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Part 3

Whenever I worked from home, or had leave, and Katerina did not, I tried to get up with her.  That way I didn’t screw up my body-clock by sleeping in.  On that Friday morning, I was up and about straight after Katerina.  She was in the shower whilst I cleaned my teeth.  I watched her step out, holding the thick white towel over herself, and gave her a smile, which she returned.  If anything, she seemed a little different, as if not quite herself. 

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

“I’m fine.” She said with a smile.  “Really.  Just a lot on my mind.”

“Work.”

“Amongst other things.”

Not wanting to push, I rinsed my mouth, and stepped into the shower, enjoying the hot water. 

Once out, I dried myself and walked into the bedroom to find Katerina in a red smooth satin bra, red suspender belt, my red panties, and black stockings which were tipped with red lace.  I loved that she wore nice lingerie.  She often complained she had boring knickers and bras, but honestly, she wore way more risqué clothing than any woman I knew, and I loved that about her. 

With a smile, I turned to the bed and stopped dead in my tracks.

“I want you to wear that today.” She told me. 

“You want me to wear the chastity cage?”

“And the lingerie.”

It was my pink seamed stockings, hot pink satin waspie suspender belt, matching French knickers and matching bra.  It was all very beautiful lingerie, and I remembered well that I liked wearing it, but honestly, I was scared.

“But Mike and Theresa are coming round today.” I told her.

“And they’ve seen you in it.” She explained.  Then she turned around to face me.  “But if you don’t feel like wearing it, I don’t mind.  I just thought it might make you feel good.”

“You know I don’t need to wear it, right?”

“Mmm, I think you do, but whatever.  Honestly, if you’re scared, then don’t wear it.  Babe, I just want you to be happy.”

With a sigh, I picked up the chastity cage, and began putting it on.  “I don’t want you to make me happy. What I want is to make you happy.”

“Okay, then put the lingerie on for me.” She told me.

“How does me wearing lingerie make you happy?”

“Because it turns me on knowing you are wearing something so silly, for me, even though you have been trying to fight it for so long.  Because you want to be normal, and I won’t let you.”

At that very moment, I was glad I had managed to put the cage on so quickly, because I was already getting erect.  Of course, I didn’t argue and I did as I was told.  She watched as I dressed.  I even noticed a smile on her face, which was interesting.

We were kind of subdued downstairs as we prepared breakfast.  Only making small talk when necessary.  As she was leaving for work, I walked over to give her a kiss, and I felt her run her fingers along the edge of my bra under the black t-shirt.  Then she did the most remarkable thing; she shuddered and her eyes fluttered.  She was beyond turned on. 

“You really want this don’t you?” I said, more of a rhetorical question. 

She nodded quickly.  “I didn’t sleep well.  It was hard for me to gather the courage to do it, because I didn’t want to lead you down a path you weren’t comfortable going.  But, well, I think you want to go there, and I think that you are mainly scared of my reaction.  Don’t be.  I will do what I like, not what you like.”

“Spoken like a true dominatrix.” I laughed.

“I don’t think I’m a dominatrix, but I like the idea of you dressing up.  I think it’s fun.  I’d love to go out with you clubbing or something. That would be a lot of fun.  Whatever.  Let’s just see, and not worry, okay?”

“Okay.”

“I’ll try to leave early today, so I’m home before Mike gets here, and then I might let you take the bra off.”

She kissed me and left.

That day I finished putting away the rest of the items, and put last of the new furniture together.  After that, I put up the security cameras which I had ordered from Amazon.

By one, I was done.  I realised that I had promised wine for the girls, and I thought I should get some beers for Mike and I.  I opened my PC and logged in to Teams.

Hey babe, can you stop by a store and grab some wine and beers on the way home please?

Why can’t you go yourself? She wrote back.

Okay, should I take the bra off.

I sat there and waited for a response, but none came, so I wrote again.

Honey?

What do you think? She wrote back.

I wasn’t entirely sure.  So, I wrote, No?

See?  Not so difficult, was it?

With a sigh, I grabbed a jacket and threw it on before heading out to the shop.  Of course, whilst the bra edges itself were thick and visible if you stared at it through the t-shirt, it was not visible at all through the jacket.

