.” I told him.

“Certainly does.  Seems to be giving off enough heat, which should dry this place out nicely.  If you find it getting musky though, open the window or get some air-dryers in and that should help.”

“Thanks man.  I really appreciate this.”

He winked at me.  “You’ll make it up to me in other ways.  Or your wife will.”

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“What happened last night?”

He seemed troubled to answer.  “You really should discuss this with your wife.”

“And she’ll tell me when she’s ready.”

With a frown, he said, “She came into our room and shut the door, climbed into bed with us, sucked my cock, and then licked Terry’s pussy which I fucked her.”

I nodded.  “Bareback?”

“Of course.”

“How many times?”

“A few.  I think we got done at like, four.  We invited her to sleep with us, but she said she should be with you.”

Once more, I nodded. “And that bed is quite small.”

“True.”

“Thanks man.”

“My pleasure.  How do you feel?”

“Happy, on the one hand.  Excited and really looking forward to the possibilities.”

“And on the other hand?”

I frowned.  “Like I’m reopening Pandora’s box.”

“You are, but I wouldn’t worry about it.  Learn from your mistakes of the past.”

We headed back upstairs and let the girls know it was all working.  Katerina was over the moon and gave Mike a huge hug. 

“We should get going.” Mike told Theresa.

“Actually,” Katerina began, looking a little nervous for some reason, “I was thinking that Mike needs to be thanked properly for all the work he did.”

“Well, erm, I mean, I can withdraw some money…” I mumbled.  I knew exactly what Katya meant, but I didn’t dare say it.

Katerina smiled at me.  “No, that’s not what I meant.  One of us needs to thank him properly.  You decided who.” She tried to put on an image of dominance, but I could see the fear in her eyes.  I decided to be selfish.

“I can do it.” I told her, and I could see she was okay with the answer. 

“Go upstairs and get read then.”

I ran upstairs to my bedroom and stripped down to the lingerie, throwing on the short nightie.  Minutes later, Mike walked in completely naked.  I was under the impression he would come alone, but I was mistaken.  It seemed I would have an audience, as Theresa and Katya sat next to Mike on the bed.

Dropping to my knees without another word, I took the heavy black cock into my mouth and sucked him like I knew how.  To say that Katya was impressed by my technique was an understatement. 

“Wow, he’s good at that!” She gasped.

I could detect a hint of pride in Theresa’s voice when she responded.  “Yes, we trained him well, to the point he became quite the little cocksucker.  But if you want to see him go really wild…” She reached for the poppers and put them under my nose.  I inhaled and then felt the rush of heat in my face.  Immediately, I felt as though someone made me ultra horny.  I moaned as I slobbered and sucked on that luscious cock.  Fuck, I needed it so much, more and more!  Fuck more!  I wanted that cock.  What was I thinking? Of course, I wanted all this.  Of course, I wanted Katya to fuck him.

Theresa gave me another hit of the poppers and up I came again.  This time I grabbed at Katya’s jeans and pulled them down, along with her little panties.  I watched as they peeled off her legs.

“What are you doing?” She laughed.  But I wasn’t laughing.  I was high and horny and I wanted to see my friend fuck my wife, again.

I began pulling Katya across, gently, and Theresa helped.  Needing no further encouragement, Katya climbed over Mike, and used her hand to guide his huge, fat cock into her warm, wet pussy. 

“Ohhhh.” She gasped, feeling it enter her.  “Oh fuck, he’s so big baby.”

“He’s bigger than me, huh?” I said, encouraging her.

“Uh-huh, hell yeah.”

“Everyone’s bigger than you babe.” Theresa smiled at me.

I was starting to come down from the poppers already and my nerves were kicking in again.  At the same time though, fuck, my wife was riding a big hard cock, and fuck I loved that.  I felt Theresa’s attention was on me again and I looked up at her.  She was smiling, but it wasn’t a nasty smile, but rather a peculiar one of pride and relief.  She knew exactly what I was feeling at that very moment.

“Go on.” She said, handing me the poppers.

