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REFORMED

By Jeri Ellen

She stood just inside my bedroom doorway with
her arms crossed and that smirk on her face. Like her
late sister she enjoyed seeing a sissy put on feminine
apparel. She watched me closely as I stepped into the
black, long open bottom girdle.

I pulled it up over the hormonally enhanced hips of
my hair free feminine body to my waist. Next I put on
the black long line bra with ten front hooks. My
hormonally created breasts, of which we were both
very proud, fit comfortably in the cups.

A pair of sheer stockings with black seams and Cu-
ban heels was the next item. I rolled each one down,
slipped the stocking over my foot, and brought it up
over my hair free girly legs to the garters where I at-
tached them, almost giggling at the sight of my dark
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red toenails. Dixie nodded that my seams were
straight.

From the second drawer of mymassive dresser that
was chocked full of lingerie and sleepwear I took out a
black taffeta slip and put it on. I shivered with delight
at the feel of the soft, feminine fabric.

Turning around I saw Dixie waiting for me at the
vanity. I walked over and took my seat. I applied grey
eye shadow, black eyeliner, and mascara to my eyes.
Next a thick application of creamy dark red lipstick
followed by a touch of dark red rouge on my cheeks.

A single strand pearl necklace, bracelet and a pair of
tasteful tear drop pearl earrings were next. Dixie
placed a shoulder length black wig over my short boy
cut pink hair. After that she pinned a small black hat at
the top and brought the dainty black veil down to just
below my eye level.

�Stand up and turn around please,� she asked.
I did so and smoothed my hands over the full

length slip. Iwas feeling deliciously feminine as usual.
From the vanity table she picked up a spray bottle

of perfume. Standing behind me she sprayed me gen-
erously behind each ear and then standing in front of
me sprayed my neckline and my bare arms grinning
all the while.

�I am just like my late sister. All of our sissies have
to be sweetly scented,� she said with a giggle.

I followed her over to the closet. She selected a black
short sleeve sheath dress. After unzipping it she took it
off the hanger andheld it up in front ofme by the hem.

As I put my arms thru the sleeves and slipped it
overmy head she selected a pair of black, five inch, sti-
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letto heel pumps from the rack on the closet floor and
set them in front of me.

I turned around and stepped into them. Behind me
she pulled up the long back zipper ofmy dress and the
closed the hook at the top. I loved the way the snug fit
of the tailor made dress felt on my feminized body.

From the vanity she placed the perfume bottle, and
cosmetic items in a black purse. I slipped it over my
left arm and then put on a pair of black mid length
gloves. She held one arm up and with a single ex-
tended finger made a twirling motion.

I put my right hand on my hip and walked across
the room away from her. Returning I twirled around
in front of her and then struck a model pose with one
leg behindme andmy foot turned to the side. Both she
and her sister enjoyed watching me perform a very
girl, feminine act like this.

Dixie grinned just as her dead sister Dottie would
have. Both women took great pleasure in the
feminization and sissification of the male. Both of
them considered that not to be a challenge so much as
a labor of love.

Both Dottie and Dixie were makeup artists. Dottie
had started a sideline as a Dominatrix working for an-
other woman in a run down building on the other side
of town. The woman had been killed in a car accident
so Dottie took over the business.

Each sister had been divorced after only a year of so
of being married. Their divorce attorneys had gotten
them very good settlements.

Pooling their money they bought a building next to
a large shoppingmallwhen a chain of auto parts stores
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went out of business. Their divorce settlement money
and a small loan enabled them to remodel the build-
ing.

The first floorwas amake up andwig salon. The ex-
panded basement was turned into a dungeon. Within
a year both businesses thrived.

The dungeon made more than half of what the wig
and makeup salon took in. Half of what the dungeon
madewas from feminizingmen andhelping them find
feminine apparel, shoes and appropriate use of
makeup.

Income from the dungeon was combined with the
salon as D&D Consulting to avoid any potential prob-
lems with the IRS. It was what you might call a well
known also a very well kept secret.

I followed Dixie out to the car enjoying hearing the
click of my high heel pumps on the sidewalk. A sound
I never tired of hearing since I became a feminized
sissy maid.

