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The French girls know how to have fun and dress up!
But this 1s the story of many boys and their
Jjourney to become perfect young ladies. As told by
one, this is a multi-part diary of over 380 pages
(as typed over many years.) You can open to most
any page and read how dedicated the boys, mothers,
maids and salons go to express and train
femininity.

In this classic novel of feminization, an
adventurous exploration of opulent sensual
exploration through Paris and the boys complete
dedication to every feminine fashion whim.

It is the journey of young men facing critical
choices as they experience the secret gardens in a
young woman’s upbringing. From the inner sanctum
of salons, boutiques, figure training studios and
their private schooling in the art of femininity,
they learn to accept anything for beauty.

About the Series: Through my years of publishing T
fiction, visitors have always been most interested
in my “closet” filled with old manuscripts.

MY DOUBLE LIFE is the first of the new manuscript
edition, based on my special writing that defy
traditional TG publishing. The first edition 1is a
free sample to make sure you can enjoy and read the
format. The next five are the continuation of the
story with nearly 70 plus full sized, single spaced
pages each.

These are the many everlasting feminization
adventures as told in the original text. If you
love it, I have many more!!
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THE STORY OF HARY IOR\IS (Continued)

I foung Stanley$ letter very interesting and amusing. Charlie read it, too.
and he and I declded at once td ask Gordon to come with Stanley and act
as a second model for my dresses, Ve imu¥editaly wired Stanley:
"Delighted to have both you and Gordon. Start prevarations at once.
Am vriting,"
. Then I composed a letter to Stanley and Gordon, with the help of
Charlie. I enclosed a check for :;1000 for each of them, and we made out a
list of the feminine things the boys would necd for their prolonged
masquerade. Ve were so glad that they would come. It viould be such a
help to me. Charlie 2ll along had been sure that they would accept my
invitation, b ut I had beenja bit doubtful, for I knew from my own experiences
as a girl t-e many drawbacks and discomiorts, and so I had thought that
it was asking a great deal of two boys to play the part of girls for an
extended period of time. I, now being a girl, but with my lormer 21 years
as a male, realized how difficult and trying it would be. It was one thing
for the boys to be girls for a day, as they so often had done. But it was
quite another thing for them to drsss in complete fcmale costumes day
and night, day after day, without any let up. .o be tightly corsette”
and high éeeled for a day, wearing a wis and makze-up and all of the =Zzcexinn
accessories that go with a complete outfib, would not be a strain Tor ther.
The next dey they could rest in their comfortable msle clothing and
shoes, and recover from the discomforts of the »revious day. And, besides,
they could go where they pleased and not come into close contact with
people unless they wished to.. But now they would have to spend 211 of their
waking hours in full feminine regalia, including, of course, their tightly
laced corsets. Stanley would have to have an 18-inch valst, to match my
figure, and the astonishing Gordon would be laced in to 17 inches Ir.n
morning till bedtime. Ang then there would be the close-I'itting drcsses,
the snug high-heeled shoes and slippers, the wigs which would have to be
kept nicely dressed at all times, and which wo.1ld be far from cool and
comfortable, And there would be the many &ccessories ior them to fuss
with. Yes, it was indeed a most fussy undertaking ror boys, and very few
boys would be willing to tackle it, even if they could get awvay with it,
for, besides the discomfort, they would have to throw away their manhood
and assume feminine pers@nalities. They woukd have to be girlishly
soft-spoken, and talk like girls, walk lile them, act like them, be
completely effeminate, as well as feminine. They would at all times have to
Think about their appearance so &s always to look their prettiest. They
would have to be sweet and charming, dainty and delicate and aermre,
smiling and angelic, np matter how they felt. It was a ver gdifficult
thing to do, and the strain would be greater because Stanigyfﬁgﬁld be
house guests of mine, and come into the closest contact, and even intimacy
with the members of my family, with the servants, the dressmakers and nmy
many friends, both boys and girls, and men and women. They would have
to endure the closest scrutiny, especially on vhe part of critical
girls and women, without angbody having the slightest suspicion that they
were not real girls., They could never relax for a moment when with others,
and never forget themselves and make a slip thet might arouse suspicion ags 1e
&% thelr real sex.

So I was spmewhat surprised vhen T goﬁ/Stanley's letter agreeing to
come if Gordon came too, but I was still further surprised to learn that
the two boys planned to go on as girls, after the wedding, for a lo.g

indefinite period. But Charlie said he had been sure all the while that
they would come, and was not surprised that they wished to continue as
girls f,yr more months, and perhaps permanently, for he understood them
mich better than I did, probably due to his feminine intuition. Charlie
even thought that they might make good on the screen, egspecially if\ they .
could get a good introduction to some Hollywood producer. He thought that -
probably my father,'through his bank, had business connections with some
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movle magnates, and he could zive the gir
that would assure them a screen test. Cher
were lovely enough to become feminine star
sure, I first would have to see how they
they were, for I had only seen them as gi
remember exactly how they lookec
made very good looking girls. Eut Charlie,
been fascinated, and t hought their impers
most remarkable piece of disguise, and ac
Both Charlie and I, being vhat we wer
keen to have the boys with us, to study t
intimately, Their real s¢x would be a sec
Gopdon, and Cherlie and é? Lobody elsewa
such fun sharing the secret,:zng watching
feminine roles under all sorts of conditio
They would have to be perfect girls in eve
disgracefully shovking and scandalous if
they were only boys, after all.
it, and he finally convinced ne.
Charlie was of great help to me in ¢
I had now been a girl for nearly year, a
time, done ten times as much shoop
as the ordinary girl, without 1y money.
oprortunity to learn-about all there was t

a

» though ny immressions were that the

Cherlie w

ing, and bou;ht C ’
fnd so I had had a

1s" a letter of introduction
lie thAought that both of them
sS. 4s tor Iwas not so
got along with us, and how pretty
rls for a short time, and I didn't
J
with his feminine interest,
onations of pretiy girls was
ting, that he had ever seen.
¢, with reversed sexes, were
hem and associate witn them
ret sharea only by Stanley and
s to know about it. It wo 1ld be
the poys play their c¢ifficult
ne, and in all sorts of compa
ry way, Ior it would be
it should be discoverecd that
as positive that they could do

had
the

very

ny.

the 1list for b
rrobably, in that snort i
ten times as many things
splendid

0 know about things feminine,

ompiling
nd I had

he Loys,

0f course, ny riother had gulcdecd me, but Charliec had been of the grectest
assistance, because Irom the very start of my girlhood, he had advised
me and guided me with my clothes. Ee told me waat dresses to wear, and
wnat to buy, and tried to develon in me a taste sinilar to vhat his own
had been during the years that he ves a2 girl, “hus I would dress and act
as he would have done, In this vay, my 'meriory® returned, :nd morc and
more T became the natural Hary llorris, as she was before he: operation,
I had developed a real fondness io» prevey clothes, and excellent taste.
I got to know instinctively vhat was the most becoming to me. ind I
10ved to dress the beautiful body of iary, now in Iy nossession, in

clothes ,thap, would add to her beauty
oay

supremei?io made me hapry for the most
but I enjoyed most standing in front of 2a

admire the girl that I loved
_#t in bed, to feel ner lovely:
my pillow, to have the Joy anc privilege
run my soft 1ittle hands over my satin-
to feel my delicious little bre sts,
liary's (my) smoothly rounded hips,
calves and feect., But for a lonz time it w
hand into the most private place of her bo
sezual organs missing. But I had the sexu
than those of a man, and found them equal
strong and violent. And, besides, these [
the female,and not continuous, as
of lary's body, except occasionally, when
nossession of me,
heart and sould to be a man again, Thes
vhen I awoke early in the morning, aiter
self, Charlie Cro once more, to find ny
whole busin:ss, and dread getting up;fpla
personal maid, and dressing as a girl and
How could I, a man, possibly endure it?
to overcome this distaste was to get up,
or my mother or sister ceme in, and then
mirror, after slipping off my dainty night
doing this, er told Charliea bout

deeply.
luxurious

with
derrier

ss,

smocth,

with a male.

end I would loathe being

But I had found

and charm. The possession of her

part, in spite of the drawbaclks,
mirror so that I could see and
ext to at, I loved to fondle

that,
long hair about my head on

of being at all times able to
glenderly girlish vody,, .
their cute pink nipples, to clress
e anc thighs, ané even her little
s a shock to me when I ran my

dy, to find my former male

al sensations of a sirl, rather

ly enjoyable, t hough rerhaps not so
eelings were intermittent, as with
But I enjoyed the possession
fecling of revolt wouid take

a girl, and long with all my

€ spells would usually come

a arcem that I was m, old

sell a girl. I would hate the

cing mysell in the hands of my
golng through the day as one.

that the best way
lock my door, lest any of the maids
stand before my full-length

govm. I was somewhat ashamed of

1t, for fear that he npight
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former
resent my thus exposing his/body to my gaze before we were married. Then, of
course, it would be all right. But it consoled me, tilled me with
increasing love for liary. and I would be able to get back into a contented
frame of mind, and be satisiied with my role as a girl, as I gazed at
liary's reflection with adoring eyes. I would toy with my besutiful hair,
tossing it over my shoulder, and sometimes I would brush it. Then, still
before the glass, I would turn my body this way a& that, so as to view
its feminine perfeéction from every angle, and gloat over the rezlizatioh
that that lovely, desirable maiden was really myself. I was a beautiful
girl, admired, refsected, loved by everybody, very rich, with fond
parents, having everything my heart could desire. .urely, I thought,
I was indeed lucky, =nd it was nmch more delightful than Deing a mere
man, with short hair, abeard and dressed in plain woollen clothes
instead of my lovely silks and satins.
After I had thus gotten myself back into a feminine mood, I would
slip on my night-dress and get back into bed, after unlocizing the door,
and lie there enjoying the possession of lary's body until my maid chae.
L ggégdétanley ani Gordon d% go to lMenuel's, on Fifth Avenue, and have
two wigs m¥de of the very finest quality in every respect, and never nind
the expenSe. The wigs, natually, were of the utmost inportance, and rmust
not only be pretty, but must fit so perfectly that they would, even on
the closest inspection, be taken for their own hair. liznuel is French, and
is perhaps the best hair-goods maker in the world., Then I told them to go
to Ime. Bertha, a Fifth Avenue corsetiere who caters to ladies of fashion,
and have three pairs of corsets made, t wo for day wear, and one, cut
lower in the back, for cvening wear. They must be the best tiat money
can buy, I gave them my measurements--bust and hips 36 inches, and
waist 18. The corsets should be made to produce that figure. rossibly
soem slight padding would be required at the hips and pbuttocks, but that
could be built into the corsets, ond would not show. After their corsets
were finished, I instructed the boys to put them on and go to Lord ¢

Tayloe's dress shop, on Fifth Avenue, and select ten dresses, sige
56, and have them altered to fit., With the dresses they alrcady ovmed,

nearances as girls, ten

nome, they could czelect from
wished. I would have so
neny nov on hand. I told

¢ ther, They would need

fa)
[

left over from the shows and theiﬁpublic
would be enough, for when they arrived
my enormous wardrobe, as many dresses
many nevw ones, that I would 1
then to get the needed acce

S

dainty night-govns, nice lingerie 3 s, bags, periumes,

make-up, coats, etec., and sui ceC vith feminine things for the
trip, and also each a woman's wardrobe trunk. Llso hat boxes, so &s to
be ready to travel as girls. I sugcested that they go daily to a certain
beauty parlor that I named and have massages, bleaching treatments,
manicures and, if necessary, the electric needle to rerove permanantly
any _.ossible beard or Lody rair, I asked that one of them write me

every day, reporting all the details of their showvping and preparations
for their coming maidenhood. 1i:ls would be intensely interesting to both
Charlie and me, to learn how boys go about it to transiorm themselves into

attrective girls, and their experiences with the various reople from
whom they bought their outfits.
I mailed the letter, special delivery, and eagerly awaited a rerly.
It was not long in coming. I could tell irom the writing on the envelope
that 1t was not from Stanley, snd so it must be from CGordon. I was right,
" The handwriting was that of a girl, and it was on the same scented ieminine
notepaper that Stanley's first letter had been. the handvwriting was as
prettily feminine as that of Stanley, but different in that it had a
backward slope. I learned later that Gordon did it Dy holding the pen
pﬁ§geen his first and sectnd fingers, and making his letters tscll and
. It was totally different from his ordinary hand writing, which
was completely mesculine in appearance,
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Gordén's letter, like that of Stanley, was so interesting and amising,
that I am reproducing it in rull,

R VR G

GORDOW'S IZT.%R w0 LARY o

Dearest liary: "

This is Gordon writing. I am, as I write, dressed as a glkrl,
and in a feminine mood, so I feel that T cun write to you intimately, .
as "girl to girl," the same as Stanley did, and I trust, darling, thut
you will find the tone of this letter feminine,

Tlow can I ever thenk you, dear kary, Ifor inviting me to come wiih Stan--
ley as a girl house-guest, and for sending %€ such # generous checks Lor

our outrits; Both Stanley and I qo thank you, from tththtom of our
hearts, and hope we shall do only what will please you, and wiil do our
best in our shovping, and follow your instructions and suggestions to the
letter. '

Vle are so thrilied at the thought of being girls for a long, long time
that wve feel 1like dencing for joy. Stanley is so happy that he is
continually bursting into song in his sweet soprano voice. He is such a

sweet girl that I know you will love him when you get to know him better,

Of course, you know that he (and I, too) has a2 dual personality. As a male
he is jolly, f.1l of fun and laughter and very companionzble, so that I am
very lucky to have him for my boy pal. But he is at his best as a girl,
and it is a pity that he is not really one. Ada boy he is popular and well-
liked in college and elsewhere, though some men are inclined to look
down on him because of his pretty face and slender, graceful, girlish
body. But he is completely manly and so good looking that girls fall
for him like a ton of bricks., But it is as a girl that he shines, and is
at his best, A4s you know,he makes a very pretty girl (I c2ll him beautiful).
But besides that he has great feminine charm, anas a vonderiul personality,

