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About Cum Quick Shorts

Cum Quick Short books are a new line of less than 10,000 word short stories designed to make you cum quick. Short of time, need a quick femdom or feminisation fix? Accept no substitute.

Note – this book will be found offensive by many. If you find darker themes offensive, please, don’t read it.

Cum Quick Shorts:

	Ruby Ruin 

	Sexuality Swap 

	Taken Sissy 

	Sissy, You’re In My Seat! 

	Creating a Gay Sissy Slut 

	Sylvie’s Sissy 




Prologue

The year was 2003, I remember it well because I was freshly married to Veronika and also getting back into the techno scene, this time not as a DJ but as a promoter. I still wasn’t putting on my own gigs, but rather helping those in the scene secure overseas DJs, and get the right venues. It was around that time that Sylvie popped into my world.

At the time, Sylvie was young, very young, too young to be going to techno parties, but I made sure that the entire clique looked after her, made sure she was safe. At just fifteen, I wondered how she managed to sneak out to attend gigs, but living in the Czech Republic, parents were less stressed about that sort of thing.

Sylvie attended every gig. She came with that youthful energy, with her short black Mikado hair and this likeable attitude, she fit into our techno group well. When I did my first major gig in the second biggest Czech city of Brno, she was the first on the party bus, ready to go.

The thing about Sylvie though, was that aside from being this fun party chick, she was hyperintelligent, and as she got older, she fit better and better into the group.

Then, one day, in 2006, a year after my divorce to my first wife, Sylvie just stopped going to techno gigs, stopped hanging out with us, and we wondered why, but never properly found out for many years.

On my side, I’d gone through a messy and rather bizarre marriage. What started out nice with Veronia, a tall blonde girl who was into clubbing as much as I was, turned into a farce which proved that marrying young was a really bad idea. It was my fault. I introduced her to female domination and BDSM, which she seemed to take to like a duck to water. I loved the fun we had together, and midway through our marriage, I told her I wanted her to cuckold me.

Now, here’s the problem. I was young and naïve, so when she did eventually cuckold me, I was scared. All the thoughts of what might go wrong swirled around my head, until I let them out, confusing Veronika.

Over time, she met a colleague named Pavla, a bisexual girl who was up for anything. She took Veronika under her wing, and I thought that was cool. But then whilst I was out putting on gigs, Veronika and Pavla were out in expat discos trying to pull men. I would come home to cocaine-fuelled orgies, and of course, my fear of rejection took over. It’s funny, but reflecting after all these years, I think had I not freaked out so much, we would’ve had a great marriage. I ruined the marriage with my insecurities.

Things came to a head when I hacked Veronika’s email and found she was fed up with me and was looking to leave, and Pavla was encouraging her to do so. In 2005, married just two years, Veronika called time on our marriage. It served me right, but back then, I was bitter and blamed everyone but myself.

Eventually, I would settle into a rhythm at work and partying took a back seat. I wanted to restart my life, and I did that when I met Sara. From day one, I was honest with Sara, that I had fetishes, that I like sissification, crossdressing, and so on, and she said she didn’t understand it, but didn’t care. She seemed carefree, and I loved that. We would play, occasionally, just between us.

At the beginning of our relationship, we both entered with baggage. Sara had an addiction problem she’d just beaten, and I was dealing with the emotional trauma of believing that eventually, all women would leave me. I wasn’t the nicest guy to Sara, but for some reason, she stuck it out, and I went to see a therapist who helped me a lot.

Sara and I married in 2008, had our first child a year later, our second two years after that. Things were good, but BDSM and Femdom disappeared from our lives, and that made me incredibly sad.

After some nagging, in 2016, Sara tried to cuckold me, but she’d misunderstood the assignment. She slept with a colleague from work, but then informed me I wouldn’t be involved at all. It hurt. I tried to explain my mindset but she said she would never fuck another man in front of me. So, I asked her to stop seeing the guy, which erupted into a huge fight. What became clear was that she had developed feelings for him, and whilst she was willing to stop things, it took time for her to cope with it. I think we couldn’t connect for nearly two years after that.

Things eventually settled down, then COVID hit, which actually was really nice for us because we reconnected as a family, however, our sex life hit rock bottom. It was no longer important to us and that’s how things remained.

Then, in 2022, I received a Facebook invitation. Sylvie was back, and boy had she grown into a gorgeous woman. Honestly, I found myself looking at her photos and saying, “Wow!” Not only that, but she had completed her studies as a lawyer, and her Ph.D., and now she was studying something else. But what stood out was that she was married with kids, and not only that, she’d married some hot-shot Czech businessman.

Now, for clarity at this point, there are different types of Czech businessmen, but the really successful ones usually got there through means which weren’t exactly legal. Many were shady characters. Her husband was one of those.

