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PROLOGUE

When Kylie, blonde, leggy bombshell, fresh out of university and dreaming of her future in the high-powered nineties business world, landed her first job in marketing, it was unpaid, and very high pressure and far from the life she had imagined.  She wasn’t the only woman to get an internship at FRM, but out of ten people, two women, well, she shouldn’t have been surprised.  The company was run by men, for men.  In the first weeks, she was told to get the coffee more often than actually being given decent work.  Then she overheard some men in senior management talking about how they would fuck the new blonde intern and placing bets on who would fuck her first.

“I mean, her fucking name is Kylie!” Said one.  “It’s a bimbo name if I ever heard it!” They chortled together. 

Following that, Kylie went to the head of personnel, Jim Peterson, and let him know what was going on.  The fat, effeminate man with thick rimmed glasses laughed in Kylie’s face. “Honey, welcome to the marketing world of London.  This is a boy’s club, the sooner you realise that, the better.” Peterson stared at the tall blonde with the soft pretty face, the huge D-cup breasts, and the tiny little waist.  He leaned forward.  “Let me give you a piece of advice honey, the government is getting a little antsy about the balance of women to men in this business, so I’ve been given a quota by our US management.  I have to hire a woman or two, so you’ve got a job already.  Do you want the men to take you seriously?”

She nodded quickly.  “Of course.”

“Then don’t do this job.  However, if you do want to get a leg up in this industry, then find the least unattractive guy, and then lift up your skirt.  And yeah, you need to make sure you always have the right clothes, and that goes for underwear too.”

That night, Kylie arrived home and burst into tears.  Her flatmate Tonya, a cute black girl who Kylie had known since university, broke open a bottle of wine.  The two talked about what pigs men were, but in the end, Kylie admitted there was one cute guy in the office.  Handsome, with slick black hair, he looked like he was poured into his suit.

Tonya had always been there for Kylie, through thick and thin.  She was a shoulder to cry on whenever things didn’t work out, and that night was no exception.

“Daniel.” Said Kylie.  “He’s Vice President of Screen Marketing.  He’s the one who said I had little boy’s arse.”

“Eeewww.” Tonya gasped.  “He sounds gross.”

“He is, but he is the least gross out of all of them, if you can believe?”

“Please tell me you aren’t going along with this?”

Kylie shrugged.  “It’s the nineties, what the fuck should I do?  Maybe things will be better one day, but I need to get a leg up in the industry.  If I need to fuck someone for that, then I’ll do it.”

“Well, more power to you, I suppose.” Tonya shrugged, but looking more than a little disturbed by the fact her friend had no other choice but to sleep her way to the top.

The next day, Kylie turned up at work in a black mini-skirt, and a cream armless halter-neck blouse which showed off her huge breasts.  She made her way to the kitchen, where she made a coffee, and then carried it to Daniel Kerrigan’s office.  She knocked on the huge wooden door and looked inside, smiling. 

“Mr. Kerrigan, I just thought I’d bring you a coffee.” She said with a smile.

Daniel Kerrigan was reading a newspaper when Kylie walked in.  With a very smarmy grin, he slowly placed it down on the table and smiled.  “Well, well, Kylie.  How very nice of you.  Why don’t you shut the door on your way in?”

With her one free hand, Kylie pushed the heavy door closed, and walked into the long office, placing the cup down on the mahogany table.  He immediately bolted forward, placing the cup on a leather coaster.

“Careful now girl, that’s a Druce.  It’s worth more than you’ll earn in a lifetime!” He reprimanded her.  Then he calmed down and smiled at her, standing there in front of him.  “Now, what brought on this lovely behaviour, hmm?” He asked.

“Well, I just thought I should do something nice for you.” Kylie said, sweetly.  “I mean, I really am grateful for this chance to work for FRM, but I want to make sure you understand just how much I want to show how talented I really am.”

She felt his hand trace up her stocking covered leg, and rest on the side of her exposed buttock.  “Oh, I’m sure you’re very talented, dear.  But you realise I’m a married man, don’t you?”

“Happily, sir?” She tilted her head with a grin.

“Well, there’s always room for more happiness, isn’t there?” Both hands were on her buttocks now.  “Be a good girl and go lock my door.  There’s a girl.” He said, slapping her backside.

She gave a yelp and tottered over to the door, which she locked, before running back to the standing man.  “Now let’s see just how talented you are.” He told her, his posh voice slimy, making her want to vomit into her own mouth.  She couldn’t believe she was going to do this, and she felt so incredibly disgusted in herself, but she saw no other way.  They kissed, and she tasted the cigarettes he had smoked earlier.  She hated cigarettes, hated smoking. 

A minute later, his cock was in her mouth and she was sucking on it the best she could.  She hated to admit it, but it was a huge cock, and fat; and strangely, she looked forward to feeling it in her cunt.  She could not yet quite understand it, but somehow this degrading situation was turning her on.

“Bend over the desk sweetie.”

“Yes sir.” She said, pulling up the mini-skirt and revealing the suspenders and stockings.

“Mmmm, this is going to be very nice.” He said, pulling down the little black thong. 

He didn’t wear a condom, which was what she had been expecting, given the type of person he was.  She had a T-bar, so she wasn’t worried about pregnancy, but she silently hoped he didn’t have any diseases.

He fucked her hard and deep for the next twenty minutes.  This was not about pleasure for her, or for him, it was power, pure and simple.  He wanted to prove he was in charge.  The thing was it was pleasurable for her.  It was excruciatingly pleasurable.  She really wanted to hate it, but oh my god, how she loved every second of it.  The moment she left that office, walking to the bathroom, feeling his cum running down the stockings, right down to having to throw away said stockings because of how they were ruined by him, she felt dirty, and that felt great.

The office sex continued for a few more weeks, until one day, Daniel informed her that his wife was going away for the weekend.  “Friday, I’ll take you shopping, for lingerie.  Then this weekend, you’re going to be my little slut.”

“Oh, thank you Daniel.” She gushed.

“Don’t thank me quite yet, dear.  I’m going to make you do things which should be illegal, and probably are in some countries.”

That night, she let Tonya know about Daniel’s plan, who then went on to make jokes about Daniel being her sugar daddy, and that how she’d have lots of lovely clothes and handbags soon.  Kylie basically said that Tonya was just being jealous, blowing a raspberry.

“Seriously, though, when did you become such a slut?” Tonya laughed.

“Since I realised that it was the only way I’d ever be a success.”

“Don’t get me wrong, I like this new you.” Tonya purred.  “I can get on board with a slutty Kylie.”

“Please! You’re just horny because you haven’t gotten any since you left Devon.”

“Damn right bitch!”

“You wouldn’t want to fuck me anyway.”

Tonya let out a long laugh.  “Are you kidding?  I came onto you about five times during college, and you always thought I was joking.”

Kylie let out a snort.  “And weren’t you?”

“Hell no! Those tits, that ass?  Fuck, man or woman, I’d be stupid not to try.”

Kylie was actually flattered and a little turned on by her best friend’s advances.  In fact, she had dreamt about being with Tonya, and with other girls, but she never actually acted on it.  For years, she had been very straightlaced.  In school, she was the skinny geek with no-tits, who became the tall hot girl with huge tits.  Still though, the life as the skinny nice-girl stuck with her and that was how she remained, until the moment she realised she had wasted her life up to that point, because she lived in a world where women were still second-class citizens.

And as she thought about that, she realised how angry she was.  Grabbing Tonya’s pink fluffy robe, she pulled the girl to her and planted her lips on hers.  Their tongues snaked together as she pushed the robe apart, exposing Tonya’s firm body only covered by a short black satin nightie.  She grabbed Tonya’s C-cup breasts and felt them.

“Yeah, you get to fuck me tonight.” Snarled Kylie, dragging her friend to bed. 

“Whoa!” Tonya laughed, as Kylie dived between her friend’s legs and began licking. “Oh my god, what are you doing to me?” Tonya gasped, pulling on Kylie’s head.

Minutes later, Tonya was begging her to stop.  Instead, she flipped her friend over and kissing her once more, before burying her head between Kylie’s huge breasts, ones Kylie claimed were D-cup but were surely so much bigger.  Gradually, she made her way down the firm flat belly, toned from all the time Kylie spent exercising. 

She slid down further, down over the waxed smooth crotch, to the tight wet slit of her pussy.  It was so neat and tidy, everything tucked away.  Using two fingers, she opened it wide and licked.  “You taste sweet.” Tonya purred. 

They fucked half the night, licking, sucking, scissoring, even pulling out any toys they had and using them on one-another.  It was the beginning of a new relationship for them both, and it was long overdue.  Tonya only slept in her own bed whenever Kylie wasn’t there, otherwise, to the world, they were a couple.

Friday evening, Daniel took Kylie to Soho, where he bought her some extremely expensive, slutty lingerie, and then drove her to his Chelsea home, where he leashed her, blindfolded her, and treated her like an animal, using her however he liked for the next two days.  Yes, he treated her to champagne and caviar, and yes, the sex was unbelievable, but she was reminded constantly of the fact that this man was a tool, nothing more, nothing less.  A tool to her own future success.

After that weekend, things finally began to reap benefits.  On Monday afternoon, she was invited into the personnel office, where she sat down in front of Jim Peterson, who had a smug grin on his face.  He slid over a contract for a marketing assistant, to Daniel Kerrigan.  It was not the job she had hoped for, but it was a start, and it was paid; very well paid.

“Somebody listened to my advice.” Jim noted.  “Good for you.”

For a moment, Kylie simply stared at the plump man, and then she smiled at him.  “Well, it turned out for the best.  He has a huge cock.” She grinned sweetly.

“So, I’ve heard darling.” The man replied with a hint of jealousy, and it was then that Kylie realised that Jim was gay.

If there was ever a branch of business in the UK where it paid to be gay, they said it was marketing, because many involved in the television business were also gay, at least, semi-closeted; in other words, it was an open secret.  It was still not easy for them, and for a moment, rather than feel victimised by Jim, she realised that he just wanted her to get the leg-up that he was not really afforded.

After leaving Jim’s office, she moved her things to the desk outside Daniel’s office. He had a secretary, Tina, who she knew he also occasionally slept with until she found a boyfriend, and that’s where things stopped.  Unpacked, Kylie walked into Daniel’s office, and then locked the door.  Without a word, she dropped to her knees and sucked him off, drinking down his cum.

The relationship with Daniel would continue for six more months.  He spent a huge amount of money, showering her in gifts.  During that time, she introduced him to Tonya, and he frequently joined them for threesomes, leading to him showering her with lavish gifts too.  In fact, it was this buying of gifts that led Daniel’s wife, Silvia, to become suspicious.  The more suspicious she became, the more Daniel realised he needed to back off.  However, he could not let Kylie go completely. Instead, Kylie was promoted to Marketing Analyst, and moved to Drake Cummings’ team. 

Drake was a vile skinny man with a long face and round glasses.  Another smarmy toff who lived off mummy and daddy’s money.  His cock was long, but thin, and he came very quickly.  He enjoyed violence and liked to whip Kylie.  He was also one of those open secret bisexuals, who frequently brought young men into the bedroom with them.  But Drake was stupidly rich, which meant that he liked to spend on lavish things, including cars.  Soon enough, Kylie had a little red Alfa Spider which she drove around in, thanks to him. 

Unfortunately for Kylie, whilst there was a wife in the equation, she was a meek accepting creature, who let Drake do what he wanted, which included bringing her lover to bed with them.  It also meant that Kylie had to fuck the wife too, which she really didn’t enjoy, as Tabatha Cummings really did not care for herself, and probably never considered shaving her pussy. 

Thankfully, that only lasted three months, as Drake was offered a job in the BBC and disappeared soon after. 

Drake was replaced by a young, rough and ready lad called Gavin Mayhew, who was a posh boy with an affected cockney accent.  Gavin was the son of the CEO and one of the main shareholders, Sir Peter Mayhew. Kylie spent two years with Gavin, eventually leaving Tonya to move in with him.  He was a fun fuck, with a huge cock, and a fun attitude.  Weekends consisted of raves, ecstasy, cocaine, orgies, and much more, but Gavin remained true to his word, which was to make sure she got promoted in the company.

By the time he moved over to the US office, she had made it to Traffic Manager, even though she felt like she was at the bottom end of the scale financially compared to her male colleagues. 

When Gavin moved, he left her his large West End flat, which was paid for in full.  The only thing to pay were the rates and the council tax.

Then the winds of change began to arrive.  It was almost the new millennium, and the US was looking to invest into the UK.  As such, Sir Peter was bought out by his US colleagues, and new leadership was sent over from the US.  He arrived in the form of Patrick Wilson, a slick man who refused to wear a suit, and seemed to always have perfectly groomed facial hair.  He was in his thirties and he had a vision, to transform FRM from an old-school ad agency, into something next-gen, and stylish.  He believed the internet was the future, and demanded the team focused on the that.

Of course, Patrick and Kylie hit it off immediately, professionally, and he constantly listened to her advice.  Within months, he decided she was in completely the wrong role and moved her to a newly formed role, Director of New Media.  This eventually led to long nights, and eventually, a relationship.

Patrick was the first man with whom Kylie fell in love.  He was kind, gentle, and loving, and in the bedroom, he was strong, dominant, controlling, and an animal.  His cock was cut, fat, long and slightly bent upwards.  He could go for hours without coming, and he constantly kept himself groomed, which she liked.  In the one and a half years they were together, they purchased all sorts of toys, engaged in some deep forms of BDSM, to the point where they decided that safe, sane, consensual felt boring, so they began venturing into RACK, risk aware consensual kink.  This included breath play, knives, needles, and much more. 

It was after one of these sessions where Patrick was left concerned that he had almost killed her, that he realised that the relationship was dangerous for him.  He lay there next to her, watching her smoke the slim cigarettes that Daniel had made her start smoking, and realised, it was time for him to go back to the States.  His final task before going was to promote her to Vice President of New Media, and then say goodbye, leaving her in tears, feeling worthless and lonely.

For the next six months, she focused on her work.  Occasionally, she would see Tonya, who was a married mother of two, but they had little in common anymore. 

It was at a party that a colleague had thrown, that she met Paul, a man three years her junior, with smartly combed hair, and soft, warm, caring smile.  He was slightly shorter than her, by a half-inch, and was thinner than she was used to, but there was something about him which warmed her heart.  They talked all night, or rather, he asked a lot of questions and she answered.  He was a listener, something she was not used to, and it just made her more interested.

Eventually, they began dating, and whilst the sex wasn’t the best she’d ever had, he was certainly the most attentive lover she’d ever had.  Eventually, work for her progressed, and he became a published songwriter, writing for others, until eventually, he proposed, and they married. Soon after they met, she found herself pregnant with her first baby, her daughter Erin.  They decided to buy a house in the countryside, in Cornwall.  And that is where they stayed.  She left her job in FRM when they moved and didn’t look back.


ONE

DECEMBER 2018

“You are honestly okay?” Kylie asked her husband over FaceTime.  Tonight, was the annual holiday party, and as the European Vice President of FRM, she simply had to be there.  In the office of three hundred people, she would be expected to give a speech, and mingle.  Yes, she spent the week in London with the promise to be home every weekend, and yes, she felt guilty for not coming home that weekend, but it really made little sense.  The party would go on all night, and into Saturday, which meant she would be nursing a hangover Saturday. 

“It’s fine!” Paul told her.  “For the fiftieth time, let your hair down and enjoy it!”

She felt guilty leaving him home alone with their two girls, but honestly, they were old enough to look after themselves nowadays, in fact, Erin was pubescent and a daddy’s girl, so it was probably best for them to spend time alone on a weekend.

Kylie had not expected to return to FRM, running her own little online ad agency from Cornwall, and growing it to something bigger quickly.  But in 2016, FRM begged her to come back.  They offered her whatever money she wanted, and after a long discussion, Paul convinced her to take the job, even if it meant her living in London during the week.

The other reason Kylie felt guilty was because Paul was not invited this time.  There had been a US corporate directive that spouses should not be invited to company events this year due to cost cutting measures, even though 2018 was the European branch’s most successful year ever.  Of course, she had to lead by example, and so Paul was told he couldn’t come.

After ending the call, Kylie dressed up in her dress for the night, a tight red dress which was short, but not vulgarly so.  Under that, she had red seamless full-cut panties, and no bra.  It was not a dress which allowed for a bra. 

For a woman in her forties, Kylie looked great.  She could easily pass for mid-thirties, which came from constant exercise and healthy eating.  She was not much of a drinker, which also helped, although the one vice she couldn’t shake was smoking, something she never wanted to do in the first place, but Daniel wanted her to smoke, so she did.  Her blonde hair remained thick and long, even post two pregnancies, which she knew she was lucky to have, given that so many of her friends lost hair density during pregnancy and breast feeding. 

As she walked into that large hall filled with over three hundred people from across Europe, she felt a sense of true achievement, that she finally realised her goal to become a major female force in what was essentially a man’s world.  She just wished her husband was there with her.  That was until she spotted someone in the distance.  A man she hadn’t seen for many years.

“What are you doing here?” She asked the man with the warm smile, plastered on a sharp, chiselled jaw.  “I thought you went to work for Parker’s?”

“I did.” Patrick replied.  “But now I’m back.”

“Doing what?” She asked.

“As of last night?  I’m the new CEO of FRM.”

This came as quite the shock for Kylie, especially given she was not aware that the old one had left.  Patrick went on to explain that FRM were deeply unsatisfied with the performance of the company on the whole, even though EMEA was doing great, thanks to Kylie.

“I was brought in to try to replicate your success in other regions.” He told her.

She stared at this man in the Dior suit, his muscles pushing the boundaries of the fabric’s possibilities, and felt her pussy warm.  She never really got over him, and she knew that was going to be a problem.  For the first time in a while, she felt like everything was about to go wrong in her life. 

“Why you?” She asked.

“The board seems to think that your success can be attributed to the time spent with me in the past.  They feel that if we can get that synergy together, then we can become a global leader.”

She had a feeling she knew what was coming, but rather decided to ask to confirm.  “And we would find that synergy, how?”

“We’re going to move the HQ to London, and run things from here.” He replied with a grin.

Nodding, she felt her stomach tighten as she realised she would be with this man every single day of her working life.

JUNE 2019

Paul waved to his kids as they walked out the door in their uniforms, heading to the bus stop.  He always tried to get up with them when he can to get them breakfast, even though they really didn’t need him to help them.  For his kids, Paul was more of an inspiration than their mother, not that they had a bad relationship with their mother, but Paul earned about the same as she did, without the need to leave the house, and on top of that, they got to occasionally meet a cool pop-star who stopped by to go over a song their dad was writing for them. 

It was still plainly burned in Paul’s memory, the time Erin started listening to American pop sensation Iris Duke, only to see the cute black pop-star turn up at their door in one of her famed puffy pink mini-dresses, ready to try out one of Paul’s new songs.  Since then, Iris had become a frequent visitor, even stopping by for dinner a few times, which made Erin extremely popular at school.

Iris was actually due over later that day to rehearse the song Paul had just finished.  Although she was in her mid-twenties, and came across as a bimbo in the press, Iris was actually a lovely, down-to-Earth girl, who just tended to dress extravagantly.  Talking to her though, you realised she was extremely business-savvy and knew exactly what she was doing.

“Tell me something,” Kylie had once asked him, “how is it that you can come up with lyrics for these singers?  I have zero connection with Iris’ songs, but you come up with the right words, every single time.”

