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Part 2

We had been in the new house a week and we were mostly unpacked, but already, we began to find problems.  The wine cellar had originally been a wet cellar which the builders had tried to convert.  That was all well and good, but they hadn’t directed any heating there, so what we ended up with was a moisture line.

“That’s mould.” Katerina pointed out, looking at the green spores forming on the floor.  “I’ll bleach it, but it’ll keep coming back.”

I sighed.  “Idiots.” I said, shaking my head.  “You’d think they would’ve known this.”

“There’s electricity down there.” She said.  “Let’s get an electric radiator and try to heat it up.”

“We’ll pay a fortune in electricity.” I told her.  I shook my head.  “Let me call my dad, see what he thinks.”

My dad stopped by in the afternoon and walked down to the large stone basement with me.  “Builders these days are not worth their salt.” The old man mumbled.  “We had proper brickies when I was a kid, not a bunch of under-skilled foreigners.” I groaned, waiting to hear from him how everything would be awesome after Brexit.  “I’ll tell you, when they all piss off back home and we get some proper British labourers back, then you’ll see skill!” And there it was.

“You do realise nobody wants to do this job anymore, right?  There aren’t any British labourers left, dad.” I told him, as he shined a flashlight around the edge of the ceiling.

“Because the damn kids are spoiled rotten.  Everyone wants to be a millionaire the moment they leave school.”

“So who will do it dad?”

“Well you’re always complaining lots of people will lose their jobs.  They can retrain can’t they?”

I sighed again.  “And do it for what money?  The same as what they paid the Poles?”

“Bugger that.  They got paid pennies.”

“And when your plumber costs three times more than he did?”

“I’m not paying three times more!  You mad?  Bloody well do it myself!”

I shook my head.  There was no reasoning with him.  It was a conversation I’d had with him over and over.  Ever since he started talking to me again. 

When Theresa outed me to my parents, it was part of the game.  The agreement was that when she left me, she would ruin me by sharing the photos with everyone I knew, and force me into a life as a slave or worse.  Except, it didn’t quite turn out that way, much to her annoyance, and my relief. 

In the case of my friends, they laughed it off and turned it into something they could make fun of me about, as friends do.  They even thought it was pretty cool that I was so kinky, when they all originally thought I was a boring geek. 

My sister Jane pretty much felt the same way as my friends, but her husband Derek, who never really liked me, felt that I was a freak, so I didn’t really see them much, except for rare occasions.  In truth, Jane told me that he was afraid I would get ideas and he would go the same way.  “I like to bring it up occasionally, just as a reminder of what could be.” She once explained.  “You can actually see his balls receding into his body when I mention it.”

My parents had difficulties with it.  My mother didn’t stop speaking to me, but she spent the first year telling me how disappointed in me she was.  My father wanted nothing to do with me.  Coming from a rough northern background, he was very set in his ways.  That first year, he frequently referred to me as, that poofter.  However, once I met Katerina, they started to relax a bit, and after they met her for the first time, they finally became comfortable that they might be getting kids. 

“You’re not doing that silly stuff you did with Theresa, are you darling?” Mother asked me after she met Katerina.

“No mum.” I reassured her.  “That was just something stupid I did with Theresa.”

So, as I stood there with dad, looking at the damp walls, I became acutely aware that I was wearing pink satin and lace panties under my jeans, and for a moment, I became very scared that he might actually see.

On the morning after our first night, when I had fallen asleep in the nightie, I woke up feeling both excited and a little silly.  Katerina never said a word to me about the nightie when she woke, she simply smiled at me and gave me a kiss on the nose.

After I showered, I began to dress, and for some reason, I was drawn to the panty drawer.  I remembered how comfortable I felt in them, and how sexy it made me feel.  “They’re just panties.” I told myself, reaching in and grabbing a black full-cut satin and lace front with chiffon behind pair, lined with lace straps, and sliding them up my legs. 

“I looked at those.” Katerina said, stepping out of the shower.  “I’d like a pair myself.  Where did you get them?”

“Um, I don’t think I bought these.” I mumbled.  “Mike used to travel to the States a lot and he bought me a lot of lingerie from Victoria’s Secret.”

“Oh, well, I’ll have a look online later.” She replied cheerfully.  “See if I can’t order some here.”

“Sure.”

