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Part 6

The next two nights were similar, with me sleeping in a pink nightie, watching the hypnosis and sniffing poppers. I had a feeling that I was beginning to get brain fog from the poppers.  It had happened to me before, where I actually felt that the overuse was making me dumber.  Stopping their use helped.

Of course, any communication with Katerina was curt, short and with a tinge of anger and disappointment. I didn’t try to press her to communicate, for fear of her lashing out.  Like any argument, this would pass, I was sure of it.

Then on Thursday night, something changed.  I had been home with her an hour but she was upstairs whilst I was downstairs.  Then, I saw her walking down in her wrap dress, her black lingerie clearly visible underneath.

“I’m going out.  I don’t know when I’ll be home.” She told me in a clipped tone.

“Okay.  Erm, any idea when you’ll be home?”

“No.  Don’t wait up, and sleep in the spare room.”

With that, she was gone.  My hands were shaking with nerves.  It was obvious that she had a date, I just wasn’t sure with whom.

One of the things I did not see was the key to my chastity cage around her neck, as I usually did.  That meant it had to be at home.  I knew I was being cheeky but I headed up to our room and searched the bedside table on her side, and then her lingerie drawer, and didn’t find it.  What I did find was her iPad, which I knew was linked to her Apple ID for iMessages.  I knew the code, so I opened it.

There, I found messages.  The top message was between her and Chris. 

K: I’ll be there in twenty.  Setting off now.

K: I can’t wait ☺

C: I’m already getting hard thinking of you.

K: I need your cock.  It’s been too long already.

C: I can’t believe I’m so lucky to get your pussy.  It’s so hot you’re doing this.

K: That’s true.  OK, I’ll come over tonight.  Let me get ready.

C: At the end of the day, you enjoyed the sex, and I enjoyed the sex.  I fucked up, yeah, I admit it, but if you both want it, then why fight it? Live once. I want you!  Please come over.

K: I’m just not sure where I am in this relationship. It’s up and down with him. Sure, he wants me to want to do it, and I do want to do it.  That’s the thing.  I really want to do it, for me, not for him. And I know he wants me to do it, but then he just goes weird.

C: Men have weird egos, but he apologised to me, which means he wants it.  What about you?

K: He pissed me off, but I love him to bits. If he can’t handle this, then we shouldn’t do it.

C: Tom will come round. He just needs to get things straight in his head. Or is the problem that you are too pissed off with him now?  Like, has he ruined your relationship?

K: Fucking Tom ruined the fun of it and made it all stressful! I wanted this, but honestly, if he can’t do it, I’m not going to stress myself with this bullshit of his. I’m done with his crap.

C: Please can we at least talk about this? I really want to see you.  It was fun.

The messages went back to Monday, mainly of him begging her to see him again.  I scrolled down and then found that she had been chatting to Theresa who explained she went through the same thing with me.

T: It’s not really an ego thing. It’s just a safety thing. He wants all this, but social conditioning is telling him it’s wrong. Remember what you told me about what his idiot mum said? That’s probably playing through his mind.  You have to feel sorry for the guy. Give him a chance, he’ll come around.

I couldn’t help but love Theresa for what she wrote.  She was always so supportive of me, and I constantly let her down.  What was clear though, was that her message was what brought Katya around. This meant things could continue, so long as I didn’t fuck it up.

Locking the iPad, I left the room and headed to the spare room.  There, I showered and changed, and went to bed early and stared at the hypnosis for the next four hours.  I had just begun to fall asleep when I heard the door open and close downstairs, keys being put on the table, and then footsteps ascending the stairs.  I prepared myself for her potential arrival in my room, but it didn’t happen.  The door to her room closed and that was it.

The next morning, she seemed more cheerful, but she still wasn’t speaking to me, other than for household related points.  I didn’t press her about her date.  Then as she was leaving for work, I noticed that she also had a small over-night bag with her. 

“I’m going out again tonight, straight after work.  I’ll see you tomorrow evening.” She told me. “My expectation is that you will change into a sissy dress tonight, regardless if I am here or not.  To make sure you don’t fail me, I require a picture.  That includes make-up and wig.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Katya.”