Then in 2024, I began to see posts from her that suggested her marriage was over. I didn’t know the details, but it didn’t look good. Around the same time, I reconnected with an old DJ friend who was putting on a new type of party in Prague, a more Berlin-kink style technoparty, and she wanted me to attend.

I went to the party at the end of 2024, dressed up in a pink sissy dress I’d bought from China. My wife was out that weekend, so I dressed up, got a professional to do my make-up and went to the party. It was a huge success. I fucking loved being dressed in fetish clothes again. I promised to do it again.

When the next party came along, I was writing with Sylvie on a regular basis about this and that, and I mentioned the party, even sent her a photo of how I went. “I want to go with you this time!” She wrote.

I know I should’ve said no, but I couldn’t. “Of course! That’ll be fun!”

And so it was agreed. We would attend the party, and I would go en-femme. Little did I know what this would start…


One

The party was tamed this time, but I still dressed up. I didn’t put as much effort into it as my wife was home asleep when I prepared, but I still wore a skirt, a corset, and a crop-top. Sylvie arrived in a one-piece jumpsuit, but wrapped around her tight body and her huge visibly enhanced boobs, she looked perfect. I found myself wondering what if? But I kicked myself. I had a wife at home, I couldn’t cheat.

We partied and talked all night about all sorts. She was doing work using light and lasers, and was about to open a clinic, so we had a long chat about that. She then told me about her break-up with her husband. It turned out he was exactly what I expected, a crook, but also a violent arsehole. He beat her regularly.

Then she asked me about my life, so I told her pretty much everything, right down to my disappointment that femdom was no longer part of my life.

“You deserve happiness, and if your marriage is not giving you that, then you need to move on, for both your sakes.” She said.

“It’s not that simple.” I replied. “Everything else sort of works. Yeah, she’s difficult, quick to anger, constantly complaining about things, but I also can’t imagine life without her.”

“Being settled is not the same as happy, Gaz, you need to be happy.”

I knew she was right, but there was also that lingering voice in my head that reminded me that there was an eighty-twenty rule. Going after the missing twenty-percent doesn’t mean you won’t lose the eighty.

“You’re missing one thing.” She said. “The eighty percent is usually made up of friendship, kindness, and being able to talk and appreciate one-another. If the person is a good person, you’ll find that anyway. The twenty percent is what makes you, you. If she doesn’t give you that, then it sounds like you’ve given up trying.”

I felt like crying. She was right, I was lonely in my marriage.

Still, I’m also a bit of a wimp. After the party ended and I said goodbye to Sylvie, I tried to suppress the idea that I should end things with Sara. I didn’t want to be a guy who’d been divorced twice. I didn’t want to disappoint my kids.

By the way, the kids were old enough by this point to recognise happiness too. They saw how their mother treated me, and once my daughter wondered why I stuck around. Yeah, not a great sign, I know.

About a month later, Sylvie wrote to me to say there would be another party and she wanted to go. I asked where and she sent the link. It blew my mind. “Femdom Techno Party.”

“There’s a dresscode.” I noted, looking at the requirement for proper fetish clothing.

“Sure, I have latex dresses.” She wrote back, also sending a winking smiley.

I sat there looking at the message, I knew what I needed to reply, that it wasn’t a good idea to go, but instead, I wrote, “Wanna go then?”

“Only if you go as a proper sissy maid.” She wrote back.

“Deal.” I wrote, my hands trembling over the keyboard as I typed.

The party was in three weeks, and in that time, I needed to come up with an excuse to get out. Thankfully, it wasn’t difficult to say I was going out with friends. So I packed my sissy maid dress into a bag, along with make-up and a wig; then I put my white lingerie on underneath my clothes. Sylvie said I could drive to her place and get changed there.

When I arrived at her apartment, I found that she was already dressed in a pink latex mini-dress, but it had yet to be shined. She handed me the silicone spray and told me to do it. Note the word, told. “Shine me.”

My hands roamed her body, nervously approaching her bosom and slowing down, but she grabbed my hands and forced them up, her brown eyes piercing mine as she forced me to cup and massage her hefty breasts. I felt my cock rise, wishing I’d worn my cage.

Before I knew what was happening, my pants were around my ankles and I was on my back. She hadn’t worn any panties, she simply planted her soaking pussy down on my cock, riding me as she revealed more and more of the lingerie I was wearing.

“You going to be a good little sissy for mommy today?” She asked.

I gulped. “Yes mommy.”

“Good sissy!”

Never in my life did I imagine that I would end up lying on my back in white lace lingerie whilst Sylvie, of all people, rode me. But her pussy felt so good. She was tight, but she moved like sex was the single most important thing in the world. She was wild, noisy, active.

In the best of times, I wasn’t the best at preventing myself from shooting, but somehow, she was able to move in such a way that gave me pleasure but didn’t get me over the line. It felt amazing!