She patted my backside and gave me a kiss on the cheek.  “Don’t be nervous.  I really don’t mind.  They’re just panties.”

“Are you not weirded out?”

“No.  Why would I be?  If you want to wear them, it’s fine.  Stop worrying.”

I ended up wearing panties every day since.  Katerina frequently commented on them, in a positive way.  Usually, “Oh, you have such nice panties, and I have old rubbish.  I really need to order some.” Or, “Those a so extravagant that I actually can’t imagine any woman wearing them, so as far as I am concerned, those are men’s panties.” Usually about the sissy panties. 

On day three, I found Katerina actually wearing a red pair of mine, to which she asked, “I hope you don’t mind if we share.  I like these.  They’re comfortable.”

We didn’t discuss anything further about my kinks or fetishes since then, which on the one hand I was relieved about, but on the other, that annoying little voice inside me was trying to get out.  The voice that said, “tell her everything and ask her to dominate you.”  I didn’t dare let that voice out without a fight.

“This is fixable.” Dad said.  “There’s a break in the barrier in the wall.  We can cut that section of wall away and glue in a decent piece of plastic.  I can pick up some bitumen too, which will also help.”

“Thanks dad.”

“As to the radiator, yes, it needs heating in here.  The good news is, your heating pipes from the boiler room upstairs run right along here.” He pointed at the exposed section of pipes wrapped in foam.  “A decent plumber can get a radiator setup in here, no problem.”

“Thanks dad.”

After he left, I set about finding a plumber to do the work.  Finding none in the area available, I began to feel a little but useless, so I did the one thing which came to mind.  I called Theresa.

“I was wondering when you’d call.” She said, seductively. 

“Very funny.” I replied seriously.  “I need some tradesman advice.”

“What are you after?”

“We used a plumber once, when we had that problem with the frozen pipe.”

“Yes, I remember, but he retired.  Mike found a better one, but I don’t have the name. I can call him and ask if you like, or just call him yourself.”

“He won’t mind?” I asked.

She scoffed.  “Why would he mind?  Jesus Tom, grow up.”

“Okay, okay!  I’ll call him.”

I ended the call and picked up the phone, acutely aware that I would be calling him at work.  For me, it was a week off, given that Katerina had given up her week the week previously, and I promised to get the house in order.

“Mike Carlyle.” The deep voice said down the phone.

“Mike, hi, it’s Tom…um…Connor.” I told him.

“Oh my god, Tom!  It’s been too long buddy.” Mike sounded genuinely happy to hear from him.  “Fuck!  I heard you moved to the area.  How are getting on?”

“Actually, I’m calling with a small technical issue.” I went on to explain the problem to him, with the wall and then the radiator. 

“Oh man, these are the type of projects I love, you know that!” Mike laughed.  In typical Mike style, he wanted to be the superstar.  “Tell you what, I’ll get off work early and stop by with my tools.  Heck, tell you what, I’ll send you a list of what I’ll need and you can pick it up from the B&Q and we can meet at your place at four?”

“Um, well I was thinking of just getting a company in.” I told him.

“Come on mate, you know that I can do it.”

I sighed and gave him my address.  Minutes later, I received a text with a list of items I needed to get, including the radiator type. 

I called Katerina and filled her in on everything that had happened, and in return received the sound of her hysterical laughter for a good long minute.

“I’m sorry, but come on, it’s pretty funny.” She laughed.  “The guy who you used to mess around with, back in your life again.”

Allowing myself a small smile, I said, “Sure, I suppose.”

The trip to B&Q reminded me as to why I hated manual labour, and after a lot of head scratching, I found the items on the list from Mike.  Once home, I unpacked and then set about cleaning up more boxes, this time in the last room of the house, my office. 

One of the boxes was marked equipment.  In there, I found tons of old cables, chargers and components, including an old SATA DVD drive.  Using an old Icybox, I connected the SATA port up to the USB, which allowed me to access the DVDs on my laptop.  I decided to begin copying everything to an external hard disk. 

Opening up a folder marked videos, I began opening the short, poor quality videos which had been recorded on Theresa’s old digital camera.  Most were of her and Mike together, but some were of me being humiliated in my sissy dress as I licked her cum filled pussy.  Another few were of me being beaten by Theresa and Mike, with Theresa in her latex outfits, wielding her whips and crops.  Finally, I found videos of me on my knees, sucking cock, taking the strap-on dildo, and one from a femdom party Theresa had taken me to, where I had taken cock for the first time. 