“It’s actually a business equation, not lyrical genius.  I could easily come up with a song which would blow your mind, and be considered as an artistic genius, but it wouldn’t sell.  These songs all fit in with a demographic and text which is linked to the fashion and psychology of the target demographic of the time.  It is more about studying behaviour.”

“Wow.  I suppose it is a lot like advertising and marketing.”

“Indeed. Probably more than you think.”

In fact, the relationship between Paul Faulcon and his family, and Iris, became so good, that she ordered her record company to use FRM for their promotion, which was a huge business opportunity for Kylie and won her massive plaudits internally.

That day though, there was something off about Iris.  She was usually very upbeat and bubbly, but this time, something seemed to be troubling her.  The song was meant to be a high-tempo semi-R&B track about seeing three different rich guys, only to spend money on her lesbian lover.  It was lyrical trash, which they both knew was going to make a fortune in revenue.  However, as she sang the song, she simply couldn’t get into it.

“Do you have anything a little slower?” She asked, shoulder slumped in that little Selkie dress which could easily have been mistaken for a baby-doll nightie.  “Maybe something about finding out that your best friend’s wife is having an affair with her boss?”

Paul blinked at her.  “Who is your best friend?”

“You.” She said softly.

“I’m your best friend?” He asked, incredulously.

“That’s what you took from this?”

Finally, it clicked.  She was suggesting that Kylie was having an affair with Patrick, a guy who he knew she had once dated, albeit he did not know the details. 

There was a time, when Kylie rejoined FRM, that Paul visited the FRM offices for a party.  People didn’t know him there, but there was a woman there called Sally Wallis.  She worked as an account manager at the time.  When Kylie was announced as the new regional head to the office, Paul overheard Sally say, “Urgh, this slut is back.  Fucking bitch slept with half the office to get to the top.  I heard there was nothing she wouldn’t do.”

Paul turned around to her and asked her directly.  “And you know this how?”

Sally loved gossip, so she grabbed on the opportunity to tell the story.  “So Kylie and I joined FRM the same time, as interns.  She immediately began flaunting those tits to one of the VPs and became his secretary or something.  Anyway, the only reason she progressed was because she was going to orgies with them and shit.  Rumour was, she was into hardcore S&M and shit.”

There was something very odd about this, because if there was one thing Paul felt needed improvement, was Kylie’s sex drive, which was a little bit duller than his.  He simply couldn’t imagine Kylie as this kinky sex fiend that Sally was describing.

However, later that day, he opened up to Kylie that people were talking that way about her.  Rather than hide it, Kylie admitted that she had a bit of a breakdown when she realised she had invested time into a career path which was male dominated.  “I was damned good, and was not allowed to prove it, so I used my skills in other ways, and, well, kind of marketed myself to the male members of management.  It was the only way.”

Instead of being disappointed in her, he felt desperately sorry for her.  He knew full well that being a woman in closed industries was an uphill battle, and he wanted to make sure it was put right, but he wasn’t sure how.  If anything, he felt a little guilty about sometimes perpetuating it in his songs.

“How do you know?” He asked Iris.

“I was in the office yesterday to meet Carol.” Carol was Iris’ account manager.  “I went to the bathroom, and well, I walked past her office and overheard them.  They weren’t exactly being discreet.”

There was absolutely no reason for Iris to lie.  Much as he wanted to trust his wife, he had suspected something.  It was nothing really, just when he went to visit her in London one day, he found a basket full of dirty men’s socks and boxers.  She explained that Patrick didn’t have a washing machine, and that he didn’t want to dry-clean such items, so she offered to take care of it until he got his new apartment.  At the time, he thought it was really nice of her, but now he realised that there was a slight possibility that those items were there because Patrick was living with her.

“Wow.” He said to Iris.  “Erm, well, wow.  This sucks.”

“Yeah babes, I’m sorry.  I hate to break news like this, but honestly, this is really low of her.”

“No, yeah, no. I get it. Erm…” And then Paul burst into tears.  Iris pulled him into a hug, reassuring him.  “Oh god, what if she leaves me for him?”

Iris pushed him back. “What?  Babe, you need to kick this bitch to the curb, you know what I mean? She does not deserve this.” She waved her finger at him.

“But I don’t want her to leave.  I love her.”

“Yeah, but she’s fucking another man.”

Paul thought about that, and then thought about his weekends with her, how they functioned like a machine, reading each other’s thoughts, cuddling.  They never had a cross word for each other.  Their holidays were always perfect.  It just seemed really odd. “I guess I don’t really care that she’s fucking another guy. I would care if she stopped loving me.  If she loves someone else and wants to leave me.”

For a moment, Iris looked at him with genuine appreciation.  “You’re a better person than I am.” Then she thought for a bit.  “Want me to talk to her?”

“Yes please.  I need to know that she won’t leave me.”

“I won’t tell her I told you.  Otherwise, she might get defensive.”

“Sure.”

“Come on then, let’s get rehearsing.”

* * * * *

Kylie had just finished dishing out the Chinese take-away onto two plates, and then placed both on the table in front of the two open laptops.  She then opened a bottle of red wine, grabbing two glasses and moving all three to the table.  Her white satin robe fell open, so she grabbed it, pulling it closed. 

“Dinner’s on the table.” She called out.

“Be right there.” Patrick’s American voice called back. 

When Patrick first moved in with her in March, she felt intensely guilty, but after a couple of weeks of intense lovemaking and crazy play, the guilt was overtaken by wanton lust.  Then in May, when Paul came to visit, her heart skipped a beat and she began to wonder if she wasn’t a horrible person, but again, Patrick simply made her want him, and all was quickly forgotten. 

For Patrick, the affair was perfect.  He got to own, dominate, control, and fuck, the most wonderful girl he had ever fucked, and he did not need to worry about the family or marriage side of things, because she was already married.  There was something truly sexy about taking another man’s wife for his own plaything.

That evening, as with every evening, they arrived home from work and she immediately called her family.  Obligatory call complete, she stripped naked, putting on the pink leather collar she was made to wear, and then sucked his cock, before engaging in very long and deep sex.  The collar allowed him to choke her as much as he liked, which always made her climaxes so much better. 

It was after this marathon sex session that they always opened up their laptops and worked a little longer, so that they could sync up with the US and Canada offices. 

As Kylie read through her emails and ate, her phone buzzed.  With a frown, she looked down at the display and saw that it was Iris. 

“Oh hey Iris!  How did the rehearsals go today?” She asked.

“Great!  Your husband is awesome!” The girl gushed, maybe a little more than usual.

“Don’t I know it?  What can I do for you?”

“I’m in the neighbourhood and was wondering if you wanted to grab a drink somewhere?”

Kylie hated going drinking with Iris, because it meant spending most of the night watching her signing autographs for crazed fans. 

“I’m not really dressed for it.” Kylie responded, hoping she would understand and drop it.

“Oh, that’s okay, I can stop by your place.”

“No!” Kylie called out instinctively.  “I mean, I can go for one drink.  Half an hour at the usual place.”

“Sure!  See you then!  Byeeee.”

“Urgh.” Kylie moaned. 

“What?” Asked Patrick, entering the room in a black t-shirt and matching Under Armour boxers. 

“Iris wants me to go for a drink.”

“Tell her you don’t want to.”

“I did, but she said she would come here.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s not good.”

“I’ll meet her for one drink and then come back.” She said, quickly eating her food and then heading the bedroom to put on a black tank-top and blue jeans.

A half-hour later, she was sat with Iris in a private booth of the pub under her building in London.  Iris had taken her bodyguards with her, which meant she wanted to talk, as they were the ones turning away fans.

“I know you are having an affair.” Iris said immediately.  “Don’t try to deny it, because I heard you and Patrick together.  What I want to know is, what does it mean?”

Kylie went pale and her bottom lip began to tremble.  “D-does Paul know?”

Iris contemplated her answer before saying, “No, he doesn’t.  But he’s a good guy, so why are you doing this?”

“I know Paul is amazing, better than Patrick ever could be.  There’s this connection with Patrick, that I can’t explain.  He has this control over me.”

“Do you love Patrick?” Iris asked.

“That’s a difficult question.”

“Why?”

“Iris, you of all people should know that there are thousands of definitions of love; fuck, you sang it in one of your songs.”

“Describe our love, yes, I know.  Your husband wrote it!”

“I know! I know.” She then said softly.  “I love Paul like mad, and I desperately don’t want to lose him.  I’ll break things off with Patrick.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“Of course, I love Patrick, otherwise I wouldn’t be with him, not when I have Paul.  But it’s a completely different love than I have for Paul.  Paul, well, when I look at him, everything melts.  He makes me want to be a better person.  He makes me value every moment alive.  Patrick, he makes me feel alive. He makes my pussy burn.  Every time I look at him, I feel a growl inside me.  I can’t explain it.”

Iris nodded and then reached out a hand.  “I get it.  But you are better than this, so for your family’s sake, break it off.”

“I will, I swear I will.”

“Good.”

They finished their drinks and Kylie headed back to her apartment, feeling dirty, cheap, and very low.  The moment she walked in and Patrick looked up, he knew.  He stared for a bit, and then slumped, shaking his head. 

“I’ll go pack.” He sighed.

“Thank you.”

As Kylie watched the door shut behind her lover, she suddenly felt incredibly guilty, but for some reason it was for a different reason than usual.  It was because she was asking herself if she was making the right choice. For the first time ever, she began questioning which man she preferred, rather than whether or not she could have both.


TWO

JULY 2019

Kylie was spending a lot more time at home than she did, claiming that she wanted to use the hot weather as a chance to improve her work-life balance.  That meant, she was in London only Tuesday and Wednesday, and home the rest of the time.  It meant less facetime with the staff, and more stress for her, as she felt things happened behind her back if she was not there to watch over the team, but in her view, it was worth it to be with her family.

The fact was though, she was depressed.  It was clear and obvious to everyone around them that Kylie was struggling to come to terms with the change in her life.  She had a wanton lust for Patrick and without him, her life felt empty.

On the occasions when Iris stopped by, they would share a look, but generally, Kylie avoided her, mainly out of shame, but also out of a selfish and irrational sense that the girl had ruined her life, which she knew was ridiculous, but struggled to dismiss the idea of it.

Paul was not stupid.  He knew what was going on and he also knew that it wouldn’t lead to anything good.  He sat down with Iris and discussed the situation, explaining that Kylie had lost all energy.  Iris said that she would talk to her once more.

As such, Kylie found herself sat in the country pub, thankfully without any crazed fans, chatting to the singer again.

“You need to pull yourself together.” Iris told her.  “What’s the matter with you?”

“I don’t know.  I just know that I miss Patrick so much, that it hurts.”

“But your family can see you are depressed.”

“What do you want me to do Iris?” Kylie snapped.  “You want me to lie and pretend everything is okay?  It’s not.  I miss Patrick, okay?  I want him.  Oh my god, my loins, my pussy, are crying out for him.  Don’t you get it?  He owned me!  I was his submissive.  Now I’m like a samurai without a master.”

“And Paul can’t be that person?”

Kylie scoffed.  “Please.  You know Paul as well as I do.  He couldn’t take a whip to me, he wouldn’t hurt a fly.  He’s too nice, and I wouldn’t even want him to be any different.” Kylie sighed.  “I was happy Iris.  I had the best of both worlds and everyone was happy.  Then you came along and made me question things.  I wouldn’t have left Paul for the world, but now, I don’t know. I have a right to be happy, don’t I?”

Shaking her head, Iris said, “Of course you do, but you also can’t be selfish.  Marriage is about give and take, finding the balance.”

“But I had the balance.  Was Paul unhappy?”

Iris thought about that.  She had had the discussion about Kylie being away all the time, and well, he was actually fine.  “She comes home so excited to see me, it’s like I’m looking at a changed woman. She has so much positive energy.” He had told her. 

With a sigh, Iris said that he was not unhappy.  “Neither were the kids.  They’re not broody kids, and they respect you.”

“Exactly.  So where was the problem?  I know it sounds horrible, but really, if no-one is getting hurt, what’s the issue?”

“The issue is, imagine if he found out you had a secret life.  Imagine if everything you knew to be true, was a lie.  How would you feel?  The right thing to do, was to tell him the truth.  The best thing was for it not to happen in the first place.”

“I know.  I know.”

“But this depression, well, you need to deal with it.  Otherwise, you’ll have nothing good in your life anymore.  And I can promise you, even Patrick won’t be able to fix the emotions associated with a broken home.”

That night, Iris slept in the spare room.  Kylie climbed into bed where she found Paul reading a book, and gave him a weak smile.

“Nice time with Iris.” He asked her.

“Erm, yeah.” She said slowly.  “Listen, I need to tell you something.”

Paul placed his book down on the sideboard, and looked at her.  “No, you don’t.” He said.  “You don’t need to confess anything to me.  You don’t need to pour out your heart thinking it will relieve your guilt.  What you need to do, is look at me, decide on whether or not I make you happy, and if I do, then find the missing piece of you which is making you unhappy, and fix it.  If that means going back to London to work, then so be it.”

She thought about what he just said and whispered.  “What if it is not just about work?”

“Honey, your work-life in London is your life.  I will not intrude on it.  I will not surprise you there or visit you unannounced.  If it is the thing that makes you come home to me with the same excitement you once had, then you need to go back to it.”

“But…”

“I don’t care Kylie!” He stopped her.  “I don’t want to know.  Just tell me you will be happy.”

“I would be happy.”

“Then problem solved, isn’t it?  I mean, seriously, what are we talking about here? Are you going to leave me?”

“No, of course not.”

“Will you always come home on the weekends?”

“I’ll try.”

“Then really, what are we really talking about?  What does any of this matter if we are sad and unfocused?  You love that job, and you love being in London.  You are this different person, and I love that person.  Whatever it takes sweetheart.”

Tears poured down her face.  “Whatever?”

“Whatever babe.”

She grabbed him and pulled him tight.  “What did I do to deserve you?”

“Nothing.  I’m lucky to have you.  Just promise me we’ll grow old together.”

“I promise. I swear on my life.”

The next day, Kylie disappeared to London again, and Paul was left preparing breakfast for his two kids, and one very rich international pop-star.  After the kids left for work, Iris helped clean-up.  For someone making millions of dollars a week, she really was a very grounded person.

“Thank you for talking to Kylie yesterday.” Paul told her.

“No problem.  I’d do anything for you two, you know that.”

“We talked after you got back, and, well, I told her she needs to do what she needs to do to be happy.  No matter what.”

Iris snorted and shook her head.  “You realise you essentially told her to go back to Patrick, right?”

“I know.”

“And that doesn’t bother you?”

“Was I unhappy before?  No.  Was she going to leave me?  Apparently not.  Will she come back happy on the weekends again?  I hope so.  If that means I need to pretend nothing is going on in London, then I’ll live with that.”

“I really hope you are right.”

“Time will tell Iris.” He looked at the cute girl and smiled. “Isn’t Jules going to wonder where you are?”

Jules was her manager, an American guy who panicked at every little thing.  Paul had been backstage at one of Iris’ shows at Wembley Stadium, and this guy simply panicked that the cup-cakes Iris had requested were way smaller than the ones in the USA, and that everything would be a disaster.  The fact was, Iris hadn’t requested the cup-cakes for her, but for all her friends backstage, and they appreciated it all the same.  And if Paul was completely honest, he preferred a smaller cup-cake to one which made him feel like Type-2 diabetes was one bite away.

There was a cheekiness to Iris sometimes.  She liked to push Jules’ buttons, so sometimes she would disappear on him, giving him little gay panic attacks.  Yes, he was gay in the most extravagant way possible.  When he had these panic attacks, the arms, the hands, the head went everywhere.  Luckily for him, Iris had texted him to say she was rehearsing all week there with Paul.  “You’ve got me for the rest of the week.  If you don’t mind?”

He didn’t mind.  Iris had long moved some clothes into that spare room.  It had happened when she broke up with her then footballer boyfriend, and needed a place to lay low.  Her fans were amazingly supportive, which meant they camped outside her house.  His fans, the footballer, not so nice.  She received all sorts of death and rape threats.  Of course, Kylie told her to stay as long as she liked, and she ended up staying with them for a month.

Of course, Kylie went through a period of jealousy at first.  With her being away, and Iris being in the house, Kylie wondered if her husband would end up in a relationship with her.  Who wouldn’t?  Iris was hot, with slender smooth black legs, and a huge bosom, always wearing dresses which were designed to be too short, designed to puff out and look extremely girly, but at the same time, had this weird eroticism to them.  Heck, even she had masturbated to the thought of being with Iris from time to time, so her husband must have.  However, over time, she realised he treated Iris the same way he was treating his kids.  He had this protective attitude, as if they had three kids at home, rather than two, and once Kylie realised that, she herself found herself feeling very dirty about some of the thoughts she had been having.

Paul though, didn’t really talk about his thoughts.  He liked Iris and no, he didn’t see her as one of his kids, but rather as a really good friend.  He found her attractive in her own way, but not in a way he would ever deliberately act upon.  However, he did find one thing extremely interesting about her though, and he could not pinpoint why he felt that way, but he loved the way she dressed.  It wasn’t that it made him attracted to her in any way, but he looked at the dresses, the little puffy pink nighties, with all the layers underneath, and thought, “They’re so nice!”

* * * * *

On the drive down to London, Kylie tried to make head or tail of what her husband wanted from her.  Was it really so simple as just wanting her to be happy?  She had tried to confess and the way he told her that he didn’t want to know, suggested to her that he knew everything already, which was odd.  If he knew, then why didn’t he want a divorce?  Why wasn’t he angrier with her.

As she realised that her happiness meant more to him than anything else, she began cursing him at the same time, however, she did so with a smile.  He had successfully made her more guilty than ever, and he did so without even trying.

Like it or not, she knew she was lucky to have Paul.  Never, not once in her time with him, did she ever say, I wish I hadn’t married him, and that would never change.  He was a good husband, a great father, and a wonderful provider.  He was tolerant, perhaps too tolerant, but maybe that’s what she needed.

Upon arrival at the office, she marched into Patrick’s office, and plopped herself down on his sofa.  He was in the middle of a call, but made excuses and ended it, walking over and resting himself on the conference desk in front of her. 

“Okay.” He began.  “I’m listening.”

“So, I tried to confess to Paul last night.”

He made a pained look.  “Ouch.”

“You’d think so, wouldn’t you?” She asked, seemingly lost in contemplation.  “You’d think he’d want to know.  You’d think he’d be angry, anything.  But no, he didn’t want to know. He told me that if what I was doing before was making me happy, then I should keep doing it.”

Patrick’s ears pricked up at that.  “He’s given you permission to keep fucking me?”

“It certainly felt like that.  He even said he would never drop by unannounced, to give me my privacy.”

“It sounds to me like he’s given you permission to have an affair.”

She nodded.  “So long as I don’t leave him.  That was his condition.  He said, so long as I am happy again, and so long as I don’t leave him.”

Patrick actually laughed.  “He actually sounds like a really stand-up guy.  I’m really feeling a little intimidated right now.”

“How so?”

“I mean, come on!  The guy is super nice.  He cares so much about you.”

“And that just makes this worse!” She whined. “I’m actually a monster!  I mean really.  I travel away from him, to have an affair, when really, I could work from home.”

“You could.”

“I smoke, even though I promised him I gave up.”

“I bet he knows you still smoke though.”

“I do all this kinky shit with you, that I never do with him.  I mean, I don’t even dress up in bed for him, and look at all the smut I have in the apartment for you.  You really are a lucky cunt, you know that, right?”

Patrick took a step forward, grinned.  “Oh, I know.”