Less than a half-hour later, I was home and happy.  In fact, I wasn’t sure if I was happy that I was home safely, or happy that I could wear lingerie again.  With some time to spare, I opened up my laptop and began reading my old stories, remembering some of the fantasies I had.  It became clear that the longer I suffered after the Jake crisis, the more extreme my fantasies became, to the point that I was even a little embarrassed that I had thought about such things.

Under the stories though, I found a zip file I had saved called Hyp.zip.  I tried to remember what it was as I opened it, and then I remembered the moment I opened the first file.  It was a ton of sissy hypnosis I had downloaded to watch.  At first, I used to watch it because I wanted to, but later on, Mike used to tell me to watch it, often bringing back poppers from his trips to Europe for me to sniff. 

“Poppers.” I said to myself.

Walking into my bedroom, I opened up the wide drawer where Katya had placed all the toys.  I scraped the whips, dildos and chains to one side and looked through.  There, at the back, was the box marked Rush.  I pulled out one of the bottles and looked at it.

My stomach clenched.  I promised myself I wouldn’t do it anymore.  I promised I wouldn’t look at sissy hypnosis anymore. 

I put the bottle back and went back to my computer.  I opened up the hypnosis file which was mainly text over a spinner.  Instead, I closed that file and opened Google and searched for sissy hypnosis.  I was led to a site called Hypnotube.com, which certainly wasn’t around when I was looking at it for the first time.  I had to admit, the production quality on some of them was fantastic.  I found videos from a guy called Leyendecker, who I thought was absolutely fantastic.  It took all my willpower not to go get the poppers and stare at his videos.

I was just about to start watching another video, when I heard the door open. 

“Babe, I’m home.” I heard.

I ran downstairs and saw her putting her bags down.  “You’re early.”

“Yeah, I wanted to come early.” She told me.  “Did you go to the shop?”

“Yes.”

She grinned at me.  “Anybody see the bra?”

“Nope.”

She gave me a fake sad look.  “Awww.  Shame.  What have you been up to?”

“I unpacked the last boxes and built the units in the spare room.  Oh, and the IP cams are working.  I’ll need your phone to set up the app for you.”

“Oh fantastic.” She was a bit scared about being alone during my business trips, so wanted the cameras to check whenever she heard a sound. 

I decided to be honest and tell her the truth.  “Then I went through my old computer files and found the hypnosis files I used to watch.”

“Oh, I saw those.  What were they?”

“Basically, meant to be hypnosis to reinforce certain behaviours, in this case, feminisation and homosexual tendencies.  You would basically watch them with poppers to make the message go through.”

“I saw you had poppers.  I thought it was for sex.”

“You know poppers?”

“I used to go clubbing a lot in Germany.  People had them.  Never tried them myself.”

“Anyway, I had a look online and found there are better ones these days.  I mean the production value is awesome.  It took a lot to fight my urge to get the poppers out.”

She gave me a look of curiosity.  “Why didn’t you?”

“I used to be addicted to it.  I would go looking for porn, and it would be sissy hypnosis all the time.”

“Doesn’t that just mean that it was working?  Like, in its own way?”

“I suppose.”

“Go get your poppers.  You’ve got some time before Mike gets here.  Go watch some.”

I was hesitant.  I really didn’t want to fuck my brain up again, not after years of kicking this self-abuse.  Sure, my dick wanted it like crazy, but my brain was saying no way.  The moment I go this route again, it’ll all fall apart.  My addictions would start again, and that would lead me down a dark road.

“I really shouldn’t.” I mumbled. 

Katerina stared into my eyes, trying to analyse me.  And then she nodded.  “Don’t then.  Go take the bra off.  Keep the rest on.”

“Yes, erm, thanks.”

As I walked away, Katerina continued to stare at me, chewing on her lip in thought.  Then she followed me to the bedroom, where she proceeded to change out of her red dress, into a black wrap around mini-dress.  It was one where her red bra would be constantly visible, as were her huge breasts.  When she walked, I could clearly see her stockings and suspender-belt.  Hell, if I looked closely, I could see her panties.

“Do you mind?” She asked.

“Are you dressing like that for me, Mike, or Theresa?”

She gave that one some thought and said, “To make you horny, to make Mike want me, and to make Theresa jealous.”

“You want Mike to want you?”

This actually made her burst out laughing.  “Honey, when I wear this dress, it’s to make men want me.  It doesn’t mean they’re going to get me.”

“Fair point.”

I had just finished putting my t-shirt back on, when the doorbell rang.  “Let me answer it.” She grinned.