With a sigh, unplugged the hard-disk, and took it to Katerina’s office and left it there.

At ten to four, I heard the crackle of gravel outside as Mike’s black BMW X5 came to a stop.  The tall black man had obviously gone home to change, as he got out dressed in ripped jeans, which I guessed could easily have been seen as fashionable, but in this case, I knew were from work, and a dark blue tight t-shirt, which perfectly contoured with his huge muscles.  The sunlight reflected on his bald head.  I remembered when I was with him in university and he complained about getting his father’s baldness gene, and I couldn’t help but think how it just made him better looking.

When Mike stepped inside, he grabbed me into a firm manly hug, as if I was a long, lost friend who he dearly missed.  He held me like that until it began to feel uncomfortable, at least for me anyway.

“Man, oh man.” He grinned, hold my hand as he shook it.  “I’ve missed you buddy.  It’s been way too long.”

“Yeah, I needed to sort myself out.” I told him, trying and failing to maintain decorum.

“You know I never wanted to lose you as a friend right?” He told me.  “Neither did Theresa.  She missed you like mad.”

“I know.  At the end of the day, I know full well that all this was my idea.  Heck, getting you involved was my idea.”

“Water under the bridge.” He grinned.  “Theresa was thinking of coming over with Mark, but I told her that might be a little weird.” He always was the tactful one.  “Hey, let’s go take a look at that basement.”

I pointed out the section of wall my dad had pointed out, and Mike nodded.  “Idiots left a gap.  Completely defeats the purpose, but it’s easily fixable.”

He then set to work chipping a line out of the wall, first with a disc-cutter, and then with a hammer drill.  Within minutes, he had removed and fifty-centimetre section of wall, leaving a gap only three centimetres thick.  He then opened the bitumen and used a spatula to pour it into the gap between the plastic sheets, and then slid the plastic over it, pressing it down.

“I’ll mix up some mortar.” He said.  “If you and start sliding in these pieces of brick, I’ll pump this in, and it’ll set over it.  It’s sealed now.”

“Wow.  How do you come up with this stuff?” I asked him.

“Ah, I’m probably not doing it completely right, but with what we have, it’ll serve the purpose.”

A half hour later, he was done with that task and was enjoying a cup of tea in the kitchen.

“I’ll come by tomorrow to plaster over it, and then we can start on the heating.” He told me.

We had just finished our tea when the door went.  I heard my wife call out that she was home, and then I heard her shout, “schiesse!” as she stubbed her toe on something in the entrance. 

“Hey honey.” I called out.  “We’ve just finished up.”

My wife walked into the kitchen, and smiled at us.  She placed her laptop bag down on a chair, along with her handbag, and then took off her dark blue Burberry mac, revealing the cream-coloured satin plunging blouse, clearly see-through to show she was wearing a white lacy bra which extended down far under her breasts.  She had worn short black skirt, and I knew she was wearing stockings, as she usually did; today, they were self-holding, seamed stockings.  She honestly looked super-hot.

“You must be Mike.” She gushed, smiling at him.  She approached and gently placed a hand on his shoulder as they kissed cheeks in that very European way that I was used to.

“Nice accent.  German?” He asked.

“Correct.  This handsome Englishman stole my heart and dragged me over here.”

“So, you’re one of those evil foreigners who’s coming over and stealing jobs from us hardworking Englishmen?” He chuckled.

“That’s me.” She laughed, and then she stood back.  “I’m Katerina, by the way.  So, how did it go?”

“We fixed the wall, got that sealed, so the moisture shouldn’t be an issue anymore.” Mike explained.  I loved the way he said we, given that he did the work and I essentially twiddled my thumbs.  “Tomorrow, I’ll stop by and plaster the wall and make it ready for painting, and then we’ll start on the radiator.”

She nodded appreciatively.  “We can do the painting.  In terms of the radiator, I was suggesting an electric one.”

“No point.  The heating pipes are there.  Shouldn’t be an issue to repipe.”

“Fantastic.  Great work boys.”

