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February

Dear Sissy Maid Monthly,

I thought that my husband and I had a happy marriage, but after seven years it seemed that things had got a little stale. I even thought he might have been having an affair, which would have just about crushed me. David was always a little bit on the chubby side, but recently he had started going to the gym, which raised my suspicions – and when I found a receipt in his suit pocket for an expensive set of lingerie (especially given that he never, ever gave me expensive gifts) I knew I had no choice but to confront him.

He broke down practically in tears right then and there, and said that he couldn’t carry on lying to me anymore. That was when he showed me a copy of your magazine—or should I say, all the copies of your magazine! He had issues going back for years, almost as long as we’d been married, right through to Issue One. I couldn’t believe my eyes as I saw how feminine the girls on the covers looked, and how dainty they were in their various poses: everything from curtseying to serving drinks, and more besides.

David was very apologetic for keeping his little secret to himself, but even though he loved reading about all the naughty things your lucky readers get up to, he never felt like that was something he could have for himself. He said that he thought as soon as I discovered what he liked to do when he was all alone that I’d insist on getting a divorce. I asked him if that was what he wanted, and he was very insistent that he didn’t – but it was all a little too much for me to take. I told him I needed some time alone for the night, to think things over, and asked him to sleep on the couch.

I couldn’t sleep, though. I spent hours tossing and turning, thinking about everything he’d told me, but then I couldn’t take it anymore: I went to the lockbox where he kept the back issues of your magazine, and read as many as I could find. The pictures and stories were shocking at first – I had a very strict religious upbringing, and even though I wasn’t quite so puritan in my beliefs anymore I found it hard to believe that real people actually did those kinds of things – but the more I read the more I realised how hot it was. By the time the sun came up and I realised I hadn’t slept, I had made my mind up.

I wanted a sissy maid of my very own.

I called David up from downstairs, and he looked more bashful than I’d ever seen him. I’m sure he thought I was going to tell him to pack his bags and leave, but he seemed confused when I told him to go to the bathroom and not to come out until he was completely hairless.

‘Why?’ he said.

‘Because if you’re going to dress up for me, you’re going to do it properly,’ I replied. ‘That means no stray hairs poking through your stockings, and none creeping around the sides of your little panties. I want every last hair gone from the neck down, plus you’re going to get rid of all your stubble from last night too – or I’m going to take a pair of tweezers and do it for you. Understood?’

I wasn’t sure where any of that came from, exactly, but seeing him look so pathetic and meek in front of me just made me feel so confident. I knew he needed a firm hand to push him into the fantasies that he had been resisting for so long – but I still couldn’t help but be a little bit surprised when he came back twenty minutes later completely smooth!

I ran my hands all over his body. I always thought I had liked the rugged, masculine look, but I didn’t know what I had been missing out on. My loving husband had transformed himself from a hairy schlub to a toned figure of a man. All that time at the gym had really been paying off.

‘I want to see everything,’ I said, and he blushed as I made him fetch the lingerie he had bought for himself and lay it out on the bed. He looked so embarrassed as I told him how pretty it looked, and teased him about how it was something no real man would wear – that he must have been a real pervert to get off on the idea of dressing up as a woman for fun. The more I berated him, though, the harder his cock got, which just amused me more. David had never had what you’d call a particularly big penis, but his four inches was standing out about as hard as I had ever seen it.

And all this before he even had a stitch on him!

That didn’t last long, though. I watched with amusement as he slipped on a pair of black lace panties that were plainly designed for a woman. His cock immediately left a sticky wet patch on the front, but I didn’t let that stop me – in fact, seeing the snail trail of his precome and how aroused this was making him just made me even more enthusiastic about it. By the time he slipped his stockings up his legs, I was dripping wet with excitement – and then when he fastened up the corset, giving him a slight hourglass figure, I thought I was going to burst! Still, he wasn’t perfect: his seams were crooked, and the corset was a little too loose for my liking. I made him turn around so I could tighten it up properly. The poor thing had never been properly dressed before, but as I pulled the cords hard and cinched his waist he let out a huge moan. At first I thought it was in pain – after all, I was pulling it tight enough that I might as well have been trying to cut him in half – but imagine my surprise when I saw it was arousal! His little dick was standing at full mast, crying out for attention.