“Go for it.” I told her with a smile.  Then the moment she left the room, I collapsed on the bed, picking up the pink satin sissy bra and holding it to my face.  “What the fuck are you doing Tom?”

As I walked downstairs, I found Katya alone with Mike.  He was telling her something which she clearly found amusing.  As I arrived, Katya composed herself. 

“Hey Mike.” I told my old friend and former master.

“Hi Tom.  I was just telling Katya that Theresa will come later.  Her parents are going to take Mark for the first time for the weekend, so Theresa’s in panic mode.  Literally, she’s going hyper at home, and honestly, I think she wants to dress to impress tonight.” Mike looked back at Katya.  “Which clearly Katya wanted to do too.”

She waved a hand at him.  “What?  This old thing?  Pah.”

“Uh-huh. Riiiight.” He said, and then turned to me.  “Ready to get to work?”

“Yeah.”

As we headed down into the basement, I let Mike know I’d put beers in the refrigerator for tonight. 

“Cool.  I’ll not be able to drink much though.  Driving back.”

“How’s Theresa getting here?”

“Taxi.”

“Then taxi back and pick up tomorrow?”

“Might work.  Let’s see how the night goes.” He said with a wry smile.

I felt a shiver go down my spine.  “It’s gonna go like a normal night between friends, Mike.”

“Sure.  That’s what your wife’s dress says.”

“Let’s just do this work.”

I watched Mike mix the plaster and finish the wall; something that I wouldn’t have been able to do in a million years.  Next, we set about working on fitting the radiator to the wall.

“Shouldn’t we fit the pipes first.” I asked.

“We can move the pipes where we like.” He said. “Let’s find out where that will be.”

He drilled the holes for the brackets, and I then held the snap-to brackets in place as he screwed them in.  I hadn’t noticed that as I knelt down to hold the brackets in place, my t-shirt went up my body and my jeans dropped, revealing the pink lingerie.  However, if Mike had noticed it, he didn’t say anything. 

Katya descended the stairs, and that did catch Mike’s attention, as her stockings were clear as day, as were her panties.  She stared at the finished wall and smiled.  “Great work boys.” She said.

“Erm, that was all Mike.” I told her.

Katya looked over at me kneeling there, holding the brackets, and she smiled.  “Honey, your panties and suspender belt are showing.” She told me, causing my face to go as red as her panties.

Mike turned to look at me, then looked at Katerina and said, “So’s yours.”

Looking down, Katya pulled open the bottom of her dress and said, “Oh, so it is.”

With a smile, Mike pointed at the radiator.  “We should be getting on with this.” And he went back to the radiator. 

I looked over to Katya and saw the most disturbing look of sadness and disappointment, and I immediately knew what was going through her head.  She was saying to herself, “I’m not attractive enough.”

After she left the room without another word, I asked to Mike, “what was that?”

“What was what?” He asked, but I knew full well he knew.

“You know what.  Since when do you not flirt?”

Mike sighed and looked down.  “Look Tom, you were my best friend.  We had some amazing times together, but the best were when we were all together with Theresa.  The problem is, when that went wrong, everything went wrong for me.  I don’t want to lose you as a friend, not again. 

“Katya’s hot dude.  Mega hot.  I don’t know what thing you’ve got going here, but I get the feeling you’re not into it.  Not yet, and I don’t want to screw anything up.”

I nodded.  “Thanks man.  The truth is, Katya only found out about all this recently.  She likes people to notice her.  It’s this narcissistic thing she has.  She doesn’t want to cuckold me, but she is enjoying the chase.  I guess, I don’t know, if you want, and Theresa doesn’t mind, then feel free to flirt if you want, but know it won’t go further than that.”

“Flirting’s okay.  What about you?” He asked, screwing in the final bolt.

“The panties?”

“Yeah.  You submissive again?”

I laughed at that question.  “I’ll always be submissive.  I don’t know.  I missed wearing them.  I was watching the videos and reading the old stories, and they make my horny, but it’s a dark path.  Fuck, I found the sissy hypnos.  Have you seen the stuff which has come out recently?”

“Yeah, some.”

“The production quality?  Wow.  Anyway, I found it really hard not to go get the poppers and immerse myself.”

“You really should have.”