Katerina started to the door, ready to go get changes, and for some reason I stopped her and said, “Theresa wanted to come by too, but we were worried it might be weird.” For the life of me, I don’t know why I even said it, but it came out.  It was as if I wanted Theresa there, but didn’t have the nerve to say so myself, so I put it on Katya.

Turning, Katerina looked right at me and smiled.  “No, it wouldn’t.  If she wants to come by, she can.” And with that, she left, heading upstairs.

I turned to look at Mike, who was smiling and shaking his head.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing.” He replied.

“No, go on.”

He sighed and said, “Really mate, it’s nothing.  Listen, I should be going.  I’ll come by around the same time tomorrow, yeah?  It’s Friday anyway, so I can work a little later, and if Theresa comes by then she can open a bottle of wine and chat with your wife.”

“Cool.” I said, following him to the front door.

“She’s very pretty, by the way.  Katerina.” He said, looking up the staircase, and then looking down at me.  “But you always did know how to choose them, didn’t you?”

“I guess I’m lucky that way.”

“Nah mate.  You just never appreciated yourself.  See you tomorrow.”

I shut the door and then headed upstairs where I found my wife in her underwear, wiping off the make-up from the day.  I could see her looking at me in the mirror, but she didn’t say anything.  She was waiting for me to talk.

“I’m sorry.” I said.

“It was a little embarrassing.” She replied.

“I shouldn’t have put you in that position. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

She turned to face me.  “Would you like me to explain it to you?”

I cocked my head to one side, confused.  “Go on.”

Katya stood and slowly walked towards me.  Her long legs were like two giant scissors, thin and toned, covered by the sheer black fabric of the stockings, tipped by thick lace.  Her lacy thong panties, allowed for one thin shiny piece of silk over her pussy, ruffled as it creased between her legs.  Her bra, think lace with thin panels of silk over the cups, matched perfectly; stretched completely by her huge breasts which threatened to burst that thin material.

She sat down by my side on the bed and took my hand in hers.  “So, I think you are remembering some of the fun you had when you were with her.  I think, your dick is telling you how much fun it would be to do it with me, but your brain is reminding you of all the pain and hurt you went through the last time. 

“I think that you want me to hear about how brilliant it all was, straight from the source, or you are hoping in some weird pornographic way, Theresa will convince me to do it.  But you can’t take responsibility for that, because your brain is saying no way.”

“Fuck.” I breathed.  “What does all this mean?”

“It means, honey, that you are my husband and I love you.  I was always very sexually free.  I think you know how it is in Germany; we’re not prudes.  But honey, I will not start doing anything like that with you, until you have it sorted in your head, as to what you want, and if you want it.  And even then, it would stay between us.  You got hurt last time, and I can’t have that happen to you again.  We’re in this for the long-haul.”

I gave her a long, big kiss.  “I don’t what I did to deserve you.”

“I often feel the same way about you.” And then she grinned.  “He is really hot though, huh?”

“Mike?”

She bit her lower lip and nodded.  “And knowing he has a big cock helps.”

“Hmmm…”

I watched her stand up and walk over to the cupboard, where she grabbed a black satin mini-robe and tied it around herself.

“Will you be okay with Theresa being here?” I asked her.

“You know me.  I’ll manage.”

“She’s really not a bad person.  I honestly think you’ll get on.”

“Meh, bit weird, isn’t it?”

“It is.” I admitted.  “Should I cancel?”

“No, don’t.  That would make it worse, and Mike is doing this work for us, which is nice of him.”

“He always was nice.”

Katya sat down again and looked at me.  “Wanna tell me what happened with you two?”

The truth was fairly simple.  Mike had been my roommate in university and we became very close.  He was the guy who always had a different girl every week, never settled, didn’t want to be tied down.  Then towards the end of university, I met Theresa.  Mike, Theresa and I were always together, the party crew, and we all got on like a house on fire. 

Then university ended, I came into some money, and bought a house not far from this one, where Theresa lived with Mike.  We lost touch with Mike and instead invested our time into our work, with Theresa working as a care facility manager in a local nursing home. 

When I introduced Theresa to my kinks, she was a little standoffish at first, but slowly she got into them.  She liked the idea of cuckolding and admitted that given where we were in our lives, without kids, it was the right time to start.  At first, she dated a couple of guys she met online, and then she ran into an old flame from school, Jake.  She fucked Jake for a few months.