He 1s always happy, blithe and gay, and he has a groat sense of humor, loves
to have fun. He is a very aifectionate girl, and he ang I, when maidens,

=re very fond of each other, lilke sisters, and so we are inseparable, and
have the lovliest times together. As Stanley has told/—youzwhen we are girls
we feel, act and talk like them, and of course ve treat eachh otlier as girls.
So I reel very fortunate in having him as my closest girl friend, and I lmow
we are going to have wonderful times together in our coning feminine lire,

. From the minute your first letter came, we have thought ancd talkeg o}
nothing else except our plans for the future. Ve ere sixmply wrapped up

in them, and so excitea and full of enthusiasm/ Among other things,_we had
to decide on our "girl" names, and we discussed the matter for sore time,

;t vas easy for Stanley to decide Unon his first name, wvhich of course
will be his fay-rite: "¥rances", That has always been his name when VeRE
ware girls together, and so he will stick to it in his coming girlhood,

Bgt we had to pick out a last hame for him, of course, and it would never
do to use his ovn, and call him “Frances Stelter, at that might give him
avay. “hen we are gir.s, we usually call cach other by endearing names,

o
4

such as "darling," "dear?, "sweetheart, etc., and it ofcen is my habit to
call him "Frances, derling" vhen addressing him, and it occurred to me

that there was Very name for him: "Frances ~arling!, Darling is a

well-knowm family name, and so quite appropriaie, his name is very pleasing

to Ztanley, and so he has adopted it,
"Iy esuture boy is cun call me DY my last name, and it will be oguite
all right," seid he, & naughty twinkle in his eye. "Or they can reverse
the name, and c:ll me "Darling rrances', T vould not object, providing
they are nice, good-looking boys that I like." .o that was settled,
. . Ut the selsction of my girl neme vasg [0 £0 casy. Iy favorite name
hac been lary"™ and T nave always been“xary‘with Stanley when a girl,
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but we voth thinlk it would be beitter not to use that name nov, beccause
it might cause some confusion wvhen I ar in your :ouse, if we both were
Myt ~r

lary.,

tanley, "being able to nick and choose
ames when they are babies and have

1 they do not lilze the names given
vere sometiding else. mut we can
o] eminine nemes there are, and
a pretty name icr you, ana there are

"Aren't we lucky girls? "said
our own names, lost girls are given
no choice in the matter, and very o
©o them, vhen they get older, 1 -
picic our names from all the long 1
get just what suits us. Ve must p
so meny of them,"
vie talked over many names. There were French names, meny of which are
cute, such as Bebe, IFifi, Limi, but we vasced them up &s not being ap.rovri-
ate for me. %e went over the nemes of the months--April, liay, June, Julia,
‘mgusta, but didn't like them. Then we thought of the name of Tlowers,
liie Gardenia, Lily, Violet, Heliatroann Hose and its cowbinations,
such as Hosalie, Rosamund, Hossllnd, hoseleen, some ol which I like.
Stanley slyly suggested that I take the name of "Pansy", and, while it is
a pretty name, yet I thought it not jusst proper for the sort of ‘girl I am,
Stanley was looking over the paper, and saw an ad. ol & -icture in vnich
CGloria Swanson was playing. "How do you like "Gloria'? he asked.
"I like it," I said. "That will be my name",
"I like it, too," said Stanley. "How would you like "Gibson"” for your
last name? You are orften called a 'Gibson Girl', for you look like one,
and have the Iigure of one, with your tiny waist., It's a pretty nane.
So there you are: 'Glamorous Gloria, the glorious, gyittering Gibson
Girl," ' '
I laughed at Stanley's alYiteration, but I was xEErEkreis]
secretely pleased to hear Stanley call me = "gramorous." That's the sort
of girl T want to be, and I hope I can live up to my name. The sweet
Stanley says I am always a "glemour girl"™, and I love him for it. I hope,
Mary dearest, that you will not think I am concieted anc vain, in telling
vou all this. I thought it would armuse you. Of course, if I am "glamorous,
I take no credit for it. It is just ny good fortune, for I was born
with my looks and cannot help it if I am 2ble %o impersonate a girl who
is pretty anas even "glamorous'.
We were cuite sure that you would invite me as vell as Stanley, and
so we have been busily at work packing our things, so as to nove to lew
York City for our shopning and biauty treabtments. We are going to take
all of our feminine outfits, including wigs, which may come in handy
before our new ones are finished. Ve plan to put all of our male tnings
in storage .hen we change Tinal.y to girls.
We are going to find an apartment where we can live in vrivacy,
which of course will be necessary when you recali that part of the time
we shall be men, and girls at other times, so we went a vlace on the
ground floor, where we coen slip in and out without being noticed by the
other tenants or neighbors. We want a furnishec apartment, with living
room, bedroom, bath and kitchen and pantry, for we plan to kesp house,
and cook most of our meals, Stanley is an excellent cock, andé, in fact,

a good housekeeper, a good housewife, and I also know now to do housevork
and can cook, so we shall get along nicely in a simple way. ‘e heve been
reading the ads. in Tre World, and have marked a number of apartments which

we may find suitable. Ve shall go to the city tomorrow morning and loolk
them over, ancé engage one and ray the rent in advance, so that we shall not
be bothered by the asent or landlord coning to sec us. Ve don't want to
see anyone, but want to remain strangers, and be unknovn, so that vhen we
.become pgirls nobody will know anytning about it. Of course, we know
that it 1s against the law for us men to apwecr in publlic dresced as
women, so we must be careiul, for some meen person who saw us going in
and out of our apartment first as boys and then as tirls, might inform
7 a Q i 1
jf:ifft usﬂvihat}s the only risk. Otherwise novody
sffulse, We &are sure of tha
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one of us will write again soon, dearest llary, and tell you all
about our doings. ) o
"e are two very happy girls, and again we thank you for moking
possible the ‘onuoﬂlul Tfeminine a”vcntu“e that is before us.
Brances sends love and liissec, cnd =o does your loving
i
Gloria

from lievi Yorlr; wnd 1
chat oi Stanley, or rather,

’
it is,

few
1adiste
irances,

FRANCES!'S LTiBlt 10 mARY

Darling Hary: .
. This is from Frances. I hope you know my girlish hend-writing
by this time, and can rcad it all right. Gloria wrote last time, so she

says it is my turn now., Yes, as I write we are "Gloria" and "Frances"
for we are both dressed as girls, as is our custom, here in our new
apartment. e shall awlays dress as girls whenever we are in for any
length of timem for we want to get all of the practise we can before we
become girls permanently--or, at least for severcl months,

Ye have had a-busy day, and are now relaxing in negllgees, with hair
dovn and in mules. Gloria is rcading a fashion ﬂd azine as I write, and
she looks very pretty stretched out at full 1onun¢Jon the d“venoort
with her feminine curves showing to the best advantage--for we both are
still corsetted. For the sake of our fizure training, we have both a reed
not to mmxXx unlacc until just beiore going to bed., As I wrote you, we go
corsetted from morning till night, and are reducing our waists gradually,
an inch at a time. I now have mine down to 19 inches, and shall go to
18 tomorrow morning when I dress for the cay. Cloria is now cowvn to 18,
and will go to 17 tomorrow, and that will give us our final measurements,

After visiting several apartments on insvection this morning, we
finally found this one, which we lilke very mmuch. It is on the ground

floor, front, in a la r;e buinln° with many tenants. One nice thing about
New York is that everybody minds his own auulncss and nobody knows his
next-door neighbor and pays no attention to anybody, so thet Gloria and I
shall be able to slip in and out, either &s men or zirls, without belné

noticed, which is just what we want, of course. But Tirst we shall take
a peck to ses 1f anybody is in the hall, for we do not want people to see
us and get to know us and how we look, for if they get to know our men's
faces, they might rcecognize us when we go out as girls eventually. But for
the present we shall be men in public, until we have shopped for most of
our outfits, ’ .

Wle have a large and pleasant living room in front, nicely furnished.
Then there is a bedroom with a good double bed--Gloria and I like to
sleep together when we are girls. There is a rocmy bathroom, with tub and
shower, and a kitchen and nantry end an ice Dbox. So you see we are nicely
settled, with comfort and privacy. There are good—sized clothes presses

in vhich we can hang our dresses as well as our suits. Our bedroon has a
three-way full length mirror, well lighted, so thet we can inspect ourselve-s
from &1l sides when in dresses. But we also inspect and help each other
so as to be sure that everything is &ll right and that we are well groomed,
properlj laced and hooked up, and hair attractively dressed, slips not
showing, and meke-up properly applied,
Je,were busy all morning Iinding the apartment and unpacking,

o
we dlan't get to"our shopring until after 1uncheon wvhich we had in a
restaurant,

)
that
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Gloria anc
7 umm'1o;m

Vie ltnow thet our wigs and will telke the longsst
to male, so we [irct went to I .vane tho nlw c you told
us to go. It 1s cn exclusive Tugs and lumurious furnish-
ings., There are a muaber ol hoo s in privacy, for the
fashionable wonen vho buy their %”'“ ;o0ds therc naturcll; <o not want
pcovle to sce them otrying on their tronsformetions and wigs. xlong the
wall is a glass case rilled vith the _ovliest lot of hair ;;00ds I have ever
bceutifully dr ‘in' there were vilgs of
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rmuehh &bout
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i experts in fema to
selves as sirl il ich
1en, but vaich often were to pLEl

T ned to be juck int:rest“d, & and looked
& 1 supyos B sei¢ he was cure
rls. ZXe sould malie us that
1y undct Lo De npretovy
alviays a nctural hair being
& 1 me the be a blonde, as it would
be yes and complesiion. Cne Ly one, he
cook T ¥ wigs of cclor, nc tricd thei on ne
vhile in & booth, bpefore a nirror, Gordon jooking on and offcring
advice as to which he thought the most b ¢, shade., £ youny wollan i
assistant also was there to help with 'S, &nd she wuas very curious
and intereste nd helped: lir, lonucl igs anc touch thewm up
if ngeded ! vas done To sclect would lool: best. e
all viere u in choosing & Dlonde e brilliiant golcden
color, ve but which locke scll on ne, Yo getb
the Tull e jamuel deftly ma anc I toolkk off my
coat, vest, coll tie and shirt. I jr. Hanuel and the
young lady were surprised to see me 1 ingerie and corsets, but
I cxplained my rigure treining and they tirought 1t was a Zood idea. I
have always made »oint to keep fhm wy neck, shoulders, bacli, arme and
bust a smooth, cr vhite, and =o vhen I nut the wig on zzcin, with
ny Ilesh expoced meke-up, I looked convincingly feminine, and
iir, lianuel and zirl exclaimed over me, remarking thet I wes actually
Y. They ¢ some of the other shon U’rTs in te see, I smiled
o

cste They h17 werc
was & man,
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After finishing the measuring, . kanuel tried on my hcad onc of
those ventilated silken vig ;ou;«hu;ona, to set o« better idea. Then he
brought out the golden hair from which =y two wigs will e made. The hair

Vi
will be shoulder WOnAuA, which is the way I lile it. e hﬁi:, vhich is

4=

complexion for it, but lir. ieznuel cssurcd me that it

for me. Such hair, of course, ciiracts o lot of atienti

rather lilke lat so long as I hove the iface to o with it. Ilow often

one sees, Iro: be:L nd blonde or red end expects
to sees & ur*tcx Tace 13

of the finest n““uuzﬁ, end has a naturel wave, comes from sweden, and is
very lovely, ancd of the most divine shade., I om surc you will llit it vhen
you seu it. It is rather a trying color of hair unlecs o Cl face and

~indé thet her icce
is not pretty cnd does 3 hin's T am very lucliy
to hove a face that many huve celled insists that I an
beautiful, and I hone he tells the tr I shall be able to have
hair of uyun geld that will be lovely be becominzg to me,
came Gordon's turn. He strin ned done, so as to e:p
necl, shoulders, back, Tust and arms, zlbove his corsets, Ir.
de uQ his face, and then tricd on \igg ol various shades of brovn,
Gifferent times has been a blonde, a red-hcad, & brown haired leoss
ctte, and loolked well in cach wnart, but brown is h
color of hair, and is most becoming f im s it ell brovmn
eyCu. He also males a pretvy blonde, cliou est t Doth to be
( but to have a contrast, vhi: alze actraciive,

vie _1n°l¢y cecided on--or color ve ; e, for of course

were to bu made to oraer, h, 1 t, which
nas gelden glints vhen the lizht st: st r a lovely
nd clmost made me wish thot sen is chnestnut
wig vas on Gordon's head, the irl ags! liec the one ané have
lool: o liznuel didn't object, for he wante: - '
] e oman could look when wearing one of his s
ary, rordon lookes really charm <
I the 7irls glli maeGe compls ers
ut UWOHdr vige It was fumny to ses
ootl slzin end rounded arms, exactly 1il
s his co octted fisure and his 16-
7, sh~wing 11 his pretty vwhite tes: and enjoycd
S 1r1u did. Onc of the sirls made bold asl Gordon
it suchh & small wuist, and he sald: "The same as you
a 8L, which was smell and well l:tced ine 'fhis
. e,” continued Gordon, "I heve. to be a ”*rl, in my
t PS on”LTH ) e & s fmek > trouble as

cr
15}
o

.0 ¢l

J not3" said CGordon. "A men
tls onlJ a gues iop of whether the
You'd be surpriced,
"find is jour Triend the sanm
”Yev, he is very
waist, 1f he vianted to,
"Snough of this corset talk,’
avay, and measuring Gordon's hesd

vith me
Then cenic ths s ir {or Gordon's wig. Gordon likes
long hair, reaching + 5 ortunately lir. llznuel had it in the
desired shade. It was wavy and Tlnﬁl ng and fine and thick, r.ally lovely
hair, llr. lianuel said it als ame fr g ad SO
. . Sa C 1SS0 caxme 1from the thQ of a b'-'fe(llS}‘l '_,.Ll"l, and #

