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Part 7

The smell of cooking pasta sauce hit my nose the moment I entered the house.  Spaghetti Carbonara, a personal favourite of mine, and a recipe Katerina knew well.  I marched inside and kissed her on the cheek, receiving a warm smile in return. 

“Hello honey.” She told me, in a very normal, wifely way. 

“Hi baby.  How are you?”

“I’m great!  How are you?”

“Good, good.  Erm, are we okay?” I asked, cautiously.

She turned to face me and smiled.  It was a smile that said she was both sorry and that she loved me.  “Of course we’re okay.  I love you to bits and I behaved awfully to you.”

“You didn’t.  It’s fine.  It was my fault.”

“Let’s just agree we both did silly things.”

I gulped, wondering how to bring up Chris’ request.  It was not an easy one to do, but I knew I had to.  However, before I could, she asked a related question.

“I understand you showed your lingerie to Chris today?” She asked, again, smiling.

“Y-yes I did.”

“Good.  Was he nice to you?”

“Erm, yeah.”

“Good.  Go get changed for dinner.”

I looked at her.  “Erm, male clothes?” I asked her.

“No baby.  Either put some lingerie on with a nightie, or a dress.  We agreed, no male clothing in the house anymore, no matter what.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“No, I’m not Mistress this weekend.  But rules are rules.”

I ran upstairs and thought about throwing on my baby-blue dress, however, when I went to the toilet, I found my panties full of cum which had leaked out of me.  I realised there was a strong possibility that she would find them, so I quickly wiped them with toilet paper and changed out of the lingerie, throwing it in the hamper.  I then put on a red pullover bralette, thick red suspender belt, matching panties, and red stockings.  Over that, I put on a long red satin and lace nightie, which draped to my feet.

Returning downstairs, she said, “No wig and make-up?”

“Oh, yeah, sorry.”

“Tut-tut.” She said as she set the table.

“Sorry.” I ran upstairs and put on my straight black wig and then did my make-up, returning downstairs.

“That’s better.”

We sat down to eat, clinking wine glasses together and smiling.  Regardless of the apology, there was still a tension in the room.  We seemed to be scared to communicate, or share, for fear of saying the wrong thing.  I decided work was the best conversation, even though we tried not to talk about it normally because of the whole competitor thing.

“Erm, so, did you hear the news about CCD?” I asked.

“What news?” She asked back, raising an eyebrow of interest.

“CCD tried to do a hostile takeover of Adestria.  We caught it in time and did a reverse attack.  Apparently, we’ve taken twenty-five percent, and by next week we’ll be majority shareholders.”

She let her fork and spoon drop to the table with a clatter.  Her face was serious and firm, staring at my face.  “Are you serious?”

“Yep.”

“Oh you’ve got to be fucking kidding!” She screamed, picking up her phone and scanning through the stock listings.  Eventually, she found the information.  “You are fucking joking!  Oh my god!  I don’t wanna work for you lot!  And I’m sure as hell not reporting to you!” She scrolled through her contacts and dialled a number, getting up from the table and heading to another room.  “Fiona, have you heard the fucking news?” And the door shut.

I sighed.  Not exactly the quiet dinnertime conversation topic I could have chosen.

I picked at the spaghetti and realised I’d gotten myself into the type of pickle which had messed me up once before.  Dealing with the CCD acquisition was the last thing on my mind.  I had to find a way to convince her to sleep with Chris.

When she came back into the room, she had calmed down.  Talking to her colleague, and friend, Fiona was always a help. 

“Fiona found the whole thing hilarious, of course.” She chuckled.  Of course, Fiona used to work for Adestria, back when I was a junior account manager.  “She always said that she would need to be dragged back there kicking and screaming; well, it looks like that will have to happen.”

We chatted about the permutations of working together, how it could end up, and then I told her Chris’ theory.  She agreed with him.

“It could get messy, admittedly, but honestly, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.  We’ll see where I am in the relationship with him.” That piqued my attention.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean, if by then it’s still a case of fucking, then getting rid of him won’t be an issue; but if we are in a close relationship, then we’ll need to make allowances at home.  We’ll need to consider how we communicate things, if we communicate things.”

“I never considered you might be in a close relationship with him.” I pointed out.