“Excuse me?”

“Sorry!  Yes Mistress.”

“Better.” She positioned her cheek at me.  “You may kiss my cheek.”

I did, and felt grateful that I could.  With that, she got into her car and left. 

At work that day, I saw Chris but he was on his best behaviour.  There were no jokes, no sexual innuendo, or anything of the sort. 

Chris was seen as the office playboy.  Born from money, he was a Chelsea boy through and through, but actually someone with whom everyone really got on.  Whilst we were both in sales, he was from a different department, which meant we really interacted.  On the times when we went on company sales events though, we stuck together like glue and honestly, I had some of the best times with him.  He liked his women, he liked his booze, and he loved money, and he liked people knowing he had it.

There was a rumour that he and Simon from finance once had a three-way for the CEO’s executive assistant; a leggy Swedish chick called Mette, but neither of them confirmed or denied it. 

With a mop of thick brown hair on his head, Chris was always immaculately styled and groomed, with a washboard chest. He exercised frequently and was proud of his body. 

At one point during the day, he caught me into his office, which was directly opposite mine, just passed the open-plan part of the room where the assistants and pre-sale team sat.  He looked over at me, and shook his head.

Please tell me you’re not going weird again. He wrote over teams.

No.  Just thinking.  It’s all good. I wrote back.

Good.  Let things play out.  She’s kind of sensitive right now.

Yeah.  Sorry.

The conversation ended there.

That evening, I headed home to an empty house.  I was later than usual but that was because I worked late; something I usually did when I knew Katya wasn’t home.  Given that I was wearing purple lingerie that day, I decided on my purple satin sissy dress, trimmed with lots of white lace, a nice white satin pinafore, and a dense petticoat.  It was short, so my stockings and straps were clearly visible.

After putting on my make-up and blonde wig, I stood in front of a mirror and took a picture, and then did a few selfies from different angles.  Next, I sent the photos to Katya and wrote, “As ordered Mistress.”

I sat there waiting.  The messages showed as Read but there was no answer.  I sat there waiting for a few minutes, and then my phone pinged.

Chris Heathcliff: Very nice sissy!  Looking good. You should wear that to work ;)

I groaned in fear and excitement as I read it over and over, realising that I had been totally exposed to a work colleague.  The phone pinged.

Katya: Clean the house.  Nothing heavy duty, but make it nice.  Then usual evening viewing…also make sure you fall asleep with the audio file on loop.

Me: Yes Mistress.

Katya: If you are good, I might send you some pictures…or Chris will.

Me: Thank you Mistress!

However it was, we were back on.  Yes, maybe she was still pissed with me, but the fact she was doing this meant that she certainly was not done with me.  Even through the nervousness and jealousy associated with her being with another man, I couldn’t help but feel relieved.

After I finished my work, I took off the dress and prepared for bed.  I was just about to watch my videos when my phone pinged.  I thought it would be the first photo, but it was a message from Mike. 

Mike: How’s it going?  I’m away this weekend, but I want to see you next week.  My cock needs sucking.  You won’t let me down, will you sissy?

Me: No Sir.  Next week I’ll make myself available.

Then soon after that, the first picture arrived from Chris.  It was my wife half undressed, then my wife with a cock in her mouth, and then my wife being fucked from behind.  This was followed by a short video of Katya screaming in pleasure as Chris fucked her.

I moaned as my cock squeezed against the metal cage.  Once again, I was sniffing poppers and watching hypnosis, this time bimbo videos.  I only have concentrated, as my brain was elsewhere, wondering where this relationship was going.

Friday, I was getting ready for work, I received a text from Katya.

Katya: Make sure you are wearing sexy underwear today.  Something bright, stockings, garter.  Chris will be checking.

What the actual fuck?  I thought.  Chris was going to be checking me?  This was a turn-up for the books and certainly not something I had counted with.  For the first time, I was seriously worried that Katya was taking this too far too quickly.