She rode herself to an orgasm, and then to my surprise, she just climbed off me. I lay there, panting, looking up at her as she smirked and pulled my panties up. “It’ll go down in a minute.” She said with a smirk, before slapping my balls and moving away.

For the next half-hour, she helped me dress in the pink satin and white lace dress, fluffing up the petticoat, helping me with my lace gloves so that I didn’t tear them. Then she spent time doing my make-up, putting it on thick, using a guide for drag performers. She wanted me to look like a true sissy, not a woman, a sissy. Then came the blonde wig, which she helped me style.

“I have something for you.” She said, opening a box and pulling out a black leather dog collar. She put it around my neck, and then attached a leash. “You’re mine now.” She said, sinisterly.


Two

This party was far wilder and far busier than I had expected. I saw people who I knew once upon a time, long ago, when I was more active in the BDSM scene. The delight in seeing me was enough to settle my nerves of being out and about as a sissy with someone other than my wife. These were people who understood, they’d never tell.

Sylvie carried a riding crop with her, and whenever I didn’t move fast enough, or well enough, in the four-inch heels, she’d tap me with the whip. At the event though, she was taking the role of domina seriously, to the point where I had to ask where it had come from.

“After we spoke, I looked into it.” She explained. “I realised I liked it, so I thought, why not? But I’m a horny girl, so if you’re my slave, then it’s for everything, sex included.” Honestly, the sex made me feel guiltier than anything else, but at the same time, she was the Mistress.

We danced a bit, watched some other people play, so Mistresses whip their subs, and that was when Sylvie said she wanted to get involved too. Pulling me to a set of stocks, she was helped to bolt me in place with another Mistress, before then asking the dominatrix how best to whip me with a crop.

“Do you have a safe word?” The dominatrix asked.

“No.” Replied Sylvie.

“Stiltskin.” I said quickly.

“Oh, okay. Then yes.” Sylvie said.

For the next ten minutes, the two women tried different ways of beating me with the crop. I was left a sobbing wreck, but not once did I use my safe word.

“Can I fuck him?” The dominatrix asked, and Sylvie gave her a confused look, until the brunette domina reached down and picked up a strap-on dildo from a bag. “I’ll use a condom because I want to use this on more men tonight.”

“Oh, sure! I wanna see him get pegged.” Sang Sylvie.

I’d been pegged lots of times. Hell, I loved getting pegged, so I really didn’t mind. However, it had been years since the last time, and when the girl pushed inside me, I did let out a rather unexpected yelp of pain. However, by the time she found the rhythm, Sylvie stood watching with glee. Eventually, it became too much for her.

“You like that, slut? Getting fucked up the ass like a gay slut?” She said right into my face as she raised her latex dress. Then she pulled my face into her smooth pussy and I licked for dear life.

She took hardly any time at all to cum, and when she did, the other domina asked if Sylvie wanted to take over. Stating she’d never pegged a man before, Sylvie ran over to my backside, as the domina unclipped herself, leaving the dildo wedged deep inside me. Sylvie moved into place as the domina clipped her in and adjusted the straps.

Sylvie wasted no time. She went at me like a girl gone wild, shoving the cock in and out of me at a ferocious pace. I was panting, moaning, desperate for more, harder, deeper, and Sylvie happily obliged.

“I need to get one of these.” She laughed, riding me like a cowgirl.

That night was a first for her in many aspects. Another dominatrix taught her the value of urinating into her slave’s mouth. That whilst it seemed dirty, it really wasn’t, and was the ideal powerplay.

But eventually, even she got tired and we sat down with our drink and talked. “How did you enjoy it?” She asked me.

“Amazing! The best night I’ve had for many, many years.” I replied. “How about you? This is all new for you.”

“I love it. It’s kinky, it’s wrong, but that’s what makes it so much fun. I want to do this with you again.” She looked right at me. “I want to do more with you.”

I held her, then we kissed. Probably the kissing was the worst part of the night for me, psychologically, because it made me very confused. I wanted to kiss her, don’t get me wrong, but I didn’t like feeling like a traitor. I’d never cheated in my life, never, and here I was, going full in.

We ended up leaving at around three, going back to her place so I could change. She suggested I leave my sissy things there, so that I could change or use them whenever I needed, so I did.

When I had the dress off, she pushed me onto the bed and then lowered her mouth to my cock, sucking it back to life. I stared at this gorgeous woman, now with long hair bleached platinum blonde, almost silver actually, and wondered how I had gotten so lucky.

Once I was fully erect, she rode me again, and like before, she knew how to edge me to keep me from climaxing. She managed to squeeze three orgasms from me, before finally, she allowed me to cum. But, embracing the dominant role, she wasn’t satisfied leaving my cum inside her. No, she climbed up me, and sat her pussy down on my mouth and told me to lick, and I did so happily.