“You said your fetish was for me to fall in love.” She told me with a smile.

“Well, yes, but I didn’t think you want that.”

She tilted her head from side to side.  “Well you thought wrong.  The idea of falling in love whilst I am in a loving relationship with you, turns me on.  I don’t know why you thought otherwise, we had discussed this quite plainly.”

“Okay, clear. Erm, Chris said that you aren’t seeing him this weekend.” I said.

“Correct.  I thought it would be better for us to spend some time together.”

“I think we are fine babe.  I would like it if, erm, you spent more time with him.”

She gave me a sly smile.  “You really want me to fall for him, huh?”

“Erm, yeah, sure.”

“Let me call him and see if he’s available.” She said. “I’d want him to come here though.”

“Okay.”

She got up and walked into another room to make the call.  A few minutes later, she was back with a smile on her face.  “He’s on his way.  He asked if he could stay the weekend, and I said yes.  He’s taking me out on a date tomorrow night.  I should go get ready.”

I finished my dinner, washed up and then headed upstairs.  Katya was sat at the make-up table, doing her eyes. 

“Wanna help me dress?” She asked me with a dirty grin.

“Yes please.”

“Find lingerie which will work.”

I knew exactly which lingerie.  She owned a white corset from our wedding.  I dug it up and placed it on the bed.  Then I found the white stockings for it.  After that, I walked to my underwear drawer and pulled out some lacy white crotchless and rearless panties.  Finally, I found my white lace gloves and matching choker, and took them out.

Once Katya was done with the make-up, she looked the lingerie over and smiled.  “Good choices.” She said.  “Dress me.”

A half-hour later, the doorbell rang.  As agreed with Katya, I opened the door and let my work colleague in.

“Wow sissy, looking sexy.” He purred, putting his hand on my satin covered hip.  “You impressed me by the way.  You work fast.”

“Thanks.”

“So, where is my girl?” He asked.

“Upstairs.  I’ll take you to her.”

I led him up the stairs and into the bedroom, where my wife was stretched out on the bed, seductively.  “Hello baby.” She purred, sweetly.  “I missed you.”

“I missed you too honey.” He said, beginning to undress.  “You look amazing.”

“Sissy picked it out for you.”

“He picked wisely.”

“Let sissy undress you.”

“True.  Sissy…”

I pulled off his trousers and unbuttoned his shirt, carefully folding each item.  Then I took off his underpants and socks. 

Chris climbed into bed and the two kissed romantically.  Katya smiled as his lips pressed against hers.  “Sissy, you can go now.  Good night.” She told me.  I had hoped to watch, but Katya had other ideas.  The weekend was a long one, so I knew there would be other opportunities. 

As I lay in bed, I contemplated putting my headphones on and doing my nightly hypnosis viewing, however the sound of sex from next door was more inviting.  Katya was being extremely vocal, more than I had ever heard from her, and I wasn’t sure if that was for my benefit or not, but I assumed it was.  After a half hour of it though, I decided to switch to the hypnosis and poppers.  As I watched a long very intense video about how I was a gay sissy whore, I realised that I had just pushed Chris into Katya’s arms, and like it or not, there was no guarantee that if she fell in love with him, that I would remain relevant, or that she could even still love me.  But instead of feeling stressed or worried, I simply felt excited about the opportunities.

By the time I was ready to switch to the audio file, it was two in the morning.  I took my headphones off to hear the screams of sex coming from next door.  Two in the morning and they were still going.

I put my headphones back on and pressed play on the audio hypnosis file.  Ten minutes later, the door to my room opened. 

“Baby.” She whispered.  “Baby, open your mouth.”

I opened my eyes as I felt her climb on the bed and place her cum filled pussy over my mouth.  My mouth opened automatically, and I began to lick and suck.  To my right, I saw Chris enter the room and kiss her, his cock barely millimetres from my face.  I licked and sucked for a minute, and then Katya pulled away slightly to allow Chris to step forward and place his cock in my mouth.  I could taste her on him, that and his dried cum.  They took turns on my mouth for the next fifteen minutes until both came on me.  Chris even had enough to spray my face, which they told me to leave on there. 

And just as they arrived, they left.  Over.  Done.