When I arrived at work, I found a half-empty office.  I knew why.  Monday was a bank holiday, and people wanted a long weekend.  I grabbed my morning coffee and set to work, hands trembling from the thought of being checked for underwear correctness by my colleague.

Chris was not yet at work, in fact, he was downright late.  He was only ever late when he had a wild night, and every single time, John, Simon and the others would rally around him to hear the hot gossip.  I wondered if he dared do such a thing this time.

Around nine-thirty, Chris made an appearance in the office.  He was on his mobile, clearly on a telco which he took from the car.  Around ten, that telco ended and he got up and headed out of the office, coffee cup in hand.  He was barely out of the door when he was accosted by John D’argio from Services Sales. 

“Late in today buddy!” John announced loudly.  “Good night?”

“Ah man, the best.” Chris almost shouted, looking right at me.  “Man, this girl is hot to trot.  I mean, she was begging me, begging.”

“Oh man, you’re lucky.”

“She has legs up to her armpits, I kid you not.”

I stepped out of my office and John noticed me approaching.  “Hey Tom, Chris hooked up again last night.” He said, seeming to get just as much excitement from the news as Chris received from the act.  “Legs up to her armpits.  Bit like Katya, right?  Right?” John asked, nudging me.  It had long been a source of comment in my office, since before we started dating. 

It was actually because of John that I approached Katya.  I remember being on that stand, bored, and all the guys were gathered looking at the stand opposite.

“I’m in the wrong company.” John had said at the time.

“How so?” I had asked.

“Just look at that.  I mean, look at it.” He said, drooling on the desk on which his elbow was resting.  “I mean, I’m not a religious man by any stretch, but if there is a god, he made her right.  How tall would you say she is?”

“Hard to tell.” I laughed.  “With legs like that, she looks like a giant.”

“Right?  I mean, fuck.  Think they hired her for the stand?”

Gavin Morris, area VP stepped forward.  “Nah, that’s Katerina Clemens.  She’s their number one DACH account manager.  I tried to move her over to us a couple of years ago, but she wasn’t biting.  She’s killing us in Germany.”

I snorted. “Are you surprised?  God knows how she’s closing deals.” I had said, rather crudely at the time.

“Yeah, right.” Gavin agreed. “I mean, look at how she’s dressed.  If that dress was any shorter, you’d see if her pussy was hairy or not.”

“You guys are fucking disgusting.” Chris sneered, joining us at the table.  “Which pussy are we talking about?”

“The pussy across from us.”

“Ah, the gorgeous Katya.  Yes.  I fucked her at the Stuttgart event last July.”

“No you didn’t.” Gavin cried out.  “You crashed and burned.  I was there, dickhead.”

“Oh, right, that was Maria from Serbia.”

“Everyone’s fucked Maria from Serbia.” Gavin mumbled.  “Fucking Tom here has fucked Maria from Serbia.” I had.

I was infatuated with Katya though.  The way she walked in those heels, the straight back, the curly hair which she kept pushing to one side, the moist lips as she smiled.  We all gathered around the table and stared at her, to the point that the female members of our team began to call us pigs.  We didn’t care.  Looking at Katya, in that tight black dress, with her massive breasts pushing out from the top as if they would literally pop at any second, was like watching live action porn happen right in front of us.

“How does her frame support those things?” I asked them. “I mean, I could lock fingers around her waist.”

“Nature’s greatest achievement.”

Julia Harris from marketing snorted.  “Nothing natural about those.”

“I think they’re real.” Gavin said.

“Then you’re an idiot.” Julia replied.

“I honestly don’t care if they are or not.” I told them.  “Those legs though.”

“Fucking A.” John clapped, rather more loudly than he should have. 

Katya looked over and caught us all staring.  She gave us a little smile and then called out to us.  “I heard you lot have a bar.”

“After closing time.” Gavin called back.

“Mine’s a prosecco,” and then she seemed to look at who she wanted it from and pointed at me.  “From him.  He can serve it to me.”

“Oooooh.” Everyone cried out, and I went red.

So, yeah, everyone knew about her legs. 