She opened the passenger door for me. In typical
feminine fashion I turned, smoothed the skirt of my
dress with one hand as I sat down on the smooth
leather upholstered seat of her Mercedes, and then
swung my legs in.

Unlike her sister Dixie was a careful driver. Dottie
had always driven much to fast and aggressively to
suit me but as a feminized sissy maid I had to keepmy
mouth shut.

At the funeral home we went inside and took our
place at the side of the casket. Soft organmusic played
from the speakers. I found it to be very soothing.

Both women had taken care of themselves main-
taining a healthy lifestyle and insuring that I as well as
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othermenwhom they had transformed into sissies did
the same. Dottie looked a little more than half her age
even in death.

I had doubts about just howmany people would be
showing up. There were numerous female customers
from the salon. I couldn�t conceive of any of the dun-
geons customers showing up here or their other cus-
tomers who had bought feminine items from them.

The men who had been feminized and sissified like
me were in the employ of dominant women both here
in the US and abroad so there was no chance they
would show up here.

Later at the cemetery the internment was private.
Dixie drove me to a nearby restaurant for supper. Fol-
lowing ourmeal she enjoyedwatchingme as I applied
fresh blusher and lipstick.

Back at the sister�s three bed room, three bath condo
she unzipped me and I shrugged out of my dress.

�I�ll be looking for a two bedroom two bath as we
won�t need a condo this large. After I dispose of
Dottie�s things I just don�t want to go into that room
again. I�m sure you don�t want to have to go in there to
do your maid�s cleaning once a week either,�

I simply nodded and she left the room. She was
right. There were a lot of memories here for sure.

Following a delightful bubble bath I dusted myself
with perfumed body powder and put on a mint green
chiffon nightgown. Both women had outfitted me
with the most feminine of wardrobes but had not in-
cluded anything in black for nightwear.

As I settled between the pink satin sheets under the
pink canopy ofmy four poster bed I thought back over
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the last fifty plus years. Fifty years sounds like a long
time but as someone once said time flies when you are
having fun.

It may sound like a rather strange even bazaar story
about how I arrived at this point in my life as opposed
to how some men�s lives start and end. Life can some-
times be cruel, sometimes kind and sometimes any-
where in between.

To be truthful it did seem like just yesterday that I,
thru no choice of my own had been taken in by the sis-
ters and turned into a feminized, sissified receptionist,
wig and cosmetic sales sissy as well as serving them as
a live in maid.

I doubt if anyone, except possibly a publisher of
adult sex oriented material would have the slightest
interest in my story. In addition there, in my opinion,
were plenty more stories like mine out there but those
stories would be forever closeted just like mine had
been and would continue to be.

The totally and completely feminine lifestyle I have
is one of great pleasure, feminine pleasure. It may
sound hard to believe a statement like that coming
from someone who, because of his biology, was still
essentially a male person.

The hormonally shriveled appendage that defined
me as a male had been totally and completely useless
for many decades. At this juncture of course there was
no going back to what would be a male way of life. I
would much rather be dead than to try to re-enter that
world I had left many years ago.

In telling this story I don�t want it to sound like I am
making excuses for my past conduct or mistakes that I
made as a male. Like everyone else I got what I de-
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served. Never the less it came in a form that neither I
nor any other man or woman would believe could
happen.

Most people, especially the men would just shake
their heads in disbelief. Others perhapswould think of
it as something out of a bad adult movie, something
that could never happen in real life. Never the less it
did happen to me and many other men as well con-
trary to what you and many others might believe.

I have full knowledge of that fact thru my associa-
tion with these two women who spent a good part of
their business lives turning men into sissy maids and
then placing them in employment for dominant and
successful women worldwide.

This story is absolutely true. Nothing you are about
to read is fiction or a figment of someone�s imagina-
tion. Believe it or not every single word is true.

***
I sat with my mother, an assistant district attorney,

and the judge in her chambers. The judges� face was
impassive. She adjusted the papers in front of her and
then looked up at my mother and me.