=

slho»in; the zirls

samc &g he hada done
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her beautiiul

not help i
row norce, vhile

1d
h:ir for nmoney.
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Vi ovld not. H‘nujll vie 1 L, awter L L& had told us To come Dack
in three deys to Try the Tl aight rilnor adjustments
needed belfore uheJ erc comﬁlCuo

Cordon and I left full oi enthusiasm and he plness. Vhat lovely
heir we were to have! Vie could hardly wait to put it on. lie both have
2 lot of v vhich we have Mccumal“tvu from the time we Iirst did
an impersonation, and we thought them previy fine and bcconing. e had
often worn them without detection. Dub now we roslized that these wigs
vere nothing as compared to the ones ve vere h&vinw mnace--not in the sawme
claess, OSome day we should like to sh vou our collection of wigs, hary
dear, ‘e have 2ll colors and all st;,lcu of coilffures, ior all &ges
from little girls with long curls, ©to stately wiite nawrod ladies,
with hair piled high in the old style, to go with old fashioned
costumes. (I am ﬂhiLe cute, Gordon says, es a litile girl with long Llonde
ringlets. I once was one on the cta and made quite a hit). Ule have
vorn on the stage all sorts of 1istorlc=l costurmes, includin' hoop=-sliirts
ané crinolines, vhimh are not easy to manage, and to sit dovn in. e
once danced the minuet in them and managed to do it jracefully. Gordon
looks sweet in a vhite wig, with curls over one shoulder. ‘¢ have worn

U’]

a grecter variety of costumes than most _irle, exccpt actresses, of
course. In one of the college shows, we were chorus girls, in cights.
Ve vere glad we had such good legs and figures. \c TOOkeC cuite nice,
vle have also been bellet girls, whicgh also regui.es gjood legs and small
feet. In one of the shows I dressed as a brids. I likecd that. Yhoy told rie
I loolred like a bionde doll. Am I model your wecding govn, kary derling
I hope so. It would be o1n91J uiu.qe.ulc ivory satin, the veil, the long

train--I vould love Tto have them fitted on me.

e next went to the beauty parlor you about and made

a rangements for daily beauty treatments and res. e told the
woman the seme story about our beiny; detectives vio had to imitate

Z 1ﬂo end she wvas interested and will be g seying she will do her
best to Give us ravishing school—girl C Oy anc melze rea) beautvies
out of us. ¥We shall start in tomor: ow,.

- The aftsrnoon was now nearly sone, some foad Ior dinner,
and returncd to our apartment. It dida't talie us 5 To remove our

male clothes =znd shoes, out on a 1itile male-up ond a W cnd Gon a
dress--und become Gloria and zrances o B € heving lingerie

gme glrls,

and corsets on =zlready. 4s soon s Ve
losing ourselves in the @grus, talleing, \vl,--J
fecling 1ike maicens. j Lo QO,
corlzed end ote F‘_uw ner,

shail o to bec I
about our cay in 2 s One
socn, andé gtell you of T
CGloria joine me irn sendl love and

Tour girzl frie

Cherlie and g ) intina Cter.
I dropped the boy i ing thet T Nere cown' tnd T©o
keer on writin nd 5 ] ‘ 4 ils of their Vi tnd their
11fe in liew 3 L vhile preporing themselyves for future i rlhood.
. I asked uhnm, also, [ ' reacuions and feeclings as they

gexual scnsations. Yor I judged

?&55’1@% 19‘1 O2¥er S
roles ¢

that they would so im:
"—] e I |
chey viould feel themselves tb be

'“.i
6]
@

themselves in their Temine

5 - (
5irls 3‘@-“/}\-‘;& Owﬁzv‘(/ i
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botin laced in ©
17-inch vailst,

but it is not-th
so we 6o not min
will teke a few

necessary, so wve ''grin and be T 1t
never to speak to cach other about

oh, and il

andc,

we

_l.l
uone.

Y,

since 1T was
me v"at nﬁl‘

heave
ather

huve becn
1l soon gct

ad]

Pnances anu
our’ COrsetS.

and

to do so,
preparations
wo d

breclrfast !
“corset aay",
from now on be oy regud
gt. It felt pretty
;n to thils extenvy,
to it, Lgmu;n it
e :now that it is

I have made it a rule
‘e ignore then. It is

aftex
to be

TS

& f)

better that way. If we o not talikc cbout them, and how tight they are,
ve do not thinlt so rmuch about them, though of course we are conscilous
of their compres sion, But it is an old story to us, and ve arc ugec
that the ‘compression’does not ruch of an imvr0331op " Ha
Cur small waists do ndts]o benecsth our shirts,
85p601a11y if we wemp our coats unbuttoned. Ve do not
and have to wear ladies!' belts to hold up our Trousere,
men's belts are not made anywhere near small enough.
vle went to licdame -Bebtha's, ths corsetiere on
uur_ﬁstcd, to order our corsets, Ve explained th't
of corsets made to reasure, and L“ju her oar e
said that we rmst have *hlrty—olx figures, nce that the size of
our dresses, and I said I mmust have a 17-inch nwlut, und rances en 1L
onc. s She looked a bit dublous, and d it would be very difficult
to fet our waists down to such small measurements, but she would try.
She instructed us to go into one of the dressing rooms and undress, sovn
to our underwvear, so that she could measure use. e ,icn't say anything
about our being ajready corsetted, thlirling to surprise her.

I

i

in

ifg. AV aNUE
wé wénted three
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tective" story. Ve

that you
Tairs
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She hsad not

noticed our figures, so we knew that they did not show. It didn't take

Franced and me long to slip off our melc clothing. e each had brought with

us a nair of high-hesled slippers, as we hate to appear in men's shoes

vhen we arc in fﬁminine attire, so we put them on, and tTlpTed out into

the fitting room clad in our 1ingerie, stockings and corsets. Our dainty
//“anﬁiégj‘***_\ ‘bove the corset, made us feel mogestly covered, 5o Ve

Te1t no embarrassment in sppeering before Ime., Bertha and her czles girls
and mode1s in our undies. In spite of our short hair, we looked every inch
girls, and, as our feminine vanity demanded thet e always loolr as

wltr CLlVG as possible, we each had powderecd, rouged and lipsticked
our faces qulChlj in ths dressing roomnm, with make-up we had brought
with us, Ve had expectecd that Ime. Bertha wvould be surprised, and uhe v'as,

to see two'girls’ emerge from the dressing room where two men had ent ered

only a few minutes 2;0e. And she was surprised to find us already
corsetted and in lingerie, and with such small walsts. The models
gathered and dtared, amazed at our figurcs, and they ncds complinentary

remarks gnd saild they never would have believed that men could have
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such tiny waists. Their admiration was very pleasing to
for there could be no better judzes of fcminine figures
models, all of vhom were beautifully corsetted, with wasy
vhich were a good advertisement L r‘ﬂgc1r custorers., lme.
vith het rather full, mature figure, had a maynificentl
it th a topaering rovﬂ glass walst that required
a alt we vio ".“ot she could stond suech cox
o1 0 L that we were harcly laceG in
1a wle.

sTher Ime. e

over our figures, and zirlish

for our new corscts, one
as chc cualled them off.

"You cert“inly oo the

Vihile tj.-__ s ‘\'!
and watked close]ly vast us, giving
"she thinks you are girls,"

tha aznd the lel" naa recove firom their astonishuuent

:a5UrC US
neasurements
mer cwae in

ance, che pr
1Md¢cs DUt
s going

of ¢

;itiy a sizile and a wink,
nart, You

e have to lbok 11?@ girls, in our work," said Fronces.'"You ought to

see us in our wigs. The
"I should love to
cone in some day and letd
be glad ©
and the wigs we arc havi
promise, All of the girls
dare to walk the strects

vou afraid that the poli

be lovely,” said Ime., Bertha. "Don

y -malte a ;“cut ¢iff crcnce and comnlete the disguise.
sce you in them, and conwlctplg dresscd. VWill gou

t us see how you look in full regulia "

0, ' said Frances, "alter we have these new corsets
ng made, and buy our drcsses,’

't forgete. It's a =&

s will want to see you as girls. DBuf do you

in broad daylight in female clothes. Aren't

ice will spot you?'

"Oh! no," said Frances. "We have done it many times, in our work,
and nobody has ever suspected use. \le really malc very presentable pirls,

Yialt until you sce us fu
uuch a di:fcwencc.
"I am sure you will
pretty faces and perfect
your new corsets,"
Miy friend, Frances

sald.®zxesn "I huV” never secen a prettier sirl

feminine costune,

11y golled up. You wont lnow us. he wigs make

N

malle very presenteble girls, for you Doth hove

girlish figures, wvhich will be still better in
s here, makes a ravisiingly besutiful b,onde,” I
than he is when in

Frances smiled and blushed with plezsure at my praise,

“Glorlu here (that
of the two of us. He mek
stunning thing you cver
can judge for yourself,”

s =is girl n&me)” said Frances)is the recal beauby
es a rezl glamourocus Gibson Girl, the most
saw in skirts, Babt you will sec him ne:xit week and

"T ccn easily picture him as a Gibson Girl, with that figure, iut I
am surc you both will De very pretty, end I shall be most anxicus to see youd
Ime, Bertha completed her measurements of us with our stays on, then
askzed us to take then off, for further measuring. 'e went to the room and
k@n¥ removed our XmEE corsets, and went bacl: out clad, pnly,in our
vests and panties, stockings and slippers. Ime. Bertheg con%Lnu“d (her work

with the tape measure and 1t was intriguing-to hzve thelr soft hands

feeling of our bodies so

intimately. At times her head, end thac of her

retty assistant, would come in contact with us, and we could smejl the

perfume of their hair,

It would have been embarrassing vhen they took

measurements for the length of the corsets in front, had we not taken the
prccaution to bandage ourselves tibhtly in the croteh and tihwus keep

that part fldﬁ and supre
cqose intimacy with the

<

ss that which gtherwise wvould have risen at this
se attractive wemen. I am sure jou will understand

+hat T mean and I hope you will not be offended at rmy telling you about

such intimate, nzrsonal

now I am U’lOI'j_a, a S:LI':L
. matters of sex. Perhaps

things. I never would have darec, as a man, bub
end so cun uunb sreely t, another girl, even ew

you will sa tn“t since my contact with these
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women gave me (and frances, too) an erotic feeling, that we are not
‘girls“at all, but wmen, OFf cource, that is true, to a ce tain extent.
But we have cual natures, cnd st : the masculine in us will crop
out, even when we are®;irls. 4] hat &t the
adidn't have our vigs on, and wit thenm we do not feel con.,Jct
feminine. Also, the women knevw: that we were men, and thet nzde a
difference., But we assurc you, liary dearect, thot once ve bec 11e
for good, we will be as Teminine as yourseif, cnd shell be of '
associate intimately with girls and women .-ithout any sex
Lo you will have nothing to vorry aboubt on that score. It
looking boys and men that will have £ex ap;oajifor us, &s
ut we are going to try not to fall in love with any man, t
1ike .it if men fall in love with us--it would be such fune
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Frances and I thoroughly enjoyed beinz measured for corsets. It was a
new experience for both of us, since we have always worn ready-made stays,
which give us pretty good figures, and smsll waists. B,,t we know that our
new ones, carefully made to measure, are sure to improve our figures, and
give us feminine lines that we neber had before, :

"I am golng to make your corsets very long over the hips and down in
front, so as to give you streamelined, "snaky" hips ang derrieres. They
wkll have to be padded a little to give you the 36-inch hip measurement
that you require, but the padding cen be built into the corsets, so it will
not show and will look entirely nctural) sald Kme. Bertha., "of course, these
long hips will be rather uncomfortable, and will hamper your wallking and
sitting down,a bit, but they are necessary, and you will soon get used to
them. I am sure you will be so proud of your figures that you will not mdnd."

That is true, lNary dear. If we can have figures that we are proud of,
we shall not mind our long corsets, even if they do hamper our walking, and
make it harder to sit down, for we are willing to do anytihing that will add
to our appearance and feminity. '
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I'me. Bertha measured our busts, and then said that we needed a couple mc¥<
of inches to bring them up to the 36 measurement. That would be easy to
do. It was simple. All we had to do was to have some mxRkk rubber breasts
made. There was a man in the building, a kr. Wilson, who makes r.bber
breasts, and she told one of the sirls to call him on the phone and ask him
to come down and bring with him some sample rubber breasts. Ty.e measuring
was finlshed, and we wemt back to our room and put on our corsets a_ ain.
Two of the girls accompanied us and laced us ih. It was so pleasant to be
1aced in by pretty girls, and another new experience for us, as heretofore
Frances and I had always laced <ach other in, or laced oursslves. The girls
were surprised at the smallness of our natural waists, anc they spole sbout
how easily we laced, and sbout how supple our bodies were, just like girls.