“Yes,” Chris continued, “in fact,” he paused and looked at me and my stomach clenched.  “They were exactly like Katya’s.”

“You lucky cunt.” John noted.

“It was wild.  She really was up for anything, anything.  Like, I don’t think I’ve had a more submissive girl in bed.  I even had her calling me master by morning.”

Holy fuck, this was turning me on.  Did he really tame my wife?  Was he controlling her?

“Anyway, I need a coffee before my next call.  You getting one Tom?”

“Yeah, I’ll join you.”

With that, we walked into the kitchen to find it empty.  “Wasn’t too much for you I hope?” He asked. 

“Actually, no, it’s pretty awesome.”

He slapped me on the back.  “Good.  Don’t want to freak you out.”

“No, I get what you were doing.  Did she really call you master?”

“Hehe, I think you need to discuss that with her.  Anyway, I think you have something to show me, right?”

“Here?” I asked, shocked.

“No, gents in five.”

“Oh, good.” I paused for a moment, thinking about what he had said earlier and then looked up at him.  “Are you okay?  I mean, doesn’t it bother you?”

“Sleeping with a hot married woman?” He scoffed.  “No.”

“No, I mean, sleeping with a colleague’s wife?”

“It’s not the first time.  Why do you think Gavin quit?”

“Yeah, but he didn’t know about it.”

“Until he did.”

“True.  But this is different.  It could get, erm, weird.”

“I’m good with weird mate, you’ll see that.” And he gave me a wink.  “Toilets, five minutes.” And with that, he walked out.

I gave him a moment to get ahead of me, and then walked out to my office, where I put my coffee down, and then headed to the men’s toilets.  It was empty when I walked in, and I wasn’t sure what to do with myself, so I went to the sink and looked in the mirror.  The door banged open and immediately, I switched the tap on and pretended to wash my hands.

“It’s me.” Chris said.  “There’s nobody coming so drop the pants and show me what you selected.” He then turned to the urinal and pulled out his long uncut cock.

I dropped my trousers to reveal a baby-blue satin fronted lace trim thong, adorned by little blue bows, matching lacy suspender-belt, and matching seamed stockings.

“Very nice.” Chris smiled, still urinating.  I started to pull my trousers back up but he stopped me.  “Not yet.” He said, now rubbing out the last few drops of pee from his dick.  Except, he wasn’t.  He was looking at me and rubbing. 

“Someone might come in.” I told him, nervous as hell.

“They won’t.  There’s hardly anyone in today.”

“Yeah but…”

“Come here.  On your knees sissy.”

“What?” I asked, surprised.

“I know you have sucked cock already, Katya told me.  So you can suck mine.”

“But…”

“Do it.”

I approached the urinals and gulped.  It wasn’t the most hygienic place to be on my knees.  Dropping down into a puddle of his piss, I took his cock into my mouth and began sucking.  I needed this to go fast, as my stomach gargled with nerves.  As such, I gave my best possible performance, adding my hands to it too.  It took barely two minutes and I felt his cum hit the back of my throat.

“Good sissy.  Swallow and dress.” He ordered as he walked to the sinks.  “You can tell Katya if you want, or we can keep this our secret.”

“You mean, Katya didn’t say to do this?” I asked, shocked.

“Nope.  My idea completely.  But seeing as you are bisexual, it shouldn’t be a problem for you to suck my cock occasionally, right?  I mean, you drink my cum from your wife, why not get it direct from the source sometimes.” He chuckled. 

“Yes Sir.”

He walked over to me, getting right in my face and said, “See how much fun we can have when you don’t behave like such a whiny bitch?  Play your cards right, and I might even fuck you in the arse one day.  Are you going to behave from now on?”

“Yes Sir.” I nodded, dropping my head to look at the floor.