“You’ll be mine, one day, sissy. You will be my sissy.” She said, her eyes staring down at me sinisterly. “I’ll make it happen.”

I took her comment for what it was, a warning. I’d opened Pandora’s box, I just hoped I knew how to close it again.


Three

I didn’t see Sylvie for another month after that, but we did write to one-another. Nothing sexual, just memes, jokes or interesting science articles. Then one day, I happened to mention that my wife was going out of the country on business for a week and that my kids were going to their grandparents. Maybe in my head, I wanted her to ask what she asked, but I hadn’t planned it.

“So you will be my sissy slave for the week?” She wrote.

“Erm, not sure I can do the whole week. And I have work…”

“Sorry…it wasn’t a question. You will be my sissy slave for the week.”

I gulped and felt my cock rise. “Yes Mistress.”

“Bring more lingerie and dresses.”

I only had two more sissy dresses, so I packed both, along with lingerie for each day of the week. When I arrived at her place, she was in true dominatrix mode, wearing a black vegan-leather mini-skirt and matching lace-up corset-bra, wielding the crop. I was ordered to my knees and told to kiss her feet, which I did, and then she climbed on my back and rode me to the bedroom.

“Strip!”

As I dropped my male clothes, revealing pink lacy lingerie, she opened a box and pulled out a large strap-on dildo. It was a recent purchase in preparation for my visit. She strapped it on, but didn’t make me get onto the bed. Instead, she did my make-up and then put the wig on me, and only then did she tell me to get down on my knees and suck her cock.

Her eyes remained glued to mine, a cheeky wide-eyed grin that told me just how much this kinky escapade was turning her on. She moved her hips, trying to force me to deep-throat the fake cock, getting turned on further when I choked and tears appeared in my eyes.

“I could get used to this.” She giggled. But at the same time, she was looking forward to using that dildo elsewhere, and so I was ordered onto the bed for my first arse-rape of the week.

She used a lot of lubricant, thankfully, because she didn’t spare me anything else. Sylvie was an exercise freak, so she could move like nobody I’d ever seen. Her thrusts were fast, deep and hard, and she snarled as she used me. “Yeah, take that fucking cock, bitch!” God, she was the perfect dominatrix, a duck to water, I knew I’d never see her any other way anymore.

After several minutes, she flipped me on my back, my legs in the air as she slammed into me again. Her hand found my cock, rubbing it until I was close to climax, then letting go. She did this over and over, until the cock in my arse did its job and I came without her touch.

Once I was cleaned up, I dressed for duty, putting on the pink dress, and she got out a set of cleaning supplies and told me what she wanted doing. She was serious. I was there as her servant, her maid, her slave. That week, when I wasn’t being fucked, or fucking her, which we did a lot every single night, I was cleaning, cooking, or massaging. But not once did she let up the role; she was strict with me, making sure to check my work, and if it wasn’t up to standard, she now possessed several whips, crops, and paddles to punish me with.

The other thing that took her interest was bondage, and she used the opportunity with me there to learn how to tie ropes. By the end of the week, she was an expert in tying me up.

One thing I hadn’t noticed was just how often she was taking pictures and videos of me trotting around. The whole week, she was keeping a record of me, of how I looked, how I worked, and later, I found out, of how well I performed in bed. Yes, she recorded us having sex.

The week was amazing, but like all good things, it needed to come to an end. But on the final day, Sylvie sat me down and asked what I planned to do about Sara. I didn’t really understand, I didn’t plan to do anything.

“I want us to do this together. Permanently.” She told me.

“You want me to be your sissy slave?” I asked, surprised. “Won’t you want a proper boyfriend or husband?”

“No. I want you. Look, I’ve tried the normal husband and he turned out to be an asshole. I tried this with you and I love it. Can we have a normal life too? Sure, if you want, but I want to be a Mistress. Your Mistress.”

I didn’t want to say no. I didn’t want to close the door on her. So I did the easiest thing that came to mind. “Can I have some time to consider it?”

She shrugged. “Of course, but I can make you happy. You make me happy already. So why can’t we be happy together.”

I left her place with my mind in a twist. She was right, she did make me happy, and I did want this, but could I really give up everything to become a sissy?

A couple of days later, I wrote to Sylvie because I had a thought. “When you say your full-time sissy, do you mean in private, or public?”

She took a while to write back, but then she said, “If we’re going to do this, then we should own it. I’m not going to hide away our reality. If you become my sissy, that means in public too. I’m not embarrassed, and you shouldn’t be either.”

My cock jolted in excitement. This woman would out me to the world, would make me the sissy slave I wanted to be, and yet, the weight of her words were too much.