“During that time, she started to get into the BDSM side a bit more.  She enjoyed whipping me, and well, she saw the benefits.  She also saw it made me a happier person in general, which of course, made her happy.” I explained.

The problem was, Jake started to get clingy.  He began to text her all hours of the day and night.  He said he missed her, and more.

“You were already married?” Theresa asked.

“No.  Not yet.  We were engaged, but a while off from our wedding.”

“And had you met Jake?”

“No.  In fact, Theresa hadn’t told Jake I knew.  That was a problem, because Jake didn’t know the boundaries, and one day, he had enough and declared his love for her.  She was shocked and didn’t know what to do.”

“Wow.”

She ended up running home to me, in tears.  Confused, and scared.  I tried to ask if she loved him, but she denied it, saying everything was a mistake.  Before I knew it, Jake was at the door begging her to leave me.

“What did Theresa say to him?” Katya asked.

“Nothing at all.  She just sat there crying.”

“Ouch.”

“Right?”

Instead, I stepped in.  I told Jake that I knew all about it, and that he was part of a game.  At first, he didn’t want to believe it, so he confronted Theresa about it.

“And what did she say?”

“She said, I’m so sorry Jake, I didn’t want it to be this way.  Please forgive me.”

“Sounds like she fell in love with him.”

“Well, wait. That is kind of the instigator of all my problems.”

Jake eventually left, hurt and angry.  I know that she called and texted him about fifty times after that, but he refused to speak to her.  After that, for a few months, she went into depression.  She barely spoke to me, and we never had sex, and the kink suddenly stopped.

“So how did you fix it?”

“She went to therapy, got herself sorted, and bit by bit, she came back around.” I explained.  “We ended up talking, about everything, and she admitted that she fell in love with Jake.”

“That must have hurt you?” Katya asked with pain filled eyes.

“You’d have thought so, wouldn’t you?  But no.  It made me hard.  I became excited, to the point we actually fucked and I encouraged her to tell me how much she loved him.  She got into it too, obviously, because it allowed her to think of Jake.  And that became our routine, we would fuck with her telling me how much she loved Jake; and that became how much more she loved Jake than me.”

“And that got you excited?”

“Yeah.  I’m a freak huh?” I frowned.

Katya stroked my hair.  “We all have our thing.  Mine is the thing with the ear…”

“Urgh, yeah.  Right.” She punched me on the arm with a laugh. 

“Go on!”

Theresa began to get back into the BDSM role and then some.  Together, we began to make purchases of toys, and clothes.  We became regulars at Honour.

“What’s Honour?”

“Latex clothing store.”

“Oh.  Nice.  I like latex.”

“Awesome.” I said, flatly.  “So, we were back in business.  In the time when Theresa and I were, erm, celibate, I channelled my sexual energy into writing.  Short stories.  Porn basically.”

“The ones on the DVDs?” She asked.

“Actually, an external hard disk on your desk, now.”

“Oh, goodie!”

I continued.  The stories I wrote were fantasy.  They were very graphic and in some cases quite extreme.  However, as Theresa read through them, she didn’t seem offput, but rather, she asked if I really wanted to do them. 

“I obvious said no.  I mean, come on, some were really dark.  There was no way.”

“Dark how?” Katya asked.

“I don’t know, erm, being forced to take hard drugs and work as a gay hooker to fund my addiction.”

Katya snorted out a laugh.  “That is dark.”

“Theresa saw it a little differently.  She basically said, if that’s what you really want, then I can help you make that happen.”

“Sounds like she just wanted to make you happy.”

“I know, and that’s what it was.  It was all about me, not her.  Instead though, I agreed to write a BDSM checklist and mark what I loved, liked and so on.  I gave it to her and let her decide.  At first, it was standard stuff, BDSM, whipping, and so on.  Then she got a strap-on, which was nice; I enjoyed pegging.  Overall though, we were fucking like rabbits, every single night, and every time we did, it was about how she wished Jake was fucking her, or later, someone else.  And then it came to the day of our wedding.”

My best man was Mike.  I hadn’t seen him so often, but as the wedding drew closer, he became more involved.  Theresa promised me a big surprise for the night of our wedding.  We married, it was a great day, good party, and then off home.  I watched Theresa undress and reveal that gorgeous white corset, stockings, suspenders, garter.  And then she pulled out a black pouch.