“I mean, the things I do for you.”

“I know, I know.” He said, unzipping his pants and stepping closer.

“I mean, seriously…” She said, reaching her hand into his flies and pulling out his huge cock.  “Serioubly…” She said again, her mouth full of cock.  Oh, how she missed that cock; the way it stretched her scarlet lips. 

“Does that mean I can move out of the Hilton again?” He asked.

“Uh-huh.”

“Good.  I’m not moving again though.”

For the next few days, Kylie found herself falling back into her old routine of working, and then coming home to be Patrick’s sex slave.  That sometimes also included taking her out on the town in very whorish clothes, even showing her off at BDSM clubs and swingers bars, where other men could have their way with her.  She never really counted the other men who fucked her as further cheating, as it was done on the orders of her master.  Then Friday evening, she drove home to her family, happy and content.

When she arrived home, she did so with the joy and happiness she had felt in the past.  Paul walked over with a smile on his face and kissed her cheek.  “Welcome home honey.” He said, and Kylie realised that there was a lot more meaning to those three words than a greeting.

That night, as she prepared for bed, she opened her overnight case to empty her things that she didn’t want to leave at the flat, and to her shock, found a white see-through mini-polka-dot gypsy top and matching side-tie panties, and white self-holding stockings, along with a note. 

“Wear this for your husband tonight, and make sure you fuck him all night long.  Make sure you are thinking of me when you do it.  P.”

With a cheeky smile, she put the sexy lingerie on, knowing her husband hadn’t seen her wear something so sexy in years.  She strode inside the bedroom and watched as her husband’s mouth opened in lust.  Without a word, she pulled back the duvet, pulled off his pyjamas and lowered her mouth to his cock.  He was erect in seconds. Then, without a single word, she lowered her cunt onto his awaiting cock and rode it, with her eyes closed, the whole time, imagining Patrick, just as he had ordered.

Of course, Paul came very fast.  He always came fast, when he could keep it up.  The problem with Paul was that he was very in his own head.  He questioned things, such as if he was doing it well, and if she was enjoying it.  Then when he did, things went wrong.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I’m sorry.” Paul gasped.

“It’s fine Paul.  Really.” She smiled at him, stroking his face.  “It’s really good to feel you in me again.”

“That top.  Wow.  Very sexy.” He told her.

“You like?” She asked, showing up her huge boobs clearly visible through the thin material.

“Uh-huh.  Is it new?”

She looked at him, and her first instinct was to lie and say it was, but then she said, “No, it’s a few months old now.  I have a lot of sexy stuff.”

“Back at the flat.”

“Uh-huh.  Do you mind?”

“Why would I mind?  I guess it helps you to feel powerful at work.  Sexy lingerie.”

She gave him a queer look.  “This is not really work attire.” She giggled.  “This is for the bedroom.”

“Oh, yes, of course.  Silly me.” He paused, feeling his soft cock still resting at her cum-filled entrance. “And, erm, you have a lot of sexy bedroom attire there?”

“Ye-es.” She replied, cautiously, looking into his eyes as they continued to stare at her boobs.  “A lot.”

“Right, of course.” He wanted to ask further, but he really didn’t know what else to ask.

“Maybe I can bring more of it home, if you are interested in seeing me in it?”

“Of course I am, if you don’t need it there.”

“I have plenty there.  We’ll manage.” She suddenly caught herself saying we and his eyes bolted up to hers.  He had clearly noticed, but he did not respond to it.  Although, something curious did happen.  His cock swelled inside her, and for the first time in years, he was ready to go again.  She gently rocked on him, looking into his eyes.

“If you want to close your eyes you can.” He told her, nervously.  “If you want to think about, h…whatever you were thinking about.”

“What makes you think I was.”

“Your mouth, you were moving it, speaking, but not really speaking.”

“Oh.  I’m sorry.”

“No, please, do it.  If thinking about…erm…it, makes you happy?”

She continued to look into his eyes, wondering how best to respond, so she did so with a test in mind.  “It does.  It makes me so very happy.” The test worked.  His cock grew inside her and she knew, he was turned on by the thought of her infidelity, she just wasn’t sure what that meant.  “If feels so good.  Big, and hard.”

“The best?” He asked, watching her close her eyes.

“Like you couldn’t believe.” For a few moments she rode him in silence, and then she said, “Thank you for letting me go back to it. It’s the best present you have ever given me.”

“I’m so happy that you’ve gone back to it.  I’m so happy you are happy.” And then with some trepidation he said, “It makes me feel, erm, good, that you went back…to it.”

“Do you think about it?  When you are alone?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“You play with yourself imagining it?”

“Yes.”

She was getting close to her own orgasm, something which hadn’t happened with her husband for many years.  She reached down to rub herself as she rode him, and as she came, she lost all control.  “The thing is…you can’t imagine the things he’s doing to me.” She cried out, and as she realised she said it, her mouth and eyes opened wide and watched him in shock, watched as he bolted upright and let out a loud roar, and came hard and deep inside her. 

Rolling off him, they both lay next to each other, panting.  She felt his fingers grab hers and hold them.  “I’m sorry…I’m so sorry.” She whispered.

“Stop, please, just stop.” He breathed.  “I’m sorry.  I’m sorry, I’m forcing you to tell me your secrets, and they’re yours, not mine.”

“But, how, how can you say that?” She gasped.  “I’m the one being…”

“Stop, please!” He said, and she stopped.  He paused, still panting.  “I’m so constantly horny, aren’t you?”

She lay there, confused, scared, uncertain, and then he said that, and everything went away.  In those few words, her guilt melted away and a smile appeared on her face.  “Yes, yes so much!  I just didn’t know it made you horny too.”

“How could it not?  Fuck, the mystery has been missing for so long from our lives, we’d fallen into a rut.  I don’t know what you are doing, and for now, I don’t want to.  Not all in one go.”

And suddenly everything became crystal clear for her.  She was introducing adventure back into their lives, and it was turning him on.  The weird thing was, that he was getting turned on by her infidelity, was turning her on. 

“Are you ready to go again?” She asked him.

“I am if you are?”

“I want to stay on top.” She told him.

“Okay.”

She rolled over and felt his cock.  It wasn’t quite hard enough yet, but she grabbed it, and she said, “I want you to know that I’m so very happy.  You cannot believe how happy I am.  In fact, sometimes, it feels like my happiness is being passed around…”

“Passed around?” He asked, slightly confused.

She grinned and nodded slowly.  “Sometimes, I have to be shared, and for that, I need to dress up all slutty, like a whore, and go somewhere, where my happiness is passed around.”

His cock became rock solid instantly, so she climbed up and lowered herself onto it. “Seriously?” He asked, and she nodded.  “How many?”

“In one night?  This week?  Ten.”

“Fuck!” He cried out, and came again.  “Shit!  Shit, shit, shit!  Sorry.”

She didn’t even reply.  She just giggled.  “I think I have found my secret weapon to make you ridiculously horny.” She laughed. 

“Were you serious?  Ten?”

“Give or take.  It’s not the first time either.”

“Wow.  I never knew you had this side of you.”

For a moment, a frown flashed over her face.  “Yes, you did.”

“You never went into details.”

“One day, I will, I promise.”

The two of them fucked three more times, until Paul complained he simply couldn’t anymore.  However, as he fell asleep, he found himself falling asleep to images of his wife being held in the air by large groups of men, as each took their turns on her.  As such, he woke up at three in the morning with a rock-hard cock.  He turned to his wife and whispered if she was awake.  At first, she didn’t respond, but then she said, “Put it in me then.”

He slid inside her and fucked her from behind, lying on his side, his eyes closed as he pictured her getting passed around.

“Are you picturing me with him?” She asked sleepily.

“With whom?” He replied.

“My lover?”

“Erm, I wasn’t.  I am now.” And he wasn’t sure what came over him, but then he said, “You spend more time with him, so really, I’m the lover, and he’s the boyfriend.”

She chuckled.  “True.  I have a lot more sex with him than I do with you.” And then as an afterthought, she asked, “Does that turn you on?  Knowing I’m with him more than you?”

“Yes.” He whispered.

“Good.  Me too.”
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During summer, they went on their annual summer holiday as a family.  That was three weeks away in the Maldives and Dubai, whilst the kids had a school holiday.  During that three weeks, they functioned like a normal family, and for all intents and purposes, that is what they were.  In the evenings though, when the two were alone, they were having the best sex ever. 

Kylie had packed some spicy underwear for the night, and whilst they were in Dubai, Paul took her shopping to Victoria Secret for some even spicier.

“Oh, I can wear this little red number for you tonight.” She said to him.

“No, that’s not for me.” He told her, shaking his head.

She looked at him with sheer shock on her face, and then said, “You realise if you get me hornier than this, then we could be arrested in this country?”

“I know.” He grinned.  “But seriously, this is for your boyfriend, not me.”

That evening, before they made love, she pulled out her mobile phone and texted.  Then she said, “I need you to go next door to the bathroom and wait.”

“Why?” He asked her.

“I need to send a picture of myself in the new lingerie, and you aren’t allowed to see me in it.”

“Oh, yes, of course.” And without argument, he left the room. 

She stripped and then put on the red lacy corset, adjusting the straps around her exposed breasts, then putting on the stockings and clipping them to the corset, and finally sliding on the lacy red panties, which were open crotch and backside.  She then clicked Facetime and called Patrick. 

“Very hot.” He said immediately.

“You like?”

“Your husband has amazing taste.  And he got this for me to look at only, huh?”

“Yessss.” She grinned. 

“Where is Paul now?”

“In the bathroom, waiting.”

“Hmmm…. I want you to lie on the bed and play with yourself.”

Without any argument from her, she did exactly that, rubbing herself with her finger and directing the phone. 

“Do you miss me?” He asked.

“Terribly.”

“You miss my cock, don’t you?”

“I miss everything about you.”

“I miss you too.  Do you tell Paul you miss me?”

“No.”

“You should.  Tell him tonight, when you’re fucking, tell him how much you miss me.”

“Yes sir.”

“Cum for me now sweetheart.”

“Oh sir, yes Patrick, oh…” She was quite restrained, and Patrick certainly wasn’t having that, not now that he knew Paul knew about him.

“Louder honey.  Make sure Paul knows how much I mean to you.”

She grinned sinisterly.  “OH Patrick!  Oh fuck, yes, oh baby, I miss you so much, Patrick, oh Patrick.  I’m gonna cum.  I’m gonna…oh Patrick!!!” She screamed. 

“Good girl.  Now change into something else, and go fuck your husband.”

She ended the call, and changed into a little blue nightie, and called Paul into the room.  His cock stood out like a tree trunk, and it was clear he heard everything, from both sides. 

“Fuck me.” She told him, pulling him to the bed.  He pushed inside her missionary style, and she knew he wouldn’t last long.  “You probably heard how much I miss him, huh?” She asked, and he nodded.  “I fucking miss him like mad.  God, I miss his touch, the way he controls me, the way I have to call him sir, I miss his huge cock.”

Surprising her, Paul said, “Then when we get back, maybe you should go on holiday with him too.  It’s not really fair I’ve had you for three weeks and him nothing.”

“Would you do that?  You’d be okay with that?” She asked, her voice barely able to say the words.

“Yes, of course.  I love you.  Text him now and tell him.”

She picked up the phone and called him, putting the phone to her ear.  She relayed the information.  “Yes, his idea.  I don’t know?  Two weeks?”

“Or three if you can with work.” Paul suggested.

“Or three.  We can work a little abroad too.” She suggested.  “Sure.  Okay.  Yes, he’s fucking me right now.  No, you know no-one fucks me like you do.” She said, and then she felt Paul’s cock grow inside her again.  “No, he’s nowhere near as good as you.  He’s quick, and small.  He’ll cum soon and then it’s done.” Her eyes met his and she smiled.  “He’s much smaller than you, aren’t you Paul?”

“I don’t know.”

“Wanna see a picture?” She asked.

Paul wasn’t sure why he responded the way he did, but instead of saying, no fucking way, he actually said, “Yes please.”

“Hold on honey.  I need to show him a picture of your cock.” She pulled the phone down and Paul could see she really was connected to Patrick.  She went to the locker folder and scanned her fingerprint, opening up private photos.  Paul could see there were hundreds of photos and videos in there, and he could see most were of Kylie in various positions or states of undress.  “Oh, not that one.” She said, opening a photo where three black men were fucking each hole at the swinger’s club.

“Oh fuck.” Paul mumbled, fucking her harder still.

“Yeah, that was a good night.” She laughed.  She eventually found the photo of Patrick’s huge erect cock, and next to it a ruler.  Nine inches erect.  “So honey, bigger or smaller?”

“Smaller.  Much smaller.” Paul admitted.

“Hear that baby?  My hubby isn’t half the man you are, are you baby?”

“No, I’m not.  Definitely not.  He’s so much bigger!” Paul gasped.

“And you want him to keep fucking me, don’t you baby?” She cooed to Paul.

“Yes.  Yes please.”

“Then beg him.”

“Please, please keep fucking her Patrick.  Please!”

She smiled, “Of course he’s going to keep fucking me.  He lives with me.” With that, Paul came hard inside her.  “Honey, he’s just cum.  I’m gonna need to go.  I know.  I love you too.  Bye.”

They lay there panting together, and then Paul asked.  “You love him?”

“Very much, yes.”

“Oh.  Good.”

“Do you mind?”

“Do you still love me?”

“Oh baby, more than I love him.  It’s different.  Saying I love you to him, it’s like saying it to your best friend.”

“No, it’s okay, I get it.  I’m fine with you being romantically in love with him.”

“Really?”

“Yes, it’s okay.  He’s your boyfriend, why wouldn’t you be?”

She couldn’t believe how open he was with her.  It never ceased to amaze her how lucky she was to have such a free and caring husband, who let her be whoever she wanted to be, even if that was a complete and utter slut.  “When you put it like that then…. Yes, we’re very much in love.”

“Good.” He told her, pulling her onto him so she could ride his cock.  “I’m actually glad.”

When they finally arrived home from their vacation, Kylie unpacked and washed a few things, spending a day more with them, before disappearing to London.

“Text me to tell me you and the kids are okay every so often.  I’ll try to call or write when I can.” She told Paul.

“Actually, just text me to let me know you landed okay, and then don’t write.” He told her.

“Why?” She asked, confused and a little scared.

“Because this is your time with him.  Enjoy it.  For the next three weeks, we don’t exist.”

“Okay.” She grinned, naughtily. 

Whilst she was away, Iris came over to visit.  She spent time playing with the kids, and then in the evening decided to stay to chat with Paul.  Initially, she thought Kylie was in London again, but when Paul said that she was on holiday with her lover, Iris freaked out.

“Are you fucking mad?” She cried out.  “Why would you do that?  I mean, how can you encourage her to have a lover in the first place, let alone send them off together?”

“I don’t understand it, Iris.  It turns me on for some reason.  Whenever I think of the two of them together, it gets me excited.  I loved the fact that she called her lover whilst we were fucking.”

Iris literally spat out her wine.  “She did what?”

“She called her lover.  Had a conversation about me, erm, some kinky stuff.”

Suddenly, recognition appeared on Iris’ face.  “Oh!  Oh now I get it!  You’re submissive!  You’re into humiliation and stuff!”

“You think so?” He asked.  “I suppose that would add-up, right?”

“Yes, definitely.  I had a boyfriend who got off on that stuff.  Was quite fun actually.  He used to wear my panties.”

“Little TMI.” Paul pointed out.

She scoffed at him.  “Oh and you telling me what Kylie did during sex with you is fine?”

“Hm, true.  Go on then.”

“Well, that’s it really.  I think you like it when she dominates you in your own way.  I guess the subtlety of it was the driver.  In that case, I have a whole new level of respect for you, and for Kylie.  Lucky bitch.”

“Why lucky bitch?” He asked with a laugh.

“’Cause she can have her cake, and eat it too!  It’s a dream scenario, whereby she can live with another guy, become an absolute slut, and come home to an ultra-attentive husband who is willing to do everything for her.”

“Well, at least you know what you want out of a partner when you find your next one.”

Iris rolled her eyes.  Officially, in the press, she had said she was done dating guys and was thinking about girls.  She also came out as pansexual, saying she was good with dating anyone cool really.  “You, Kylie and the kids are my family.  I see you more than any other man, and that includes Jules.”

She decided to change the subject. “Hey, I was actually thinking about taking the kids for the rest of the summer, if you don’t mind?”

“Where to?”

“My house in the south of France.  They can swim there, and I can take them shopping and stuff.”

“I’m good with it if they are.  They’re old enough to make their own decisions on this.”

“I’m sure they will be.  It’ll also give you some time to yourself.  No work, no stress.”

He gave her a long hug.  “You’re a really good friend Iris.”

“I know.  I am.” She grinned with self-satisfaction.

The next day, Paul and Iris asked the kids if they wanted to spend time with Iris in France, and of course, Erin squealed with joy.  She adored Iris, and it also made her super popular in school when people knew they were together.

“Maybe paparazzi will take a snap of us together.” Erin noted.

“Yeah, I don’t think they’re allowed to take pictures of kids.” Iris warned her.

“Oh, shit.”

“Language.” Her father warned her.

“Don’t worry.” Iris whispered.  “I’ll get your photo taken somehow.  Will make sure you get into Hello or something, yeah?”

“Really?  Eeeeeeee!”

Paul rolled his eyes.  “Please, just go already!”

They packed and off they went, with the promise that in seven days or so, they’d be back.  Given that they were flying on her private jet, it was not an issue.  If they got bored, they could come home anytime.

And so, there Paul was, alone at home.  His wife with her lover, and her kids with their pop idol.  Paul really believed that he would be able to relax, but after an hour or so, he was bored.  Instead, he pulled open his laptop and began reading about submissive men and dominant wives.  He discovered that he was actually a cuckold, which the more he read about, the more he enjoyed. 

There were many aspects of female domination to look at, and as he read, he realised he was not put off by anything he read, which was a little bit of a surprise for him, however, he did find himself embarrassed by some of his feelings, to the point where he shut down the computer and tried to put it out of his mind.  However, as the evening progressed, and the moment he received a text from Iris to say they landed okay, Paul actually headed up to his room, where he stripped down and pulled out a pair of Kylie’s panties.  They were a fairly plain black satin pair, but as he pulled them up, he reasoned they felt pretty good.

“I could imagine wearing these, if they were a little more accommodating.” He told himself.

He walked around in them, carrying his phone, until he plucked up the courage to go into the spare room, which was essentially Iris’ room.  For a moment, he felt like a creep, but he reasoned the girl was in her late twenties now, so he was not such a creep.  Just a major creep, not a mega-creep.

Pulling open her underwear drawer, he found the panties she liked to wear under those crazy dresses.  Frilly, pink, satin, lace edged, full-cut panties.  Pulling off Kylie’s, Paul slid up a pair of Iris’ and actually let out a moan.  “Oh my god.” He gasped.  It felt amazing.  The slippery feeling of the satin against his cock and balls was one thing, but to feel it on his arse.  Wow.

He walked over to the cupboard, opening it up to reveal the cute dresses she wore, in different shades of pink and other pastel colours.  He pulled out a heavy pink one, with tie-up shoulder ribbons, and layers of chiffon underneath, and pulled it over his head, retying the ribbons to offer more length.  His pantied arse was clearly visible, especially if he bent over, but boy, did it feel good.

Before he had the chance to think about anything else though, his phone began to ring.  Facetime Video – Iris.  He ran to her bathroom and pulled a white towel, pulling it over his shoulders, and then he answered the call.