"We have a number of male customers," said ohe of the girls. "They are
men who like to dress up in female clothes, or men who wear corsets to
give them a better carriage and slimness., Of course, they telephone in adv:ince
for appointments, and try to sneak in without anybody except us seeing then.,
They are so different ﬁnifyou, for they seem so masculine, a nd their bodies
are so mEMEW muscular and firm that they are herd to lace in. They are usually
ambitious to have the smallest possible walsts, but it 1s impossible to make
them small, like yours. You would be surprised at the number of men who £0
around_corsetted. You would never know 1t, because it doesn't show."

By this time Mr. Wilson had arrived, and we went out, in lingerie and
corsets, to be measured. lme. Bertha hadn't told him that we were men, and so
he took us for short-haired girls until she told him the truth. And then
I wish you could have seen him stare at us. But we are getting used to
that. We seem to surprise everyvody who sees us dressed as girls. After
making nice remarks about our figures, he measured our busts, and then tried
on us some of the pairs of rubber busts he head brousht witi him. You never
saw anything so natural-looking as these rubber breasts. They were of flesh-
colored rubber, nicely shaped, with pink nipples that vou would swear were
real. He had samples of rubber of various flesh shades, and he found ones
that would exactly match the color of the flesh of Frances' and my bosoms.

He said he would meke us each a palr, which he guaranteed would cefy g2k
detection, and promised that he would have them ready by the time we came
i1t for fittings for our new corsets. We are to come back for that in three
days, which will be just about the time our new wigs will be finished, so
all 1s going to come out right, as to time. ' Bottw

‘We put our clothes on over our corsets, and said good-by to MkKe ,and the
girls who had been so helpful and pleasant. We would be back for try-ons soon.

/2 A
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Our next call was at the beauty parlor, to keep our appointment. We
had quite a long talk with the proprietor, and heg quoted us prices for
full treatmentsevery day except Suncay until it is time for us to leave.

The treatments he has laid out for us includeg facials, bteaching of face,
néeck, arms, shoulders, back and bust--in short, every part of us that will
cshow when we are in low-cut evening gowns; saily manicures, we to let our
nails grow long and pointed; the electric needle to remove all unwanted
hair, and later on, the last day, we are to have our eyebrows plucked end
shaped. Fortunately,neither Stanley nor I hsave any beards to speak of, and
we have.little unwanted body hair, but still there is some fuzz, which,
while it does not show now, may do so later, znd so it is <best to have it
removed permeanently. Isn't it wonderful? We shall never have to shave

and shall elways have feces and bodles as smooth and hairless as a womanls.
Wed elso shall have the hair under our arms killed with the needle, eo that
we shall be able to raise our arms when in evening dress snd no unsizhtly
halr will be there. We have very little, but it is best to get rid of it
now, wnile we have a good chance.

After our interview, each of us went into a booth. Iy operator is named
lilss Flora, and Stanley's is named Mazle. VWe found them to be nice girls,
skilled and very much interested in us and our plan to impersonate girls,
and eager to do everything they can to bduatify us end help along the good
work. rlora told me that already I had a nice complexion, especially for
& man, but she said she could lighten it several shades, and 2t the end I
would have a pink-and-white school-girl complexion. She 1s going to treat
our eyelashes, to make them longer and darker.

The first thing the girls suggested to us was shampoos. We had not been
to the barber's for some time before your letter ceme, and since then we
have not had our hair cut, nor washed it. It is getting pretty long, but we
can get by with us until wg start wearing our wigs permanently. We both
agreed to the shampoos. Stanley was in the next booth to mine, and so we
could talk back and forth, and hear what was going on. liazie told S;yanley
that after his shampoo he needed a wash to brighten his hair and make it
more golden, and he agreed to it. Then Gloria said I should brighten my hair,
too. So they went ahead with oup shampoos and then arplied the washes. line
made my hair a brighter chestnut, with gold glints, much like the wigs I
am having made, while Stanley's showed up a bright golden shade, also like
the color of his new wigs. Then the girls surgested that we each should have
permanent waves, to make our hair look even more attractive. .

"Lots of men have their hair waved. We have several male customers.

I never could see why men should not wave their hair and have beauty
treatments. If 1t is all right for women to beautify themselves, why is it
not for men, Too3" said Mazie. .

"We hardly need permanents," said Stanley, "since we soon shall be
wearing wigs. But I have always thought it would be fun to have it done,
and I should lie to see how I would look with my hair waved.,"

"Let's have it done, then," I said."I have always wondered how it
would feel to have my head in one of those electric contraptions, and I, too
doulg like to see my hair waved," .

"All right," sgid Stanley. I'm geme. But how are we going to look
with our waved hair{ Wont it make us look mo¥e girlish then ever?"

"Of course it will, " saild Flora. "Bat it wont show when you have your
hats on, as we shant wave it in back. And you will have your hats on when in
public, wont you?" ;

"Not in reatawyrants and theaters," said Stanley. "But we don't care if
we do look girlish. We want to, so go ahead."

T,¢ girls went ahead with our permanents. It was a bit trying sitting
so long without moving with our heads in the shiny curling machine, but we
were givem magazines to read, whici helped to pass the time. T, €y were  {,:a_
womfn'f mggaflgeié Xhic? were the only kind they had there, and when &¥s¥ia
apologized, o er that we wanted to read women's mzgazine
tge fashions, and get the feminine viewpoint on all subjgcts. X% %gsitggg
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it until they were alsfied. Stanley and I both were pleased with the
result, as our hair looked very feminine, and Mazle said it was "cute."

Now we were ready for our faclials and bleaching treatments, and for the
latter it was, of course, necessary for us to teke off our outer clothes

to the walst, so as to expose our arms, busts, etc. You can imagine the
surprise of Flora and NMazle when we had stripped, and they saw us in feminine
lingerie and corsets--now indeed we lcoked like girls, as fer down as

the walst. We explained to them, of course, about our figure treining, and
they said it was a fine idea, but they never would have thought of it. But
we explained to them how unpleasant it would be 1f, when we started to dress
as girls, we had to guddenly draw our waists in seversl inches, while this
way, we could do 1t an inch at a time, and so get agjusted and used to it,.
We told them that our work required that we dress fashlonably and that

small waists were absolutely necessary. The girls saw the sense to that, but
made the same remark that we have heard so often: they didn't think a man
could have such a small walst.

After they had finished the treasments, we submitted ourselves to the
electric needle, and had some of the hair on our faces killed. It was
unpleasant, but not what you'd call painful, and we are glad to have it
done. To go to the needle booth we had to leave the booths we had been
in and walk through the salon, and we must have looked funny to the several
women customers and other operators who saw us, apparently girls from the
waist up, but trousered men below. It was a little embarrassing for us, and
we wished we had ¢ skirtsand women's shoes to wear in place of those hated
trousers. H_ w they stared at us, and laughed. We could hear a buzz of
talk, and colld hear the proprietor explaining that we were detectives who
had to impersonate girls, and we were preparing ourselves for it. And
we could hear the women remark that we wpuld make good girls, and that we
looked like them now, except for our trousers and shoes, "4nd what tiny
walsts]" I hear one woman explaim.'How do they ever manage it?" ’

Stanley and I decided that for future visits we would bring along
skirts and feminine shoes, and put them on, so as not to look so ridiculous.,

Ve went back to our original booths, and sat in the chairs while the
gllrs set our waves, and apvlied soothing £laotions to our faces where the
needle had been at work. Ifdidh!t pay-muchi:attentiopn fo}jwhat she (Flora) was
doing, until she had finished, and handed me a mirror. Then I discovered
that she had made up my face, using powder and rouge, and just a touch of
mascara for the eyese I protested, sgying that I didn't want to be mads
up, as I had to go.: out where people would sce me, But I studied the effect in
the glass, and the combination of my waved hair and the make-up really did
make me look attractive and girlish. Stanley, in the next booth, also had
been made up. ’

"We always make up our customers at the end of their treatments. There
is no extra charge," said Flora. "You have a very delicate street make-up
and nobody will notice it. Your hats will cover your waved hair, and you
can turn the brims dovn, ang nobody will notice you."

. I now looked at Stanley. He looked pretty and so girlish, with his
brightened,waved blonde hair and his face so cleverly made up. It looked
perfectly natural '

"Gee, Stan, but you look swell," I said. .

"80 do you, Gord. Simply glamicirous," he repli,d."But do we dare go out
on the street loolring like this?" .

"Why not?" I seid., "As Flora has said, our hats will cover our hair,
and"if we go along and midnd out ovm business,nobody will bother us. besides,
lots of boys have complexions like ours, -nd there certainly is no law against

men wearing a little make-up, if they wispl

"That's rifigdt," said Mazie. "You look fine, w:nd just have school-girl
o Somr g?%o?gf f&gf;lgf men wear make up. Ve have several mele customers who

and we always make then up before they le

work was finis?g&i and the girls combed out our hailr snd fussed with

ave, Jué,;t-
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§ you two are made up. So you needen't be bashful sbout it. You would be sur-
rised at the number of men who wear malke-up. It makes them loolr more attracti-
ve and helps them in their business, .specially a man vho is getting a

ittle along in yeardl! '

Vle decided to leave the melze-up on, and donned our male clothes and

N el

ts. Ve loocked all right, though we hod complexions better than most men
n the street, But nobody paid any attention to us, except that one or

4
two girls we passed "made cyes" ot us. Ve did looir handsome, I adnit,

Yle stop_el in a food store, and Stanley, who is our "housewife®
ordecred supplies, which were to be delivered at our apartment &6 about six
o'cloclz. Then we went home, .

As you will guess, the very first\t hing we did was to strip off

our male things, and put on wigs, drestés and rules. It was so nice
being alr-ady corsetted and having on lingerie and stockings. It saved
So much time in malzing the change. Ve viere glad we had left the make-up
on at the beauty shop. That, too, saved a little time. But, of course,
we do not need a great deal of make-up, and shall need less and less as
ocur beauty treatments and bleachings progress. T forgot to say that
we had brought home from the beauty shop bottles of the bleach end facial
creams, vhich we are to apply every night just before going to bed. This
will hasten the whitening of our skins. Stanley will apply them to my
back, shoulders and bust, and I will do the same Tfor him. Thus, with
bleaches applied twice a day, Flora assured us that,in the short time we
have for treatments, our color will be several shades lighter. Already,
after one treatment, I can see a change in Stan's complexion and mine is
lighter, too. A week of it should do wondecrs. )

‘e had just attained our feminine "state" when the door-bell range.

"Who can that be?" asked Stan. "we don't went to see anybody."

"It must be the grocery seliveryman, I said.

"Oh, yes. I forgot," szid Stan. "I'1ll go to the door.".

H e opened the door and was confronted with the man with our supnlies,

It so heppened that he was a young fcllow, tall and rather handsome.,

I watched the naughty Stanley. He is so full of pep and animation and
always looking for something that will give us Aboth a chuckle ang a
laugh. Te has a great sense of humor and is so quick to tale advantage
of any situation that will give us fun. I czll hin a "old, bad girl", but
I am always deiighted with the way he gets amusement for Doth of us
whenever there is a chance. This, to him, was such a chance, and how e
went to it}

fobody could blame any he-man for being charmed by the lovely blonde
maiden which was Stanley. If he tries, he can wind any man around his little
finger, a s the saying goes.

-

I saw Stan give the boy a Ravishing smile, showing ¢11 of his pretty,
even,white teeth. It is a smile that few men can rcesist. Then he asked
the young man, (he was more than a bo¥) to carry the groceries into the

kitchen. Stan followed him to give directioss and I could see that he was
making quite an impression ~n the goocer man. (I lmow Stan, -and have seen
him wvork many times. It is all in harmless, innocent fun, and if we cet a
kick out of his vamping the men vic come into contact with, vhen we are girls,
surely it is aljl right,.

"Geey, y'u girls have a swell joint," said the boy, wvhose name was Horvey.
"How long have you been here? I ncver sav y~u before."

) Tie just came here from 'ilwaukec,” szid Stanley. "Je have a job as
corset rmodels, in one of the big corsetiere snops.”

"lell," sadd Harvey, “all I can day is that vou. both have wonderful
shapes. But I gotta go. So 1ong. Order more Irom our storc, and I'1l
deliver it, and.see you again.”

L " geid :ttanley.

-
. ‘..,
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""e'll have sorme fun with theat bozo, " daid Lban. "Ihe next time I'11 vamp

‘edl, you made a good stary, said. “He sure fell for you."

Ny nqt° 'saskel Stan, "Haven'y ot vhat it camcs°'(~ie hau.)

Iou ewife ,twac"'ﬁﬁgf ahcad the -coolzin;; nf the d nner, Le Joves
to be ca 11ed ’“"u evvife’ and avqay g twric hinm, ° rat serhams
some dar he v “hous Imov how he i _ures
it, unless da a chunue oi sex--a .d
I do not t S love 1t. Eo chould be
a redl Z3Ps G terribly uniortunate
it wes that ‘ o] Ey oy T a remale. .ut
there 1s no ac cancin; for the gui are born
male vho should have been femalc, and veg all ozien there, are,
countl-ss thousands of them, vwho are masculiie . have been bovn
meles. he number of men who woukd wish to be vigmen cre comparatively fow,
b ut altogether, there are a joocdly number of thenm, and it is a dif *1culu task

for tLe“7 Decgu°c men interested in Cressing up in women's clothes wre
lookeC. dovnm upon &s being “sissies” end effeminate, &nd not Ynormal" sexually.
B ut that is not true, in many cases. liany "normal® nen enjoy imps:isonating
the female sex, Juut Tor the fun of the thing, and the fun they get out of
i1t, such as in the case of Stanley (and iyself) wherc we &~ such good
feminine impcrsona Llons that we fool everybody, including the men who

"make eyes" at us. r“hen we can 'vamp! them, and get a laugh.”