I sniffed again, longer and harder, to get the high back and then handed the poppers back to her.  Right in front of me, was a scene I had dreamt of so many times. 

Mike flipped her over and began thrusting into her harder.  Katya’s moans had turned into screams of humiliating abuse at me, about how she’d never been fucked like this before, how I needed to learn my place.  Then her back arched and she let out a long guttural moan, before dropping down.  Mike didn’t let up though, and that led Katya into some weird type of subspace, where she simply mumbled and moaned over and over.  Every so often, she let out a little squeak as another mini-climax hit. 

“Go between his legs and do what you do.” Theresa ordered.

I climbed between Mike’s legs and began to lick at his anus, diddling his star with my tongue.  Then I dropped to his balls and sucked on them, occasionally drifting to Katya’s cunt, causing her to squeak again.

The fucking continued for ten minutes, until finally, with a long moan, Mike came inside my wife’s pussy.  They lay together for a moment, kissing, and then Mike pulled away slightly, allowing his cock to come out near my face.  As was traditional for me to do, I took his cock in my mouth and licked it clean, and then dropped to his balls and licked and sucked those.  When I looked up, I found Katya smiling at me, a look of pride and contentment I had not seen in her before.  I then moved to her pussy and began licking at the huge creampie Mike had left me.

“That’s it,” Katya purred.  “Get all his tasty semen out of me.”

“Mmm, clean her up nicely.” Theresa said, stroking my hair.

I had so dearly missed all this.  I licked and sucked, drinking the cum down, until suddenly, out of nowhere, Katya came again.

“Fuck, I think that was the best experience of my life.” Katya gasped.  “I’m serious.  I think I have never been so turned on sexually ever.”

Theresa chuckled.  “It really is amazing.  I remember how I just felt like I couldn’t have any more orgasms, because they were one after another.”

“But last night, I mean, it was awesome, don’t get me wrong, but just now was on a completely different level.”

Chuckling, Mike began to dress.  “You need to talk to your sissy about that.  He knows exactly why that was.”

I did.  It was because I was in the room with them.  It was the act of humiliating the person you love; the dark side of love, enjoying their pain and suffering.  The poppers had worn off me a long time ago, not that I needed them.  The whole situation was so amazing, and being that I was in chastity, I couldn’t exactly hurt my libido.  I was on a sexual high, and that was a good thing.

“We need to go if we want to have any hope of making that reservation in the city.” Mike warned Theresa.

“Don’t you wanna cancel and stay here, and have some fun together?” Theresa pined.

Mike smiled and pulled his wife off the bed.  “I think these two have some things to discuss.  Come on woman.”

“Spoil sport.”

I had to chuckle at that.

We showed them to the door and said thank you for all the help and a wonderful visit.  As Katya gave Mike and long deep kiss, Theresa pulled at my pink nightie and pulled me tight.  I felt her mouth on mine and her tongue enter.  We kissed like we used to, and I felt her give me a longing moan silently into my mouth. As she pulled away, I could see she had teared up slightly.

“Bye.” She whispered, but turning to Katya.  To my surprise, there was no quick kiss there either, as the two women locked lips in a passionate embrace.

Once gone, Katya pulled me close and held me.  “I’m sorry for lying.” She said.

“It’s fine.  I understood.  I guess we should talk, shouldn’t we?” I asked her.

“It’s up to you.  Whenever you’re ready.”

“I’ll never be ready.  That’s the whole problem.”

We walked to the sofa and sat down close to each other, holding each other’s hands.  I needed to find a way to get what I felt out.  So before I began, I asked a question.

“When you walked out of the room last night, what did you feel?” I asked her.

She took a deep breath.  “Fear, mainly.”

“Fear of what?”

“That I was doing everything wrong.  That you would hate me.  That you would leave me.”

“That I wouldn’t be happy?”

“Yes.”

“Did you once ask yourself, will this make me happy?”

“No.” She nodded.  “No I didn’t.  I know, we talked about this, but I can’t help it.  I just wanted to do something for you.  To let you have that happiness you once had.”