“Look at me.” I did.  “If you are Katya’s bitch, then you are my bitch.  If I tell you to do something from now on, you do it okay?  Otherwise…” He pulled out his phone and showed my his photo album.  Katya had forwarded all the photos of me, and on top of that, he had photos of Katya in all sorts of positions, with face clearly visible.  “I think we’ll keep this to ourselves for now, right?  And you’ll help me out with Katya.  Make sure she always finds time for me.  That’s what you really want, isn’t it sissy?  I know this cuckolding stuff pretty well.  I know it makes you happy to know that your wife is well taken care of, and I know that you want me to be happy, by any means possible.  Isn’t that right?”

I nodded, ashamed but desperately excited.  “Yes, yes it is Sir.”

“Good.  Let’s hope it won’t be busy this afternoon.  I will be requiring servicing again.”

“Absolutely Sir.”

With that, he walked out, leaving me leaning on the sink, with my head swimming.

I had no idea why he didn’t want me to tell Katya.  My assumption was that she had told him that he was to leave me alone, but if that was the case, why had she told me to show him my lingerie? Was I being manipulated somehow?

There was an all-hands call at noon called by our leadership in Norway.  These happened occasionally, and were usually about the company performance, or changes in leadership. 

I connected using Teams and listened to our CFO drivel on about how amazing we performed in a difficult market, and how our share price is not reflective of us as a company, and so on.

“We need to understand, with the economy as it is, the markets are reacting in a very volatile way.  It is with this in mind, that I had over to Anders.” Our CEO.

“Hello everybody and thank you Tore.  In the past couple of weeks, customers have been approaching us with concerns about our company stability.  I am sure some of you have been contacted by your customers, questioning if we are about to go into administration.  What I want to tell you right now is that our books are not only solid, the company is profitable, and a leader in what we do.  We have almost one-hundred and fifty million dollars in free cash flow in the bank and are in the process of looking to make an acquisition to help grow our hospitality division.

“Rumours are rumours.  When you hear one, you brush it off.  When you hear ten, you brush it off.  But when you hear it from all your major accounts, you know something else is afoot.  Our security team has been working with a private investigator to try to understand where these rumours originated.   

“Last week, a holding company began buying up Adestria stock from under us.  Our shareholders have been quietly contacted by traders asking if they are willing to sell.  Thankfully, our shareholders are generously rewarded and are not willing to sell.  Our investigator has traced the holding company back to Continental Counting Devices.” I groaned.  CCD was Katya’s company.  They were trying to make a hostile takeover of us.

“As such, Tore and the team has worked not only with our shareholders, but also a silent investor, to begin counter tactics against CCD.  As of today, we hold twenty-five percent of CCD stock, and by next week, we expect to hold a controlling majority.”

“Holy shit!” I shouted, looking up at Chris with wide eyes.  His mouth was open in shock.

“Once this happens, we will be under the investigation of many monopolies commissions, I am sure, and we have been advised that we will need to make quick decisions on divesture strategies.

“I want to make something completely clear.  We have been able to fight all thanks to the work that everyone in this company put in.  As such, nobody in this company will be losing their positions as a result of this acquisition. 

“And with that, I will hand over to Christine from HR to explain how we should handle this should questions arise from external sources.”

I tuned out after that.  This was huge news, and I wondered if and how it would be communicated in CCD.  Given that Katya hadn’t written anything, I guessed she didn’t know.  Nothing was set in stone, they could fight off our bid, but still, twenty-five percent already.  Wow.

Of course, there would be layoffs in CCD.  Adestria would break the company down into sections and sell it off.  Probably sell off the weak sales team and poach the good ones, and that meant Katya was come here, unless she quit, which she wouldn’t do.

Fuck.  Katya working here…how would that work?

I got up and walked over to Chris’ office, and walked in, plopping myself down on one of his chairs. 

“This is fucked up.” He said.  “I need a drink.”

“Me too.”

“You realise they’ll move Katya here?  There’s no way leadership will let her go, not with her track record.  Tony would be out.” Tony was our weakest salesperson.

“He said no-one would be fired.”

“Ha, you don’t believe that do you?  They will give it time, find synergies, and the weakest link will fly.  Trust me, Tony would be out.”

“That sucks.  The guy is like two years off retirement.”

“Then they will offer him early retirement, which is probably what he wants anyway.”