So Stan and I are very hapry in that we can do such a good job.

e stayed in after dinncr, as usual. Stan wvorked on his ncedle-point
while I worked on the pink sweater that I a@ maliing for myself. From this
you can see how we keep up our feiilninity, dey and night. Ve went to Dbed
dressed in feminine night dresses--the Teminine touch.

Today we went to ilanuel's to see how he was getting aelong with oub
vigs, and for a fitting, if neccssary, The wigs were in process, and we
tried them on, for fit, which scemed to be perfect. Thoy are going to be
lovely. e could see that
Ir, lamuedl asleed us if we could dress our hair. e told him that we

had had a lot of expcerience doing our wigs, but were no experts., He save
us a lesson in hair dressing, which we were very glad to hcove. Iirst he
pleced a wig on Stan's head, a wig of the same 1fnU th of hair his new wigs
weuld be. Stan did it up as best he could, and that was very gond, but

i 8 ianueﬂl gave him a numberjof pointers, littie things vhich a 1ir\

should know kbout drescsing an d01ng her na*r. Stan cllo‘ea insbruculons,
and did his heir several times, until lamel was satisfied. Then he cslled ne
over and told me to do Stan's hair. Dolng one's :n hair, and that of another.
is an entirely different thing, but I, dld Stan's hair three or four tiies, and
got so I cculd do it to lir, lianuek'ssatisfaction. There are so many little
touches that a wan/ mist learn. Therec is that little twist of the hairpin
that makes it stay in place. I put on : jong haired wig and did it up

a number of tlmeg, in various coilfures, with Ir,. Lmuel looking on and
criticizing. ith hair the length of mine, rcaching down to the Vaist,

there arc an 1nan1te number of 8tydes of coiffuresnossible, yith high amd
10w hair-dos, and everything in between. ir. manuel had me co them in

ﬁany styles, until my arms ached from holding thcm up to my heed so long.

/e studied the different coiffures to sec which would be :osg becoming to me,

bH

Stanley, lir. llanuel and several of the girl attendants looking on and
passing judgment. Finally we agreed upon the style of coiffure tnat 311 along
I had favored--hair dressed low at the neck, in two buns. I yknew thet this
was best, because there was no chance of showing the outlines of the w1g at

the place where they are most apt to show. Lir. Kanue¢1 insisted that
the outlines of his viga wculdn't show, no m:tter wirat the hair-do, but I was
not so sure, and I got IIr. lianuel to agree that the one I liked was the besta
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Then Stan did my long hair, on my head, in the coiffure we had scyjected
for me., H e did it sevecray times =nd each time it seemed to me that it
was beautifully done. Stan'® small, sliillful vhite hands are eminently
fitted for dressing hair and “or all occuptainsns of 2 feminine nature.
Ir, llanuel was pleased, and said that now we vere sitting pretty--we each
could do his (or her) ovn hair, and a2lso do the hair of the other, This
would malze us independent of hairdresscrs--and no doubt e would be able
to do our hair prettier than any hairdresser coulde

411 of this was yesterday, Liry darling, and now I have to give the
report of today, and ,since you have aslted for =11 the %he etails, I can
give you a very amusing account, (I think) , of our second day.,.

Ve got un as girls, as usual (we spent the night as girls, wearing

feminine night-dresses, of crurse) mad after breakfast, prepared by the
pretty blonde rrances--grapefruit, eggs, toast and coffee--te washed the
iishes, did our housewvorl:, and then donned our male clothes znd went
oppigg. Liostly we were "looliing', to get ideas of vhat ve wentod, but we
d buy some nightgovms, silk vests and wuanties, and enough sillz stocizings,
T various colors, to do us for the cxbtent of our Sirlhood (we hope).,

And we each bought two neg-igees, ior room-intimacy, vhich rea ly are
thrilling--at 1east to us would-be zirls, 2tan's favorite color is Alice
biue, which is so becomning to his blonde style of beauty, and so he
picked @ut the most adorabie blu%negjigee you ever saw, It is low cut
and trimmed at neck and .nds of dhort eibow sjecves with lace.
His second was a blac): satin carment, trimmed with white lace at the
Dacl Aand sleeves. You know, liary dear, how wond.rful a bionde joolzs in
blacy.. When yru see Stan in this number, he will simply slay you.

I 21s0 bought “wo negiliees, to keen un vith Stan,.

Iy favorite color is pink, and so I grexonxr@brught a most zdorable
negyigee in pink, with pink faamingo feathers for trimming at the
throat and sjeceve ends, elbow length. It was an expensive garment, dear
lary, but we have plenty of :oney left from the ith~udand dollars ycu sent ud
So I am sure j;ou will aprrove of :y buying this jovely negjigee. 1.y second
neg. igee was not quite so expensive, but it is a honey,and I love it,
It is of scarqet silk, ajso with lace trimming, and very fetching--if you
mow what I mean. Stan cays it is a Dbit péssionate in color, but ved is
becoming to me--sq, why n-t?

Our shop:ing finished, we went to the beauty shop, for our appointment.
Ve spent most of the day there. Vie had our facials, bleachings ajl over
the body that would show, and then the electrie ncedle, which tekes no end of
4
%)

b

It was arusing to us to enter the studio, and sce the intense interest
of the girls in us. 1Mo doubt Flora =nd llazic had told them as much ad
tn&é knew abaut us. from our tallk of yesterday, but it was apparent that
thye were eazer to learn mors Ve filled them with curiosity. Ve were two
men vresaring oursggves to impersonate women for o long period of time,

It was most umusual--unheard-of. It was most intriguing. The _jace was a
hotbed of g,ssip, as all beauty par,ors are, and as Stanley and I entered,
we could "feel it in the air" thas we had been thc subjects of discussion,
I'en as women always intrigue women. And certain men, too, Iut we were not
interested in thet sort of men.

‘e weee greeted very cordially by the proprietor {lir. Robins) and
al1r of the girls, who were in the salon. Ve went to our booths, those
of F-ore,and liazie =s y:sterday, and we undrgssed down to our Gorsets and
lingerie, then took off our trousers and shoes, and donned skir:s and
high-heeled feninine slippers. Thaot made us feel bettery and not half girl
emd half man. Ve had the usual facials and bleaclings trsatments, and
manicures, and then went to fhe elsctri€ needie booths for a jong session,

1s a sfow process, and, while we have not &o much hain to remove, yet
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#s o | i PRLEY
7, fa e Itte 1
one ¢ 21 and tel She barbor not
lgevhere= heed. *ut ¢ FIOTE egnili
will tell %o thelr mascendaes 5 1¢
osing to tn sest Iriends, here i ricthing cbowvt it, hawrd to
ne 10 d 1inlis 8T in co:i idence,
cauty sh es are tho 1s told 1is
around nd even rsa L. Tonle . z2i+¢ inclined
Sgin, an a bunn Anad vhot wvoman nss not?
Stanliey fully 100 sossip, and lmew that
we created int st and curi z the steff and customers wviwo
sav; us there, brut us--for of cnuwse “the fact tnat ien vere
talzing beauty %o prepa.e themcelves to impersonate women
was noised ab~ut. A1l vomen wonted to sce us, to size us up, and cee
if we wer: capable of i“Dfr°opat1n~ girls, and try to find out why we vere

Coing it. Thier curiosity armused us. “hey were zll agog. 1t was so
unusual, so unigue, for men to mosquerade as nilrs. ‘They wanted o know
hovi tdey ~reparcc thcmv&lvef for it. They were dying to know ithat we
were going to do as [iPr detcctive and how we weuld go about it,
T was sure that Olora was prepapecd to “"put the pump” on me tn sati
her ovm cursosity and to be aplc to tell the othcrs 2]l =bout Ltanley a
me. I decicded to give her an “cor-full.” I would answer all her questions
and framc colorful answers vanich w-uld e interesting, if not trJe.

C'JC

It being out of the quection to he nlgpt as well tell

a ood story, maliing it up ~s 1 ] gt as well have a 1ittie fun
at the expence of ~1orw and the wvas sure To tell

everything. E ice it would nn me avay while I was in

her chair, and under the electril ok severs] hours every

cday. The necdle was very unplea
and utﬁnley, and our esperiences as gi
my attention, and also be cause for = ¢
you know that I am not an untmmthful gi
wvas 0.K. for me to tell fairy Z=akkx tal
the time awagy, @-&.‘—&oﬂ*‘%T coulé—nes—t
As soon uS I had jotten in her chai
she started aslking guestions.
How had Stanley and,I gobtten into the female impersonation business,
in the detective agency? she a<tad
Here was a chance for my imagination to work freelye. And I sald:
Stanley and I lived in Chicago, and, heving finished Iigh School, were
joolzing for jobs. e hapvencd to see, in the Chicago Tribune, an advertise-
nent Tor "Help Vanted.? Two young men were wanted who were clever at female
impersonatlon7b" a certain detective agency. Stanley and I vere rather
girlish, und nede un very well as zirle with the help of our sisters,

ized to rlora cbout myself
; it would distract
ursc, Deor [.ary,

but I think you L~17 5;5 it

g iz the beauty parjor, to pass
—tRe—truth.

r, and Flora had started my focial,

o

5

vie had dres as girls anc gone squ end fancy drcss cances

and ve haa Lo~_ed everybody, several times., Uie w.re slender anc had '
feminine faces. tie could “'VQ off ;irls to neriection. nd so e

decided to answer t- e ad. V¢ knew that we could lmpersonate girls wvery .

well-- n fact, we made qu*te preuty girls.

e went dovn town to the office of the detective agnecy in answer
. - =% -
to the ad. at the asgointed Time. Somenow we had exiccted that we wruld be
~bout the only a-plications for the job, as vwe thought thet men who could and
woul 31 14Ane - 2 e at b - . .
ould be willing te impersonate fensles were rarc. Imazine our surprise, then,

<
T
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wvhen vie found about 50 youn: fellows fice, all

eager for the job., ‘e felt let down.

re have th co many
after those two IQJ‘Q . looked the crowd over. As mi~hit be expecued,

they wrere just suchh a
buncn as
Temales. ‘The- irere Tayi-ing

mannerisms. Some of them v
many of them were corsested,
nc Tor we were of the ne-man

lot of boys ond

wans to wear girle! clothes &na 1mitate

2

the boyse we:z
witched. =

Znc as ths c»

S ocess continued, 1.
'¢ hod a chance. llow, one b ong, Ls6 cime
The manager was at hic decls,and v orle
rortice, who wa: helping the man to liceants
v uld make p saule Gikds, THis w me very

er K in turn, into an

room, wnd lirs. Fay made us our

ur the manager for inspection.
ed s "girl®

{ ! mostly

To0

e

S
keenly, as did the panager, Ir. She
inner room, “lch vias eoa_dnog as a dre
faces, put & wigson our he“uu, ané ha
Yie1l, to make a long story short, Stanl
detectives. Ir. Sheldon explaincd the vork w ;
shadowing in places vhers sirls werc required, but
hard or too dangerous for rsal girls. e vould have
attrective girls, who could go anyvhere and Go anythi
\rs. Fay was a former actress, a nd she had been

¥g, I S, a
train us as girls for our coming viork, cit.r» "LVLH& 1
in his selection of t.:e trq.best fitted for the work,
irs, Fay took StanlcyAln hanm and put us through a course of "sprouts"
She slappcd us into corsets, to reduce our ”hTSES &nd macde us wear them
all the time, and laced us in, inch cfter our training
veriod, -ntil cshe got my waist down to 17 inch 8, and Stenley's to 1€ inches.

This weas severe treatwent, and at times we were sorry that we hac sone into
the worlk, and thought of guitting, o“lng to the discomfort of it, and ajl of
the training we had to go through,211 of which was So feminine, and contrary
to our masculine natures. But we stuck it out, eggec on by ﬁlo. Fay, who
twitted us vhenever we showed signs of the "white I'eather." "So you
can't take it," she would say. "You are bothercd b, a tight corset, which
aﬂﬂo 't every \OWan wears, And by h hecls and thhu Gresses and the
wearing of a wig. Shame on you. Are you less manly then a glra 7"

From the very start lrs. Fgy tru¢nea us &s girls most strecauously,
from morning till night. We were dres sed as girls all <the time, :ng vere
taught to cisport ouru01ve° as girls. Ve were taught how to stand, and sit%/
and wvaik and tujﬁ We learned feminine mannvrqus. Wie learned hovi to malre
un, and to dress The hair of our wigs. e knew all the secrets of vomen's
élothes, bhe taught us how to walk in cxtieme high heels, and to dance
in them. Ve went to dances with her. ¢ met men, oné canced with them. :nd
they never csuspected that we were not girls xna then we met other ;irls
a d lirs, Fay saw to it that we cane ihuo 070 ¢ relations with them, %o

est us. They never suspectcd us. Thuey toor us Lor girls. Of course, by
that time, we had perfe cly fitting vigs, and nice qre:ses, &nd our :
cowwlexlono had been bezutified in Demut; pariors, just as vie are doing hov.
Irs. Fay had dpne a good job, and we had made 5004.  Vie Loth were considerecd
preuty glrlu-—ln fect. the qunde uLanTey vas rated as a beauty whercver ve*
vent. Boys and men fldclred sround nim, end he never went to a dfnce but that
he vas besieged by men wno wvanted to dance with him. He wasoutcst anding, a
b011e7thvever he weﬂt

. "And how about youroe1f ?'zs1wec. Mora. "Did the men Tlock around yov
ton?’ (
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heard

"You bct they did,"” said Stanley, wvho had cvery word in the ncxt booth,
"Gord is a Cibsgn ‘1”1, and he just slayed o311 the men at the dances and
everywher eise. "If I am bocaut;ful(es he hes saiC,)then he is more so ond
that figure of his with its tiny waish, just Imoclis men . off. their Teey
I coulad te1l you storics of the conquests he has made--mgn fall in jove
rith nlﬂ on vl,ht cna if he were a rcaj girl he c~uld have norried a
dozen time,™

Don': be liove it,® T gedd,® 'Stenley ; be"ut" the giamour girg
Tirst jyear he t;msted men around is 11ttt 1e f*nger. > i

tell you about his -ove afis airs, and ot
11, =iter irs. Pay had comzleted our ;
cnoush to sult even her criticcl idsas idea
’"bl‘ohe* oursieves in zn a-artnent .
o duty. It was only ﬂoivlon"IWT
Lut we had to be in rcadincds -t ai. :
Jyou mean to say that you 1ived as girls all the Sime?! tsled
"ow pong did it last?"