The next morning, I awoke before them.  As I didn’t have anything else to wear, I skipped my morning shower and headed downstairs to prepare breakfast.  As I was cooking, I heard the sound of sex coming from upstairs.  They were awake.

Twenty minutes later, they were downstairs, him in his boxers, and her in a satin mini-robe.

“Mmm, that’s quite the spread.” Chris said.  “Nice.” He began picking at the food.

“No change of clothes?” Katya asked me.

“None in the room.” I told her.

“Then today start moving your sissy clothes there.  That way you can change there.”

“Yes Katya.”

“Excuse me?”

“Yes Mistress.”

I watched the two of them, sitting together.  Katya kept rubbing his back and trying to find reason to touch him.  Was she already falling in love with him?

“We’re going out today.” She said. “Chris and I.  He’s taking me shopping, then we’re going to the movies.”

“Okay.”

“You will go shopping.” She told me.  “Grocery shopping.  But not our local, you’ll need to drive further.”

“Why…um…Mistress?” I asked.

“You’ll see.  Go shower, make sure your body is still shaved, and change into pink or white lingerie.  Now.”

I ran upstairs, doing everything she asked, changing into a white lace halter-neck bralette, white lace suspender belt, matching thong and stockings.  Chris and Katya walked in the room and Katya stared at me.

“Take the bra off.” She said, walking to the drawer and pulling out a large white box I recognised well.  She placed the box on the bed and opened it, revealing the latex breasts.

“What the fuck is that?” Chris asked.

“Show him.”

I pulled the breasts out and pulled the latex over my head, putting my arms through the holes, and my head through the neck space.  The G-cup breasts were heavy, but I took comfort in the tight feeling around my chest.

“You can put your bra back on.” She told me. 

“They’re huge!” Chris laughed, feeling up my tits. 

“Maybe one day he won’t need to put latex prosthetics in.  Maybe he’ll have his own one day.” She laughed.

“Ha!  Hormones?”

“I’m thinking about it.” She smiled.

Chris shook his head.  “I’ve read about that a couple of times, in fetish stories.  It’s a pretty common kink, right?”

“Oh, he’s got a lot of kinks, haven’t you sissy?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Like?” Chris asked, as he watched her hand me my lockable dress.

“Like, he wants to be whored out to men.  To be turned into a slut, a cumdump.  He wants to be tortured.  He wants me to fall in love with another man.”

For the first time, Chris seemed a little freaked.  “Wait, erm, fall in love?  I…well, thought this was just a game?  I don’t know if I want to settle down just yet.”

Katya rolled her eyes.  “Typical man.  I’m not saying we need to be exclusive, not right now anyway, but who knows, in the future?  I mean, seriously though, have you been with anyone like me?”

Frowning, Chris admitted that he never had.  “I just, I dunno, isn’t that a little serious?  I never went into this looking to break up a marriage.”

“I’m not saying you will.  I’m saying, we have a think going and we have a kink.”

“I thought you said it is his kink?”

“His kink is my kink.  We discussed what we both like.  This is a cuckolding fantasy; you said you know them.”

He sighed, “Yeah, sorry.  Just a surprise, that’s all.”

The dress was on and I was locked in.  “Wig and make-up, and do a damned good job.” She told me.

I finally understood what was expected of me.  I had been through this many times before and apart from people laughing, nothing happened to me.  I tried to console my nerves by knowing I was going somewhere other than the village, so the chance of running into my parents or someone I knew was unlikely. 

Next, I slipped on some hot pink Mary-Jane shoes and then set about doing my make-up.

As I was doing my make-up, the two went back to bed and began making love.  In the mirror, I could see as he fucked her, pulling her close, riding her.  The soon of her moans echoed in my ears and I struggled to concentrate, to get my make-up perfectly correct. 

“He’s so much better than you, honey.” She purred at me.  “His cock is bigger, and he’s such a better lover.  Fuck, what a body.”

I continued on the make-up.  I had to focus.

“Doesn’t it bother you?” She asked me.  “Doesn’t it bother you that you will never have this pussy ever again?  No kids.  No sex ever again.  Doesn’t that bother you?”

Somehow, I think she wasn’t expecting an answer from me, so I didn’t give her one.