“Hey!” The three of them came on screen, before the kids dashed off.  Iris rolled her eyes as if to say, kids!  “Hey, just wanted to let you know we arrived safe.  The kids really enjoyed the private jet experience.”

“That’s so good to hear.  Thank you so much for doing this.”

“No problem.  I’m happy to.  What are you up to?”

“Oh nothing, just relaxing.” He lied.

She looked up at the phone and tried to see over her shoulders.  “Were you in the bath?”

“Erm, I was…”

“In my room?”

“The spare room.”

Iris paused.  Then she looked around, making sure the kids were not nearby.  “Show me.”

“What?” He asked, nervously.

“Show me what you look like, in my dress.” She smiled.

“Wh…how?”

“Come on Paul, after what we talked about last night?”

With a sigh, he asked, “The kids aren’t there?”

“They’re upstairs checking out their rooms. Show me.”

He let the towel drop and pulled up the phone to reveal his whole body.

“Panties too I hope?” She asked.

“Yes, yours.” He sighed, trembling in excitement and fear.

“Good.  Very cute Paula.  I like it.  Bit hairy.  My suggestion, go have that bath, and use the Veet I have there.  Shave what doesn’t come off.  Then put it all back on and have fun.  Seriously, enjoy yourself.”

“You’re not angry?  I’ve never done this before…”

“Please!  This is fine.  I like it.  Trust me, have fun.  Most of my dresses are stretchy and adjustable, so go nuts.  What’s mine is yours.  I love you Paul, you’ve been a better friend than anyone for me, so anything I can do to help you, I’m happy to do it.  Have fun, and send photos!”

“Of this.”

“Yeah!” She said seriously. “Damn right.  It think it’s cute…and hot.” She then winked at him and ended the call.

“Holy shit.” He gasped, completely shocked and excited by being caught by one of the biggest pop sensations in the world.

Over the course of the week, Paul found it second nature to dress up in Iris’ things, trying on the different dresses and lingerie, even wearing stockings and suspenders.  As promised, he sent the pictures on to Iris, who came back with comments.  Initially, those comments began as “super-cute!” or “Wow, looks better on you than me!” As the week went on, the comments began to change to something darker.  He wasn’t sure what brought it on, but as she wrote it, clearly after the kids were in bed, he found himself rubbing his cock.

“Look at the little sissy.” She wrote.  “Clearly looking to be his wife’s little bitch huh?  Or maybe MY bitch?  Huh?  Is that what you want?  Do you want me to dominate you when your wife isn’t there?  Hmmm?”

He began to write back, “Yes, please, make me your bitch!  I’ll do anything you say…” But before he could press send, he always chickened out.

“I could force you to be my bitch.” She wrote.  “I could accidentally leak these photos. It could happen.  Imagine the headline, singer sent sissy pics by songwriter.  Is that what you want?  Want me to force you?  To hold this over your head?  Is blackmail what turns you on?”

It was.  It really, really was.  He couldn’t understand how he was so hard, but everything she said turned him on.  “Yes.” He wrote, his thumb hovering over the send button, his cock telling him to send it, and his brain saying, don’t be a fool!  He rubbed furiously, feeling his climax approaching, and the phone slipped a little.  Doooowooop. The phone made the sound of a sending message, and before he could climax, he stopped and stared in horror, as the message changed from Delivered, to Read.  “Fuuuccckk!” He said.

Suddenly, the phone was ringing.  FaceTime Video with Iris.  With shaking hands, he answered the phone.  There was the ultra-hot, ultra-famous singer, in one of her dresses, in a dark room, with her legs open, and a clear view of her hand furiously rubbing her clitoris.

“Please tell me you are as turned on as me.” She gasped.

“I am.” He admitted.

“Show me.  Put the phone on a pillow and masturbate with me.”

For some reason, he was compelled to do so.  He did as instructed, getting himself into position, and rubbing himself furiously. 

“I’m so glad you decided to give yourself to me, sissy.” She told him.  “I’ve been reading up on sissification and it’s so hot.  Erotic blackmail, oh my god, so amazing.”

He couldn’t hold back any longer.  He had to tell her the truth.  “Oh god, I’ve always loved your dresses, and I didn’t know why.  Now I know.  I love them because I want to wear them too.”

“Oh sissy, yes, you are and you will.  When I get back, you’re going to be my bitch.  I’m gonna make you eat my pussy till your jaw locks.  I’m gonna make you suck my ass, and there’s nothing you can do about it, because I own you now.  I own you!  Tell me!”

“Yes Iris, you own me!”

“Mistress, no, Goddess Iris.”

“Yes, Goddess Iris!”

“I mean it, you’ll be my bitch!  I’m going to take over your life!”

“Oh yes, Goddess!  Yes!” He felt himself getting closer, and then she said something completely unexpected.

“Oh Paul, I love you!  I’ve always loved you!” And she came hard.  With those shocking words, Paul came too.

Finally, after they calmed, he lifted the phone and asked, “You love me?  Like, love, love me?”

She nodded quickly, biting her lower lip in embarrassment.  “Sorry, but, yeah, I’ve always loved you, and Kylie.  I’ve found both of you attractive, and well, I never acted on it because you’ve always welcomed me into your family.  I never wanted, or want to, lose that.  But I can’t hold back anymore, not when I see you like this.  I’ve never wanted you more than I do now.”

“I love you too Iris.”

“Just not like I love you, huh?”

“Actually, I probably do.  It’s just, it’s never been obvious because you’ve always been there, but when you’re not around, I miss you just like I miss Kylie.  When you kiss me goodbye, and hug me, I just want to hold you longer.  Of course, I love you.  Saying it now, wow, yes, I love you.”

Tears poured from Iris’ eyes.  She sniffed and hiccoughed as she said, “When I get back, I’m gonna fuck you, like, so hard!” They both laughed.  “You know I’d never expose you, right?”

“I know.”

“Fun fantasy though, huh?”

“It is.  Not really a fantasy anymore, is it?” He asked.

“I guess not, sissy slave.”

“I guess not, Goddess.”

“Ready to go again?” She asked, reaching down to her glossy shaved pussy.

“I thought you’d never ask.”

* * * * *

When Iris and the kids arrived home, the kids were like they were on speed, telling him about everything that they did.  After dinner, they all watched a bit of television, until he told them it was time to go to bed.  Certain they were both in bed with the doors closed, Iris and Paul stared at each other, a hunger on their faces yet a sense of nervousness about whether they should make the first move.  Finally, Iris pounced on Paul, placing her lips on his.  They wrapped their arms around each other and made out like crazed teenagers, a wanton longing and lust taking over any inhibitions they may have had. 

“I can’t believe we’re doing this.” He told her.

“I know.  Wanna take this to my room?” She grinned, reaching into his jeans to feel the panties.

“Uh-huh.”

They ran upstairs, shutting and locking the door, and whilst he stripped down, she prepared a dress for him.  He quickly put it on, and she then did his make-up, something which they had already agreed upon in advance.  She took some pictures with her phone, and then pulled him to her.  They made love in their nightie/dresses.  What he had expected to be rough sex, turned into very long passionate lovemaking.  For the first time in his life, he was able to hold off his climax to the point where they essentially fucked for close to an hour, without climax on his part, but many on her part. 

“You like it? Huh? You like being my sissy?” She whispered, as she held his back, rubbing him through the dress.

“I love it.” He replied, kissing her.  “I love being your sissy, Goddess.”

“I love you, Paul.”

“I love you, Iris.”

When he finally came inside her, she gave him a task.  “This is something you can start doing for Kylie too.” She explained, pushing his head down to her cum-filled pussy.  “Lick it all clean.  Go on, lick.”

He had been reading about this too and realised he would need to do it at some point.  He dived between her legs, licking and sucking.  Iris never realised it would feel so good to have someone do that.  Dirty, wrong, and yes, so right!  Iris rolled over a little and opened the little drawer next to her bed.  After some rummaging around, she pulled out a long purple vibrator.  She then placed the vibrator at her clit as he licked and sucked around her hole.  She came very quickly after.

“Holy shit, you have a vibrator here?” He laughed.

“Are you kidding me?  I’m sleeping in the room next to a man who I am in love with, I needed to masturbate, a lot.”

“Wow.  I guess we are both learning a lot huh?”

“We are.” She said softly, kissing him again.  She pulled the vibrator up and placed it on his lips.  “Open.” Her voice was so soft and warm, but there was that hint of sinister in it.  He knew she was in charge.  He opened his mouth and allowed the phallus to enter, sucking her juices off it.  “That’s it sissy, suck it.  Suck it.” She hissed.  “Yeah baby, suck like it was a real cock.  Mmm, maybe Patrick’s cock.  Would you like to suck her bull’s cock?  Hmm?”

Again, it was something he had read, but he did not believe it would ever happen.  Then again, he never believed he would be fucking one of the world’s hottest women, according to HMF magazine.  Anything could really happen.

“Wanna feel it in your ass?” She asked.

“I don’t know.”

“I’m not going to force this. I’d like to do it.  You’ll like it, I promise.”

Taking a deep breath in, he nodded.  “Okay, let’s try it.”

“Um, have you got some lubricant?  Maybe Kylie?” She asked.

“I think so.  Hold on.” He ran into the main bedroom, hoping none of the kids came out, and then ran back, carrying some Durex lubricant.  “Yes, thought we had this.”

“Perfect.” She told him.  “Get on all fours sissy.  I promise, you’ll like this.”

She smeared lubricant on his anus and began stretching it with her fingers.  “I can’t believe Iris Duke has her fingers in my arse.” He laughed, making Iris giggle.  “So Iris, what did you do this summer?  Oh, gave some money away to some people online, completed my European tour, had a holiday in France, fingered my boyfriend.”

Iris stopped giggling and became serious, albeit with a smile.  “Boyfriend,” she repeated, a wide grin on her face.  She leaned forward and kissed him.  “Thank you.”

Suddenly, the fingers were out.  “Remember to breathe and communicate.” And with that, he felt the head push forwards.

“Holy fuck!” He cried out, as the head slipped inside.  “Wait, wait.  Oh fuck!  Okay, slowly.”

Bit by bit, she slid the cock inside him, pausing every so often.  Finally, she announced that all was in.  At that point, it was open season on his arse, as she pulled and pushed the dildo in and out of him, whilst at the same time gently rubbing his cock with her right hand. 

“Oh my god.” He gasped. “Oh fuck, this is amazing!  This is the best feeling ever!  Oh fuck, yes, fuck me.” He begged her.

“Yeah?  You like that sissy?  You want my cock in you?”

“Oh fuck, yes!  Please, god, fuck me Iris.”

“Yeah!  Oh take it sissy, take my cock!”

“Do it, fill me!  Oh fuck, fill me! Ohhhh!”

The next morning, Paul awoke in bed with Iris, each holding each other.  He sleepily turned to find that it was nine in the morning and bolted upright.

“Fuck!  Iris!  Wake up.” He told her.

“What?  What?” She asked.

“It’s nine!”

“Oh shit!”

He stripped down and washed up his face in her bathroom, removing all trace of the make-up.  Putting on his boxers and t-shirt, he crept across to his bedroom.  Then after getting showered and changed, came downstairs as if nothing had happened.  He made chit-chat with the kids, and watched his youngest leave the kitchen.  Iris walked in and said a chirpy good morning, giving Paul a warm look.

“I know you two fucked.” Erin said.  “I won’t tell mom.”

Paul’s eyes went wide.  He was in no position to reprimand his daughter for the language.  “Er, we didn’t.  Well, I fell asleep in her room.”

“Dad.  It’s fine.  I don’t mind.  I’m not stupid, I know it happens, and well, Iris is Iris, come on.” The teenager said. “Stop worrying.”

“I’ll tell your mother.  I promise.” He assured her.

“Dad.  I know where mom is, and I know with whom.  Again, I’m not an idiot.  You have this, well, weird marriage, and that’s cool.  I’m not a little kid anymore, neither is Carrie.  Stop worrying, okay.  I don’t think you guys are going to leave each other, you’re too happy.”

Paul looked at Iris, and Iris looked at Paul.  Then Iris turned to Erin, whilst putting an arm around Paul.  “You know I love you very much, right?” She said.  “I wouldn’t want to do anything to lose you.”

“I know. I’ve known longer than dad that you’ve loved him too, and well, I’m glad.  I think it’s cute.  Stop worrying.  Really.”

To say that Paul was gobsmacked was an understatement.  Most of all though, he felt proud, because he’d brought up his child to be open and accepting, and that was extremely important to him.

Erin got up to clean away her dishes, and then she hugged them both.  “And if you want to wear Iris’ dresses, I don’t mind.” And with that, she left, leaving the couple speechless.
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Iris could only stay with them another two more nights, before she needed to fly to the US for a charity benefit, and some interviews.  Those two nights were extra special for Paul and Iris, as they became even closer.  Paul still felt awkward kissing Iris outside the bedroom, so tried to avoid it where possible.  He especially didn’t want any of his girls talking about it with their friends, as that would be a huge scandal if it came out.

On the day Kylie was due to fly home, he received a text from her.

“Hey, had an awesome time, but really looking forward to seeing you and the kids now.  Wanna come pick me up from the airport?  Heathrow T2 at 19:30?”

“Sure, I’ll be there.” He texted back.

Twelve hours later, he was at the airport, waiting with the kids.  He wasn’t sure if she had expected him to bring them, but given they knew everything, he thought it best to take them anyway. 

After fifteen minutes of waiting, a very tanned Kylie walked out of the arrivals door, hand in hand with a tall muscular man in a tight fitting t-shirt.  Paul couldn’t help but feel the man looked like Mark Webber.  The moment Kylie saw Paul had brought the girls, she pushed Patrick’s hand away.

“Hello kids!” She told them, leaning over for a hug from the girl who was taller than her, and her little sister.  “And hello daddy.” She said, pulling Paul close and then whispering.  “Didn’t think you’d bring the girls.”

“They know everything.” Paul told her.

“What?” She asked, suddenly pulling back and looking into his eyes in abject horror.

“They worked it out.  It’s been an interesting summer.  I didn’t say a thing, I swear, but you don’t need to worry.”

Erin stepped in to his defence.  “Mom, I’m really not a kid anymore.  I know what is going on, and I saw how you were when you two broke up for a bit.” She said, pointing at Patrick.  “I’m happy you are happy, just like daddy is.”

“Daddy’s happy is he?” Kylie asked, a questioning look on her face.

“Very.  Um, let’s go home.” Paul told them.  “Can we drop you somewhere?” He offered Patrick.

“Nah, I’ll get a taxi.”

“You sure?  It’s weekend tomorrow.  If you want, you can join us for the weekend?  I can make something to eat tomorrow.”

Kylie’s eyes went wide with confusion.  “Paul!”

“Are you serious?” Patrick asked.

“Sure.  Why wouldn’t I be?  I assume you didn’t break up or something?”

“No, definitely not.” Patrick replied.

“And I assume we’re not breaking up, right?”

Kylie’s eyes opened wide.  “What?  No, definitely, definitely not.  The opposite is true.”

“So, what’s the issue?  Come on, it’s horrible going back to an empty place alone after a holiday.” Paul told them.

As they walked, Patrick said, “See, I told you I think your husband is awesome.”

On the drive home, they chatted about the place, which was an island in Thailand.  They clearly had a great holiday.  When they arrived home, Paul ordered pizzas, whilst Kylie unpacked.  They chatted about life and what was going on, until the kids were ready for bed.  Finally, the kids went to bed and they had chance to talk.

“I need to admit something to you.” Paul admitted.  “I…erm, slept with Iris.”

Kylie’s face went through a range of emotions until she finally calmed.  “Explain.”

And so Paul told her everything, in front of Patrick, right down to the details of the clothes and more.  Of course, she wanted to see evidence, so he showed her the photos, but that wasn’t what she meant. 

“Go get changed.” She told him, as she began texting Iris. 

“Please tell me you’re not angry with her.” Paul asked.

“I’m not, trust me.”

Paul retired upstairs where he walked into Iris’ room and got changed into one of the light pink dresses, putting on the lingerie underneath.  Next, he quickly did his make-up just as Iris had done. 

With some trepidation, he headed downstairs where he found his wife straddling her lover, making out.  She looked up at her husband and said nothing at all, instead, returning to kissing Patrick.  He watched the two make-out, and then watched as they fucked, with her riding his cock.  It was an interesting experience, standing there in a sissy dress, whilst he watched his wife riding her boss’ cock.  Paul reached under his dress and felt his cock hard as nails.  He began rubbing it, but Kylie called over, telling him to stop.

“Kneel down and wait.” Kylie panted, riding faster.  “Watch as a better man takes me.”

She was bucking on him like a jockey on a mule, riding him harder and faster, panting in and out fast, until with one last look at her husband, her eyes fluttered closed and she came, a long deep groan Paul had never heard before.

“Paul?” Kylie asked, her head laying on her lover’s chest.  “Tonight, sleep in Iris’ bed.  You asked for my lover to stay here, so he will, with me.”

“Of course, I expected that.  Good night.” Paul smiled.

“Do I get a kiss good night?” Kylie asked.

“Of course.” They kissed, and then he said good night to Patrick.

The next day, Paul awoke early and changed, leaving the lingerie on, and heading downstairs to prepare breakfast.  Carrie was downstairs first, grabbing breakfast and going off to watch Saturday morning TV.  Patrick came down next, wearing one of Paul’s blue robes.

“Hope you don’t mind?” He asked Paul.

“What’s a robe between friends?” Paul joked. “How are you?”

“A little jet lagged.” Patrick replied, helping himself to coffee.  “How are you holding up?”

“I’m fine.  Really, I am.  I trust her, and I trust you.” Paul told him.  “However, I do have a question about how Kylie is taking the news about me and Iris?”

“She needs time.  She’s not angry at all, that would be extremely hypocritical.  I think she’s wondering what this all means for you and her.  She’s always been a little jealous and this girl Iris apparently, and well, she just thought that you saw her as another one of your kids.  She didn’t know you were into her.”

“Yeah, I can see that, but still.  I wasn’t expecting any of this either.  I mean, Iris has been part of our family for a while.”

Patrick grinned.  “She hot?”

“Iris?” Paul asked incredulously.

“Yeah.”

“You don’t know her?”

“Why would I know her?”

Paul was about to tell him, when his phone pinged.  It was Iris, stating she’d be there in an hour.  “You know what, she’s on her way, so you’ll see her then.”

“Okay.  Looking forward to that.”

Erin came down next and said morning to them both.  “Dad, you need to clean up Iris’ room.  You left her dress lying on the floor, and you know those things cost a fortune.  Oh, and fold her bed dad, or she’ll be seriously pissed with you.”

“I know Erin.” Paul rolled his eyes.

“And you don’t want her punishing you again.” She giggled.  Paul’s mouth dropped open in shock, and Patrick snorted out a laugh.  “What?  You think I didn’t hear that?  Jesus dad.”

As Erin left the room, Paul sighed.  “I’m going to hell.”

“Seriously though dude, I thought that nightie was pretty sweet.  I need to read up on this stuff, but I’m open to something fun like this.”

“It wasn’t a nightie.” Paul mumbled, heading upstairs and cleaning Iris’ room. 

As Paul was doing that, Kylie walked in.  She sat down on the bed and watched her husband work. 

“I wasn’t angry when you told me, or disappointed.” Kylie told him. “I was shocked, and well, scared.  I didn’t want to dominate you like this.  I read about it, and I knew about it, but I love and respect you too much to make you do this.  I’m not sure I can do it.  If you want to do it with Iris, you can, and I don’t mind, but please, don’t make me do it to you.”