That was all I needed. I pushed my new little sissy onto the bed and held his wrists down against the mattress as I rode his cock. I was never usually the dominant partner in our relationship, and I never went on top, but seeing him as my pretty little girl just made me eager to use him. I needed his cock in my wet cunt, and as I thought about how much power I had over him I couldn’t help but call him names the whole time.

Sissy. Slut. Whore.

Every time I degraded him and told him how pathetic and pretty and feminine he looked, he let out another moan of pleasure, until he couldn’t take it anymore. We came pretty much simultaneously for the first time in years as he filled me with his seed.

We spent the whole weekend like that, with David all dressed up in his lingerie, fetching me whatever it was I wanted and the rest of the time just kneeling at my side. It was so wonderful to have his complete devotion after feeling distant from him for weeks. I’m just glad things are back to… well, not exactly normal, but somehow even better in ways I could never have expected.

So thank you, Sissy Maid Monthly! Without you, David would never have realised his true place in life, and I wouldn’t have put a fresh spark in our relationship. We’ve already renewed his subscription – but this time, I’ll make sure I read them first!

Yours,

Kate M.


April

Dear Sissy Maid Monthly,

Thank you so much for publishing my letter in your February issue. My sub David got such a rush from seeing his name in print like that, and knowing that every one of your readers could tell what a sissy slut he really is. Hopefully you’ll publish this one too so I can show him how popular his girl-self really is!

Things definitely changed for us after the first time I made him dress in lingerie for me. Once I’d seen how pretty a girl he made, I knew there was no going back – but I knew that one outfit wasn’t going to be enough. He started to seem a little reluctant after that first weekend, though – almost as though he thought I was moving too fast, and that he needed to do things on his own terms again without me pushing for them – and so I had to hatch a plan. After a little shopping trip, I told him that we could have one more weekend with him all dressed up for me, and then I’d let him decide if it ever happened again. He might have been shocked that I gave in so easily, but when he saw the pretty French maid’s outfit I laid out for him on our bed I could see his little cock get hard at the thought of what was coming.

It wasn’t long before he was all dressed up for me, and I could see the natural submissiveness spreading itself across his face. His new outfit really suited him. The expensive silk stockings caressed his perfectly shaven calves, and the skirt of the dress came down just low enough that when I made him bend over I could see the bottom of his ass. His whole posture was made even sweeter once I got him into a pair of black patent leather heels I had ordered especially because of how feminine I knew they’d make him look. David had always been several inches shorter than me, but now for the first time in our relationship he was able to look me in the eye – or at least, he would have if he hadn’t been too embarrassed! I had even bought some realistic breast forms from your catalogue, and I used the special glue you provided to fix them to his chest. Any complaints he had had about things moving too fast seemed to have completely disappeared.

But I wasn’t finished yet. I knew he’d never got as far as using make up – always too afraid he’d leave some slight residue he wouldn’t be able to explain away – but that was going to change. I told him to sit at my dressing table, where I revealed the second of my new purchases: a complete make up kit, just for him. I spent the next hour or so trying out various things, making him look perfect for me. I eventually settled on a rich red lipstick, dark and smoky eye shadow and a soft powdering of rouge, to keep him looking ever-so-slightly flustered no matter what I did. Once that was done – and after I’d made him thank me for making him look so pretty, of course – I turned my attention to his nails. Rather than the soft pink I had initially planned, I went with a bright scarlet. It was so vibrant that it would be impossible for him to ignore as he went about his chores.

Finally, I topped off the whole thing with his last gift from me: an expensive blonde wig. With that, his transformation was complete. Where once my husband had sat, all I could see now was a beautiful blonde woman who could have passed in any situation, as long as you didn’t look too hard. ‘What do you think?’ I asked him, but he was too shy to answer. He just mumbled something about how he looked like a real woman, and that was when I knew I was doing the right thing.

I told him that in order to really try out his new look, we might like to try spicing things up a little further. We’d never done much in the way of bondage before, but we did own two pairs of handcuffs, and it didn’t take me long to persuade him to get on the bed with his arms at either corner. With a couple of quick ratchets, he was tied securely.

Only then did I pull out my phone and start snapping pictures.

‘What are you doing?’ he bellowed as soon as he noticed what I was up to, but I ignored him until I had all the photographs I wanted.

‘Just getting a little insurance,’ I said. ‘This might have been your fantasy to start with, but it’s my fantasy now – and that means that I’m the one who gets to decide when it ends, not you. These photos should make sure that you’re much more compliant in future – unless you want all of your friends at work to see them, of course?’