“Fuck man, how much I’d love to.  How much I’d love to go back and fix things.  How much I’d love a second chance to do it right.  Every time I fuck Katya, I imagine it’s you fucking her.  I even…” I sighed and shook my head.

“Say it.” He said softly, stepping closer to me.

“I… can’t.” I said, still shaking my head.

I felt his hand take mine and I let him guide it.  His crotch was warm and his cock was hard.  Not erect, but hardening.  He removed his hands from mine, leaving it on his cock, and moved to my belt, which he quickly undid.  I shut my eyes as I felt my jeans drop to the floor.

“I remember those panties.” He said, reaching down and pulling them to one side.  “I remember that cage too.  She has you locked up.”

“We’re just playing.”

“Yes, I’m sure you are.” He said, opening his own pants and dropping them to the floor.  “You know you want to do it.”

I panted, my heart raced, as I dropped to my knees.  I leaned forward and took his cock into my mouth and sucked on it hard and fast.  Above my head, I heard the snap of the camera on his phone, but I didn’t care.  I knew him and I knew that was for his collection.  I knew he wouldn’t show it to anyone unless I asked him to.  The problem was, he liked to manipulate and convince people to ask for things for which they wouldn’t normally ask.

Suddenly, I became aware of what I was doing.  I was blowing my best friend, again, but without the knowledge and consent of my wife.  This was exactly where I didn’t want to be.

I stopped and pulled back.  “I can’t do this.  I can’t.”

“Tom, but you want to.” He pleaded.

“No.  No, I can’t.  I can’t do this anymore.  I’ll lose…” I began having a panic attack.  “I’ll lose Katya.”

“No, you won’t.  Trust me, you won’t.”

“I really can’t Mike.  Sorry.”

“Okay, okay.  But look at me.  You can’t leave me like this.  Just finish me off this one time and we won’t do it again.  I promise.  Okay?”

I shook my head, and then with a gulp, I took him in my mouth again, this time going faster on his cock.  His cock was huge, but remembering how to give a good blowjob is like riding a bike.  I knew how to deep-throat, and had no problem taking his nine-inch cock down my throat.  His hands wrapped around my head as I used a combination of sucking and licking to get him to climax.  My hands cupped his balls and the base of his cock, and seconds later he exploded in my mouth.

I sat back, swallowing the pints of cum which had filled my mouth, and all I could think about was, “fuck I wish I could do that again and again.  I wish that cock was fucking my wife.”

“If it was up to me, you’d be doing that every night.” Mike said.  “You know that, right?”

“I would like that.”

“I know you would.”

I pulled my pants back up and we continued working.  Mike prepared all the new piping all the way to the original pipes leading from the boiler room. 

“And this is where we end.” He said.  “I can’t do it now.  We need to drain the system so I can cut into these pipes.  That’s a job we can do tomorrow.”

“Aren’t I taking you away from your weekend alone with Theresa?” I asked him.

“She’ll survive.  Anyway, I get this done during the day, and take her out to London tomorrow night, and it’ll be enough.”

We headed upstairs to wash up and found that Theresa was already there, sat at the bar with Katya.  Theresa was wearing a red wench top a latex mini-skirt, one I had bought for her.

The moment I stepped in, Theresa stood and went to kiss me hello.  As she came closer however, she noticed something on my face and pointed to the same spot on my own.  With a sigh, I realised what she had seen and I immediately went to wipe it up and put it in my mouth.  I looked over at Katya, but saw she was looking at her phone.  She had missed that I had cum on my face.

“Hey.” Theresa said, pulling me in for a hug.  “How is the work coming along?”

“Great.  I’d be lost without Mike.”

“That’s good to hear.  I was just chatting to your lovely wife.  She’s wonderful.”

“All good stuff I hope?”

“All good stuff, don’t worry.”

The night was actually really nice. We ordered takeaway Chinese to be delivered, and chatted about the past.  Not the sexual past, but our time in college and after. 

“Has Tom made you his signature curry yet?” Mike asked Katya.

“Of course!” She laughed.  “Why do you think I married him?”

“Oh fuck yes!” Theresa gasped.  “The biggest fucking disappointment of this divorce is the total disappointment in the kitchen since then.  Neither of us can cook, because the sissy slave did it all for us!”

That was the first time anyone had brought up the elephant in the room, and for me, it increased the tension five-hundred fold.  That was until Katya said, “Sissy or not, he’s still an awesome cook.  I’d take him either way.”