“I saw that pouch.  In the drawer with the toys now.  I didn’t get what it was.” Katya said.

“I can show you, if you like?”

“Sure.”

I dropped my pants and removed them, revealing my pink panties.  I then walked over to the drawer with the toys and pulled out the chastity cage.  Pulling down my panties a little, I then fitted the cage over my cock and balls.  I then clicked the padlock in place, pulling out the key and handing it to Katya.

“Oh my god!” Katya gasped.  Then with a wicked smile, she said, “Thank you!” And walked over to her bedside table and put the key away.

“Oh.” I said.

“If I like the story, I’ll let you out.  Go on.”

I pulled up my panties and continued.

Theresa had padlocked me away, just as requested on my list, but what wasn’t on the list, was in one of my stories.  Sure enough, the door opened and Mike walked in.  Without a word, he took Theresa in his arms and kissed her.

“Wait!” Katya said.  “Are you telling me that Mike fucked your wife on your wedding night?”

“I’m telling you that Mike fucked my wife whenever he wanted after that night, and I never fucked her again.”

Katya gasped.  “Are you serious?  Are you honestly telling me that you were kept in chastity all that time?”

“Yep.  Wasn’t even allowed to masturbate most of the time.  Only on special occasions.”

“Oh my god!  That’s horrible.”

“I asked for it, in my own way.”

“But still.  Poor you.”

“Are you kidding?  It was the most exhilarating experience of my life back then.”

“Wow.  So that’s how Mike got involved?”

“Yes.  After that, he became a more frequent visitor. Eventually, it became Mike and Theresa on holiday, whilst I stayed home.  Mike then bought me lingerie and suggested I get used to the sissy lifestyle, which I loved.  I then started buying dresses and stuff.  On our first anniversary, Mike moved in and I moved to the spare room.  I only dressed in sissy clothes when I was home, and I was the one who did the cooking and cleaning.”

Then on my birthday, they allowed me out of the cage to wank.  But that wasn’t my gift.  My gift was to suck Mike’s cock, whilst listening to my wife tell him that she loved him more than me.

“Oh wow.” Katya gasped.

“Do you know what the worst of that was?”

“What?”

“I came in like, microseconds.  I was one stroke and done, which pissed me off no end, because I needed to put the cage back on.”

“It turned you on that much to hear your wife was in love with another man?”

“Honey, I don’t know why, but that is just how it is.”

“Okay.  Go on.”

“By our second anniversary, I was regularly sucking his cock, and they were talking about putting me on hormones.”

“Wait, wait, wait.  You took female hormones?” Katya asked.

“No.  I went to the doctor to go on them, but it isn’t that simple.  You need to go through all sorts of tests, and there was no way.”

“But you would have, if they had managed to do it?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, go on.”

One of the common themes of my stories was ruin and exposure.  On our second anniversary, she asked me how I would feel about that.  I told her that it should be her decision.  Once I said that, she said she had already decided.  She would divorce me, and as part of that divorce, I would hand over everything, including the house and all my money.  I was to be left with nothing, and to make sure I had nowhere to run to, she would expose me.  After that, she wanted to see me working as a hooker.

“But that didn’t happen.” Katya pointed out.

“Exactly.  She had sent out the photos to my friends, family and work.  The only person who stopped talking to me was my dad for a bit.  Work, well, HR removed it immediately and wrote it off as revenge porn, so in the end I was treated like the victim.  And my friends were all pretty cool about it.”

“And here we are.” She said with a smile.

“And here we are.”

“Did she ever follow up with you?”

“Of course.  She was disappointed that after all that, we became disconnected.  She thought she was doing everything I wanted, and when I didn’t play along, she felt hurt, as if I had led her somewhere she didn’t want to be.  I think Mike settled with her because, well, when we were in the game, there was always something going on, so it kept his attention, and after I left, well, there was nowhere else for him to go.”

“That’s actually very sad.”

“I know.”

“A lot to learn though.”

“Definitely.”

She sat quietly for a moment, and then turned to me.  “Wanna lick my pussy?”

“You horny?” I asked her.

“After a story like that?  Really?”

“Okay.”

I stripped down to my panties and licked her to an orgasm.  She then handed me a long pink satin puffy nightie from my drawer and told me to wear it.  “Like a good sissy.” She laughed. 