David worked a respectable job as a business consultant. It was a job he hated, but it gave us a decent investment portfolio and I was sure he wouldn’t want to be made a laughing stock in the industry.

He begged and pleaded, of course, but eventually he admitted that the idea of being helpless and under my control really turned him on. I could definitely tell, based on the four hard inches tenting his new maid outfit, but seeing him dressed as my slutty little girl made it very hard for me to see him as a man. Whereas before I might have taken the opportunity to ride his cock to what was only ever a half-hearted orgasm, now I had no interest in it.

His pretty sissy mouth, on the other hand…

I must have spent hours sitting on his face, using my thighs to cut off his air supply until he licked me just right. At first, he was sloppy – he had never learned how to please a woman properly, which was really my fault for not teaching him earlier – but I had no plans to give up. I told him that I was going to use his mouth to get seven orgasms before I let him go, one for each year of our marriage – which was more sexual pleasure than I’d got from him in the past year combined, before we started our little sissification experiment.

By the time I was finished with him, his makeup was smeared all over his face and my juices covered his cheeks, but I felt so much closer to him than I ever had before. We both agreed right then and there that I should train him up to be my perfect little sissy maid, just like the lucky girls in your magazine.

Of course, I decided to save the photographs so I had a way to keep him in line – but using the training advice I read in your letters pages he’s quickly becoming a perfect submissive girl.

Thanks again for showing me what a rich and fulfilling life a woman can have, if she’s willing to train her man right!

Yours,

Kate M.


September

Dear Sissy Maid Monthly,

Your readers may remember me and my sissy husband David from my letters in your February and April issues. So much has changed for us recently that I thought I just had to keep you all informed – and show people just how much fun you can have with a submissive sissy toy!

It’s definitely been a rough couple of months for us. We’d settled into a nice little routine at first: David would come home from work, immediately change into his French maid’s outfit (or whatever clothes I laid out for him), and then do his nightly chores, making sure the house was spotless before he came to kneel down at my feet until I needed him. I used his tongue on a regular basis too, training him to be a perfect little cuntlicker, but the more I got used to using his tongue the less patience I had for his pathetic cock. Still, I kept him so busy with his chores that he didn’t seem to mind the fact that he hardly ever got to come anymore. In fact, when he did come his service was shoddy for days afterwards – so much so that I just told him he wasn’t allowed to play with himself without my permission. That soon solved the problem! I only caught him breaking my rule once, but when I did I took him over my knee and used a hairbrush to turn his ass such a deep shade of pink that he could barely sit down for the rest of the week. That was more than enough to show him how serious I was, and he hasn’t dared to step out of line since!

No sooner had we settled into it than we got some bad news: David’s firm wasn’t making the profits it had expected, and it was having to downsize. Thankfully, his contract made sure he was well taken care of, but the stress of it all made things very tense between us for a while. He was cranky and irritable even when he was all dressed up for me, which made our playtime much less fun – even though we now had all the time in the world to indulge our fantasies.

That was when I got the idea to start afresh somewhere new. A lovely little bed and breakfast went up for sale in the Cotswolds, miles away from the hustle and bustle of the city. With David’s severance pay, we could more than afford it – but I didn’t just want us to be a city couple running a B and B. I had something else in mind.

‘I want you to be my sissy girl full time,’ I told him one evening, after we’d discussed the idea of buying the place. ‘I want you to forget about being David, and all the misery of your old job and our past life. I want us to have a new chapter.’

David couldn’t have agreed fast enough.

We set up the bed and breakfast as a sort of kinky hotel, catering especially for couples of unusual sexual tastes who wanted to get away from it all. The fact that no one knew David in the village meant that it was easy for us to live our new lives without having to hide from anyone. Sure, we ruffled a few feathers at first, but as far as they knew we were just the lesbian couple who had taken over the house on the hill. If only they knew!

Inside the house, though, David – or Danielle, as he had become – was much more open. Every morning she would don her French maid’s outfit and turn down all of the beds for our guests, before, sitting on reception in full feminine attire. We had a large decorative cage installed in the main lobby, and whenever she had been especially naughty – or very, very good – I’d lock her in there in her sissy outfits for all of our guests to see. They loved how open we were, from leather fans to BDSM fanatics to fellow sissy lovers – and Danielle loved being the centre of attention!