“You’ll never fuck me again, Tom.  I’ve decided.  You don’t deserve this pussy.  Pussies don’t fuck pussies.  I’m not joking Tom.  I’m not…ah…joking.  Fuck this is hot.  It makes me hot denying you.  This pain I’m causing you, turns me on.  Am I evil Tom?  Am I horrible?  I was a faithful wife, but I shouldn’t have been.  I should have been unfaithful when I had the chance.  I wish I could have done what Theresa did.”

“What did Theresa do?” Chris asked as he rode her, kissing her neck.

“Tell him.  Tell him what she did.” She told me.

“She fucked my best friend, on my wedding night.” I mumbled.

“Oh shit!  That’s amazing.” He laughed.

“Hmm.  She ended up marrying him, after she dumped Tom’s ass and exposed him to everyone.”

“Wow!  I didn’t know any of this.”

“Isn’t it hot?”

“Yeah!”

“So now you get it?  Do you understand how the humiliation is so exciting?  And when I humiliate him, it makes me excited.”

“I get it.  I get it.” I could hear Chris was close; she was turning him on.

“If I fall in love with you, then Tom will be so humiliated and scared.  And the thought of him like that, wanting me so much and knowing someone else has my affection too, is so exciting.”

“Oh fuck.” Chris moaned, getting closer.

“Can’t you imagine, him serving us in the dress, as we kiss and cuddle as lovers on the sofa, me whispering you sweet nothings, as I just look at him with contempt.”

“Honey, you’ll love me so much, you won’t want him around anymore.” Chris said quickly, clearly getting in on the fantasy.

“Mmm, yes, that’s it.”

“Fuck, he’ll be crushed.  You’ll want me and only me, and you’ll just want to be rid of him.”

“Yes, steal me away from him.  Do you think you can do that? Are you man enough?”

“Oh yeah, I am.  Fuck, that’s so hot.  I get it now.  I get it.”

“Yes, cum in me.  Give it to me.  I want your cum.” She cried out.  I could see her scrunching up her eyes, her climax on the brink.

“Tell me you’ll leave him for me if I want you to.”

“Eventually, yes baby, if you want.  Eventually.”

“You’ll be mine, and only mine.”

“Oh fuck, yes Chris! Yes, I promise!  I promise I will!” And with that, she came.

“Fuck, yes baby.” And he came hard, possibly harder than he ever came in his life.

They lay on their back panting.  I saw Chris, who was grinning in satisfaction.  Katya curled up into his arms and snuggled.  “See, I told you it is hot.”

“It is a hot fantasy.” He admitted.

“I never said to you that this was a game.” She said.

“If you are serious about this…”

“I never said I was serious and I never said it was a game.  What I know is, that when I think of it as just fantasy, it turns me on.  When I tell myself I’m really going to do it, I am in ecstasy.  But after I climax, I try to force myself to come back to reality.” I turned to look at her.  This was news to me.  I hadn’t heard her say this to date.

“And what’s the issue?” Chris asked.

She looked right into my eyes.  “I’m having a really hard time coming back to reality.  The further into this I read, the stories I read online, the thought of doing it, the more I want to do it all.  I’m forcing myself to stay grounded, but I don’t want to.”

My heart pounded.  My excitement had reached heights I had not felt for years.  I wanted to cry out, do it, please do it to me!  At the same time, I heard my mother’s view.  Her disappointment.  I was coming full circle, because I couldn’t get a lid on who I am.

“Do you have something you want to say to me Tom?” She asked, with a knowing smile.

“I…”

“Say it.” She purred.  “Tell Chris.”

“I…I’m done with my make-up.” I couldn’t do it.  Katya rolled her eyes and collapsed on the bed in disappointment.

“Go get your wig on and go.”

“Yes Mistress.”

The shopping trip was to Welwyn.  It was far enough away to not run into anyone.  I walked through the Tesco picking up items on the list left by Katerina.  As I shuffled along in the bright pink satin sissy dress, the padlocks clearly visible on the wrists, people whispered and pointed.  A couple of young lads coughed, “Ponce!” At me, but that was to be expected.  The shop took me an hour and then I headed home. 

The house was empty.  I put everything away and then sat for a while.  And then, I began crying.  I felt like an idiot.  I loved being a sissy, and I loved the excitement of the humiliation and the torture, but I also knew that if I was going to continue on this route, I’d end up single once again.