I course) to avait
£e ceme ur that required
-7

"Zleven months, " I renlieds '"Thenve got a months! vication. It has just
endcd and now we have to get baclk on the job, That's why we cre here
JﬁlOVan our corplezions, ‘e wcre o blu careicss of them during our
Mthn, which we thrt &V a camp in the woode. e wented to get avay fron
it 211, and relax,

"Dut after elsven months ac Girles, vasn't it hard to bucgme men azain?”
Slora “c‘ea.
" "Wes, it was, and that's ihe -‘e&gon we went to the voods Lo be a2+one.
=€ had let our hair [roy znd/ it hed to bo cus Short. e had becoric so

1 :

feminine in -l
hard to throvio B
that wve found it a

¢
and - .anncrisms, after 2]l “hose onths, that we Iound it
anc become jilic men. ¢ had become co uscé to ity heels,

vicwerd to walk in low-hecled men shoes. And urauccrs,
and shirts and pants ceemed Tunny uo us, a.ter our nenthe in {eminina
finery. Our time was so short, just a on;n, that ve didn't try

(‘l‘

be ::"cu11no, once we ot to the ;;+voov of our camm. Of course, we wvore
trouscrs and other nen's cérments, outside, but ve conulnuoa to wea
lingeric and corsets, lzced as ajvays kwok*L; that it weuld be a

c
M s N = ) B 0
et our weists get out of hand, and then hove to 1o uhrou h the »ro
lf o :
of figure training.

¢

‘

"lell #said flora, "it looks to me as though you were pretty rmch
5irls t”rougn Jour vecation what with vour corsets, and evsry ;ing,”
"I suppose so," I said) "You gce, vie had to kec in tr: nd

after 11 months, we viere Fmo" girls ‘,un men, and, as we Lo back to
it so soon, we alqn'" tryl very hard Lo bceome mcn. In fact, insidec the
canp, when nobody was ﬂrqund we dressed as girls , and we tlviays taqked as
girys ©tg cach oLhor. It 1is not easy to change from a giri to a man, &Gven
termorarily. A1l Thoue months male ue lem¢nine, end we even ha feminine
thoughts, and get %o concider oursejves te be irls,®
ey your detective wori: hard?® Tlora asked.
Yes, it is hard vhen we ore e¢nzoeged at it, but there sre long periods
when there is no call Tor our servi cos as girls, ™ j‘eqli“d.
"That do you do with yourseclves wvhen you are not busy?" she csked,
"we have a nice apaﬂcﬂenu, with tejep. one Comncction, and are glways
subject to cayl. Zut we have a ,70t of +time to oursejves, and have guite
a :ﬂy cociag qife. e have many friends, male and {ema 10, and a nice
1ittje circie, with nany events, -uch °s garces, bridge parties, iovies,
plenics, in the sumuer, ete." 5 ‘

EN
"Do you mean to sov thet You go to &ll of these aff
ajkcd _1ore.
"hy net? I ssked. "0f course ve do "
"fnd do they 2ll think that you sre girls?" csked Flora, with a joo0k
ny ) . -
01 surprise, Do even the ciris think you arc sirlg

b
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"0f course they do-—gl@r¥, men, cverybody. Even at the office everybody
thinks we are girls, except the manager and lirs. Fay," I scice

"ell, you rmst be pretty good, "Fsaid Flora.

/e have,to be, or we couildn't Till our joobs," I said.

"I should,to see you as ;irls" said Flora.

"A1l right," I said. "As soon as we get our new wigs 2nd the rest of
our outfits, and become girls again, we will drop in and les yodsee USe
Eut I'11 bet you wont know us,." ’

"Oh, yes, I will," said Flora. "I lknow your faces, mnd you wont be
abe to fool me, But you rust Iind it a strange 1life, You two men living
as girls all the while. Don't you get sick of it? CGirls lecd such a
restricted, confined life, c-mpered with the lives of men. Ang it is so fussy
and part'cular, and you have Lo look after so meny details vhich men do not

have to bother with--your clothes, your hair, vour complexions, your
figures. And I should think jou would hote being clways tightly corestied
and having to wear high heels, and women's hats and dresses, and all the
rest of it. 4And I should algo think that you would get tired oi having

to be so effeminate, soft and girlish, talking, walling ana acting lilze
sweet, (ermre maidens.It is. so unnatural Tor men--and you say you both are
he-men. I don't see how you cen cdo it. It must be very hard Tor you."
"It was hard at first," I peplied, "and very strange, tut we got

used to it. You rmst remerber that it is our brcad and butter, the way we
malte our living., The work itself is easy -nd ve ere vell paid ang all

expenses paid and our cjothes furnicshed. =nd all or the cccessories
2L & - J . i 3
T

e

incjuding wigs, co that the money we male is ell'velvet) and we cre able
to save it. So you see we have splendid i
than we could at any other work. At first we disliked having to be so
soft and feminine, but, under Irs. I'ay's training, we sradually got uscd
to 1t, unti] it became natural for us to be sirls, 4t Tirst we were pretty
10hesome and kept to ourselyves, but alfter we had become perfect in our
roles, lirs, Fay introduced,to a nice circle of young peopnle, and we vere
alten in, and since then we have had a good time. e lead the lives of
normal girls. Ve like company, parties and dances, In fact, being girls
is not bad at all, ‘e have lots of fu-."

"But what about your relastions with boys?" Flora asked,

"0h, we are just like other girls and like thelr companys—as pals, of
course," I said. "Je both have boy friends who talte us out and donce with
us. Ve love to dance., That and welking ere about the only ezercise we get.
And we have some close girl friends, too. e lknow how to make ourselveg™ "

jobs, and are doing much better

charming, and so they like us and we ars popular. e are good actresq@i

and are & lways agreeable and sweet. Ve are the sort of cirls that byth ™
5 N 5 A @ 11

boys and girls like--we know how to nlease them." & promg

"Have you had any love affairs?™ asled Flora, grinning broadly. "Eaves
any of your boy friends "fallen for™” you?®

"Oh, yes," I replied, with a smile. "The blonde Stankey attracts men
1ike honey attracts bees. He is a resl beauty, a plden haired siren.
A certain men ipn our circle fell in love with hinm. Stanley is high-spirited
and an incorriggble little flirt, and so he had a delightful time carrying
onjt his affair with the boy friend. I couvld see that he was going too far
~ith 1%, and warned hiw, but he was having so much fun that he paid no
attention to me, though at night he would confide in me and fell me 2all
about his goings on with Barvey, the boy, vhenever he had been out with him,
Stanley t,ld me cbout the first time Harvey hed held his hand and put his
arm around his walst, and about the first kiss. After that there wore many
of them, for Stanley thought that the least he could do to reward Harvey
for all the mone;, he was spending on him, wes to allow him to pet him and
kiss him, Stanley felt like a girl, a sweetheart, and so ]iked being lzissed
and petted by the good-looking Harvey, of wnom he was quite fonde. This
may sound strange to you, that a mna should 1lile being petted and kissed
b, another male, but living continuously as girls makes g;man ferminine,

LB
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especially if men fall in love with us, and we become thcir sweethearts,
Ve forget our real sex, end seem to become vamen.'

"So Stanley went on with his affair with Harvey, vho finally zroposed
marriage. That was the time that Stanley should have cglled a halt, but he
was ”Outlnf such a lzicl: out of it that he forlishly told Harve; that he
ljoved him, and they became engaged. larvey gave Stan a handsome diamond
ring, WnLCh he proudly wore, and let evervoody see it. All the other jirls
of our set were envious of Stan, for arvey had money, and was considered
a good ‘catch.” For a time Stan had a lovely time as an engagedf®zirl?
Hervey took him out or called nearjyy every evening, and made him presents
of Tfilowers and cendy and some jeselry. They billed and cooed Together, as
lovers will., Stan would tell me all about it. Finally he got worried,
for Harvey began to insist that they get married. He could see no rcason
for further delay. But Stan could see plenty of reasons. The rfooliskh,
imoetuous ”rlrl" now reajized that he would have to brecak 1t off with
Harvey. ‘e talked it over and decided on a plan. Stan changed from a

sweet, 14ving maiden to a disagrecable huzzy, picliing gquarrels with
Harvey on the slightest provacation, and amnmoying hiwm in every o csible
way. Stin's charming nature had cnanged completely. At first Ilarvey made
ajlowances for it, becausc he loved Stan co rmuch, but f.nally he got disgusted
anéd after a pa tlculgrly violent quar-el, of Stan's malki ng, Stan told
Harvey that he no lon; r loved hinm, and wis shed to csll off the engsagement,
Stan returned the ring, and it was 2ll overe. Soon aiterwverds Auﬂved left
Chic°"o, and Stan didn't see him again, which vas a 35110¢ to him, though
he nmisced Hervey, who was such a nice, affectionate joung man, and such
o perfect loverﬁtan missec the billing; and coo 1n0, the Dbbbln , and
Harvey's passionate kisses, whisgh, he confesse’ to me, had Tilled him with
bliss. ¥is recactions had becn those of a girl, oand £o he Tfelt rather
folorn at LLrub, as a does vhen che has lost her swectheart. DIupt he
got over it, and got himself a new pboy iricnd. It was no trouble Bor a -
be'lu'i:eovo bPlonde 1lilre nley. All he has to do is ©To give a man that

‘corie hither cye, und comes rumning.”

To be continued)
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,7),‘_.,/\_:_
"Tell me about,your detective work," said Flora. "You must have some
very interesting experiences."
"Yes, we do, but naturally our work is of a confidential nature,
and secret,"Isaid. "Do you think there would be any herm in telling sbout
our fist case&? I asked S,anley, who, with Mazie, was listengng to our
conversatlion with all théir ears,® "It was way out in Chécazo, and is
closed now, and of course I wouldn't give real names.,"
"Go ahead," said Stan. "I am sure the girls would enjoy hearing about
it."
OUR FIRST DETECTIVE CASE (purely imaginary, of course).
R
So I told about our first case in Chicago, making it up as I went
along, and trying to make 1t sound Intriguing to Flora and Mazie--and to
Stanley, too, for of course it was all news'to him, and I knew he would
be amused at the way I let my Imagination run wild.

Stanley and I had been living as girls for about two weeks, without
belng assigned to any case. We would go to the office every morning to
report, and would help the regular office girls with their work of typing,
filing, etc. Byt there was not much of that work for us to do, end so
usually we would go home. BPut we wers always on calé, and if we went out,
our maid would take the message and relay it to usefyes, we had a maid-of-
all-work, who was paid by the agency. She cooked and did the housework.

We both were anxious for experience, and so were glad when the call canfe
one morning for us to report at once. On our arrival the manager told us
that there was a lady in his inner office who wanted to engage our agency's
services to shadow her husband, who was going around with another woman.
Ty, lady, whom we will call Krs. Smith, needed evidence sgainst her )
husband, so as to obtain a divorce, or slse break up the liason. We were
to try to obtain that edidence. Two of our men would be engaged én the
outside shadowing, but two operatives were wanted within the Smith
household, and that was where Stanley and I came in. One of us was to act
&s her personal maid and the other as one of the several house-maids--for
1t was a large house, the Smiths were very wealthy, and there was g large
staff of servants. Now Stan and I were to 80 1n and be interviewed by lrs.
Smith. Of course she would engage us, as she needed detectives, but we
must mkde the best possible showing, and try to impress her.

We found Mrs. Smith to be a very pretty lady, in the early thirties.
She was beautifully dressed and groomed, and class and breeding and
charm stood out sll over her.

She was very pleasant to Stan and me as she looked us over, after
the manager had introduced us asliss Frances” and liss Gloria (for of course
she took us for girls. That was necessary, especlally for the one of us
who should be chosen to act &s her rersonal maid,) Sye asked us about
our qualifications. I told her that I could dress hair, understood
women's clothes and their care, knew beauty culture and make-up and thought
that I could give satisfaction as her maid. She chose me for the position,
and Stan was engaged as house-maid, which he preferred, anyways Fortunately
for the both of us, Nrs. Fay had given us a thorough schooling so that
I was cormpetent for my. job as maid to a lady, and Stan could readily do
the necessary housework, which, Lrs. Smith sald, would be easy, since
there were a number of other maids, as well as footmen and a butler, to
divide up the work. My work would be easy, too, ang krs. Smith said
she would not be too eXacting with me, since, after all, I was a dstective
and had that work to do in addition to ny duties as ladies' maid. And
so 1t was arranged. We gave Mrs. Smith our home address/, and she saigd

- she would send & car for us in the afternoon, after we had had time to
pack the few things that we would need. Stan mnd I were egcited and

%
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thrilled over our coming work. It was just the sort of work we wanted to
try and for which we were fitted--both the maid work and the detective - ¢
work. We racked our sultcases, not putting in many dresses, csince lLrs.
Smith would furnish us with uniforms. But we would need dresses for our
afternoons and evenings out, and so we packed some of our pretty things,
and our night-gowns, lingerie, Bhoes and accessories such as were proper
for maids to have. We were taken to the house in a fine limousine. It was
a large mansion. We were received by the dignified butler, who had one of
kkez the maids show us to our room# in the servants! quarters, on the
fourth{ floor. Fortunately, Stan and I were assigned a room together, and
it was a very nice room. As Mrs. Smith's personal maid, I had high social
stending among the servants, and so rated a good room, and was sure of
respectful treatment. Stanley's social position i1fi the house was slightly
lower than mine, but he didn't mind, and was sure he would get along all
right. His blonde beauty would be a great help, as it always won him the
favor of the men, and the butler was the boss, and looked on him with an
interested eye, as did the footmen, and other men servants, including the
two chauffeurs and the gardeners.