“But when we were fucking…”

“Yeah, playing around with the whole humiliation stuff, about his cock, it’s just playing, but to turn you into a sissy, I’m scared of where something like that would lead.  I want to come home to my husband, not a wimp.”

Nodding, Paul said he understood.  “I get it, it’s fine.  The weekend will just be ours.”

“Thanks.”

“Can I ask though?  You invited Iris?”

“Yes, I did, because I have Patrick here, and I feel guilty that you are alone.  So, tonight, Iris will stay with you.”

“You didn’t tell Patrick who Iris is?” Paul asked.

Slowly, a smile appeared on Kylie’s face.  “I kind of want to see his face, don’t you?”

“True.” He laughed.  “But she’s your client.”

“He doesn’t know that.” Kylie pulled her husband close and kissed him.  “Last night was pretty cool, and I thought you looked cute in the dress.  Have fun with Iris, yeah?”

“Thanks sweetie.”

“By the way, your daughter…” Kylie gasped, shaking her head.  “When did she become a little madam like that?  She saw this room and she went, Iris is going to kill dad.  She’s gonna spank him like a little girl.”

“Ouch.”

“Are we horrible parents?”

“I honestly don’t know.  Erin told me to stop worrying.  I hope she always feels that way, or we’re going to be paying a fortune in therapy.”

“Finish cleaning your Mistress’ room and come downstairs.”

“Goddess.” He corrected her.

“Huh?”

“Goddess.  She prefers Goddess Iris.”

Shaking her head Kylie said, “How fucked up is this that one of the biggest pop-stars in the world, is your Goddess?  Nobody would believe it.  It’s insane.”

“I know.” He chuckled.  “You’re really not pissed off with me?”

“It would make me a pretty bad hypocrite if I was, right?” She laughed.  “No, I’m not.  I’m pretty impressed.  Well done, you’ve banged like a top ten world hottie.  Men have her on their list knowing it’ll never happen.  Be proud.”

“Thanks.”

She left the room and headed down, whilst he finished cleaning the room.  Then, once complete, he headed down to spend time with the kids.  Carrie wanted to play Monopoly, but Kylie suggested they wait until Iris arrived, which made both girls happy.

“France was so amazing Mom.” Erin told her mother.  “I met a French boy.  Francois.  I’ve been writing to him.”

“You didn’t tell me that!” Paul complained. 

“Yeah, I think you had your own concerns.” Erin laughed.  “Like wearing Iris’ knickers.”

“Erin!” Kylie slapped.  “Young lady, he’s still your father.”

“Yeah and? I think he’s cool.”

“You think I’m cool?  Why?” Paul asked.

Erin shrugged, “I don’t know.  Because you’re not ashamed.  You want to be happy and you want others to be happy.  You’d accept me no matter who I wanted to be, and right now, I’m not sure.  Francois is cute and all, but I kind of think girls are pretty, and well, I know some people struggle to tell their parents.  I know I’ll never need to worry.” She sighed.  “And well, I think you accept mom, and encouraged her to be with Patrick, so that she was happy.  I love that.”

Carrie sang, “And Iris’ dresses are so cute!  Why can’t boys wear them too?”

“Exactly Carrie.” Said Erin.

Paul looked at his daughters and realised that Erin was quite the young lady.  Just three years earlier, Kylie had bought her first bras, and suddenly she was thinking about what she might want for her options on her GCSEs.  Where had the years gone?

They were about to continue the conversation when the key went in the door.  Kylie had given a key to Iris some time ago so that she could come and go as she needed. 

“Yay!  Iris!” Carrie cried out, jumping up and running into the other room to meet her. 

Kylie and Paul shared a look as they realised that Patrick was in for a huge shock. 

“Hey everyone.” The American girl called out, walking inside. She gave Erin a huge hug, before moving over to Paul and giving him a long deep kiss, as was pre-approved by Kylie, and then she moved over to Kylie, who she kissed on the cheek. 

They looked over at Patrick, as Iris said, “Hey, you must be Patrick.”  His face was contorted in shock.  His mouth was wide open, as he tried to stutter out something, anything.  It would be like meeting Madonna in eighties.  Iris Duke was a huge name, ever since she was made famous by that kid’s TV show when she was younger.

“I thought you lived in the States.” Patrick managed to get out.

“No, I moved here years ago.  My dad is British, and I thought I’d be closer to him, but he wasn’t keen on my lifestyle.” She explained.  Paul knew the story well.  He had been introduced to her by Jules, and he had been expecting a tough bitch of a girl, but instead, he found a woman who was in desperate need for someone to accept her.  Paul not only accepted her, he was tough on her, making sure she understood that she was the one in control of her future.

“Monopoly!” Carrie called out, carrying the box out.

“Um, sure.  I need a few minutes, yeah babe?” Iris said.  She looked over at Paul, and then snapped her fingers.  Paul stood immediately, and followed the star, as Erin snorted a laugh.

Paul followed Iris upstairs and into her room, where she shut the door and he knelt with his eyes down. 

“Strip.”

He followed her instructions instantly, stripping down to the stockings, panties and belt, which he left on, assuming she wanted that.  He assumed correctly, as he felt her fingers trace along his back.

“I want to fuck you.” She whispered.  “After I punish you.”

“What for Goddess?”

“For being naughty, of course.  For the way your wife found out about us.  For not dressing appropriately in the presence of your Goddess.”

“She doesn’t want me dressing like that in front of her.” Paul told her, and for a moment, she saw a frown of disappointment.

“Give her time, but that doesn’t preclude you from punishment.” She reached down into the sports bag she had brought with her, pulling out a riding crop, a gag, a flogger, and leather cuffs.  “On your knees on the bed.” She ordered and watched him climb up.  She then pulled the gag into his mouth, locking the buckle behind his head, before taking the cuffs and cuffing his hands behind his back.

Before picking up the crop, she returned to the bag, pulling out a box and opening it.  The box was for a huge pink strap-on.  He suddenly realised that when she said she wanted to fuck him after she punished him, she meant the strap-on.

The dildo waved around as she moved around, and then she swished the crop a few times.  “Ready?  This is going to hurt.”

For the next ten minutes, Iris beat him with the crop and flogger, over and over.  The pain was brutal, but there was something about how Iris reacted as she did it.  He realised she was getting off on her sadism so much that she was close to orgasm without even touching herself.  He couldn’t prevent that, so instead, he closed his eyes and tried to ignore the pain, focusing on the pleasure.  Soon, he was losing his mind in the pain.  It was so pleasurable that he actually found himself high.  The endorphins had truly taken over, so much so that he didn’t notice that she had stopped beating him and was actually inserting the latex cock into his anus. 

“Ohhhh.” He moaned, as she proceeded to fuck him.

“Yes baby, take my cock.” She purred.  “Mmmm, you like that, don’t you baby?  Like a big fat cock inside you, huh?  My cock.  I’m gonna fuck you whenever I can.  Yeah baby, I love fucking you, but after this, I’m going to take your cock in my pussy, and ride it like a rodeo cowboy, because that’s what I’ll always do.” She told him, stoking his legs.  “I love seeing you like this.  I love this power.” She fucked him a few minutes longer and then pulled out, unbuckling one of his wrists.  Spinning him onto his back, he found his cock, jutting out erect and lowered herself on it, the dildo still belted to her waist.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh god.” She moaned, her orgasm extremely close.  “Oh Paul, I love you!” She cried out, collapsing on him, pulling out the gag to kiss him.  “Tell me you love me.” She whispered.

“I love you.” He whispered.

“Really?”

“Really.”

She began rocking on his cock again, riding it, kissing him.  Her panting became deeper, strained.  “What are you doing to me?” She gasped, another orgasm approaching, before once again, she let out a deep moan, climaxing again.  “I’ve never had multiple orgasms.” She told him.

“I’ve never been able to hold on so long.” He smiled.

“You can cum now, if you want.” She told him.

Again, she rode him, harder, faster, and his face tightened until finally, he felt it rise in him and he came deep.  Without wasting a second, she climbed up off his cock, and lowered her cunt to his mouth.  He didn’t need telling anything, simply starting to lick and suck, taking his cum from her went pussy.  Her third climax in minutes came shortly after that. 

“Wanna suck my cock clean?” She asked him, unsure if he would do such a thing.  He didn’t argue once, and simply stared up into her eyes as she rocked her hips back and forth with short thrusts.  “You’re such a good sissy, you know that?  Good little bitch.”

Climbing off him, she undid the cuffs and told him to clean up.  He showered, and when he came out, he found she had prepared the clothes she wanted him to wear.  There lay a very soft pink satin bra, a pull-over bra with soft edges, lined with white lace. With that, was matching panties, a matching waspie, pink stockings.  Next, he found shiny black trousers which zipped on the side, and a cream satin blouse with scalloped collar. 

“I can’t wear this.” He told her.  “What about the kids?”

“Don’t worry about them.  They know.  Stop worrying.”

With a sigh, he dressed, and then asked for socks to put over the stockings, but was told he didn’t need them.  Finally, she pulled out a small pink leather choker, putting it on his neck.  From it dangled a dog-tag, with the words Goddess Iris on one side, and Mistress Kylie on the other.

“Let’s go.” She said.

Once they arrived downstairs, the girls had set up the Monopoly board.  If anyone was concerned by Paul’s attire, they didn’t say so.  Instead, Carrie told them to hurry up and play.

Paul sat down to the right of Kylie, she looked over at him and said quietly, “Wow.” She giggled.  “Hurting?”

“It burns.” Paul chuckled.

“Erin took Carrie outside, so they didn’t hear, but you need to be careful, yeah?  That was some serious beating though.  I’d like to try that one day.  Sounded like fun.”

“To be on the receiving end?” He asked.

“Oh, I’m regularly on the receiving end.” She mused, reaching for Patrick’s hand which was on her lap. “It’s good, isn’t it?”

“Fantastic.  After a while it’s like a drug, you feel high.”

“Right?  It’s called subspace.  We’ll talk about it later, and I’ll tell you some more about it.  In fact, I still need to talk to you about the vacation.  It was a lot of fun, and we have some things to discuss.”

“Sure, I’m looking forward to it.”

She smiled.  “I think you will.  You’ll enjoy what I have to say.”

They played their game, with the kids trouncing everyone as per usual, and then Kylie took Paul aside, leading him upstairs to their bedroom.  She had him strip down to the lingerie and lie on the bed, as she climbed over him and lowered her pussy to his mouth.

“You might as well lick me whilst I tell you what happened on the holiday.” She stated.  “So, we had a wonderful holiday, the place was excellent.  Quiet, hot, and a beautiful sea.  Not like Maldives, but still nice.  We discussed our relationship with Patrick, and we agreed that the only people I should have sex with from now on is Patrick, and you.  No more orgies.  It is too risky, and honestly, all it takes is for something small to leak, and it could damage more lives.  Secondly, we were thinking that you should be more involved in our relationship. I am five days there, two days here, and it is hardly fair, so we were thinking that Patrick could stay here every other week and we would work from home, so to speak, with the fact that Patrick would go back to London for the weekend to leave us alone.  What do you think?”

She lifted off his face, so that he could speak.  “I think it sounds great, but it is silly for Patrick to go home for the weekend.  I appreciate you want to have us time, but how do you feel it would affect our relationship if we do not?”

Once more, she lowered her pussy on his and said, “I only wanted to do it for you.  I don’t want you to get the feeling that you are no longer important to me, because that’s simply not true.” He started to murmur something into her pussy, but she silenced him.  “I get it. By making this arrangement and the things I’ve said, you trust me already.  Fine, if that’s what you want, then Patrick can stay every other weekend.  Now, to Iris.  I accept Iris as a part of our lives, and I accept that together you have entered into this domination and submission thing, like I have with Patrick.  Dressing up as a woman at home, fine, make-up, fine, however, keep it PG, yeah?  Save the sissy dresses for after the kids go to bed.”

He nodded into her pussy.

“As to me dominating you, well, as said, let’s agree that the weekends are ours, but during the week, when I’m here, I might join in.  You just need to understand one thing.  When I’m with Patrick, I am his.  When I’m with you alone, I’m yours and you are mine.  If you ask me to do something when Patrick is here, and Patrick says no, then Patrick’s word is gospel.  Got that?”

He nodded as he licked.

“Good.  Now, is there anything you want to say to me?  Is there anything specifically of interest to you that you want to do?”

She pulled off him again, and looked down.  “I want to try licking your pussy, erm, after Patrick has fucked you.”

“You have licked my pussy after he’s cum in it before, not that you noticed.  Yes, of course, I’d like that, and I know Patrick would like that.”

“I also want full honesty.”

“I don’t lie to you honey.” She said.

“I’m not talking about us, us.  I’m talking about when you are playing, with him, when you are humiliating me.  I don’t want this to just be play talk.”

She raised her left eyebrow in concern.  “That’s pretty dangerous.”

“Everything we do is dangerous to an extent, but come on, if we are going to do this, then why not do it right?  I get off on humiliation, I think we are clear on that now, yeah?  Don’t you think the insults and stuff should be real now?”

“Babe, that could be abuse.  I mean, sometimes I’m just in a mood and I might say what comes to my mind without thinking of the consequences.  If I do that, you may feel abused.”

“That’s how I want to feel.  I,” Paul paused for a moment.  “I think it turns me on.”

Nodding, she began to grin.  “Okay.  From now on, whatever I say, consider it the truth, and not play.”

“Promise?”

“I swear.”

“Then tell me whose cock you prefer.”

She actually laughed.  “Seriously?  That’s an easy one.  Patrick’s any day of the week.  Come on, you saw that thing!”

“True.”

“Tell me who you would rather be with.”

Her face softened.  “You silly.” She replied.

“Truth?”

“Y-yes.”

“I don’t think it is.”

She sighed, shaking her head.  “Okay, it’s not a yes or no answer.  Now we are a family and we are together, then it is you, and always will be you.  If I was single and there were no consequences, I could live as a complete wanton slut for the rest of my life, then Patrick.  But come on, you know life is not like that.”

Nodding, he continued, “Who do you love more?”

“It’s a different love.”

“Who is your love stronger to?”

“Patrick.” She replied, a tear coming to her eyes.  “Right now, I feel more want for Patrick than you, but that’s only because you are so secure.  With him right now, it’s passion. It’s control.  It’s need.”

“But you love him more?”

“I…” Her voice began to break.  “This is so hard.”

He smiled warmly.  “Speaking of hard.  Feel my cock.”

She reached back and through the satin of the large panties, she felt the rock-hard cock.  Her eyes widened in surprise, and then she pulled the panties off it and then lowered her pussy onto it. 

“Tell me again.  Who do you love more?  And I want full honesty.”

“Patrick.  I love Patrick more.  I’ve always loved Patrick and he broke my heart when he left me.”  She felt his cock get harder.

“If we didn’t have kids, even now, and he told you to leave me, would you?” He asked her.

Her face became stone cold rigid in fear.  He told her not to worry, just to tell the truth.  “Yes, of course I would.  I’m mad about him.  I always have been.” She felt his cock twitch again and she realised that every truth was turning him on, because psychologically, it was hurting him the same way a whip did physically.  “You’ve always been second place to him, and always will be.” She said, tentatively.

“Really?  Is that the truth?”

She nodded.  “I swear on my life.  On your life even.”

“So you love Patrick a lot more than me?”

She didn’t reply, so closed her eyes, trying to ignore the question, but speeding up on his cock.  She was getting horny too.

“Tell me!”

Her eyes bolted open, fire inside them.  “Yes, you fucking bitch!  Of course, I love him more than you.  You’re a sissy little bitch, and he’s a real man.”

“You mean this?”

“Yes!  Damn you!  Yes!  You want to hear the truth?  You are a fantastic husband.  You are an amazing father, but you’re a fucking pussy.  If someone was to attack me, you wouldn’t be able to defend me against a real man, because you’re a wimp!  You’re nothing compared to Patrick.  Is that what you want to hear?”

“Yes!  Yes!  So long as it’s really the truth!”

“It is,” she snarled, riding his cock harder and faster.  Paul felt like she was going to rip his cock off, she was riding it that hard.  “It is!  I’m glad Iris is turning you into a sissy!  Because that’s all you fucking are!” She spat on his face, grabbing his hair, and then she leaned over and kissed him hard.  “And I’m so glad you are!  You want the truth?  I married a pussy like you, deep down knowing that I could fuck any man I wanted and get away with it.  I think subconsciously, I knew you would be a push-over, and that’s what I needed.  I needed a wimp to be my bitch, so I could rub your face in the cum of better men.  And I think without you, none of this would be any fun.  You are a fucking, stupid, useless, little wimp of a man, who doesn’t even deserve to cum in this pussy.  I fucking hated your cock when it was shooting quickly, but now, now we have this relationship,” she let out a long low-pitched moan, as her climax hit, “now I fucking love it!”

As soon as she said that, he came too, spraying his seed into her warm cunt.  She immediately climbed off and made him lick it out.

“You like that huh?  Eating cum?  Cum-eating wimp husband?” She whined, and then came again as he licked.

She lay next to him, panting.  Then quietly, guilt washing over her body, she said, “Paul, you know I didn’t…”

“Stop.  You said you were being honest.”

“I know but it was horrible…”

“No!  Tell me, were you or were you not being honest?”

She stared up at the ceiling, still panting. “I was.”

“About everything?”

“Yes.”

“Then we’re all good here then.” And he turned over to kiss her, feeling his wife’s arms wrap around him. When they broke apart, she was smiling, warmly.

“I love you, my stupid wimp bitch.”

“I love you, my hot, gorgeous wife.”

As they dressed again, Paul thought about her insults, and found his cock swelling once more.  He wasn’t sure why it was, but he couldn’t help but feel that the pain made him terribly excited.  Up until that point, he hadn’t really considered that he was a masochist.  He thought back to when he was a kid, and he remembered certain dreams where he was tied up by girls, but never thought anything of it.

“Do you think I’m a masochist?” He asked Kylie.

She actually chuckled.  “You’re definitely a masochist.”

“And you’re a sadist?”

“Umm, I think I’m both.  I definitely enjoy the extreme submissive side of BDSM with Patrick.  I fucking love when he suffocates me?”

Paul’s eyes went wide with shock.  “Suffocates you?”

“Yeah, well, that’s kind of always been our thing.  I used to ask him to strangle me, but that left marks.  In the end, we decided a clear plastic bag was best, so I could look into his eyes as he did it.  We broke up the first time because things started to get really dangerous, and he got scared.  But, you can’t really run away from your desires.”

“Wow, I suppose I’m still learning about my own wife, which is a little sad, right?”

“Not really.  I hid a lot away from you.” She paused and then looked at him.  “Like, I still smoke.”

He snorted out a laugh.  “Yeah, like I couldn’t tell.”

“You knew?” She laughed.

“Um, your mouth tastes like an ashtray.”

“Why didn’t you say?”

“Because I didn’t want the kids to see you smoking.  I know you stopped whilst you were pregnant.”

“And breast feeding.” She pointed out.

“And breast feeding.  And then you started again.  I know.  I just thought that if I told you I knew, you would smoke here, and the kids would see.  They’re not so impressionable now, so it’s less of a worry for me.”

She sat back down on the bed.  “Do you want to know how I started smoking?”

“Sure.”