Somehow, I found myself calling Theresa.  “Mike’s not here, if you’re looking for a cock to suck?” She said, by way of greeting.

“It’s you I want to talk to.” I told her.

She was quiet for a moment.  “Are you in self-pity mode?”

“Yes.”

“Want me to come over?”

“Yes please.”

“Where’s Kat?”

“Out.  With Chris from work.”

“Chelsea-boy Chris?  Is that who she’s banging?”

“Yes.”

“He’s niiiice.”

“Are you going to come over?”

“There in fifteen.”

Fifteen minutes later, she was over and I had a tea ready for her, just how she liked it.  Theresa looked at me with soft, soothing concern.  She knew me well, and she knew where I was in my psyche.  If anyone could help me get through this, she could.

I explained everything to her, from Chris fucking me, to the conversation between Chris and Katerina.  Theresa listened intently to what I told her, and then took a moment to take it all in.

“It sounds like she is doing this for her, not you, which is what you wanted.” She explained.  “I know Chris.  He’s going to be taken by the fantasy, but he’s not going to settle.”

“We thought that about Mike.” I told her.

“You thought that about Mike, I did not.  I knew Mike fancied me when we were starting out, and I knew he would’ve done anything to get me.  I loved, no, I love you Tom, but I always knew Mike and I would fall in love, the moment we started.  It was what I wanted. You just didn’t know I wanted it.

“As to this, you getting dressed up again and going deeper into your darker fantasies, well, life is for living babe.  It always was.  Your problem is that you are scared of your parents.  You are scared of what they might say or do.” She paused and looked at me, a soft smile on her face.  “What would happen Tom?  What do you think will happen?”

“I don’t know.” I said, wiping a tear away.

“Okay, worst case, your parents disown you.  You end up on the street, in your sissy clothes, sucking cock to make a living.  That is the very worst case.  Now, wasn’t that your fantasy?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, so that happens, and you’re good.  Sort of.  My feeling is, you enjoy your fantasy for a few weeks, and then you realise you want to dial it back a bit.  So what then?”

“I have nobody.  There’s no turning back.”

She smiled again.  “But you know that’s not true.  If Katya says she doesn’t want you back, then she’s stupid, but okay.  What then?  You come to me, and I would take you back immediately.”

“Why would you?” I asked, confused.

“Because I love you.  Because I loved our time together.  Why wouldn’t I?  For me the game never ended.  You put it on pause, but I’m still waiting for you to unpause it.  I honestly thought that our get together the other week was the start of that.  I thought Katya would join us, but I didn’t expect Chris to factor into this.”

I shrugged.  “We’ll see.”

“Your mum is an idiot.  Sorry.  She has put you down all your life.  Let me tell you this.  I am not disappointed in you.  Seeing you like this, I think you are amazing.”

We talked a little longer, and then Theresa took my hand and led me upstairs with a smile.  I watched her strip down and go to my toy drawer, where she pulled out the strap-on.

“I’m not sure if Katya will be happy.” I told her.

“Screw Katya.  You need to be with someone right now.”

“It’s my fault she’s not here.  She didn’t know Chris was blackmailing me.”

I watched as she adjusted the holder straps on the Feeldoe.  I remember buying them as she hated the feeling the Feeldoe would come out of her. 

“You always get yourself into these pickles.” She laughed.  “I still want to fuck you.  It’s been too long.  Get ready.  Got poppers nearby?”

“Erm, desk side drawer.  With the lubricant.”

Minutes later, I was high again and feeling the cock sliding in and out of me.  It was such an amazing feeling, the tickle of my prostate, the ecstasy of feeling the loss of control.

“This is you Tom.” Theresa whispered to me.  “This is who you are.  Stop denying it.  Say it.  Say, I am a sissy.”

“I am a sissy.”

“I love cock in my ass.”

“I love cock in my ass.”

She paused and then said, “Say, I will enable Chris to take my wife away from me.”

Oh fuck. “I will enable Chris to take my wife away from me.”

“I will come back to you Theresa.”

“I…I will come back to you Theresa.”

“Because I always only really loved you Theresa.”

“Theresa, please, that’s not fair.”