One thing did change, however. I decided that, seeing as I no longer had any use for David’s cock and neither one of us had any intention of him going back from being my little sissy girl, his manhood was going to be disposed of. I teased him about cutting it off or drugging him until it shrivelled away into nothing – he looked so terrified, the poor dear! – but my plan was just to have it locked in a steel chastity device. I presented it to him on our eighth wedding anniversary in August, and it’s been almost a month now without any release for him. Of course, he complained at first, but soon his cock started to realise that it was never coming out. I progressively shrank the cage tube down, moving him from a medium-sized device to the smallest one they have, and then to a custom tube that gives him a little nubbin of a penis just less than an inch long – practically a little clit! Underneath it, though, his balls have got much bigger, filled with his delicious come. Well, he tells me it’s delicious, anyway. Once a month we put on a little show for our regular guests, where those of them who want to join us can watch as I milk my little girl’s prostate until she creams all over herself, and then crawls around on all fours licking up every drop. I like to encourage him to make a mess, but if he ever gets any on the guests, there’s hell to pay. One time he even had to clean the boots of a lovely pair of leather daddies who had come to stay for the weekend. He seemed to like that: in fact, if he hadn’t just come, I think he might have made a mess all over again!

But don’t feel as though you have to take my word for it. Our little hotel is a friendly place for all fetishists, where people like Danielle who might have once been embarrassed by their desires can come and live the way they were meant to. At the end of the year we plan on expanding, with two extra rooms and a fully-stocked dungeon for our guests to rent, complete with toys and restraints – and yes, a ful sissy wardrobe for our guests to enjoy!

We hope to see as many readers of Sissy Maid Monthly as we can there on opening night, holding their subscriptions proud!

Yours,

Kate M.


February

Dear Sissy Maid Monthly,

My wife and Mistress, Kate M, has written to you a few times in the past, but I just wanted to express how thankful I am for the changes that have come about in my life thanks to your magazine – with her permission, of course!

It’s been a year since Miss Kate first discovered my secret love of crossdressing, and I’ve never been happier. I went from a harried and stressed businessman in the city to an obedient maid in one of the most beautiful parts of the country, and now I can live my fantasies out 24-7 as a maid and serving girl. I always thought that the letters in your magazine were fictional, but now I see that these things really happen – especially to lucky little girls!

Miss Kate has really settled into her role now too. She’s become so much more confident and outgoing now that she has me under her complete control, and despite the fact that my cock is now locked up permanently our sex life is better than ever. I can’t remember a morning or an evening in the last few months where Miss Kate didn’t ride my face to at least three orgasms, which is absolutely fine by me. She says she’s trained me to be the perfect little pussylicker – but that’s not all. She ordered one of the realistic strap-on dildos you recommended in your November issue, and since it arrived she’s been training me to suck cock as well. At first I could barely get my lips around it, but she was very insistent that all good little girls need to learn how to suck cock to be taken seriously in their role – and with an incentive like that, how could I not push myself?

Within a week I was deep-throating it like a true whore, much to her amusement. Occasionally she has me on my knees behind the reception desk, swallowing her cock as she checks in our guests, amused by how humiliated the idea of being watched still makes me. I’m sure that will pass, though. Miss Kate has been training my asshole to take larger and larger toys, and when we finally opened our new dungeon for the guests, I was the star attraction at the festivities. Miss Kate and two of our visitors secured me to the spanking bench, and they all cheered as she lifted up the hem of my little pink dress and penetrated my ass with the biggest cock I had ever seen. Some of them wanted to know if they could use my mouth too, which I wouldn’t have objected to, but Miss Kate made it clear that I was entirely for her use, which everyone thought was adorable.

Perhaps that’s why she keeps me locked into a ball gag when I do my maid service in the mornings now, just in case a guest gets a little too amorous and decides to fill my mouth with his eager cock? I can’t say I blame her. Miss Kate has trained me to be such a slut that I’m not sure I’d be able to resist. Perhaps one day she’ll allow me to serve in a more hands-on capacity, but until then I’m perfectly satisfied with my beautiful Mistress and my life as her personal sissy slut.

I’d just like to tell all of the readers of your magazine that sometimes you strike it lucky, and that they should never give up hope that one day they might get the chance to live a life like mine – or better yet, to go out and make that opportunity for themselves!

Yours, thankfully,

Sissy Slut Danielle
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