“The first guy I fucked in FRM.  Daniel.  He used to smoke slims.  He liked me to be his slut, and sluts smoke, as far as he was concerned.  I hated smoking, hated cigarettes, but he told me he wanted me to smoke.  In fact, I think he got off on forcing me to smoke, getting me addicted.  When you look at it that way, it’s kind of hot.” She smiled.

“Interesting.  I never smoked.  Always hated it.”

“I know.” She nodded, thinking about Daniel and how he had really changed her into the slut she was.  Standing, she walked over to her cupboard and pulled out a packet of slim cigarettes and a lighter from a coat.  “Come on, to the window, come watch me smoke.”

He watched as she stared into his eyes and lit the cigarette, inhaling deeply and then turning to blow it out of the window.  There was something deeply erotic about it, even though all his life he always found smoking trashy. 

“God, you’re sexy when you do that.” He admitted.

She grinned, inhaling again, and blowing the smoke out through her nostrils.  “Wanna see what Daniel used to do to me?”

“Sure.”

She took a long drag, then leaned over and blew the smoke out in his face. The smoke stung his eyes, causing them to flutter to clear them.  She did that a few more times, and then stubbed out the filter.

“Come on, let’s go downstairs.”

They arrived downstairs to find the kids playing the Game of Life with Patrick and Iris.  Paul watched his wife stroll over to Patrick and quickly kiss him on the lips, and then Paul did the same with Iris.  Then later that day, they headed outside to play by the pool.  The kids had a swim, before Erin received a phone call from her friend Tory, asking if she wanted to go to the shopping centre. 

“Don’t you want to take Carrie?” Kylie asked.

“No need.  I can call Sam and see what she’s doing.” Carrie told them.  Five minutes later, Carrie was back.  “I can go to Sam’s house, but I need a lift.”

“I’ll drive you.” Paul told her, getting up.

“You can drive me to the mall then please!” Erin grinned.

“You should put some male clothes on though.” Iris laughed.

“True.” He said, running upstairs to put on some jeans and a t-shirt, removing the bra as he was afraid it might be visible.  Heading down, he found Iris putting on her boots.  “Are you coming too?”

“Yeah, why not?”

“Aren’t you afraid?  You’ll be mobbed.”

“Chill.  We’re only going to her friend’s house.  I’ll stay in the car at the mall.  It’ll be fine.”

They headed out to the car, and set off, leaving Patrick and Kylie alone.  Iris was wearing a baseball cap and huge sunglasses, so you’d have to really stare to recognise her, and given that she wasn’t in one of her trademarked dresses, Paul agreed she probably wouldn’t be noticed.

First, they pulled up at the large shopping centre where Erin got out.  Part of her wished that Iris could go with her, but she knew that was impossible.  “One day, I’ll go with you to school.” She told her.

Next, they drove to Sam’s house.  Sam lived in a large white detached farmhouse, which had a longer driveway.  They pulled up on the gravel and all three got out and walked up to the door.  Carrie rang the doorbell and they heard Sam’s mother, Janet, call out, “Sam!  Carrie’s here.” Footsteps grew closer, and the door was opened by a pretty woman in ripped jeans and a white sports tank top, with a potato peeler in her right hand.

“Sorry Carrie, Sam’s getting changed.  Come in.” To the others, Janet said, “Quick coffee?”

She obviously wasn’t paying attention, otherwise she would’ve noticed that Iris was clearly not Kylie.  Paul was about to answer no, when Iris said, “Sure, thanks.” And followed Janet inside the house.

“Sorry about the mess guys, but you know how it is.” Two large border collies ran through the house and almost tripped them up. “Girls, stop that.  Go out, go on.” Janet cried out, sending them out the open back door.  “Jack’s out back working on the tractor, if you want to go say hello.  I’ll just get the coffee on and have a girlie chat with…” She stopped to look at who she thought was Kylie and her face opened.  “Iris Duke.  Oh my giddy aunt!”

“Out back you say?” Paul asked with a grin, watching the woman, mouth open, slowly nod her head.

Paul headed out into the large paddock and over to the shed where two tractors were parked up.  Jack was in blue overalls trying to work a spanner into the top part of the engine of one of them. 

“They always put these things in the worst possible place and expect it to be easy to get them out, without removing the whole damned engine.” Jack moaned when he saw male feet approach.  He finally looked up and saw Paul and nodded.  “Hello Paul.  How’s tricks?”

“Yeah, good.  Yourself?”

“Yeah, not too bad.  Having an okay harvest this year, so can’t complain.  Brought Carrie over did you?”

“Yes.  Playdate with Sam.”

“They’re growing up so fast Paul. Can’t really believe it.  They were only little nippers yesterday, and now they’re, well, you know?”

Paul smiled.  He knew all too well.  His girls were both teenagers, with Erin already thinking like a woman.  It scared him to realise that he was indeed getting old.

They heard a high-pitched scream come from the house, and Jack jumped up, banging his head on the open engine hatch.  “Ouch!  What the bloody heck was that?” He asked.

Again, Paul grinned. “I think Sam just found out I brought Iris Duke with me.”

“Who?”

“Singer.”

Jack raised his eyebrows, and then shrugged.  “If it’s not the Stones, Beatles, or Floyd, I’m not interested.”

“I best be getting back.”

“Quiz night on Thursday down the pub, if you’re on?”

“I’ll text you during the week.”

“Right-o.”

Paul arrived back in the kitchen to find Sam getting selfies with Iris.  He pointed out that it couldn’t get out that she was there, and Sam said she understood, and wouldn’t tell anyone. 

“Come on Iris.  Let’s go home.”
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In the end, both Erin and Carrie ended up staying overnight at their friend’s houses, which meant a free house for the foursome to play in.  That meant that Iris told Paul to dress up and do his make-up, so he spent the rest of the day in the little pink layer baby doll dress.  Of course, he made sure Kylie was okay with it, and she informed him that given that it was a special weekend, she was.

During that evening, Iris was more than shocked to see Kylie insult Paul in front of Patrick.  Eventually, when the two were alone, she asked Kylie what the deal was.  Kylie went on to explain the discussion they had had, and how it actually turns him on for her to genuinely insult him.

“I have to admit, it turns me on too.” Kylie giggled, with Iris joining her.

Walking back to the living room with a tray of shots, Kylie called out to her husband, who was kneeling on the floor.  “Hey loser, you can massage my feet whilst you are down there.”

“Yes Kylie.”

Whilst Paul was doing that, Patrick began kissing Kylie.  As they kissed, Kylie had a great idea.  “We could make him the ultimate cuckold.”

“How?” Iris asked.

“Well, if you’re up for it, Iris, then you are more than welcome to join us in bed later?”

Patrick’s eyes lit up at that idea of being able to fuck Iris Duke.  Of course, Iris was more than up for it, but under two conditions.  “One, I get to fuck you too, Kylie.  And two, he doesn’t get to watch.  I don’t want him to watch another man fuck me, not yet anyway.  I want him to imagine it.”

“Deal.” Both Kylie and Patrick said immediately.  And to seal it, Iris took Patrick’s face to hers, and she kissed him passionately, before passing him back to Kylie.  “Hear that you fucking wimp?” Kylie spat, “you can’t even convince your girlfriend that you’re a good enough lover.  And when she tries this cock,” she said, grabbing Patrick’s crotch, “she’ll never want your little worm again.”

Paul’s eyes looked for Iris’ and saw her shrug.  “It’s a possibility honey, I’m not going to lie.”

They chatted about this and that a little longer, and then Iris asked Paul, “Did you really say to Kylie that you want her to really abuse you?”

“Yes, I did.  Genuinely.”

“Why?”

“It just turns me on.  For someone you love to actually admit the things they hate about you to your face, and to use it as a weapon of torture, I don’t know, it’s humiliating, but for me in a good way.”

Then Iris asked a question which made the others look at her in shock.  “So why not just go the whole hog and ask her to physically abuse you too?”

“Are you joking right now?” Kylie asked.

“No, I’m serious.  Look, if he genuinely gets off on you being abusive, then why not physically too?  I beat him earlier and he loved it.  Can you imagine how humiliating it would be for him to be genuinely scared of you?”

For a moment, Paul’s face flushed and he moaned out loud.  Without realising it, he was massaging his cock as he pictured his wife becoming a true abuser. 

“Is that really something you want?” Kylie asked.  “You want me to become a husband beater?”

With a meek voice, he answered, “Yes.”

Kylie gave it some thought, and before she knew it, she too began masturbating to the thought of her husband shaking below her.  But then she came to her senses.  “Honey, sorry, no.  I love you, and I can’t do that to you.  Words, I can do. I can manage that, but I don’t want to physically hurt you.”

After that, they headed outside so that the Kylie, Patrick and Iris could smoke.  Paul stood alone in the dress looking up at the stars, when he felt Kylie’s presence.  He turned to see her standing there with her cigarette in hand. 

“Penny for your thoughts?” She asked.

“Nothing really.  Just, well, happy.  Thinking that I’m not getting any younger, but now I have this adventurous life, and I feel like I’m discovering myself again.  It’s a really unique experience.  But at the same time, there’s a little melancholy.  Why didn’t I know about this side of myself sooner?  Why did I waste so much time out of my life, and yours, being, well, boring?”

The smile on her face spoke volumes.  She had wrestled with these same thoughts about plenty of things, to the point where she realised you could not live with regrets.  “I spent a long time, when I met you, embarrassed about the things I did when I was younger.  Embarrassed at how I made it to the top.  You can’t live your life with such regrets though, it eats you up inside.  You have to live for the here and now, otherwise, you lose the fun in what you do.”

“I can see that.” He agreed.

She pulled out another cigarette and lit it.  Taking a deep breath, she blew the smoke into his face with a smile. 

“What’s the reason you don’t want to start hitting me?” He asked her.

“I told you…”

“No, I don’t buy it.  I could see your reaction.”

She licked her lips and stared into his eyes.  “Because I don’t want you to change your mind and start hating me.  I don’t want you to feel like I am dangerous and want to divorce me.  And I certainly don’t want you going to the police, when you change your mind.”

“I promise, I swear, that would never happen.”

She analysed his face for a moment, then took another deep drag.  Grabbing his nose closed, she blew deep into his mouth and pushed his mouth closed.  She then slapped his face hard, causing him to stumble to the side.  “You’re such a fucking wimp.” And she walked over to the others.

“What did he do?” Iris asked.

“Nothing.” Kylie shrugged nonchalantly, making the others burst out laughing.

DECEMBER 2019

It was only a few days before Christmas and coming up on the last day of school for the kids.  The family had seen very little of Iris, as she had to travel on her tour, and a lot of the plans Kylie had made with Paul fell apart due to a large amount of business travel for her, which meant she saw less of both Paul and Patrick too, as he had his own share of international travel.

However, over the course of the following months, Iris sent many presents to the family, including clothes and toys for the kids, and clothes for the parents too.  In the case of Paul, that was Iris Duke’s latest clothing line, which consisted of crazy outerwear as well as underwear.  Lots of pinks, polkadots, lace, satins, frills, and very girly clothing.  Interestingly, Iris’ clothing range was not only popular with her fans, but also with Japanese Lolita cosplayers, and also certain types of Goths.  So much so, she found herself being represented by outlets such as Dollzkill and others. 

Iris arrived back in the UK the week before Christmas, but was extremely busy in London, to the point she was scared she might not make it for Christmas.  Kylie and Paul agreed that it made sense for Patrick to spend Christmas with them, so he came down the weekend before with two suitcases, one of which was allegedly full of gifts.

In the months leading to Christmas, Kylie had gotten used to calling Paul names, such as sissy, slut, bitch, wimp, or loser, to the point where she had to be extremely careful in front of the kids, as she didn’t want them to hear it.  As to the husband beating Paul wanted, she struggled to come to terms with it at the beginning, but did slowly introduce the occasional nipple twisting and ball punching from time to time.  Then one day, they had a huge argument about a baking tray Paul had left in the oven.  He had been grilling bacon and forgot all about it.  It was a pet peeve of Kylie to go to use the oven, only to find it covered with grease, and she’d told him hundreds of times before.

On this occasion, it ended up in a huge blow out, which led to a full-blown argument between them.  Standard arguments were not unusual between them, especially when either of them was hungry or tired, then both found themselves on a trigger-fuse.  Kylie had a habit of playing dirty when she argued, usually resorting to sarcasm and childish imitation which ground Paul’s gears. 

“Oh here we go!  You’ve run out of arguments, so boom, childish behaviour!” Paul sneered at her.

“Childish behaviour huh?” She replied, and then something snapped inside her.  Out of nowhere, she stomped over to him and kneed him square in the nuts.  As he fell to the floor, she began slapping him all over.  “That what you wanted, you fucking zero?  Fucking loser cunt!  Huh?  You wanted this?  Fucking nobody!” She spat on him as she kicked at his legs, trying to get to his balls, slapping his head and face.  “This what you wanted? Fucking twat!  Not even half the man that Patrick is!” She screamed, panting as she hit him.  And then she wasn’t sure why she did it, but she slowly bunched up her fingers into a fist, and slammed it down on his cheek.  The moment she did it, she had a mini-orgasm.  Suddenly, her left hand was a fist and down it came, one after another.  “This is what you wanted huh?  A husband beater?  Well now you’ve got one.” She snarled as sobs rang out from him, only turning her on more.  She pushed him backwards, his head banging on the tiled floor, but she didn’t care.  Right at that moment, she wanted one thing.  She pulled her skirt up and pulled off her panties, shoving them into his mouth, then she pulled down his satin pants to reveal the lacy pink panties he had on, and pulling those down to reveal the hardest cock she had ever seen. 

Moments later, he felt her fist connect with his gut, as she lowered herself onto his cock.  She laid into him as she rocked herself to the fastest orgasm she had ever experienced in her life.  Finally, once she came, she pulled the panties out of his mouth and kissed him.

“Why did you stop?” He asked her.

“You can cum.” She said, rocking on him. 

“No.  Why did you stop hitting me?”

“Oh,” she realised, and slapped him across the face.

“Not like that.  Hit me!”

She pulled her fist back and punched him hard in the face, and he came, just as he passed out.

When he came to, he was laying in bed, and Kylie was crying her eyes out next to him.  He asked her what was wrong.

“What’s wrong with me?” She asked, sobbing.  “What I did was disgusting!  How could I do such a thing?”

“I don’t understand.  I loved it.  The pain felt amazing, and let’s be honest, you’re not strong enough to do real damage.” He smiled, even though he was in considerable pain.

“Erm, honey…” She held up a mirror to reveal the huge bruise on his cheek.  “Then look at your arms!  I can’t do things like this.  It’s wrong, it’s evil.”

“It’s wrong and evil without consent.  BDSM is all about consent, you know that.”

“So you honestly consent to this?”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“When I was doing it, yes of course.  Now?  I feel dirty.”

“Because you think you did something wrong.”

“Yes.”

“But you didn’t do anything wrong.  Legally, it’s a grey area, we know that.  But it doesn’t change the fact that between us, in our home, it’s what I want you to do to me.”

“But why?” She shook her head.

It wasn’t so easy to just come out and say that he liked being degraded and debased.  He had already used that argument, and it hadn’t worked.  Instead, he asked, “You said you love it when Patrick chokes you?”

“Yes.” She said softly.

“I assume, it isn’t just putting a bag over your head and the taking it off to let air in every so often?  You like the feeling that you have run out of air and he could end your life right there and then, and right when you are on the edge, he brings you back.”

With a frown, she looked down and nodded.  “Yes.  And sometimes, I feel disappointed, like, I feel weak, that I should have lasted longer, or I wanted to cum just as I lose consciousness.  It’s like chasing a hit of drugs.”

“You do that knowing it could all go wrong, and you would lose me, and the kids.  But you do it anyway.”

Nodding, she was slowly beginning to understand.  “It’s the most amazing feeling, to climax just when there’s no air, no hope, and it suddenly comes back in one big, massive hit of oxygen.” She paused.  “It’s not just the pain in your case.  You get off on me looking at you with contempt.  You like the fact that I’m someone you love, but I, at least at that moment, appear to lose respect for you.  It makes you feel weak, like I could squash you like a bug.  It is your form of worshipping me, because you want to feel less than me. But that’s not enough, is it?” She smiled, finally understanding. He shook his head.  It wasn’t enough.  “You want me to know that I am better than you, and you want me to feel these emotions towards you.  You want me to treat you like shit.”

“Yes.” He replied, almost inaudible.

She tilted her head and smiled at him.  “You realise that it’s a paradox, right?”

“How so?”

“If you had married a normal woman, and asked for these things, then yes, she would be disgusted by it, in you.  She would slowly realise what a fucking disgusting human being you are, and she would gradually fall out of love for you, treat you like shit, until one day she leaves you.”

“Hmmm…” He frowned, realising where she was going with this.

“But I know you’re a fucking disgusting human being.  I know you a loser wimp piece of shit.  And you know what?  I don’t care.  It just makes me love you more.  You know why?  Because that is how I have always felt about myself.  Well, not always.  The moment I got the internship in FRM and realised I had no future in advertising because I didn’t have a cock and balls, was the moment I realised that I had to debase myself in order to be successful.  I had to effectively whore myself out, to become a female leader.  I trained myself to accept whatever filth a male manager wanted, so that I could one day use him to propel myself higher.  And then you came along, and I suddenly had to become a normal woman again, which I am not.

“How do I know you are a worthless piece of shit?  Because that has been how I have seen myself for the past twenty or so years, and I love it.  I know I shouldn’t.  I know it is everything that is wrong with business, but I loved every debasing moment.  The disgusting pigs of the men I slept with, horrifically disgusting people, made me feel like the lowest of the low, and that was how I wanted to feel.”

She sighed, calming herself.  “I don’t know.  Maybe that’s how I’ve always been, and Daniel just awoke it in me, but I know I don’t want to change anymore, and I want to enjoy it.”

Paul smiled, and then moaned in pain.  “I’m not saying you need to beat me this much all the time, but you shouldn’t ever feel guilty.”

“I promise, I won’t anymore.” She whispered, sliding down next to him and kissing his bruised face. 

“Did you enjoy hitting me?” He asked her, and she nodded quickly.  “Really?”

“I think I came faster than I ever came in my life.  And you really don’t mind if I beat you regularly?”

“You want to do it this hard regularly?” He asked with a grin.

She shrugged.  “Maybe.  You really are a fucking cunt though.  A wimp little shit.” She kissed him again.

“I know.” He replied, just as her knee made high-speed contact with his testicles.

Of course, the beatings were not regular, but when they did happen, Paul needed to start wearing lots of make-up to cover the bruises.  They agreed that it would be a good idea if he started wearing make-up regularly, in order to make sure the kids didn’t suspect he was being beaten.

On the last day of school before the Christmas holidays, Iris turned up at the house, just as Paul and Kylie were getting ready to leave the house.  For the closing of the year, the kids had a half day, and a house awards ceremony for the netball championships, which Erin was a part of. 

“I’d love to come too, if I can?  I don’t want to draw attention away from Erin though.” Iris noted.

“Are you kidding?” Kylie asked.  “She’d be ecstatic!”

“Is Patrick coming?” Iris asked.

“Nope.  Conference call.” Patrick called out.

They pulled up to the large school in the Range Rover, with the three of them getting out and walking towards the entrance.  Of course, the parents who were walking with them, recognised Iris immediately, and began whispering.  Inside the building, younger kids walking towards the sports hall saw Iris and literally began to scream, running after her, begging for an autograph.  A teacher tried to get control of them but struggled.  Finally, they found Erin and Carrie, and both were grateful for Iris’ visit.

“This is going to make us so cool!” Carrie told her.