“Say it Tom.”

“I can’t.”

She slammed the cock home hard, causing me to scream out in pain.  “Say it bitch!  I know you want to.”

“I honestly can’t, because I love Katya.”

I thought I had pissed her off, but as she fucked me, I began to hear her chuckle.  “I know you do.  I’m fucking with you.”

After fucking me for ten minutes on all fours, she flipped me over onto my back and raised my legs into the air.  She then re-entered me, and lowered her lips onto mine. 

“I love you Tom, more than I love Mike.” She said.  “I know I shouldn’t say that, but it’s true.  Mike stays with me because of Mark, and also because he believes there is a chance you will come back.  The fact of the matter is, I don’t blame you, but, this lifestyle damaged me a lot more than it damaged you.  I have explained that to Katya and she knows it very well.  Don’t believe that you will ever be ruined by the people who truly love you.  As to your parents, well, who cares?  You can’t choose them, but you’re not stuck with them.  Find your path and be happy.”

“Thank you Theresa.  I mean it.  I love you too, and well, I wish I had never gone through with the divorce.”

“Meh, it was pretty hot at the time,” She laughed.  “And I got the house, which must’ve really pissed off your parents, given how you came into the money.”

I laughed with her, as she slowly fucked me.  “Haha, true!”

We kissed again as she fucked me slowly and romantically.  “I could do this all day.”

“I wish we could.”

“Me too.”

She didn’t increase the speed or intensity, just kept focus on my eyes and kissed me every so often.  Then all of a sudden, her eyes fluttered and she came.  “I love you Tom.” She whispered.

“I love you Theresa.”

We lay together, kissing for several minutes, and then she pulled out and took the dildo to the bathroom, where she washed and dried it, before putting it back in the drawer.

“I love the dress on you.” She told me, getting dressed.  “And I love you can’t get out of it.”

I walked her downstairs to the door, where we hugged and she said, “I will help you Tom.  I will help you make it past all this, and find your way.  Just make sure you keep being you.”

“Thanks.  I appreciate everything you have done for me.”

“My pleasure.”

With that, she left and I went back to cleaning the house.  Around an hour later, I received a text from my parents.  It pinged up on my screen and there I read.  There in five minutes, you can get the tea on.

“What the fuck?” I screamed, opening my phone.  “Shit!” Theresa had secretly texted my parents and told them to come over for tea.  This was her way of helping me past all this, by throwing in the deep-end.”

I began to wretch.  There was no way out of the dress.  I was stuck, and this was it.

Their car crunched on the gravel and once again, I began to wretch again.  Finally, the doorbell rang and I took a deep breath.  This was it.

I opened the door to my parents and they simply stood there, looking at me.  Dad’s smile dropped from his face.  Then without a word, he turned on his heel and headed for the car. 

“Oh Tom.” Mother said, shaking her head.  “How disappointing.”

“No mother.  This is who I am.  Who I always was.  You say I’m a disappointment, but not for Theresa, and not for Katya.”

“Theresa left you.”

“No, she didn’t mother.  It was arranged.  It was a game for us both, and then you were you.  Disappointed.  I never ever got any praise from you.  You never ever said you love me, or that you were proud of me.  I worked my way through college, paid for by myself, not you, got myself into employment, and worked my way up.  And you say you are disappointed in me?  What would make you proud huh?” I screamed.

Chris’ car pulled up, and Katya got out, looking confused.  She saw me stood there in her sissy dress and a range of emotions appeared on her face.  She settled on anger.

Leaving Chris to deal with shopping bags, she ran over to me and gave me a big kiss on the lips.  Then turning to my mum, she said, “I dressed him like this.  See those padlocks?  I put them on him.  I wanted this.”

“Good god, woman, why?” My mum screamed, looking at me in disgust.

“Because I love my man.  I love him so much that I want to squeeze every single bit of excitement out of him.  Theresa opened him up to a world in which he was truly happy, and once I learned about it, I realised it made me happy too.  This world is tough, judgemental, and fuck, so fucking uptight.  If I brought him home to my parents dressed like this, would they understand?  Probably not.  But do you know what they would ask?  Are you happy? Have you ever fucking asked your son if he is happy?  Ever?