I made us some dinner, whilst she finished some work, and then I watched her connect the hard-disk and open up some photos.  It wasn’t long until I heard the sound of Theresa’s voice, which meant that Katerina was watching the videos. 

“Fucking little shit!  Sissy cunt!  Suck that cock!  Yeah, you love it huh, your best friend’s cock, you gay little sissy whore.” Theresa snarled.

“Yeah bitch.  We’re gonna whore your sissy ass out on the cheap.” Mike agreed.

“God I love you Mike.”

“I love you too, Terry.”

She closed the file and opened another, from the femdom party.  I heard the chatter or people, and then I heard myself.  “Oh my god!  This is amazing!  Yes, fuck me!  Fill me with your cum!  Fuck!  Make me gay!  Make me gay!  Oh fuck!  I’m so gay!”

I felt Katya looking at me.  My face went bright red and I didn’t dare look up.  If she was thinking something, she didn’t say it. 

Finally, the videos ended, and I saw her reading.  The hard-disk was disconnected, which meant she had copied them across to her PC.

After eating, we sat on the sofa, with me watching TV, and her reading.  Every so often, I saw her hand reach between her legs and slowly rub her clit.  More than once I heard her climax softly. 

Finally, she shut it down and took it with her upstairs, as we headed to bed.

“You’re a really good writer.” She told me.  “I enjoyed the stories.  Some are definitely a little out-there, for sure, but I do get an understanding of why it is exciting for you.  I can tell you get off on the humiliation.  I think that is central for you.”

“Yes, it is.”

She reached inside the nightstand and pulled out the key, unlocking the padlock.  Immediately, my cock sprung upright. 

“Cocked, locked, ready to rock.” She laughed, quoting Spaced, which is what I loved about her.  “Come on and fuck me.  After reading all that, I need it.”

“Did it really turn you on?” I asked her, pushing inside of her in the missionary position.

“Some it, definitely.”

“Like what?”

“Like, I can imagine getting gang-banged by ten men with you powerless to do anything about it.”

“Okay.”

“I can imagine falling in love with another man and keeping you as my slave.”

“Oh…”

“I can imagine inviting men around to fuck you.”

“OH…”

“I could imagine being in Theresa’s position.  It must have been a lot of fun for that time.  For her.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Fuck, I’d love a real man to fuck me.”

“Oh god.” I said, getting close.

“Maybe I should.”

“M-m-m-maybe…”

“Should I baby?  Should I fuck another man?”

“I…” Fuck, I could feel it.  My cock was winning.  She knew my cock would win.  “Yes, yes you should.”

“Maybe I should just keep it in the family and fuck Mike.  Yes, that would be easiest.  Do you think he would go for that?”

“Yes, he would.”

“So should I?  Would Theresa let me?”

“Yes, she would.”

“If he would have me, then I would have him.  Maybe I should let him breed me, and let you raise the kid.”

“Oh fuck!” I came hard inside her. 

“Lick me out babe.”

With some trepidation, I dropped down her body and began licking, only stopping when she climaxed.

We lay there next to each other, panting, not saying a word, until I said, “Did you mean any of that?”

“Of course not honey.  I told you, it wouldn’t be a good idea, emotionally, for you, to get anyone else involved.  But it is a nice fantasy, and the sex is fantastic, and well, yeah, it turns me on.”

“Good.” I nodded.  “Good.” I stared up at the ceiling and gulped, and felt a tear come to my eye, as I felt a sinking feeling in my gut.  What if she never wanted to cuckold me?  I asked myself.  And suddenly, I felt depressed.

I turned over to my side, away from Katya, and tried to fall asleep, desperately trying not to cry, and not noticing Katya watching me, with her own worry and concern.

END OF PART 2

Read Part Three here - The move has made too many memories come back, and now with Mike back in his life, he is struggling to maintain control of the so-called "normal" life he wanted to leave. Tom needed Mike's help on the house, but now that means accepting his ex-wife back into his life, and what will that mean for Katya. Meanwhile, Katya is beginning to understand Tom's needs a bit better, and shockingly, she finds she might want them too.


Book three of the series sees the two couples finally come together. Will sparks fly? Or will Tom find himself dragged into the dark world from whence he once managed to escape? 
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