“Is that why you have him back in panties?” Mike asked her.

“That was his choice completely.” Katya explained.  “But I’ve seen the videos.  I know what he’s done.”

At the moment, Theresa’s eyes lit up.  “You still have the videos?  I haven’t seen those in years.  Can I have a look?”

“Sure, come up to my office.”

Mike clearly didn’t want me to feel uncomfortable by me watching sex videos with my ex-wife, so he asked, “Want to show me the rest of the house?”

“Absolutely.”

I led Mike around the ground floor, showing him the cool features and the smart functions in the rooms.  Then I led him upstairs, where I showed him my office, and we peaked our head in on the girls who were in Katya’s office.

“Why two offices?  Why not work together?” He asked.

“Katya works for our direct competitor.” I told him.

“Ouch.  Okay.  I see.”

We continued on the tour, arriving at the master bedroom. 

“This is huge.” He said, looking around.  “And tastefully decorated.”

“Thanks.”

Mike noticed the bra lying on the bed and moved to pick it up.  “I thought a bra belonged to that set.”

“I was wearing it earlier.” I said softly.

“Why’d you take it off?”

“I…don’t know.”

He smiled at me, and then threw it in my direction.  “Put it on.”

“No I…”

“Put it on sissy.” He said, still smiling.

With a gulp, I pulled off my t-shirt and put the bra back on, then I picked up the t-shirt again.

“Leave it off for now, I want to look at you.  I want to remember my sissy again.” He said.

I looked at the door, pushed too.  I could hear the girls chatting loudly and the sound of sex and humiliation coming from the video. 

“Take your pants off.  Show me the full get-up.”

Without thinking, I stripped down; even pulling off the socks which covered my stockings.  I stood there in the lingerie, unsure what to do with my hands. 

“You want to suck me again, don’t you?” He asked quietly.

“Yes.” I admitted.

“You always did when you dressed like this.”

“I know.”

“Funny that you never did when you wore male clothes.”

“I know.  I never understood it either.”

I watched him undo his pants and flop onto the bed.  I dropped down to my knees and took his cock in my mouth again, cursing myself for being so weak. 

As the women continued to laugh and joke at something three doors down, I sucked off my friend and ex-wife’s husband, for a second time that day.  After he came in my mouth, he sat up and said, “You are going to keep doing that for me, whenever possible.  I won’t tell anyone, not even Theresa.”

“She already knows.  She saw the cum.”

“It’s okay.  Then she’ll keep it quiet.  I’ll make her.” He explained.  “But you want this, and so do I.  It’s the right thing for you to do.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes Master.”

“Good sissy.  Kiss him again and nuzzle him.” I did and I let out a long sigh.  It was a sigh of relief and contentment.  My cock was winning.  “Get dressed.  Keep the bra on.”

We headed downstairs, and the girls joined us soon after.  As we continued to chat, Katya pulled me in close and felt the bra.  She gave me a look of surprise and smiled.  “Did you put the bra back on for Mike?” She asked.

My eyes went wide in embarrassment, and then I hung my head in shame.  “Yes, he, erm, saw it on the bed and said I should put it on.”

“Which bra?” Theresa asked.

“The pink one with ruffles.  Thick shoulder straps.” Mike explained.

“Get undressed and show us.” Theresa said.

“Oh, I…” I began.

“Yes, get undressed.” My wife said.  “It’s not as if they haven’t seen you in it.”

With shaking hands, I stripped down to the lingerie, resolute that I would quickly get dressed again after they took a look.

“Oh those.  Yes, very pretty sissy.” Laughed Theresa.

I began to pick up the clothes but Katerina stopped me.  “You might as well stay like that, seeing as everyone has seen you like that.  Or better yet, why don’t you take your clothes upstairs and put on that little pink nightie you have?”

“Oh, the one that has all the ruffles underneath?  With the bows?” Theresa asked.  “The one that doesn’t even cover his ass?”

“I haven’t seen that one.” Katerina said.  “Yes, go find that one.”

I was as red as the wine the girls had been drinking too much of, but I headed upstairs and found the satin micro-dolly I had from Birchplaceshop.  I then dug out the matching ruffle panties and pulled them out, exchanging the ones I had on for those, and then I headed downstairs.

Katerina snorted out wine when she saw me.  Theresa simply smiled and nodded.  “That’s the sissy that I remember.”