“Good point.  But Katya here.  Could you imagine?  What a fucking mess.”

Chris scoffed.  “Mess?  Hey, our deal aside yeah?  She’s going to make us look like fucking amateurs.  Amateurs. Mark my words.  You two are going to bitch at each other at home because none of your clients will want to work with you anymore. They’ll want the leggy blonde with the DD tits.”

“Hmmm.”

“And our deal will be done.”

“How so?”

He leaned forward.  “It is problematic enough that you’re married to her are CCD.  Remember the shit you had to sign with HR?”

“Yeah?”

“So you’re married to her at Adestria, immediately in breach of policy, but fine, you can argue that you couldn’t help that because she came with the acquisition and it wasn’t intentional.  They can’t do anything about that.  But can you imagine if it got out that I was banging her, or we had some sort of interoffice ding-dong going on?  Fuck dude, we’d all be out of the job.”

I frowned.  I hadn’t thought about that.  “Damn.”

Chris looked over my shoulder.  “You got anymore calls today?”

“No, I’m done.”

“Looks like the team is clearing out early for the long weekend.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw the office was dead, only two people pinging away at the other end of the building.

“I have some things to do,” he said, “but I see no reason why you can’t get under my desk and suck my dick for a while.  And no rushing it this time.  Nice and slow.”

“Yes Sir.”

The back of his desk was covered, thankfully, so nobody would see a thing. “You may as well take the trousers off whilst you’re down there, so you don’t ruin them.” He grinned.

I slid my pants off, revealing the stockings and lingerie.  He grabbed the trousers and folded them for me, putting them on a small cabinet behind him.  I then reached over, unzipped his fly, and fished out his cock, which I took into my mouth, feeling it return to erectness.

“Your wife says she doesn’t want to see me this weekend.” He mumbled as I sucked.  I guessed he didn’t want people to think he was talking to himself.  “I’m not happy about that, because I want to see her, but she has it in her head that you and her need some romantic time together, some non-play time, to fix things.  I don’t think you need that anymore.  I think you now understand your place, don’t you?” I nodded as I sucked the cock.  “And you don’t need any romantic time with her, do you?” I shook my head in the negative.  “Exactly.  Why do sissy slaves need romance?  You need to dominated, don’t you?” I nodded again.  “So here’s what we’re going to do.  I have to finish something here, whilst you suck my cock, and when I’m done, we’re going to go back to my place and you will finish me off there.  We might even stop off at an Ann Summers and get you something pretty to wear.  And then you will go home and tell your wife that you really want her to spend more time with me, okay?”

I nodded on the cock.

“Good sissy.  You sissy, this isn’t gay, because you’re not a man, you’re a sissy, aren’t you?” I nodded again.  “See, I could do anything to you, and you wouldn’t mind, would you?” Er…. I shook my head, with some trepidation.

An hour later, he was done with work.  In order not to climax, he would have me stop sucking and simply hold his cock in my mouth for a few minutes, before sucking again.  I didn’t mind, as I actually enjoyed being in such a submissive position, regardless of who it was with.

He drove me in his car, leaving mine at the office, and as promised, we stopped off at Ann Summers.  There he bought me the Boudoir Babydoll and the Unwrap Me Bumless Brief, all in red, and with that the Fiercely Sexy Waspie and red seamed stockings.  When we arrived home, he told me to go get changed into the lingerie and wait for him.  I did that in the hallway of his Chelsea terraced house, and then he called me into the bedroom, where he stood wearing only leather boxer shorts.  In his hand, he held lipstick.

“One of my ex-girlfriends left this here.  Put it on, thick.” He said, tossing it to me.

I walked over to the mirror and painted my lips with the dark red lipstick, and then returned to him where he was stood next to the bed, and there I dropped to my knees, subserviently.

Without a word, I peeled back the boxer shorts and took his soft dick into my mouth.

“You look very girlie in your new lingerie.” He told me, seductively.  “Tasty.”

I sucked him back to full erection and then deep-throated him for several minutes, until he pulled away. 