At home, things were, well, okay. Sara and I didn’t really fight anymore, and we were still great conversationalists, but that was it. We kissed each other good night and slept, we rarely made love, and when we did, I needed a pill to get me up. I thought I had erectile dysfunction, but with Sylvie, I was hard as a rock. I don’t think that was because I preferred one woman over the other, but because Sylvie was allowing the real me out.

I needed to give this some thought, it was not an easy decision.


Four

I found opportunity to visit Sylvie once a week, usually an evening, sometimes during the day. She would dress me, use me to clean the apartment, then we would play if I did a good job. If not, she’d punish me. At first, she was careful with the punishments, making sure not to leave a scar or mark, but after some time, she began to clearly get impatient with my decision-making, and that was when I began to return home with visible marks on my buttocks and legs. It became so bad, I needed to wear pyjamas to bed.

Then one day, I received a message. “Me and the girls are having a girl’s night in, and I told them about you. We agreed, you’d make a good serving girl, so make sure you are here Saturday night.”

I couldn’t do it. Sara had plans for Saturday night and I had no idea how to get out of them. I wrote back, telling Sylvie I couldn’t do it. She became very angry.

“I have photos of you, and we still have mutual friends. It would be bad if I had to show them.” She said.

My cock sprung to action. Blackmail was my pet fetish, and this was exactly that, but at the same time, it scared me. I needed to find a way out of the thing with my wife.

The thing with my wife was a visit to her mother’s house in another city. Normally, she was quite insistent on me attending her mother’s events, but this time, I told her I was just too stressed and tired from work, and begged her to let me skip it. To my relief, she said she understood and let me out of my obligations. I let Sylvie know I was coming and she confirmed that she wouldn’t share the photos.

As I pranced around in my purple polka-dot sissy maid dress, trotting in the high-heels, it became apparent that nothing overtly sexual would be happening that evening. I was literally there to serve Sylvie’s friends. But it was all a turn-on none the less.

Sylvie made sure that her friends treated me exactly as I was meant to be treated. There was no please and thank you, it was, “Sissy! Get me a glass of wine, now!” Or, “Sissy! Massage my feet!” Or even, “Footstool! Now!” I loved it. I loved being kept on the go, bullied and pushed around by these four pretty women.

Things only began to get a little sexual towards the end of the night, and that was when Sylvie gave the girls the chance to try out whipping a sissy. Yes, I was thoroughly thrashed by these sexy vixens, but I didn’t mind. It all just meant that I’d be in pyjamas again.

I spent the night with Sylvie, of course, and we made love several times. It was so odd for me that this gorgeous woman encouraged me to wear the girliest nighties to bed, then wanted to fuck me; but when I wore the occasional nightie to be with Sara, she looked at me with contempt and disgust.

“When you threatened me, it turned me on.” I admitted to Sylvie.

“It turned me on too, but then I regretted it.” She admitted. “I shouldn’t force you, you need to make your own decisions.”

“Shame.” I said.

“Why?”

“Blackmail’s hot.” I laughed, but she didn’t laugh back. She just stared at me and smiled with that knowing sexy smirk.

“I have so much on video and photo that I could destroy your marriage, if I wanted.” She told me, not blinking. “And I will, if you don’t come here regularly as my maid.”

“Yes Mistress!” I gasped, feeling blood engorging my cock again.

She pounced on me, using the opportunity to get more dick. As she rode me, she continued what she had to say. “Maybe one day I’ll just send it all to your wife anyway. Then you’ll have to move in with me. You’ll have to be my slave. Would you like that? Hmm? To be my permanent slave? Of course, no half-measures, that means you would need to come out as a sissy to everyone, your friends, your parents.”

This time, no amount of edging could stop me. I unloaded inside her, but she just giggled and then plonked her pussy on my mouth and told me to eat up.

That night, she pegged me twice more, then pissed in my mouth in the bathroom before we slept, holding each other like long lost lovers.

Sylvie haunted my dreams, she was everything I wanted in a partner, and yet I felt some sort of duty to my wife. Sure, I wasn’t happy, but she wasn’t a bad person. She was a little selfish, sure, and she had few friends because she talked more about herself than listened to others, and she had this habit of ignoring me when I got sick, or dismissing me of being a whiner, even when I ended up in hospital…

Okay, my wife pissed me off more often than not, but after all those years, I’d learned to swallow it. I had tried to get her into therapy, it had helped me, but she refused, stating she didn’t need it.

So now I had this opportunity, this chance to be happy, but something held me back. I guessed it was the kids, but in truth, it was fear of the unknown. I had wanted the sissy lifestyle, I’d wanted a play partner, someone who was kinky too, but then nightmares from my first marriage flooded my brain and I wondered, what if that would happen again?

The other problem was age. I was in my mid-forties, I was getting older and didn’t have the luxury of swapping and changing partners. I didn’t want to grow old and find myself alone.