�Stealing a car is a serious offense. However it is
your first. Your teachers have toldme thatwhile on oc-
casion you have been a bit unruly overall you have
been a fairly model student,�

�I am not a big fan of sending first time offenders
like you to a juvenile facility. The so called �reform
schools� have changed quite a bit since I was young
and I don�t have much faith in them,�
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�Therefore it is my judgment that you shall spend
the summer under the care of a dear friend of mine,
Madame Dorsey. You will follow her instructions to
the letter. If you give her any trouble you will be
brought back here and Iwill send you to the nearest ju-
venile facility. Is that clear young man?�

�Yes Ma�m, I answered.
�You have about eightweeks left until school is out.

Follow the instructions on the enclosed sheet. OnMay
27th a van will pick you up and take you to her house.
You will be returned your to your home Labor Day
Weekend,�

�Do you understand me Phillip Morgan?�
�Yes Ma�m I do,� I answered again.
�Mrs.Morgan, see to it that he complies with every-

thing on these papers. That will be all,�
�Thank you your honor Iwill,� Saidmymomas she

took the papers from the judge.
We left the room and my mother took me home.
At home mom and I sat at the kitchen table and

went over the list we had been given by the judge.
I was to spend more time studying to bring up my

grades. I would start an exercise program to loose
some weight. I would have to give up junk food. I
could no longer associate with the other two boyswith
whom I had gotten into trouble. Because of their age
they would spend the summer in a juvenile facility.

Mom got me started right away. By schools end I
had improved my grades and lost about fifteen
pounds. I had to admit that I feltmuch better too.Mom
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was happy that I was progressing along so well and
without any arguments.

When school ended she got me ready for my sum-
mer with Madame Dorsey. I had no idea what was in
store for me but whatever it was it couldn�t be worse
than spending the summer in a jail like place that most
juvenile facilities were.

I also didn�t want to think about who else I was go-
ing to be incarcerated with in a correctional facility. I
was hardly what you would call a tough guy and had
never even gotten into a single fight at or after school.

The last instruction on the list was that I was to
shower and brush my teeth before the 6pm pickup
time. I was to wear my athletic support, sweat pants,
sweat shirt, socks and sneakers.

My toothbrush and toothpaste were the only other
things I was to bring. I thought it was a little strange
that for the next three months I wasn�t going to need
other clothes but I was in no position to say anything.

I wanted to followmy instructions to the letter. The
sooner this started the sooner it would end andmy re-
cordwould be expunged. This one time brushwith the
law would no longer exist.

The van pulled up in front of the house at five min-
utes to six. Momwalked out with me to the curb and I
got in. There were three boys sitting in the far back
seat. I took my place in the near back seat with two
other boys. The female driver had a scowl on here face
as she slid the door shut and returned to the driver�s
seat

The trip took just under about two hours. We were
on the free way for about twentyminutes. After exited
the freeway we traveled on a state highway for about
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an hour.We turned off of that to a country road and fi-
nally onto a gravel driveway stopping in front of a
large Victorian style house set back in the woods. It al-
most looked like the one in an old horror movie I saw
once called �Psycho.�

A stout woman was standing at the bottom of the
front steps as we pulled up. The driver turned around
to face us and screamed: �Everybody out!�

We all scrambled out quickly, almost like the re-
cruits off the bus at boot camp, and walked to where
the stout woman was standing. She seemed to be
scowling at us too. I felt a bit uneasy.Maybe a summer
in jail would have been better I thought to myself.

�Follow me, single file!� she barked.
We all fell in behind her. She took us thru the living

room and into a hallway, then right down the stairs
leading to the basement. It was brightly lit. The num-
bers one thru six were painted on the basement floor.

�Stand on a number and take off everything but
your support, then spread your legs. Be quick about
it!�

We hurried to do as she asked. There were other
women in the basement all dressed in white uniforms.
Once we were undressed two women went to each
side of us. I thought perhaps wewere all going to get a
physical.