“You’re already cool.” Iris told them.

In the hall, after a small amount of chaos around Iris Duke’s arrival, amongst students, parents and teachers alike, they went through the awards ceremony, before the headteacher begged Iris to come up and sing her latest smash hit, 17 Rings.  After complaining that she didn’t have backing music, one of the students found a voiceless karaoke version on her iPhone to play on the sound system.  So as a treat to the students, Iris sang a song which Paul wrote, which was grossly inappropriate, but everyone appeared to love.

That night, Iris and Paul spent most of the night making love.  Mainly with him fucking her, but also with her fucking him with the strap-on.  In the downtime, they spent their time talking.  He explained about the beating he had received from Kylie, and how happy it made him, and she admitted she would have loved to have seen it.  “Wanna see the porn I’ve been watching?” She asked.

“You watch porn?” He asked her.

“Oh yeah, and it’s been getting kinkier.” She laughed, finding the porn video she wanted to show him.  “Ever heard of Men in Pain?” She showed him the video of the man being dominated and beaten, and it just served to make them horny again.

“Get the nipple clips.” He hissed as she kissed him.

With huge enthusiasm, she reached into the toy drawer, taking out the nipple clamps on a chain, and two huge butt-plugs.  “But we both wear these too.” She said, hold up the large sized plugs. 

“At least it’s not that XXXL thing.” Paul laughed.  She had sent a giant butt-plug as a joke.  He had tried it, as had Kylie, both without success.

“Haha.  I tried my own.  I can get it in.” She laughed.

“Oh my god, now I’m imagining Iris Duke with a five-inch-wide butt-plug inside her arse.”

“Wanna see?  Takes me a few minutes, but I’ve made it.”

“No, you’re good.”

With a shrug, she lubricated the large black plug and pushed it bit by bit into Paul’s anus.  It was a two-and-a-half-inch plug, at its widest part, so getting it in was not easy, but finally, it went in, with a lot of hissing, swearing and sweat.  He then watched as she took the same type into her arse, in one long push; her eyes closed, breathing slowly out and moaning as it entered her. 

“Ready?” She asked.

“Yeah.”

She attached the clamps under the pink puffy chiffon nightie, and sat on his erect cock.  Pulling on the chain, she closed her eyes and rode him.  The faster she rode, the tighter she pulled, causing him to wince in pain. 

“More.” He gasped. 

She reached up for the screws on the clamps and unscrewed them.  She had long ago removed the rubber protectors, revealing the metal jaws.  Pulling out the screws effectively forced them to bite down completely.  “Like that?” She grinned.

“Oh yeah.  Pull harder!”

“Fuck yeah, I’m gonna make you bleed.”

“Punch me Iris.”

She punched him hard on the arm.  “Like that, pussyboy?  Huh?  Want me to beat you like your wife does?” She asked, pulling the chain with one hand and punching him with the other.  “You really are a fucking wimp, and I really mean it, just like your wife.  I know you want the truth, well the truth is, you’re a fucking wimp piece of shit.  Your cock is tiny.  Patrick’s a much better fuck than you.” And with that, she came hard and loud.

“Shhhh…” Paul laughed.

“Sorry, sorry!” She giggled with him, leaning over to kiss him passionately on the mouth.  “I got carried away.”

“No problem.  I just didn’t want to wake the whole house.”

Christmas was extremely fun, with games on Christmas Eve, and then waking to presents in the morning.  Adult presents were gifted in private, but Paul was surprised to receive one present in front of everybody.  It was from Kylie and Patrick, and when he opened it, he found a full-length dress with long sleeves, made out of hot-pink satin, and trimmed with lots of black lace.  Upon closer inspection, he found it was actually a lockable maid’s dress.

“Wow, erm, quite the gift…” He said, nervously.

“It was my idea.” Erin stated.  “I found it and sent the link to Patrick.”

Paul’s mouth dropped open in shock.  His own daughter was selecting sissy outfits for him, and right at that moment, he felt like he was going to hell. 

“Well, erm, thank you Erin.” He told her.  “And you Kylie and Patrick, of course.”

“Well go on, try it on.” Erin told him.

“I think I’ll do that in private.”

“Don’t be silly dad,” the girl told him.  “It’s just a fucking dress.”

“Language.”

“Sorry.” Erin sighed.  “Dad, nobody cares you’re a sissy.  Wear what you want.”

He looked at Kylie for confirmation, who simply smiled and nodded.  He grabbed the dress and stood. 

“Hold on dad!” Erin cried out.  “Open my present.” She threw him the soft package, and he ripped it open, finding a long pink joke wig.  “Don’t forget your make-up sissy.” She giggled.

“We’re going to hell Kylie.” He told her.

“I know.” She replied.  “I know.”

Minutes later, he was down again, wearing the full-length dress, wig and make-up.  He actually looked very feminine, and could have passed for a woman.  He handed Kylie the keys to the three padlocks, one on neck, and the two others on his wrists. 

With a deep breath, Kylie passed the keys to Erin, who took them without a word, and put them in her pocket. 

When it came to Christmas lunch, what was usually a hustle-bustle affair as everyone helped with getting things ready, was different.  Paul prepared the lunch, as he usually did, but he was a little surprised to find that nobody was helping prepare the table.  He came out of the dining room to find his kids and said, “Hey, can someone please prepare the table?”

“I’m sorry,” Erin began, “Why would we help out when we have a serving girl to do everything, sissy?”

Paul opened his mouth to say something, as everyone stared, waiting for his reaction, and then he closed it, nodding.  “I’m sorry, yes Erin, you’re right.”

As Paul set up the dining room, he heard Iris say to Erin, “I hope you understand that this isn’t a chance for you to think you can get away with whatever you want.  He’s still your dad.”

“Exactly Erin,” Kylie agreed.  “This is not about anything other than helping him realise who he wants to be.”

Paul could practically hear the eyeroll from his daughter.  “Yeah, I know.  I love dad like mad, and I just want him to be comfortable.  That’s why I wanted him to have the dress.  I don’t know why you don’t dress him all the time mom.  I know you like it too.”

“I will.” She admitted.

“Good.  Dad deserves to be happy.” Then she paused before saying, “And if that means we get a serving girl out of this, then even better.” Everyone howled with laughter, and even Paul allowed himself a chuckle.

That Christmas was the best one ever.  Paul was allowed to sit at a side table and eat there, after he had served the others.  Whenever he spoke out of turn, he was told to keep quiet, and Erin made a note on a pad.  Once dinner was over, Erin handed the pad over to Iris, who with a nod, led Paul upstairs together with Kylie.  They then shut the door.

“It’s been decided that for every discretion made, you will receive five strikes of the crop.” Kylie said.  “According to Erin, you made twelve mistakes today.  That’s sixty.”

As Kylie explained that, Paul was gagged and cuffed.  He was then bent over the bed and Iris pulled up his skirt, and pulled down his panties.  Kylie took the first thirty strikes, laying into him as hard as possible.  She then handed the crop to Iris, who took the last thirty, before being uncuffed and ungagged.

“Erin has specifically asked to monitor your behaviour to hand it to us for punishment later.” Kylie informed him.

“Does she understand what that means?”

“She’s already read Fifty Shades of Grey.” Kylie told him.  “I think she knows.”

“Urgh.” He said, thinking about how awful that book was.

“Yeah, she felt the same way about it.” Iris agreed. 

Paul couldn’t help but feel like he was a bad parent for getting his kid involved in his lifestyle, but he had tried to keep her out of it, and she was pushing in.  “Fine, but I think this is wrong.  If anyone finds out…”

“They won’t.  Anyway, it’s not as if she’s getting involved with your sex life.  This is about turning you into what you were meant to be, and that’s a servant.” Kylie explained.  “Nothing more.”

“Okay.”

One of the final tasks of the day for Paul, before bed, was to wash the dress and hang it to dry.  It was explained to him that he would be wearing it for the foreseeable future.  That was indeed the case, including another present which Iris gave him. 

That night, after washing his dress, he was invited into Iris’ bedroom, where he was told to shower.  When he returned, he was given his wig back and made up once again.  Then, Iris gave him some white seamed stockings, with lace trim, a white corset with suspender straps which clipped to the stockings, and white satin full-cut lace-trim panties.  She then pulled out a box and from it a small black velvet pouch.  Opening it, he saw she had purchased a proper metal chastity cage.  Without a complaint from him, she clipped it in place, locking the small padlock.  Then she took a long translucent rubber tube with some sort of metal attachment on one end, and pushed it carefully up his urethra, screwing the tube into the cage.  He then watched as she attached a delicate necklace around her neck, the key clearly visible on the cage. 

She handed him a long white chiffon nightie which he pulled on, followed by a long white satin heavily lace-trimmed robe.  After that came the pink leather collar, and the matching leash, and finally the gag. 

“Best behaviour tonight.  This is your final Christmas present.” She told him, leading him into the master bedroom, where they found Patrick already pounding Kylie.

“Yes, fuck me my love, fuck me.  Oh I love you Patrick!” Paul’s wife was moaning.  Suddenly, both man and woman cried out, as Patrick filled Kylie’s pussy with cum. 

“Here’s your present, sissy.” Iris grinned, leading Paul to the now full pussy.  She ungagged him, and let him go to town, sucking the warm cum out of his wife’s cunt.  “That’s not your only present.” Iris whispered, pulling Patrick’s cock towards the sissy’s mouth.  “Come on, you get to fluff him for me.”

With a gulp, Paul shook his head.  “Please, no.”

“Sorry sissy, it’s what we all want.” Iris explained.

Kylie leaned over.  “Paul, if you’re worried about what I’ll think about you, don’t.  I already think you a disgusting piece of filth who doesn’t deserve any better than to be sucking cock.” Paul listened and then nodded, taking the cock into his mouth and sucking on it in earnest.  “Jesus, you really are an embarrassment.  It’s a wonder that I ever loved you, let alone love you now.  Fuck, look at you.  Are you happy with yourself?” She slapped him hard around the face, before grabbing his hair and shoving his head down onto the cock and choking him on it.  “Mmm, like that huh?  Maybe I should choke you on it. Should I do that? Huh Patrick?  Iris?”

“Mmm, definitely.” Iris purred.

“Do it.” Patrick agreed.

Paul’s head was pushed down and held.  He felt another hand, knowing it was Iris, and finally two strong hands pulling him, as Iris hand moved to his nose, closing it.  Paul began to choke pulling back, but Patrick began pushing harder, feeling his cock going into Paul’s throat as he moved back and forward in small motions.

“Wanna cum inside him?” Iris asked.

“Ummm, not this time.” He told the others, finally pulling out to allow Paul to suddenly gasp for air. 

Paul watched as his wife’s lover entered his girlfriend, as Kylie lowered her pussy onto Iris’ mouth. 

“Every woman you love, is lost to Patrick.” Kylie laughed, riding Iris face. “She understands now.  She understands why I chose Patrick over you.  She understands why I’ll never give him up for you.  She understands why this is your life with me now, as my servant, and slave, and nothing more.”

The next morning, Paul awoke alone, dressed in the white lingerie.  He changed into his dress, did his make-up and put the wig back on, heading downstairs to prepare breakfast.  When Erin walked downstairs, she said, “Good morning sissy.”

“Good morning, Miss Erin.”

“Did you see my new necklace?” The girl asked, holding up the small key.  “Yep, I have the second key.” She laughed.

Two days later, Iris left to fly to New York, where she was to play at the New York New Year party, which would be broadcast live on US TV.  Of course, everyone wanted to stay up to watch it, which would be difficult for Carrie, as she was only fourteen.  However, the surprise of the evening came from Erin, who asked if she could invite Sam over.

“Erm, what about your dad?” Kylie asked, nodding towards the dress.

“Sam already knows.” The girl said. “She’s my girlfriend.” She announced.

“You’re a lesbian?” Paul asked.

“Excuse me?” Erin snapped. 

“Sorry!  Miss Erin, may I speak?”

“Yes, you may speak.”

“Are you a lesbian, Miss?”

“No, sissy, I’m pansexual.  I want to keep my options open.  I would’ve thought that you of all people would understand that?”

Once again, Paul began to feel very nervous about involving his daughter in his lifestyle.  He sat down next to her and took her hands in his.  “Erin, darling, I will support you in whatever life choice you make, but I want you to be really carefully about what you say about our lifestyle.  If Sam’s parents were to find out…”

“I know and so does she.  I’ve been her girlfriend for a while now, longer than I’ve known about you and your thing.” Erin explained.  “As to you, you seem to think that I’m doing something I don’t want to do.  It’s not correct.  I think you deserve the space to be who you need to be, with or without kids in your life.  You are not exposing me to anything which is going to make me require therapy when I’m older, so relax.  Enjoy your life.”

Paul stared at his daughter.  “When did you get so smart?”

“Wait until you see my exam results this summer.” She laughed.

“Sure, Sam can come over.” Said Paul.  “No getting her pregnant though.” He laughed.

“Ha, ha.”

That night, they celebrated New Year by having Paul serve them whilst playing games.  Every so often, Patrick and Kylie would disappear, and once in a while, Paul was invited to come up and serve them too, which involved cleaning cum from Kylie’s pussy, but not sucking cock, something he had only done the one time.

After the UK New Year, where even Paul was allowed a drink, they stayed up to watch the US concert.  Carrie managed till early morning but fell asleep, but Erin and Sam managed until the show.  Paul watched as Iris performed for millions of people, singing all her hits.  Then as she finished her set, she reached down for something, pulling the key on her necklace up to her lips and kissing it, before waving to the crowd.

Paul turned to look at his daughter, who was cuddling with Samantha, and saw her grin, as she picked up her own key and kissed it too. 

“You have admit, that is the coolest thing in the world.” Samantha laughed.

“You know what that is?” Paul asked.

The brunette looked down Paul’s body and then looked up.  “Uh-huh.” She laughed.

With that, Paul stood and said, “I’m going to bed.”


SIX

APRIL 2020

When the UK went into lockdown for the first time, Iris was in the United States, as was Patrick.  Legally, Patrick was still not a legal resident, but rather a commuting worker who travelled regularly between the UK and the US.  This meant that when travel restrictions hit, both were stuck in the US.  At first, the family made the best of it.  Working from home and school from home meant everyone had to pull together, which was fine at first, but over time, things became tough.

First, without Patrick, Kylie began getting horny.  She reached a point where for the first time in months, she was going to let Paul out of the cage, but in order to do that, she needed the one key in the household, and Erin was not going to let that happen. 

“I’m sorry mom, but I promised Patrick.  You don’t have permission.” Erin explained.

Kylie did call Patrick who basically said, “no fucking way you are allowed to fuck your husband anymore.”

Second, as Paul believed he needed to be more representative as a father, he decided to start dressing as a man again.  He owned more than one maid’s dress, as both Patrick and Iris had purchased many more, of different types.  He had been wearing them every day, but since lockdown, he believed they should be more of a family. 

How wrong he was.

Erin went mental, screaming at her mother to do something about it.  She even threatened to swallow the key if he didn’t immediately change back again.  Not wanting to risk it, Paul changed back into Paula the sissy maid, but that wasn’t enough for Erin, who immediately took all of Paul’s male clothes and locked them away in the attic.  Then after that, she demanded that Kylie punish him.

“Honey, you don’t get to decide that.” Kylie told her.

“Actually, you and Iris promised I did.”

“Yes, but come on…”

“Mom!” Erin snapped.  “This is not okay!  Sort it out, or I will call Patrick.”

“Honey…”

“Now mom!  I’m serious.”

With a sigh, Kylie pulled on Paul’s hand.  “Come on.”

“Wait, you can’t be serious?” Paul asked.

“You heard her.  She’s right, you need to be punished.”

Paul was taken upstairs, where she gave him a hundred hits of the crop on his arse, and fifty lashes by bullwhip on the back.  By the time it was over, Paul had blood running down his back, which Kylie licked up. 

“You can lick my pussy now.” Kylie told her husband.

Unfortunately, by the second half of April, Kylie was beyond frustrated, to the point where she was very much on the edge.  Paul had essentially been emasculated to such an extent that he basically spent the whole day not saying a single word, because he was not given the permission.  He cooked, he cleaned, he gardened, and he served.  The pussy licking was not satisfying Kylie, and she needed something else.

She had just come off a stressful conference call, when Paul entered to empty her bin.

“How many times did I say not to come in here without knocking first?” She snapped, screaming at the top of her lungs. 

“I’m sorry Mistress.” He answered, looking down at the pink Mary-Jane sandals on his feet. 

She slapped him hard across the face.  “Look at me you pathetic excuse for a man!” And she slapped him again.

“I’m sorry Mistress.”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it!  You’re so pathetic!  I’m sick of you!” She started laying into him, slaps first, and then punches.  His cock began to strain against the cage as his dream of having Kylie become a regular husband-beater seemed to be coming true. 

He fell on his back as she landed slap and punch on his face and arm.  “This is what you wanted isn’t it?  You wanted a wife who beat you huh?”

“Yes!  Yes!” He gasped, realising he might have his first orgasm in months without even touching his cock. 

“Well, this is getting me off better than your tongue, so I guess that’s what you have, cunt!”

As she punched him and degraded him, she came hard.  Then she pulled him by his hair to the bathroom, where she placed her pussy over his mouth, aimed herself, and urinated inside, essentially waterboarding him with her piss.  Complete, she then rubbed his face in it. 

“Lick up this mess, in fact, clean the entire bathroom with your tongue, then get changed.” She stared down at him with disgust on her face, and he came right there and then.  As he did so, she stomped on his balls, the one part of his groin not in the cage.

He screamed in pain as he felt one of the balls pop a little.  He lay on the ground, sobbing, and wondering what was wrong with him, that he was enjoying such treatment so much.

After changing, he headed downstairs, where he found his daughter chuckling.  “Come on, I’ll fix your make-up.” Erin told him.  “Unless you want to keep that black eye.”

“Fine.” He sighed.

Weirdly, over the next few days, Erin kept finding mistakes in Paul’s work, and immediately, she would tell Kylie.  Paul asked her about this, and immediately, Erin called out, “Mom!  Your sissy just spoke out of turn!  Deal with this!”

Kylie walked over and slapped Paul around the face, hard.  “Behave, or else.”

It was clear that everyone was on edge.  Kylie because of Patrick.  Erin because of Sam.  And Paul because of Iris.  Paul had the chance to stop it all simply by calling Patrick and using a safe word only he had, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it.  He wanted to believe that things would improve.  Sure, he was enjoying the domination, but at the same time, he needed a break.  He needed to breathe.

Everything came to a head when on her birthday, Erin screamed at her dad that he was a loser for not getting her a car.  Paul had planned to get one, but given the fact that nobody was really going anywhere, it made little sense.  As Erin screamed at her dad, Kylie watched on, before stepping in.

“STOP!” Kylie screamed.  “What the hell are we doing?  This isn’t okay!” She said, calmly.  Erin stood panting in anger, ready to explode, but slowly, she began to calm; and then she burst into tears and ran to her dad.

“I’m sorry daddy!  I don’t know what came over me.” She sobbed.

“It’s okay honey.” Paul told her, pulling her in for a tight hug. “It’s okay.  This pandemic has been stressful on everybody.”

Pulling away, Erin took the keys off her neck and handed them to Paul.  “These are yours.  It’s not fair of me to hold onto them, not right now anyway, and it’s not fair on mum either.  I think we need to be a family again for a bit.”

“I agree.” Said her younger sister Carrie.  “I’m happy you are happy with the clothes you wear daddy, but I don’t feel like you are happy right now.  I feel like you are just as stressed as the rest of us.  So, let’s just take a break for a while.”