We ended up chatting until two in the morning, and with Theresa explaining to Katerina what she most enjoyed about the kink in our relationship.

“Honestly, it was being about to fuck Mike in front of him, or with his permission.  It felt so wrong that it just added to the excitement.” Theresa explained.  “And then some of the darker fantasies were a turn on.  The femdom party when he got fucked, you could see how much he was enjoying it.  The plan was for Mike to fuck him too, but it never happened really.  Shame.  You were looking forward to it, weren’t you?”

“I was.” Mike admitted.

“Why didn’t you?” Katya asked.

Mike shrugged.  “Young and stupid.  I felt weird that he didn’t have breasts.  I wanted him to be on hormones first, but that didn’t work out.”

“We couldn’t get the hormones, and it is so difficult here.”

“You know that you can order everything online, right?” Katya noted.  “All it takes is to find a friendly doctor who will tell you what you need and do some blood tests, and then order them online.”

“Oh.  We didn’t know that then.” Theresa admitted.  “Shame.”

“Shame.” Katya agreed, and I gave her a look of wtf?

Around two, Mike began to get up and say they’d taken too much of our time and that they should leave.

“Nonsense.” Katya said.  “You’ve both had too much to drink to drive, and it’ll be impossible to get a taxi.  We have perfectly good spare rooms.  Stay in one of those.”

“Are you sure it’s not a problem?” Theresa asked.

“No, don’t be silly.  I’ll get you some towels.”

With that, we showed them to the room next to ours, and then prepared for bed.  Katerina began taking off her make-up and said what a nice night it was. 

“It was.  Apart from…” I began.

“Don’t be silly.  You had fun, admit it.”

“I did.” I conceded. 

Katya had just begun to unwrap her dress, when Mike knocked on the door.  “Yes?” Katya called out.

Mike opened the door and began to speak.  “We just wanted to say thanks for such a lovely…erm…” I turned to look at what had caught Mike’s attention and saw my wife smiling seductively at him, letting the unwrapped dress fall to the floor to reveal the sexy lingerie.  I turned back to Mike and saw Theresa stood behind him, in her lingerie, smiling and whispering something into Mike’s ear.  Mike began to walk forward towards my wife, and I felt Theresa’s stare burn into me. 

Looking back at Katya, I realised she had removed her bra and was in the process of letting her panties drop to the floor.  Mike took her in his arms and I watched as Katya wrapped her arms around him.  The two kissed deeply, his fingers finding her moist cunt and plunging into them.  My mouth was dry as I heard Theresa say, “If you want, you can come join us Katya?”

“What should I do sissy?” Katya said, as Mike pumped his fingers in and out of her.  “Should I do it?  Should I cuckold you?”

I couldn’t speak.  I didn’t know what to say.

“I think I’m going to need some more time here.” She said, and Mike pulled out, backing away to the door.  The door closed and Katya climbed into bed. “Well that was unexpected.”

“Was it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you want to go?”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I’m not going to hurt you, Tom.  I love you.”

“I know that.” I said.  Then I looked down.  “I need to tell you something.”

“What?”

“I sucked Mike’s cock today.”

I saw her smiled stretch from ear to ear.  “How was it?”

“Amazing.”

She nodded, and then she stood.  I watched her pick up the iPad and then some headphones.  “Find your hypnosis.”

As I was searching for the videos from Leyendecker, I watched her go to the drawer and pull out a bottle of poppers.  She then came back me, pulling away the plastic cover from the bottle. 

“Found it?” She asked.

“Yes.”

She then put the headphones on my head, and pressed play on the screen.  She watched with me for a bit, seeing the transsexuals on screen taking bareback cock with text flying over saying become a slut and so on.  She then looked back at me, that huge grin on her face, and opened the bottle.  She placed it under my left nostril and held the other closed.  I inhaled deeply, and then we did the same with the other. 

As I fell into a sexual drugged stupor, I saw her sniff the poppers and then close them, placing them within reach on the nightstand.  She then kissed me and walked out of the room, closing the door behind her. 

END OF PART 3

Read Part 4 here - Katerina has been introduced to Mike and Theresa, Tom's ex-wife, intimately, and it has woken up an animal inside her. She realises this is not just what Tom wants, but what she wants too. But as Theresa reopens old wounds, Katerina is left to pick up the pieces and help Tom understand that this is who he is, and he simply needs to accept it. But can he?
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