The next morning, as I was about to leave, Sylvie stopped me and gave me a long hug and a kiss. Then she said, “One day, if you don’t give me an honest answer, I promise you, I will send her the evidence. If you tell me you want to end things and don’t want me, fine, I won’t ruin your marriage, but don’t string me along. Either make a decision, or I’ll make it for you. Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. Be here Wednesday to clean. You’re my maid now, I expect you to be here every week.”

“Yes Mistress.”

I’d be there every week, yes, but I still couldn’t make a decision. Or maybe, now, I wanted her to make it for me.


Five

For the next couple of weeks, I popped over to see her regularly, working as a maid for her. Then came the opportunity for another techno-kink party and I was able to go, which ended with me going back to her place to fuck. Things were going well, but still, I hadn’t made a decision and inside, Sylvie was getting tired of being the other woman.

What I hadn’t realised during all this time, Sylvie was so into this new lifestyle, that she was spending a lot of time reading femdom porn, and it was giving her ideas. And as mentioned before, she was also getting very good at bondage ropes.

When one evening she tied me up and gagged me, I thought it was to fuck me with the strap-on, but she had completely different plans. She approached me with a silver tray, and on it were sterile needles, ice, and gold studs. My eyes widened. After disinfecting my earlobe, I felt her press the ice there. I panicked, trying to move, trying to say my stop word, but it was no use. Before I knew it, she had pierced the first ear and was moving on to the next.

“How am I going to explain this?” I cried out when she released me.

“Not my problem.” She shrugged. “You’re my sissy now, and my sissy has pierced ears.”

I couldn’t believe it. This was a nightmare, there was no way to explain this to Sara.

When I got home that night, Sara was already asleep. She thought I’d been out with friends, so I had all night to come up with an excuse.

The next morning, I deliberately got up late and pretended to be hungover. When Sara saw me, she laughed at how awful I looked, when in fact, I’d spent time in the bathroom messing my hair and making myself look bad. Then she saw the studs and laughed again.

“Jesus, how drunk did you get?” She squealed with laughter.

I played dumb. “Why? What happened?” I asked.

“Go look in the mirror.”

I walked to a mirror and feigned shock. “Holy shit! How did that happen?”

“Yeah, I think you should watch how much you drink next time.”

Thankfully, when I left the studs in, she didn’t say anything. If she brought it up, I prepared a plan to say that I didn’t want scars, but thankfully, I think she took it as, what’s done is done.

When Sylvie realised that I’d gotten away with it, she doubled down. Again, she tied me up, and again, I should’ve known, or rather, should have fought her off, but inside me, I had accepted her as my Mistress, as the person I shouldn’t dare argue with. I served her, that was just a fact.

The next piercings she did were my nipples. That was easier to deal with because I could wear t-shirts and Sara and I rarely had sex, and if we did, I could fuck her from behind.

So, the next time, Sylvie gave me a helix piercing, placing a ring in my right ear. When my wife saw that, I shrugged and said it was my idea. “I kind of liked the piercings I have, and thought, why not?”

Sylvie wasn’t happy. She decided she needed a better plan, and this time, she felt sure she had one.

A friend of hers was a tattoo artist. Instead of getting changed into a sissy dress, she took me to the tattoo artist and paid for me to have a tattoo placed on my life bicep. One word. Sissy. Again, not a big deal, I could wear a t-shirt, but this was permanent, and with everything else, if my wife saw it, I’d be done-for, she was certain.

Once more, another party came about, and I was taken out on a leash to the event. However, instead of just going to the party, Sylvie decided she wanted to go for a drink somewhere first. I was in a shiny pink and white-dotted flared sissy dress, complete with massive petticoat, I looked ridiculous, and to top it off, she’d made me up like a drag queen, and there we were, in a normal pub getting drinks, with everyone staring at me.

Then, we absolutely had to go for a walk, with me walking behind on the leash. She was showing me off, but there was more to it, I think she was looking for reasons for me to get outed without actually her outing me.

These walks weren’t just reserved for party night though. No. On the Wednesday when I was meant to be working from the office, but really I was at Sylvie’s place, she began walking me to the shop, taking the tram, taking the underground during the day. And her plan seemed to be gaining traction, because all of a sudden, I began to notice people laughing and recording me. My days were numbered, I knew that now.

One day, I was working from home when I decided to try to see if I could find myself online. I tried all sorts of keywords in Czech and English, until finally, I managed to find a video taken on the metro of me sat there, fully made up, in a pink chiffon and satin maid’s dress, with Sylvie next to me. The arm on the dress was so short, you could see my tattoo, Sissy.

The one saving grace from the video was that under that make-up, it wasn’t totally visible that it was definitely me. I could see it, obviously, and I suspected my wife would be able to tell, but others would have a harder time, which meant the likelihood of it being shared with my wife was lower.

I couldn’t bury my head in the sand though, I knew the truth would come out sooner or later.