“That happiness was torture for a long time until I sorted my emotions out.  I was bitter, jealous, spiteful.  I made Theresa’s life a living hell.  At one point, I honestly thought she would divorce me.”

“Why?”

“Because she did exactly what I asked her to do.  She fucked someone else.  And my fragile ego couldn’t take it, because I thought that eventually, she would wake up and realise just how fucked up I really am.  What a messed-up cunt.”

She shook her head.  “I’m confused.  Why?”

“Because what I want is weird.  It’s not normal.  I thought, she’s doing this for me but she doesn’t want to really do it, and I’m shaming her into doing it, until finally, she would leave me.  What I didn’t realise was, that my emotions were pushing her away anyway.”

Katya nodded.  “Is that why you were crying this morning?  Are you afraid I would leave you?”

“I’m always afraid of that, but not, that’s not why.  That was something different.  That was shame.”

“But why?” She asked.  “Look, if I am really honest, if you are telling me that I get to feel the way I did last night or hell, better, right now, anytime I like, then sign me up.  I’m not going to leave you for wanting that; fuck, you’re giving me freedom that no other man would.  It’s the ultimate acceptance of feminism if you think of it.”

I kissed her forehead and then pulled back.  “I don’t think you will leave me.  I don’t think my kinks will drive you away.  But I have something inside me that has hurt me immensely.”

“Do you want to tell me?”

I sighed and then nodded.  “When Theresa exposed me, which was always the plan, she didn’t do anything wrong, I had support from my friends, and work brushed it off as not their concern.  Dad didn’t talk to me for a year.”

“I knew about that, but you never told me why.  Was that it?  Your dad not talking to you?  He talks to you now, not that he ever has anything interesting to say.”

“No, not dad.  Mum.”

“What did your mum do?”

“It’s what she said.  She said, you’re such a disappointment.  You know, I heard that from her all my life.  I was constantly a disappointment.  Got a C at school, I was a disappointment.  Rubbish at sports?  I’m a disappointment.  And then it stopped, because I went to university and I did well, and I met Theresa, who everyone loved.  And then this happened, and well, I heard it in her voice.  She really sees me as a disappointment.”

Katya pulled me to her tight.  She was crying as she listened to me.  “Oh honey, that’s horrible.  How can you ever forgive her for that?”

“But she’s right.”

“No!  No, no, no!” Katya gasped.  “Fuck, look at you.  You bought a house.  You are fantastic at your job.  You have a gorgeous wife, again.  Seriously, you are anything but a disappointment!  Fuck!  I kind of wish you hadn’t told me now, because I’ve got a good mind to call your mother and give her a piece of my mind.”

“Don’t do that.”

“I won’t, but…” She sighed.  “Does Theresa know about this?”

“No.  No-one does.  I mean, she never liked my parents anyway, so I doubt she’d be surprised.”

“I mean, fuck!  I’m sorry honey.  So basically, you see yourself as a disappointment?  Because you wear this and because I fucked Mike?”

“Yes.  I feel like I can’t keep myself normal.  That I have to descend into the self-destructive behaviour.”

“But why self-destructive?”

“Because my fetishes are self-destructive.  If I let them run loose, then what will happen?”

“Yes, what will happen?” She asked, highlighting that nothing serious, but I didn’t see it that way.

“Look what happened.  I could have stayed married to Theresa.  I could have had kids with her.  I could have grown old with her.”

“Is that what you want?” She asked, clearly hurt.

“No,” I sighed, shaking my head.  “This isn’t about you per se, but about the scenario.  I wouldn’t have disappointed anyone.”

“I’m sorry, I still don’t understand.”

I tried to gather my thoughts, and then I said, “My dark fetish was to be ruined, divorced, left with nothing, and forced into a dark world as a gay prostitute.”

“And Theresa enabled that?”

“Yes, because I begged her to.  I begged her to do that to me.”

“Why?”

“Because it completely controlled me.  It was all I could dream about.  It was the ultimate humiliation, to ruined in such a way.”