“All you ever do is bring him down.  You supported his sister, talk about how amazing she is, but no, not Tom.  Tom, the son is a disappointment.  Well sorry, you don’t have a son.  You have a well-adjusted, successful, crossdresser, who wants to just be happy.  And with you or without you, I will make fucking sure he will be.”

She turned to me.  “Come on, come inside.” She then waved to Chris.  “Come in Chris.” She turned back to my mother.  “Oh, and this is Tom’s friend Chris.  He’s fucking me, and Tom likes it!” With that, she slammed the door in her face.

“FUCK!” She screamed.  “That felt good!  Oh my god, I’ve been wanting to say that ever since you told me about what she said.  Fuck!”

I walked over to Katya, tears in my eyes, and grabbed her, holding her tight.  She wrapped her arms around me, and then moments later I felt Chris hug us both.

“Thank you, Mistress.  Thank you.” I sobbed.

“Why on Earth was she here?” She asked.

“Erm, well…” I told her about Theresa and what happened.  For a moment, Katya looked like she would go and kill Theresa, but I stopped her.  “She didn’t mean me harm.  She wasn’t meddling.  She was pushing me to break this barrier.  Essentially, I had nothing to lose.  I couldn’t get out of the dress, so I had to face my demons.”

Nodding, Katya sighed and sat down.  Chris pulled her to him and kissed her cheek.  Suddenly, Katya started chuckling and shaking her head.  “You realised, you’re an idiot, right?” She told me.

“Huh?”

“You’re in a satin dress.  If you need to get out of it, you can cut the locks off.”

“Ah…oh…. I didn’t think of that.  I didn’t want to ruin my favourite dress.”

“And that, my dear, is why you are a sissy, and a submissive, and you need to accept that.  Because you would rather face your greatest fears, than ruin a nice dress.  You are more a woman than I am!”

Chris burst out laughing.  “Come sit with us Tom.” He said.

“Don’t you want a cup of tea or something?” I asked them.

“Whiskey. Get me a whiskey.” Ordered Katya.

“I’ll have a tea.” Chris smiled.

As I prepared that, Katya showed me what they had bought.  They had been to Ann Summers and bought her lots of lingerie, including some items for me.  She then pulled out several latex items, bras, panties, dresses, skirts, and a catsuit, all from Honour.  Finally, she showed me what else she got, pulling up her top to reveal her freshly pierced nipples.  She already had a pierced belly button and an unused hole in her left nostril from when she was younger.  She knew I liked pierced nipples.  Chris said he didn’t mind either way, that it was her idea, so I knew she did it for me.

“But just so you know,” She told me, “I won’t be the only one.” She pulled out a case with two bars and handed them to me.  “You have an appointment tomorrow at eleven.  It’s paid for, and they know what to do.” She handed me the address of a tattoo and piercing place.  It was fine by me.  I had previously thought about getting my nipples pierced when I was with Theresa.

“What time is your movie?” I asked her.

“Eight.  We’ll head out of here in a couple of hours.” And then she took Chris’ hand and led him to the stairs, before stopping.  “Are you coming Sissy?”

“Oh, sure.  I’ll be right up.  I just want to let Theresa know what happened.”

“Don’t take long, or I’ll have Chris punish you.”

Chris looked intrigued.  “Can I punish her anyway?”

Katya smirked.  “Master, what’s mine is yours.  You can do whatever you like to him?”

“Well that’s good to hear.”

“Really, why?”

“Because I already fucked him once.  I’m looking forward to doing it again.”

Katya’s mouth opened into a surprised smile.  “Oh I need to see this!  Hurry up Sissy!”

After they ran upstairs, I texted Theresa and let her know how it all went.  I then got up and began to head upstairs, and the phone pinged. 

Mum: You’re right. I tried to remember whenever I said I was proud of you, and I always think it, but I never say it. I am proud of you, and I do hope you are happy in the type of relationship you are in.  I’m not disappointed in you, I’m disappointed in myself for being so small-minded to not understand.  Your father is obviously having a hard time with this.  He hasn’t said a word to me and I’m not sure what the problem is.  But he’ll come around.  Give my love to Katerina, and tell her I’m sorry.

Once again, I cried, but for the first time, from happiness.  I was finally free to explore my sexuality. 

END OF PART 7
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