With clippers they removed our body hair. Next
were hot wax strips which when they were pulled off
left our skin shiny and hair free. After donning latex
gloves the women opened jars of cold cream and
slathered the sweet smelling stuff over our bodies.
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Next we were all seated. After painting our finger
and toenails bright pink we got up and the women
took measurements of our chest, waist, and hips.
When they finished we were all given a stack of pink
boxes.

�Pile your sweats and sneakers on top. Follow me
upstairs and I will assign each of you a room,�

We did aswewere told andwalked in single file be-
hind her.

On the second floor there were three rooms on each
side of the long hallway. I was third in line so I got the
last room on the left.

�Put your boxes on the table and then come back
out to the hallway,� ordered the woman.

There was a pink table and chair to the left. A small
bedwas to the rightwith a pink dresser at the foot. The
bathroom was in the back. The walls were pink with
white trim. The bed had a pink blanket and the pillow
case and sheetswere pink aswell. I set the boxes on the
table and returned to the hallway.

When the last boy came out thewoman gathered us
around her. She had the authoritative look of a drill
sergeant looking over the newest crop of recruits.

�The sheet on the top of the first box has the sched-
ule youwill adhere to for the next threemonths. There
will be no changes unless I say so,�

�You will be awakened by music from the speaker
over the doorway. Put on your exercise togs. After the
exercise period you will eat breakfast and then
shower. You will put on your training bra, inserts,
panties, petti-slip, dress, socks and Mary Jane shoes.
Apply your pink lipstick and blusher. Put your
makeup items in the pink purse and let it dangle from
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your left arm. Carry your pink notebook in your left
arm and place your right hand on your hip. Stand out-
side your room and I will inspect you.�

�After I inspect all of you we will go downstairs to
the basement and your classes will begin. Youwill fol-
low all instructions or you will be punished. Unpack
your things, take a shower and then get to bed,�

She turned away and left us.
Back in my room I unboxed the feminine apparel. I

put the lingerie, nightgown, two ping pong balls, and
socks in the dresser. The petti slip and dresses I hung
in the closet. The shoes I put on the floor.

I was beginning towonder just what all this was go-
ing to lead to. For the next threemonthswewere going
to be dressed, and I presumed, treated like we were
girls.

As unusual as this seemed I guessed it would be
better than the juvenile facility the judge had men-
tioned. There was no telling what that environment
was like compared to this one.

Donning the pink shower cap, I adjusted the spray
and stepped inside. As I scrubbed myself I discovered
that the soap had a perfumed, girly scent. When I fin-
ished I put on the pink nightgown and got into bed.

***
The sound of pianomusic woke me up. I put onmy

sweat togs, socks and sneakers. In the hallway another
woman standing at the top of the stairs with both
hands on her hips put us thru an exercise routine.
Whenwe finishedwe had breakfast and then followed
her back upstairs where she barked:
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�Shower and get dressed for inspection!�
We returned to our rooms. After my shower I put

on the pink training bra with the two ping pong balls
in the cups. The pink, brief style, panties with white
ruffles along the back was next. I couldn�t get over
how good they felt onmy smooth, hair free skin. After
I put on the petti slip and pink dress I put on my pink
socks and those pink Mary Jane shoes. I smoothed on
the blusher and applied the pink lipstick tomymouth.

In the hall waywe zipped each other�s dresses up as
Ms. Dorsey was coming up the stairs. On each of our
heads she placed a pink half circle piece of plastic at
the top of which was a large pink satin bow. Smiling
broadly she looked each of us over.

�Alright girls I see you all know how to follow in-
structions. Come down stairs with me and we will be-
gin your classes,�

So it began. For the next three months we settled
into a routine that consisted of: morning exercise,
shower, breakfast, classes, lunch, classes, supper, exer-
cise, study time, shower, and then to bed.

In addition to the school subjects we hadn�t done
well in we were taught �Behavior modification.� This
training was to insure we acted like girls and not like
the boys we were. She called it �Deportment�

Since we all looked like girls it was logical that we
should act like them too. Anyone who saw us either in
class or walking to or from classes would not guess
that we were actually males.

Initially in the first week there were only two boys
who screwed up and were punished in front of the
class. Their punishment was to set an example for all
of us.
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