Six

As I stressed over my impending doom, I decided I needed to make a decision on one thing. Do I continue things with Sylvie and see where they go, knowing that one day my marriage will end, or do I end things with her and save myself? I could get the tattoo removed, and the piercings would come out, but did I want to?

“Honey?” I asked Sara one evening. “Do you think we’ll ever do any of the femdom things I like ever again?”

“Maybe.” She shrugged. “Once in a while we can play.”

“But never, like, really incorporate it into our lifestyle?”

She didn’t even look up from her phone. “No.”

Like it or not, my BDSM needs would never be met by my wife, no matter how much she said she would at the beginning of the relationship. That hurt, but at the same time, I wondered if I was being selfish.

I discussed that with Sylvie and she was very direct. “You told her what you like. She told you she would do it, then after marriage, she refused. Sounds like a her problem. If she had said that she wasn’t interested at all, then you probably wouldn’t have dated her. That’s not fair by her. She trapped you.”

She was right. Looking at it that way, she had essentially tricked me into a vanilla relationship when I wanted a kink one.

I resolved to continue my relationship with Sylvie, and on top of that, I felt moments of rebellion against my wife. I began pushing back on requests by her, or asking why when she asked me to do something she could easily do herself. Perhaps I was readying myself for the out, or maybe I was gaining my confidence back.

My walks with Sylvie became a regular thing, but not only that, I began to notice that my dress collection was growing at her place. She was buying sissy clothes she wanted to see me in, and these were incredibly girlie.

Then one day, out of the blue, an old techno friend of mine, Jana, pinged me a photo. It was me in a sissy dress, one taken at Sylvie’s place. “See you’re dressing again! Cool!” It all meant one thing, Sylvie was outing me.

My cock got hard.

Over the next couple of days, more old friends began writing, sharing that Sylvie had sent them photos, but the more people wrote, the more I realised that it was only a matter of time before people who knew my wife well would receive the photos.

Another change Sylvie introduced were buttplugs and chastity. Yes, I had chastity devices I’d bought for myself, and Sylvie had ordered me to bring them, but now she held the keys and there was no way for me to have sex with my wife. Sure, that was really rare anyway, but it meant I’d have to always have a plan to say no, if a miracle happened and Sara instigated. But the buttplugs were a chore.

Sylvie demanded I wear them permanently. That meant that I had to wash them and push them back in. At the beginning, they were small, it was easy, but then Sylvie began to introduce bigger ones. After a few weeks, I was able to fit ones which were so big, they looked like a small fist. That made my arse look bigger, but it also made me walk funny. My wife finally noticed and I needed to come clean.

“I’m wearing buttplugs.” I said.

“Why?” She asked, curiously.

“Haemorrhoids.” I said blankly.

“What?” She asked, screwing up her face.

“Apparently, wearing them prevents haemorrhoids.”

She stared at me for a long few moments to check if I was completely sane, then shook her head and walked away. I’d gotten away with it, just. Or so I thought, because then she stopped and said, “I’ve been meaning to ask. When did you get your nipples pierced?”

Fuck! She must’ve seen it through the clothes. “Erm, a while ago.”

“What’s going on?” She asked firmly.

“Nothing.” I mumbled, but then I found my confidence and said, “You don’t want to sissify me, so I’m doing it to myself.”

She snorted. “So you’re turning trans?”

“No. I’m just a sissy.”

“Grow up.” She said, and walked away.

For now, it seemed I was getting away with things, but I knew that wouldn’t last. I knew the sensible thing to do would be to end my marriage, but by this point, Sylvie’s little games were actually exciting me; playing with fire was burning me, sure, but it seemed I liked the pain.

The downfall began the following weekend. The wife and I were out shopping in a mall when a woman stopped and said hi to me. I stared blankly at the woman, until I realised who it was. It was one of Sylvie’s friends, one who was there when I was serving in my dress. She hadn’t seen me with Sara.

“Hi! How are you? Surprised to see you in male clothes!” She gushed, but then Sara stepped over.

“Excuse me?” Sara asked. Immediately, the woman realised what had happened. I needed to make an excuse and fast.

“Erm, this is…” I didn’t remember her name.

“Katka.” The woman said.

“Katka. She was at a party where I was dressed up once.”

The woman, knowing she’d stepped in major doo-doo, said it was great to see me, and then nervously shuffled off, but my wife was not happy. In the end, we ended up in a huge argument.

“I want your sissy stuff gone.” She seethed. “No more knickers. No more stockings. No more embarrassing me.”

That was going to be a problem, because Sylvie demanded a picture every day of me in lingerie.


Epilogue

I continued to wear the knickers and stockings, regardless of my wife’s warning, and thankfully, she seemed to just accept it. Her warning carried no weight, after all, what could she do? But my mistake was telling Sylvie all about that event, and suddenly, Sylvie demanded I begin wearing bras, and they would be more difficult to hide.