Paul’s eyes watered, and he pulled all his family in for a hug.  “Thank you.  But you won’t mind if I keep dressing up in dresses?”

“Of course not!  But you’re just our dad now, okay?” Erin asked.

“Okay.”

That night, as everyone went to bed, Paul said good night to Kylie from the door to the spare room, only for Kylie to say, “What are you doing Paul?  Come to bed.  Our bed.  We’re a family again.”

With a smile and a nod, he stepped into the master bedroom, where he changed into a pink satin nightie and kissed his wife.  She unlocked the chastity cage, and then pulled his rapidly hardening cock into her pussy. 

“Tomorrow, call Patrick and tell him your stop word, okay?” She told him.

“I will.”

Over the next months, things returned to semi-normality, except for the fact that in the bedroom, Kylie continued to be dominant.  However, sex was a nightly thing for the couple.  Eventually, some of the travel restrictions lifted, and whilst Iris was able to come home, Patrick was not, but for a different reason.

“I have COVID.” He said.  “I’m fine, no symptoms, but I can’t travel.” He told them over the phone one day.  Of course, Kylie was worried sick about him, but there was nothing she could do so many miles and an ocean away.  Unfortunately, no symptoms suddenly became some symptoms, until one day, she received a phone call from a member of the board, to say that Patrick was on ECMO and in a coma.  She was asked to step in as acting-CEO until such time that Patrick was feeling better.  That didn’t come.  Patrick died of multiple organ failure some days later and Kylie was obviously, distraught. 

Rather than become withdrawn, Kylie focused on her work, and spent time with Paul, Iris and the kids.  She convinced Paul to buy a bigger bed for the bedroom and convinced Iris to move in with them.  Kylie engaged in the BDSM play, and when she could, went out on dates with some men, and eventually, Patrick became a lovely memory for her. 

By Christmas, Paul had grown his hair long and was essentially a woman for all intents and purposes.  He had gone out with Kylie as girlfriends, to go shopping, dancing and much more. 

Erin and Sam had become even closer, and Sam came out to her parents, who accepted her without question.  Eventually, the truth about Paul had to come out too, and Sam’s parents stopped by to say they had heard, and they supported Paul in his decisions, a statement which melted Paul’s heart to hear.

“You must join us for Christmas dinner.” Kylie told the couple.  “We’re practically family now!”

Jack and Janet laughed.  “Too true!  Sure, we’d love to join you.  Do you dress up?” Jack asked.

Kylie and Paul knew they meant shirts, ties and such, but the opportunity for a joke couldn’t go amiss.  “Well, this one will be wearing one of her best dresses, but I’m not sure how you want to dress!”

Janet burst out laughing. “Oh, don’t worry, I think I have a sexy little number back home for him!” Again, the women howled in laughter, whilst Jack looked on, confused.

When Christmas Day finally arrived, Kylie gifted Paul with a new dress from Selkie.  It was the Romance Novel dress in pink with white lace trim, and Paul loved it. 

“The only problem with it is, I don’t have breasts for it.” He told them.

To which he then received his next gift.  It was from the whole family.  “This is for plastic surgery.  You will go to the clinic and have breast implants and any cosmetic surgery you need to feel more female.” Kylie explained.

“We considered hormones, and maybe we’ll go down that route,” Iris explained, “but it might have negative side-effects.”

Paul blew out a long breath of air and sat down. This was a major step. Breast implants!  But the more he thought about it, the more excited he became.  “Thank you so much!” He gushed, tears coming to his face. 

“You deserve it.” Kylie told him.  “After all, you can hardly be a true sissy slave, without boobs, right?”

“True!”

Around twelve, the doorbell rang, and there was Jack and Janet, with Sam.  Sam immediately ran inside and kissed Erin, wishing her a Merry Christmas.  Janet stepped in next, kissing Paul on both cheeks and commenting on how much she loved the new dress.  As Janet moved away, Jack stepped in too.  Paul held out a hand to shake, which Jack took and then he leaned in and kissed Paul on both cheeks.

“You’re a lady, after all.” Jack told him.

Paul looked at the burly man, in his blue shirt, and smart pants, and blushed.  Jack was clearly muscular, with messy blonde hair.  He was about the same age as Paul but had harder features from working on the farm.

Each drank and chatted as the lunch was prepared, and after everything was eaten, Sam and Erin disappeared to her room, and Carrie went upstairs to try out a new game on her PC.  The adults retired to the sitting room, where they chatted.

“So how did this all start?” Janet asked. 

Kylie told them about her life at FRM, and all about Patrick and the discovery of the affair, whilst Paul explained about the things which turned him on, and Iris explained about her dresses and the trip to France.  Finally, they arrived at the point where Kylie explained what had happened with Patrick.

“Oh, you poor dear.” Janet told her, stepping over to pull her into a long hug. 

“It’s fine.  It’s been a few months now, and well, that’s life, right?” Kylie sniffed, leaning her head on Janet’s huge breasts. 

Janet was by no means a thin lady. She wasn’t fat, but she had wide hips and huge breasts, but a figure 8 body.  Her long brown hair was well-kempt, and she had pretty brown eyes, though her face had a few wrinkles of age showing through.  Her biggest problem was that she dressed fairly frumpy.  Being a farmer’s wife, she kind of adhered to the dressing style of such a role, wearing long flowery dresses which were plain and dull.

Moving back to her seat, Janet sat in the armchair and crossed her legs with a small cough.  Her pale cheeks had turned rosy.

“So, erm, what are you doing now you don’t have, erm, a lover anymore?” Janet asked, nervously.

“Well, obviously Paul and I, but Iris is our girlfriend too.” Kylie explained.

“We’re in a polyamorous relationship.” Iris told her.

“That’s very interesting.” Janet gulped, and then took a long drink of wine before saying, “Well if you’re missing a big, erm, dick, will Jack has one, and I’m more than happy to share.”

“Janet!” Gasped Jack, eyes wide in shock and confusion.  It was clear that this was something they had never discussed before.

“I mean, I don’t mind, Jack, if you want to help the ladies out.” Janet shrugged.  “It’s fine by me.”

Jack looked at Kylie and Iris, then back at his wife, before looking back again at the women.  “Well…if you…. Well, it’s, erm…”

Kylie and Iris began chuckling. “Is it true Jack?  Is it big?” Iris asked with a giggle.

“Well, I don’t like to blow my own horn…” He replied with an embarrassed smile.

“I think we need proof.” Kylie stated. 

“Mmm, definitely.” Iris responded.

With one last questioning look at his wife, Jack stood and dropped his pants, pulling out a long thick cock which was clearly growing.  It was huge.  Bigger than Patrick ever had.  The girls licked their lips. 

“Yes please.” Kylie said in a whisper, standing and walking over slowly, eyes glued to that huge dick. 

“Told you.” Janet said, her hands now gently rubbing her own breasts over the dress.

Both Iris and Kylie crouched in front of Jack and both took the cock into their mouths.  Paul sat there, watching the girls, and watching Janet, who now had one hand in her panties, and one inside her dress on her breast.  And then Jack surprised all of them.  “I see four girls here, but only two of them are servicing me.  What are you two going to do?”

Without a word, Paul stood and walked over to Jack, before dropping to his knees and accepting the cock which Iris was holding.  Kylie slid over to Janet and climbed up her, placing her lips on the woman’s. 

“I think we’re too public here though.” Kylie said.  “Why don’t we go up to the bedroom?”

“Good idea.” Jack agreed.

In the master bedroom, Kylie locked the door and watched as Jack mounted Iris in the missionary position.  Janet stripped down naked, and Kylie followed suit.  Paul, not wanting to damage his new dress, stripped to the sexy pink lingerie and stockings he had underneath, and climbed onto the bed, next to Jack and Iris.  He watched the couple kiss as the big man fucked her, and then Iris turned and pulled Paul in for a kiss.  As Iris’ lips left Paul’s, Paul felt another set of lips land on his, this time hairy, itchy, spiky.  Paul opened his eyes to find Jack kissing him.  With a moan, Paul allowed his eyes to flutter closed and accepted the thick heavy tongue in his mouth.

“Fuck!” Janet moaned.  She was getting her pussy licked, whilst watching her husband kiss Paul.  “I never thought I’d see the day, but that is such a turn-on!”

Iris cried out in orgasm, and then told Kylie to try.  Paul’s wife swapped places with Iris.  As the huge, long cock pressed into Kylie, she let out a long guttural moan. “Oh my fucking god, it’s ginormous.”

Jack slammed in and out of Kylie’s pussy, causing her to go into mini-convulsions of pleasure, before eventually screaming out in orgasm, her back lifting from the bed.

“Fuck.” She sighed after.  “I definitely want more of that!”

Jack turned to Paul.  “Your turn.” He said with a grin, which Paul returned.

As Paul assumed the position, on his back with his legs in the air, Jack pulled the little pink satin panties down, to reveal Paul’s erect cock.  Iris then handed Jack the lubricant, and then watched as Jack lubed up his dick, before doing the same to Paul’s anus, rubbing it in and out with his fingers and earning a moan from the sissy.  Then, lining up his cock, Jack moved in, slowly.

“Oh yeah!” Paul sighed, as the huge phallus entered him.  “More, give me more.”

Jack was only too happy to oblige.  He pushed forward, allowing time to adjust, before pushing all the way in.  He then took hold of Paul’s cock, wrapping his hand around it, and gently jerked it as he rocked his cock in and out. The other girls were watching, whilst in a three-way lesbian make-out session. 

“You’re so tight!” Jack gushed, increasing the intensity of his thrusts and jerking.  “So hot.  I don’t think I’ll last long.”

“It’s okay.  Cum in me!”

“Oh fuck, oh Paul.” Jack cried out, shooting into his friend, but also feeling Paul let off a jet of cum from his cock.

What began as a quiet family Christmas, descended into a close friendship with Jack and Janet.  The couple visited again on New Year’s Eve, where once again, they partied together, but this time, they were far more relaxed.  Jack even began to wear panties, having deemed the silky material far more comfortable than boxer shorts.

Given there was no New Year’s Eve party for Iris to sing at this year, she happily stayed home with them.  Paul asked if she didn’t miss partying, after all, she was a young woman.

“Not really.  I mean, when it is a normal situation, sure, but with this thing going around, I’m kinda not really feeling it.” The American girl said. 

2021 began with a new focus to life.  Janet and Jack became regular visitors to the house, with the fact that Sam knew the role they played in the household, and Paul was scheduled for life-changing surgery.  The sissy would soon have D-cup breasts.  And Kylie was CEO of FRM, a major step-up, but given where she started, Kylie was happy to have finally reached the top.  Life was good.

And then they turned on the TV to see a news report. 

“Where is Iris Duke?” The presenter asked.  “That is what the whole world is asking right now.  According to her agent, she is relaxing with friends, trying to keep healthy and within the rules of the COVID situation.  However, she has hardly been posting on Instagram lately, and fans are getting concerned.  Her agent claims that she is working on a new album, which is due out in the spring of this year, but that doesn’t explain her radio silence, and fans are demanding answers.  One superfan is even offering a reward for her to be found, and on Twitter, the hashtag, findirisduke is trending.”

“Ah shit!” Iris hissed.


Epilogue

FEBRUARY 2021

Paul’s eyes began to come into focus as people in green gowns rushed around him.  He felt himself moving as the nurses moved him into the recovery room.  Everything was a blur.  He knew where he was and why he was there, but he felt sure he only just went under; they couldn’t possibly be done already could they.

“Paula, Paula.” The nurse was saying.  “Eyes open, come on.  Eyes open.  Look at me.”

“Everything okay?” He struggled to say.

“Everything went perfectly.  Just relax and try to stay awake for a few moments.  You can rest again when you get back to your room.”

Paul sighed and immediately felt something.  A tightness around his chest.  There was no pain, at least, not immediately, but his chest felt tight and heavy.  Looking down, he saw it.  A bandaged lump under the sheet.

Eventually, he was led to his room, where he was allowed to rest, and when he awoke, the doctor spoke to him about the surgery, how it went, and what he should expect next.  There was a drain on the side of the breasts which would allow for the fluids to escape.  They would be there for a few days.

The next day, Iris and Kylie came to visit.  Paul’s chest was in quite significant pain overnight, and now it felt like he’d been punched hard in the ribcage. 

“The press are getting antsy.” Iris said.  “I’m gonna need to make a statement.”

“What do you want to do?” Paul asked. “Why don’t you just say you were staying with us for the pandemic so you could focus on your songs?”

Iris and Kylie shared a look.  “Actually Paula,” Kylie began, “we’re thinking it might be better if Iris tells the truth.”

“I don’t want to hide who I am anymore.” Iris explained.  “So I want to tell the world that I’m in a polyamorous relationship with you and Kylie.”

Paul lay back and looked up at the ceiling. It wasn’t that he was upset or angry, but it did mean that he had some explaining to do to his family.  It was something he would need to do anyway at some point.

“Okay.” He agreed.  “However, give me time to speak to my parents and sister before you say anything.”

“Of course.”

“And of course, you’re going to need to talk to your agent and publicist.”

“Urgh.” She groaned.  “Tamara is going to give me shit.”  Her New York based publicist was constantly on her back about how she should present herself.  Iris sighed and sat down in a chair next to the bed.  “This is going to change everything.” She said to no-one in particular, before realising that she was being selfish.  Kylie and Paul had brought her into their personal lives and made her a part of their family.  Now, she was going to be on equal ground with them, as a partner in their lives.  She looked back across at them and smiled, “For the better.”

Iris pulled out her phone and found Tamara’s name in the contact list.  With a nervous smile, she pressed dial and left the room. 

Paul looked over at his gorgeous wife.  Her eyes conveyed a similar message to the one going around his head, and he nodded in response.  It was time.  He picked up his phone and dialled his mother.

“Hello mum.” He said upon hearing her voice.  He wasn’t sure how he was going to convey the message about his gender to her.  He didn’t want to be a woman, that wasn’t what this was about.  He wasn’t going to use the she/her pronouns, not deliberately so anyway.  He accepted his place as a sissy, which meant that he accepted himself as a femboi.  “There’s something I need to talk to you about.” He told her, deciding the best way to explain it to his parents was to say that he was transitioning.

The phone call didn’t last long.  His mother cried, and his dad called him an embarrassment.  They were old, old fashioned, closed minded.  He knew they wouldn’t understand, but it was easier to have this conversation over the phone.

“They’ll come around.” Kylie told him.

“No they won’t.  You know they won’t.” Paul shrugged.  He tried to act like he didn’t care, but he did.  Whilst he knew the outcome to be expected from the get-go.  They would never come around, and that was okay with him; he had come to terms with whom his parents were years ago.

“I’m going to call my parents.” Kylie stated in a moment of solidarity. 

“You don’t need to do that.” Paul whined.

“I do.  I need to do it anyway, so I might as well do it now.” She told him, pulling out her phone.  “Mom, it’s Kylie.  Yes mom, yes mom, everything is fine.  Yes mom.” She rolled her eyes at her husband.  “Mom…mom…mom!  Yes, listen, I have something I need to tell you.  So, erm, remember I told you about Patrick and my affair?  Yes, well, Paul and I have decided to enter into an alternative lifestyle with a friend of ours, well, a woman we deeply love.  And well, Paul is now Paula.” She paused, listening, and then she smiled, “Yes mom, I’m very happy.  Yes, Paula is happy too.  Thank you, mom.  Yes, please.  Hi Dad…”

It was clear to Paul that Kylie’s family was more accepting than his, and he was glad of that; it meant the world to him that Kylie would be happy.

As Kylie continued talking to her parents, Iris walked back into the room, smiling. “So Tamara loves it.  Apparently, this is really in line with the fan dynamic.” She burst out laughing, and then leaned over and kissed Paul on the lips.  “Regardless, I love you and I’m so looking forward to being with you both forever.”

“Me too.” Paul smiled.

“Who’s Kylie talking to?”

“Her dad.  I talked to my parents but they’ve essentially disowned me.”

Iris frowned.  “I’m sorry baby.”

“It’s fine.  It was to be expected.  I’m happy no matter what.”

“How are Kylie’s parents taking it?” Iris asked, nodding towards Kylie.

“They’re fine, but they’re cool parents.”

“Lucky her.” She smiled.  “Listen, there maybe a slight problem.” Paul raised a questioning eyebrow in response.  “So, there is quite the paparazzi gathering outside.  Someone tipped off the press.  I’m not going to be able to make it out of here.”

“Did you tell Tamara?”

“Yes, and she suggests I tell them that I’ll have a statement later.  Build it up, big news, that sort of shit.”

With a sigh, Paul lay back and looked out of the window.  The truth would come out eventually anyway, and her fans were getting desperate.  It made sense for her to come out.  Turning back to her, he said, “Take Kylie and go out and tell them.”

“Are you sure?” Iris asked, her eyes dancing.  It was clear that she was both excited and nervous about finally becoming public with her relationship.  She knew some fans wouldn’t approve, in the same way they didn’t approve when she came out as pansexual, but she was reasonable enough to know that you couldn’t please everybody, one hundred percent of the time.

“I’m sure.  It’s only a matter of time until someone from the hospital outs us anyway.  Let’s get this over and done with.” He smiled, pulling her towards him for a kiss.

Kylie ended her call and listened to the plan.  With a shared kiss, the girls headed outside to make a statement.  Paul turned on the television and looked for a news channel.  After watching for a moment, he realised that none of this was TV newsworthy and would likely be on some sort of entertainment segment.  Instead, he picked up his phone and signed into Twitter to see what was trending.

#irisdukeperv

#polyiris

#mistressiris

#irisdukestrong

“Jesus.” He moaned.  It was clear that parents would not want their kids listening to Iris anymore, but maybe this would be a good thing, a chance to move Iris’ career in a new direction.

Finally, the girls returned, excited and giggly, but the moment Iris checked the internet, her face dropped.  “I guess the world isn’t ready…” She mumbled, scrolling through the phone.

“I have another view.” Paul said.  “How about moving your career in a different direction?”

“How do you mean?” Iris asked, intrigued. 

“Look, I’ve been writing songs for you based on a dynamic which targets a large, young, global audience.  But you’ve grown and are a, erm, sexual woman.  Your audience has grown with you.  Maybe it is time to reconnect with your older audience.”

It was a valid proposition.  Iris had been singing for years and people still associated her with that style of music; but coming out like this could allow her to be connected to her original fans.

“Can you write me a more seductive song?” Iris asked him.

Paul chuckled.  “Are you kidding?  I have a ton in my stockpile.”

Iris chuckled with him and was going to reply, when her phone rang.  “Tamara.” She said, looking at the phone before answering it and stepping away.

“What do you think?” Paul asked his wife.

“I think it’ll all work out.  Your plan is a good one.” Kylie then sighed, sitting on the side of the bed.  “I need to find a boyfriend though, a dominant one, like Patrick.  I… I need to be dominated too.”

“I agree.  I miss seeing you with Patrick.”

“So I can?” She asked, excitement in her eyes.

“Of course.  Honey, you are a free woman.  You aren’t mine, I’m yours.”

“Thank you, baby.”

And as Paul looked into her eyes, he remembered why he fell in love with her in the first place. His life was better than it ever was. He essentially had two wives now, one a pop legend, the other a top marketing businesswoman.  That she would need another man should have concerned Paul, but instead, he was looking forward to what he hoped would be his ever-growing family. These were truly wonderful times, and he wouldn’t change a thing.

THE END
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