The housekeeper brought us our uniforms and lace ceps, anc we went down
and reported for duty. Mrs., Smith was very kind to me from the start, and
showed me just Low she wanted things done. 'y firsk job was to undress
her, help her with her bath and then dress her for dinner. It was a rather
unusual pogition for & man, even for one living as a girl, and I am afraid
I was nervous and that my handgs shook a little as I unhooked her gown and
helped her off with 1t, then removed her bra and slip, unlsced her corset
and took 1t off, then stooped down and removed her shoes and stockings.
Then off ceme her vest and panties, and she was nude, and I had an oppor-
tunity to see what a lovely body she had. I accompanied her into the bath-
room, and helped her with her bath, ribbing her back, at her direction.
After she came from the tub, I dried her pretty white body and helped
her into a negligee. We went back into her boudoir and I dressed her all
in new undies, an evening corset and a pretty lace dress. She was slender
and I found it easy to lace her in to 18 inches. Before putting on her r
dress, I did her pretty, long halr, <oing it the same as it had been whén
I let it down, as instructed by lrs. Smith. I had no difficulty with it
and I was pleased. It showed that my lessons with Nrs. Fay had made me
skillful--that and the practice of doing the hair of my wig a couple of
times a day, at home. Iirs. Smith now donned her delicate make up,
and put on some jewelry. She kept the jwe jewel casket in 2 wall safe,
hidden behind a picture, and she told me to put it away. I was pleased
that she had so much confidence in me, for she had a large collection of
very valuable jewelry. She was now ready for dinner. A rap ceme on the
door, and came a good-looking gentleman who I knew must be Mr. Smith.,
Apparently, on the surface, his relations with his wife were pleasant, and
he was a good actor and nobody would have suspected that he was not true
to his lovely wife, but was intimate with another woman.

"This 1s my new maid, Gloria,! said she, introducing us,

He came over to me, put a finger under my chin to raise ng face,
and inspected mg closely. I was embarrassed, and dropped my eyes, as I
thought a maidﬁgbuld do, under the circumstances, and I guess I blushed a
little. I could "feel" that Mr. Smith was a ladies' man end had a way
with the fair sex. Even I could see thet. No doubt he was s philanderen.

"I'm glad you got a pretty maid this time," he remarked to his wife.
"That last one would stop a clock,"

This was the man Sgan and I were to spy upon. We were to listen in
when he telephoned tc¢ try to find out when he made engagements with his
lady-love. I was to search his pockets, if possible, to see if he had
any bllletsdoux from her. And I was to report to our outside rBn by tele-
phone every time he left the house, so that they could shadow him. 1f T

or Sian could find out where he was going, so much the better. e
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Stanley and I worked in that lhouse for ten cays. 3tan enjored

his work as maid, ¢ lgarnod all b ut nous c\or“. Tiie other s rva
wecre nice tto hinm, e Hen, wh to-lz Loth of us out on our
¢ays off. They werc 2, but we ”0¢1d have »rcferred our ovm
crowd, but t.-ought ] game ond act as real moid servants
vould, so as to av, ¢ 500 a kiclk out of my duties
atv lad¥'s maid, for serve ny -beauviful :uistress

as’ her maid, end the ressing and undressing
her, talting care of d nassaging her TOVel" vnite
body, was a privilege which any man'vouid enioy. She was extie: mTy kind
to me, and made me presents ol ércsses, lingerie, shoes, hat

“hen it was time for nme to leave, she asked me 1f I would n

hir maid, offering %o pay me more than Iweas gevting as a detec
But it was confining, monotonous work, w ith n, excitement about it,
and I missed our crowd and the social life we led, so, vhile I felt

highly flettered that she should wich me Lo sta ? I refuscd . Stonley

also could have stayed, as he had made -cod, but he had had enough of
that life. 4nd so we left.e OQur dcto cz1ve work had been cearried out

successfully, and I'r. Smith had Deo auszht by our outside men in a hotel
room with his inamorata, and so rs. smith hdb grounds for dlvorce, L
Later on, as we learned from our ofilc sho obtained it, and was irecd,

This was the end of my HEOPV Tor Lbht Q&V. It had helped pass the

ile we were underzoing trdd ﬁAent and Flora and liazie seemed to

beWelve every word of it. Ve dresiea and went horme. On the wvay we
talked about the way I had ”°—ufJed” Them, an“ haa a good laugh over it.

"I was nearly burs 1n5 with laughter," said Stanley," cspecially when
you told them about ny ‘en gement “hat a simp you macc me out to be.

But I don't care. Lu vas fhn_y ancé they dranic it e ine Text—thbm 1
an-poing=to—b ne—~fairy te ngﬂ«beu**nt,mmuu T SoIns o T you
the gost, I'11 beu the 111 tell thc others about! our adventures as
detectives, for they are very curious about us,"

Sure enough. The next day when we went in, ‘thc 5irls eyed us with
lnowing smiles, znd one of them asked Stan hom ”arvey was and if he had
heard from him lately. But I am getting shead of nmy story.

e walked home and on the way stopyed at the food store again and
ordered supplies. Vle didn't sec the delivery clerk, wihich was just as

well for he might recognize our faces, and he might wonder vwhether we were
boys or glrls. 7e orderead the .TOCGPLGS to be aelivered at our

apartment at six o'clock, and were surc the same boy would dsliver
them, so Stanley suggested that we have some fun with him, and I agreecd,

of course. The sprightly Stanley is full of ideas for our armsement

and I always go in with him, for I love a good laugh as well as the

next person.

As soon as we had entered, ve threw off our male clothes, and
turned ourselves 1nto\*rhnoeg and "Gloria.” In order to ..ake uhc best

possible iupression on Hervey, we made up rather heavily and did our hair
in the most becoming style. Stan tied a biue ribbon in his, and I a
pink one,:Tﬁ?ﬂlnr cute bows.. We drew in our cérsets fully, to take up the
‘stretch of a full dsey in them. Frances »ut on her new blue negligee,

with matching high-heeled mmles, Qnu I donned my ncw red one, vhich

vent well with my high make-up. %e tied the belt closoTy Qbout us
so that the smallness of our waists would show to the best a&vanuabe.

Vie putT on earrings and other simple JG\07P7, Goused ourselves well with
strong perfume and sprayec the rooms wivh it, to give them an exotic

feminine odor. I survcyed the blonde Stanley——l nean, :'rances. She ;

looksd too sweet for vords, and I told her so, pleasing her, as such praise
ajways did. She kindly told me that I looked very ;lgnorous and. the
mirror told me that I did really jook nice. Soon the bell rang.
Frances went to the door, vhile I draped myself iull-length on the sofa
of the living room, as planned. I proppeC my head on a pillow, end 1

=)

on my side sgo tha t my curves would show in an alliur n; feminine manner--
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the deep dovmward cdiv of my vaist, the
and the roundness of my thighs =nd calve
<
~

13 &
I drew tightly &bout me on purpose o e

s )

e studica erfiect., Iy

silk-clad ankles and feet, in their daint-r miles, pecped out below
my govme Freping my head on one hend, I pretended to rcad & Teshion
magazine . Harvey, or any man,vould be irpressed, wantsC to impress
him, e were playin; a game that was ruch fun. It n fun for us to
?ry out our "sex ap.:eal" on a man, and make him'falil’ Tor us. Al. he
tine wﬁgn wve weee _ijaying this geme, Frances and I voere inwvardly bubbling
over with sur.ressed laughter. Zor we loved to fool men., -nd make. then
thinlz that ve wore attroctive girls. iside from that, we waented to nractise
our "wiles™ and malie sure thet we wer "convineing® girls. It save us
more confidence, « nd, deor ¥, € neecdad it, for it is goin, %o tale a
lot of confidrnce and courage %o cibari on the adventure v are prevaring
for--to be girls--unsusvected--for o lonz time. = ”

= H:'
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Q
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I'rances askcd Horvey in and vmnt with him ©to ths »antry while he
dexosited his grocericse. he had greeted hin jarm snile and a |
very iriendly ailr, as planned. llow she asksd him if he would not lilie to

have a “ighball witi: us. He said he would love it.
Trances and I had it 21l plamned. ‘e had madc up and dressed to give

the impression that we were very "friendly" girls, who would be nice to

a man, ‘'ith our paint and powder and exotic govms, he mizht well take us for

ladies in a recepti®e mood for ~qirtation, 1onesome and lookin: Tor the

company of a zood loocking young man. That - as vhat we wanted,

Tarvey and I',ances came into the living room .here I was ailuringly
draped on the lounge. Frances asked me if I would mind meiting the highbells,
I agreed and asked Harvey to help me up. He Took my little soft hands in
his strong big ones, and pulled me from the sofa. As he did so, I
pretended to stumble and fell aiainsbt him. He reached outf te caten ne,
“andé for a moment I was inhis arms, my face close to hils, so tha he
encircled my slender form and he caught the verfume of me, ang had a close

100k at my face, as slanned. It was just a gesture of ajlurement, bu.
. I could sense that Harvey was intrigued, as any men would have been.
I went nto the pantry and nmixed the drinlts, making Harvey's a double
scotch, while the drinks of Frances and myself were mild. Ve do not
believe in drinking much, and are alvays abstemeous. Harvey was thristy
and quickly drank hids drink, while Frances and I only sip ed at ours,.
vie wanted to get him feeling good, so thiét he would become zmorous.
rrances had bet me that she w-uld malie Farvey try to kiss her before he
left. I took the bet, with the proviso that if he also tried to kiss me,
the bet would be off. I went to the pantry, and mixed another strong highball
for Harvey. 7Then I cime baclr into the living room, I saw Frances and
Harvey sitting very closely together on the sofa, and Harvey had his
arm around Frances's slender weist, and he was holding her hand, while
she--bold girl--was resting her golden head on Harvey's snoulder. Vhen they
saw me, they broke apart. Harvey cagerly drank his second highball, and
then was fceling fine, H e made love to beautiful Irances beldlye
Jime pasged, and he said he must lcave. DBubt first he asled us to male
a datem him for the following Sunday. He would bring a boy-friend for me
and we would“step out, eat, ‘ance and have a good time. We agreed, .
Ikmowing full well tha& we would be gone by that time. As he went to the
door, both Frances and I followed him. Gazing at him with her big blue
eyes, she 1lifted her adorable face end inviting lips to hime She was, of
coursg, irrestible, and, as expected, Harvey enfolded her into his arms, and
kissed her, Perhaps I didn't play fair, but I recajled the bet, and so I
askted Harvey if he wasn't going to give me a good-bye kiss, too. .
"Thy not?" he asked, and I found myself clasped in his strong arms, and
our lips met in a warm kiss. Then he said: "So long. Sce you soon.”
I hope we do not shock you, dear Lary, when we tell you zbout being
kisged by a man, It-is haermless, and all a part of the game we wore
playing. And in our Ifeminine roles, it scemed natural. Ve wcre girls, at
the time, and girls like to be k. ssec by handsome young men. rrances, sald
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I had not played falr, asking for the liiss, and so I ajreed that I had
lost the bet, and I promised to buy her a drink latcrion. It had been
such fun., Harvey had "fallen for" irances in a big wa;fj

short time. It gave her renewed confidonce in her femininity--2nd me, too.

Today we again had a long nornlab at the beauty shop, mach of the
time veing with the clectric needle, with waich we are olmost finis shed.
“le also had the usual facials, bilea c :ings an. menicures, and then the

ronrietor sprang a new one on us. He saild that our entive hodles
1ould be massaged and bileached--waists, hips, buttocks, thighs, cajves,
Ikles and feet. e had not exp.cted that, o ut it sounde. good to u:,
ilve the poss had sug-csted it, for we wanted to do ev\“vthlnb that an
eXpert couqd do To us to make us more beautiful. ie both Ffelt a little
elbarrassed as we emerged from the dress sing room, hoving dofied our
corsets and lingerie ang were ontﬂrcly nude except Tor &« pair of tiny
nanties tbat Dound us closely in the crotch, suppressing all nossible
bulgeses “e stretched out on cots znd fora and liaziggproceeded to
Jassabe our entlre bodies and apply creams and bleacteswith tiweir soft
but Tirm hands. liecdlcss to say, it was a most wusual exderience for nen,
and quite GAClbLn’ Tor Do,; of us, espsclally when they rubbed our
hips, thighs and 'derrieres. e ucrc so glad of our ceonfining panties,

It could not have been done very ieql, without them--Lor bo.h lora and
llazie are pretty--and we are ncn, after o 17. in spite of our assuned
fe.aleness. Mor half an hour the girls manipulated our white, bare
bodies, vhitle we tried our best uOL to-writhe in »nleasure at their

touch, and not to show our feclings. They treated us lilse Sirls and
seemed not to notice anything, for vhich we were thaleful. ;ho' polied
strong bleaches to our vodies, and it ctung a litule, vut we alun't mind.