If I thought I could get away with putting one on in the morning and then taking it off after sending a photo, then I was mistaken, as Sylvie instigated a timer system. She would randomly text demanding a picture, and I had a timer to send it, otherwise, she’d begin sending more photos to people.

But there was another concern Sylvie had, and that was the photos were too basic. She didn’t really want to put herself in the pictures just yet for fear that Sara would go insane and want to kill her, so she needed something else, and for that, she needed a friend.

It turned out that the friend was a gay guy called Michal. He was short, very muscular and whilst his cock was not exceptionally long, it was very fat. How did I know that? Because I was to put on a show for Sylvie, whilst in my sissy dress. I sucked Michal’s cock, then she filmed me as he pounded my arsehole bareback. She had the evidence she needed to make me out to be a gay sissy, if she wanted.

The bras stayed on, but what began as simple bralettes which could be confused for vests, began being proper cupped bras, and that was the point Sara stepped in. She screamed at me, called me all the names under the sun, and then set an ultimatum, it was the bras or her.

I ignored her. The bras stayed on and she didn’t go anywhere. For a week after, she would look, sigh and then said nothing. I’d called her bluff. But it did make me wonder, at what point would she say enough is enough?

That made Sylvie wonder too, and suddenly, I found myself in possession of lacy cami-tops. She began to order me to wear them under my t-shirts, but still, Sara said nothing.

By now, I was in a constant state of fear. I didn’t know what was coming next. Sure, I was turned on, but at what point did I say enough was enough?

Sylvie began demanding I visit more often, so I convinced my wife that I was going to the office twice a week. Then Sylvie found out that Sara was in her office on the days I was home, which gave her an idea.

The day Sylvie showed up on my doorstep was the day I knew that my time in that house was coming to an end. I wondered if it wasn’t a little insane for my lover to show up like that, but so addicted was I to the domination she provided, I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. If anything, it turned me on more.

She made me dress up in my own home, parading myself, but over time, I began to notice things. My male clothes began disappearing, replaced by female versions. Work trousers were replaced by female cut pants, side and rear zips, thinner material. Shirts began being replaced by blouses. I knew what was happening, Sylvie was backing me into a corner.

Then my t-shirts changed, replaced by vibrant colours with text and pictures of Hello Kitty, or Gay Pride, or Tranny Princess, and so on. It reached a point where I had nothing else to put on.

Sara stood there and looked at me in the pink trousers and pink t-shirt, and then she saw the tattoo. The girlie t-shirt had shorter sleeves.

I was out of the door faster than you could say “Get out.” Sara didn’t want me around. So, I called Sylvie and I told her that I’d been kicked out. Of course, she told me to come over.

It was as I was approaching Sylvie’s place that Sara called me, screaming about some photos and videos she’d received. Sylvie had outed me to my wife, reassuring that I couldn’t fix my marriage.

When I arrived, Sylvie had already changed into a leather mini-dress, and she was stood there holding a whip, and wearing the strap-on. “Welcome to your new life.” She told me.

I was made to change and then put to work immediately. I cleaned the whole apartment, but she made me use my tongue to clean the toilet seat, which honestly, seemed cleaned very recently.

Of course, she found problems with my cleaning, which resulted in her whipping me senseless, and this time, she didn’t hold back, but I didn’t want to. She could do whatever she wanted to me. I was her slave, I was her sissy now.

After that, she pegged me, then we made love, before she dressed me in a sissy dress and took me to dinner. It felt odd, sat in that restaurant with everyone looking at me in the prissy dress, but if she was uncomfortable, then she didn’t show it. “Don’t you feel weird?” I asked her.

“No. I don’t care what these people think. I don’t care what anyone thinks.” She shrugged. “After what my husband did to me, I want a kind man who will treat me like a queen. If that means I have to dress you up like a little girl to get that, then I’ll take it. They’re just clothes, and this is just fun.”

“But can you put up with this fun every day?”

“I don’t care about the clothes, babe. I love you for you. You’re kind, you’re sweet, and you’re kinky. The sex is good, so I don’t care. And besides, you like when your partners cheat, right?” She grinned. “If I want a real man, I can just go fuck one.”

My skin buzzed with excitement. “Yes Mistress Sylvie.” I grinned.

Eventually, her divorce came through, and mine began. Mine became public and messy, and unfortunately, my family was not on my side; but Sylvie taught me one thing, in order to be happy, you have to be yourself. I’m a sissy slave. I love dominant women. I love being bullied by dominant women, and Sylvie gave me that.

When Sylvie and I next went to a techno party, I had a new word above my tattoo; Sylvie’s. Now my tattoo said, Sylvie’s Sissy, because that was what I was.

THE END
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