“Okay, I get it.  But I still don’t understand why you believe you are a disappointment.  I’m sorry, but there are so many ways we can disappoint people, but their disappointment in you is entirely based on their own expectations.  It’s hardly your problem to deal with their disappointment.”

“And how would you feel if I said I wanted that to happen to me?  Put yourself in Theresa’s position.”

She gave it a moment’s thought and said, “I think I would be disappointed that I wouldn’t get to have you at home, but, proud that you are following your fantasies.  I certainly wouldn’t be disappointed in you.  I’m not disappointed in you now.  I look at you in your lingerie, knowing that I made you do it, and well, I feel proud, I feel hot, I feel…” She paused and her eyes glazed a little bit, clearly working herself up.  “Powerful. Fuck, I feel so very powerful.  I feel that, if I wanted to hurt you, like really hurt you, not that I would, but let’s say I just one day decided to do something horrible and burn you with something, that not only would you take it, but you would willingly ask for more, just for my amusement.  That’s true power over someone, and it’s the ultimate gift, to be given that level of power. I feel honoured that you chose me to hold that power.”

My eyes froze on hers.  I don’t think I have ever wanted anyone more in my life.  I was eternally grateful that this woman fell into my life. 

She was getting turned on now though.  The situation was working her up, and she was letting her feelings out.  That was good.  I wanted to hear her.  No holds barred.

“Can you imagine going to that tradeshow again, and me there on the other stand, you on yours, but with me knowing that I made you dress in lingerie under that suit?  Fuck!  Or fucking forcing you to come out as transgender to your office and making you go as a woman!  Diversity baby; they wouldn’t be able to do a thing about it.  Oh my god, you going on business trips and fucking sucking cock of men you meet in hotel bars.”

“I would do that for you if you wanted?”

“I do want.  I want you to do that when you go on business trips.  Find men to suck.  Or better yet, have them fuck you.  Would you like that sissy?  To get fucked by a proper huge cock?”

I was panting now.  “Y, yes.”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs.  I saw her scramble for the key to the padlock and then watched her unlock the cage.  My cock sprang upright. Moments later, she was pushing me back and riding my cock.

“Fuck, you’re certainly not Mike, but it’ll do.” She gasped.  “And when you are sucking cock in your hotel rooms, I’ll be with Mike and Theresa, getting fucked and licking your ex-wife’s pussy.  Hell, did you know Theresa said she’d like me to be her bitch?  Maybe I can do that, huh?  Should I serve your ex-wife?”

“Oh god, oh fuck, yes!  Yes do it, do it!”

“And you’ll take cock for me, any cock I’ll tell you to?”

“Yes, oh god yes.”

Katya was getting faster, harder.  She was bucking her hips forward and backward.  I’m not entirely sure what was going through her head when she said what she said next, but I have a feeling that she was testing me, testing my resolve, or even testing if I loved her as much as Theresa. 

“Maybe Theresa leaving and exposing you seemed like the ultimate humiliation, but there’s much worse.” She purred.  “Maybe I should leave you.  Maybe I should expose you properly, and maybe I should turn you into a proper gay whore. You see, I have the industry connections, I could properly ruin you.  Theresa couldn’t, but I could.  Does that turn you on?”

“Oh god yes!” I gasped, my buttocks clenching.

“Should I do that to you?”

“Oh fuck!  Yes, yes!  Now!  Please!  Ruin me!  Oh fuck!”

We came at exactly the same time.  No joke. Identical moments.  She collapsed on me and said, “I’d never do that to you.  Never.  But I’m happy to indulge your fantasy.  But I will never leave the best thing to ever happen to me.” And then she pulled me close and held me tight.  For the first time, I didn’t feel like a disappointment.

END OF PART 4

Read Part 5 Here - Katya is on board and immediately has taken to the role of the sadistic dominant housewife. She sees possibilities for her husband and believes that she knows exactly where Theresa went wrong with her marriage. She decides to explore the possibilities of hypnosis on her husband, and whilst he does that, she can explore Tom's colleague Chris. 


How will Tom feel knowing his colleague knows his secret? How Katya deal with the power she now has? 
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