“I want to savour this, slut.” He said, picking up his phone.  “Pose for me.  Get on the bed and pose like a true slut.  Make sure you smile.”

I got into several poses, including all fours, on my side, with one leg in the air, and so on, and he took several pictures and then climbed on the bed, resting the phone on a pillow. 

“Suck.”

I sucked hard, listening to him moan and grunt.  “Oh yeah, as good as your wife, maybe better.  Mmmm.  I love fucking Katya.  She is so vocal.  How she begs me for my cock.  Do you know what she said?  She said she never imagined cheating on you before, but now she knows everything, she can’t believe she wasted so many years without my cock.  She said she wished she had my cock on your wedding night!  I wish she had my cock on your wedding night.  Well, she has it now.  She can have it as much as she likes.  Mmm, suck, slut, suck it.  How she begged, or how she begged.  Please master, please give me your cock.  I’ll do anything.  She did do anything.  She fucking took my cock up her arse in one go, and not once did I have to wear a condom.  Fuck, she said she needed my cum in her.  And when she told me that first time that she was going to make you eat it!  Fuck!  I think I came harder.  But how she laughed.  Do you know what she said?  She said, I just found out my husband is a fucking wimp.  He can’t even get it hard for me without thinking about cock.  Is that true?” I nodded on the cock.  “I think he might be gay, she said.  Well, we can test that.  On all fours.”

Wait, what?  Was he going to fuck me?  No, this wasn’t okay.  I wouldn’t do it.  However, something inside me was disagreeing, and all of a sudden I found myself on all fours, with my open bummed panties giving him unfettered access. 

He reached into a small drawer and pulled out a tube of lubricant, the squeeze of which made a squeak, and then a click of the cap shutting.  Then I felt the cold liquid on my anus, fingers rubbing inside.  The fingers were replaced by his bare cock, the soft warm flesh of the glans pushing into me.

“Ahhh.” I moaned as the head slipped inside.  “Ahhh fuck.” It hurt, but I was used to the pain.  I remembered the pain led to such amazing pleasure.

His hand was on his mobile, and he began recording the insertion of his slick long thick white cock inside me.  “Mmmm, this feels good. You really are a slut.”

“Oh yes, please Master, fuck me.”

He built up a rhythm, jolting back and forth, harder and faster.  At pace, he began talking.

“You’re going to take this whenever I want, won’t you?”

“Yes!  Yes Master!” I moaned.

“You’ll be mine to play with whenever I need.”

“Yes Sir!  Whenever.”

“So the deal is simple.  You will arrange for me to meet with your wife tomorrow at the latest, preferably tonight, and if you cannot convince her, then you will need to take her place, is that understood?”

“Yes Sir!”

“And if you fail to turn up, and I need to spend the night alone, then I might get bored, and when I get bored, I drink.  And do you know what happens when I drink?”

“No Sir!”

“I drunk text.  And who knows what might happen?  Your photos might end up, anywhere.  Is that understood?”

“Oh please don’t Sir!”

“Then make sure your wife is here tomorrow night, and if you are really good, tonight too.”

“Yes Sir!  Yes Master!  Oh please fuck me harder!”

He pounded my arse for twenty minutes, until finally, with a scream, he came inside me.  Without a second thought, he pulled out and pushed me off the bed. 

“Got get changed and fuck off.” He said angrily, “and leave this lingerie here.  You can wear it next time.”

I quickly changed and then left, taking an Uber to the office, where I grabbed my car and drove home.  I wasn’t sure how to convince Katya to do what he wanted, but I sure knew I had to!

END OF PART 6

Read Part Seven Here - The relationship between Chris and Katya is developing, but Chris has always been a playboy, how will he handle commitment? For that matter, how will Tom handle his wife's new found dominance?

Katya has decided it is time for Tom to meet the outside world as a Sissy, and at the same time, Tom is struggling to come to terms with himself. He mother's words are constantly replaying in his head, and he feels mixed up. Thankfully, Theresa is on hand to set things right...or is she? Can Tom confront his biggest fear?
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