At the close oi the treatments they rubbed  scented - ovacr into our
sltin 2ll over vhich wes very coothing., Then they made un our faces, as

usual, and "sét" our permanents. Then we dressed. e now had no secrets from
Plora and Kazie--HOuhln’ to conceal;—they had seen everything we had,

and so we were g1ad to uCCuﬁb thelr offer to ceme into our ¢ressing room
ard help us to qres and 1la our corsets i'or use’e look~C like ;irls until

e put on our urdusors, °nlnnu“n@ neclities. The ;irls laughec at us,

being girls underneath and nen oaumh-aly, and we someho resented having to
don male clothes. I supvose we did lool: fummy to them, with our

marcelled heir, ae1'cutclv made-up faces and siender girlish figupes--then
to put on male clothing, vhich made us look lilc r'”lc in diszuise. Our

complexions are notlceaoly several shades lighter, thanlzs to our
treatments, and our cheelrs are na turally p¢nk, g0 ve arc getting more

and more to looir like girls--vhich is as it chould be--thzat's the way ve

want it. But Stan and I notice how n~eople stare at us in nublic, and,

from remarks drgpred, meny of them think ve are girls in disguise. But we

g6 along minding our ovm dbusiness and so no ?ollcem&n has molested us, as

vete. - Surely, 'there is no law against men ”earwng corsets and lingerie

and malke-up, so long as they wear male gaerments and attend to thoir cvmn

businessy But peo-le in the strees eye us, and so we nrobably shall travel
in cabs hereafter--we wont carc what the cabbdy thinliss /nd the same way
in the shops where we go. We can't help it if they think we are girls
disguised as boys, and we don't carc whes They thinlz, e have to be hard-
beiled about it, and not let them bother us. £nd we are not annoyed, bscause

we YWANT to look 1lilze ;irls, as you can uncerstvand, Lary derling. Vie

rust look like "1r1u——orezcy girls--and are hao~3 that we do, Tor otherwise
of course we could not carry out our adventure of coming DO you and

actlng as models and golng on as girls after your wedding. Ve are afraid
that you will think we are very "queer' boys, with our preference -of
girls! clothes over wen'g, ond our fondness Lor 1.ner°onab1ng glrls,

with all the handicaps it entails in living a feminine life, and
abandgmlng our male personalities. Ve foel that few men would Dbe

willing to feminize themselves over a long period of time. It 1s soy;
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contrary to musculine nature to act lilee a female--so effeminate, so
soft, =o vain of 100&5, so0 ccnscious of hair and clethes and fennﬁ;
“DDearanoe -to wallk and talk 1iké a girl, and assurne 21l of hcr mannerisms—
to lose on€s self in le impcrsonationt—to lay aside mescuiinity, which
most men cherishe.
But Stanley and I are diffcrent from most men, because, unlilre them,

we arc cble to make us as really pretty giris--(I am sure you will wvardon
me for saying this--it looks 1ilre conceit--but it is true, as you well
Imow, so why have false modesty?) At first we "aia® Girls in the shows

},.4

as a joke, . ut vhen we found that we mhhe ettt 5lrls, we did it nore
and more, and so gat a ~ondness for weari nﬁ nale clothiﬁd It sort of

titer girls than nen,

crew on us. ind when we finally rcalizecd L‘ ma C
ible. S0 I am sure you

we naturally preferred to be 51rls, vhencver
understand, liary darling.

W s
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Stanley acd I found it so rmech Iuh to "stufi! Liazie and #lora with
our, imaginary gxperiences as girl cetéctives, that we continued it during
our treatments. They drank it all in, every word, +vhich made it all the mor
armsing to us, and I tried all the harder to nmltae my invention moye intercs-
ting, Becldes, it took our attention away froufhe sting of the electric
needle, and so it was a od idea,.
I think you will enJov mery dear, hcaring cbout the second edventure
of = "girl détectives) as told it to iizzle and Flora. It vas as followc:
Shpotly after we had finiched mith, we
to the ofiice, vhere anoth us, but ¢ iy

one.,

A very wealth widow, vhom e J was the ovmer of

a very valuable collection of diamor o1l jewelry. In fzet,

they we T thet she was af Yok nublic vitaout

a bodyruard. She had cdone that o nunm 1en had worn the
jewels to some specisl function, but it : to have

& mon always at her elbow, on suard. &nd so qf concoivc; the ides of
having women, instead of a mNn, 4s podyguards, rotect her jewels froma
poesible hold-up and theft. S0 she ceme to our o ¥ to se:z vhther we
could supoly two tr"lned worien ror the work. She Tunted Lo vear her
diamonds at the opening of grand opera, wvhere sl a center box., The
opening of the ovor, sezcson was &lweys a socizl ¢t vnich 2li the women
visplayed their most beautiful govms and Jewels, irs, Jones plenned to go

[}

he could sup.:-ly her with tvwo fensle detecitives
whom the people

and asked Iir. Shelcdon if
to gueard her. She vanted attlbcvlve well Gresced vomen,
viould take for her juests.
irs. Jones interviewved frances snd me in ir. Sheldon's private ofrice,
and ::Darcntly she was pleased with our ap:iearance and manners, Ior cshe
enseged, to be her body'uuAa at the opera, vhich would open a \evﬁ later.
She secild vo would hhve to be elegently dreszed, so oo to lock 1lilte members
of society, and asked if we hacd any evening costuie: suiteble {or the
opera. Her box vas in the cevter o? the horse-shoe, and we would be
conspicuous, as cverybody in the dlence could sec us, and o we rmst look
all right 1n every particular, xj. ‘1claou had Lought u” a Tew evecning
*ocks along with the rest of our \“rgrouey, out noublﬂ& nice enough
for 'he opersa, as lirs., Jones's "veuuu, in her ccnter box, =nd we told her so-
She kindly 5¢1u thet she would outfit us completely and properly for the omz:
occasion, and she gave us a note Lo the head of th: dress department of
liarshall Field's store, auulorlthﬁ her to suprly us with ;vel""HLn: vie
neeaed for the opera, iroq heac to foot, a complete even.,g wardrobe, &ll of
the best quality, and charge BO her account.
The occasion was so lJ ortant, =nd Frances and I werc so intragued
at the idea of gett;pg complete anc lovely evenin, ensembles, that we
agked Irs. Fay to go to the storc with us, and help us, Of course, it
is no secret thet Frances and I hed become so completely feminine *hk“ e
love pretty dresses and ©ll femininec sccessor ies, and it was execiting %o
thinit that lirs, Jones would buy us the most lovcly dresses nnd other
things nédded, =nd make us & zift of them. Ve dicdn't need to think of
the expense, which was enough to warm any girl's hesrt. Vie decided to
"blow ourselves'. lirs. Jones was so rich that she vouldn't mind how much we
epent, so long as we didn't go toefar, and buy such things as furs and :
jewelry.

IIrs. Fay went with us, Dbeing as interested as we vere, &nd anxious
that e should be bﬂruulfully dressed and groomed for this grand occeslon.
Ve gave lirs. Jones! letter to th: head woman, © nd she wes extremely

kind and helpful, for Lirs. Jones was an excellent castomer, and one to be
pleased. Thus, with the advice of her and irs. fay, we did our shopping,
and it was a ﬁegular orgy of trying on lovely evening govms, &nd inspecting
ourselves in the mirrors, = nd lis tcninf to Lhe cou.ents of ho others,

It was a wonderful chance for Frances and me o try on &ll of these
beautiful evening frocks, and we took full advantage of it, for we loved to
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seé ourselvss in them., 7. loved To hcer tne complinentary remarks zs to

our looks Ifrom the head lady and her severul

5irl assistants. e looked

"sweet","adorable”, "darling," "chic," "charming," "cute" ané all of the
other words that are a -lied to women vhen tryin on pretty dresses,

and naturally it pleased us "girls" to have these adjectives cuolied

to us, for it gave us confidence as to our lools, =nd flattered us--:=ngd

we like fiattery as much as any girls., Of course, there was not the slightest

sutpicion that we were men, snd that aimused
as it would have done vhen we Iirst began to

us mildly, but not so rmuch
be ";irls, for now we w:ire used

to itv,and had a feminine viewpoint. And we were com letely at home in
feminine finery. We had been fitted to a good many esses, but we

always enjoyed trying on pretty frocks, and
it. We loved to see how we would look in the
the various colors looked on use. I suppose

never seemed to get tired of
different govns, and how
we each tried on at least

20 evening govms, and inspected ourselves in them, while Mrs, Fay and the

store clerks made comments and suggestions.
frocks that it was difficult to make a selec

There were so many stunning
tion. Frances looked pretty

in everything she tried on, but finally we all decided on & princess

style ivory white satin gown. It was cut low in front and back, s, as

to display a goodly expanse of her smooth, satiny skin. The dress was B
sleeveless and had very narrow shoulder straps which were studded with rhin e

stones. Thus all of her white shculders and
&s her dimpled back and flawless bgysom. Her

arms were exposed, as well
bra was slightly padded, to

gilve her nicely rounded, maldenly breasts. The bodice was tightly

form-fitted, so that her cute j1ittle figure

» with 1ts tiny waist,

"would show, It was also tightly fitted over her rounded 1little hips,

but below the skirt flared jut in a series
ankle length, so that her feet would show be
becoming to her blonde beauty, and in it she
wings) We all were entranced, and I have nev
more charming, nor more happye. When in ful
would look simply marvellous. We ail agreéd
Mrs. Jones would be delighted to have such a
I had a hard time, too, to decide upon
in a number of those I tried on, but finally

of ruffles, of girlish

low. This dress was most
looked like an angel without
er seen Frances Jlooking

ly evening regalia, she

on that. Mrs. Fay said that
lovely blonde in her box.

a frock, for I looked well

we all chose a paje blue

lace creation for me, @}th bodice cut similar to Frances' white gown,
but with skirt clinging<the form dovm to the, me=m knees, then with
f,ounces down to the ankles. It wasQratherkifsophisticated dress for a

young "glrl" like me, but I really /did loo
agreed, and blue goes well with the color of

very nice in it,: as all

my hair. Besides, blue

is my favorite color. After I had had my fitting, we shopped for the

remainder of our evening outfits. Everything
materials and expensive, the best that money
lingerie, stockings, bras, slips, and corset

we bought was of the finest
could buy. We ordered
s made to measure, of

10vely brocaded satin, in colors to match our dresses. The shoes we

selected ajso matched our dresses--opera sllppers with 45 -inch spike
heels. This was at the suggestion of Mrs. Fay, who a1@§5suggested

that we w&#“a smaller size than customary, to make our feet look as

small and as dainty as possible. So we squeezed our feet into narrow,
pointed slippers, which were naturally uncomfortable, but, as Mrs. Fay
gointed out, we would have to walk very little, and so would not mind them

or an evening. We had never worn such high,

slender heels, but we

wajked in them back and forth pn the strip of carpet in the shoe
department and found that wé“ﬁavigate in them all right, though only
-tiny steps were possible. and so we decided upon the slippers, and were
pleased with their effect, as they made our feet look unbelieveably tiny.

We of course knew that many women wear shoes
vanity, and, now that we were women, we were
us it was not all vanity. Being the sort of
of the utmost importance for us to spare no

as girlish, and feminine and attractive as o

too small for them, through
acting like them. But with
girls" that we were, it was
ains to make ourselves

ossible, and there was no &{QAT
i ) \2

n
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that the extreme slippers we had chosen would help a lot, though they

pinched and we knew that our feet would ache before the evening of the
opera was over, But we would have to stand it, as we stood the other
discomforts of feminine clothes, especilally the corsets, which we wore
through necessity, though we were never happy in them. .

Vie bought pretty evening bags, containing make-up compacts, and long

white kid gloves, with innumeralhle buttons, and reaching above the elbow,
These would be a nulsance, but they were the style and so we would have to
wear them. We finished our shopping with the purchase of lovely evening
opera cloaks. Frances selected a beautiful black velvet number, which
would be in striking contrast to her ivory white gown, and go well with her
vivid blonde hair. It had a collar of ermine. The combination of black and

white would be most fetching, and her long white gloves would stand out
agalnst the black of her wrap. Herbag of white, studded with rhinestones,
aslo would look stunning with the black cloak.

'~ As for me, I selected, with the aid of Mrs. Fay, a wrap of pale blue
to harmonize with my blue gown, slippers and evening bag. It was lovely,

Now that our outfits were on order, we busied ourselves for our
work as guards by prkam target practise with the tiny pistols that

Mr. S ‘Qdon had bought for us. We were to carry these in our bags, on
top, so as to be ready for any emergency. We both were familiar with
firearms, as we had hunted with shot-gun and rifle, but had never shot

plstols. We practised at a range in the besement of one of the police
stations, with one of the exzpert cops giving us instruction, as arranged
by Mr. Sheldon, who'stood in with the police, who often cooperated with
our detective agency on cases. We soon got the hang of it, so that we
could hit the bull's-eye, and the instructor complimented us on our

skill, saying that girls usually were gun-shy, and couldk®t shoot, anyway.
He seemed to like teaching the t wo pretty "girls", and was very friendly,
and others of the policemen would come to look on and compliment us. We
acted very feminine, and perhaps a trifle flirtatious with the men, who xmm»d
seemed to think us attractive. That's the way we get our fun out of our
belng "girls"--1ittle harmless flirtations with men who show that they
are attracted to us. We know how to use our eyes~--in fact, all the 1little
feminine tricks that girls employ when w th men they wish to flirt with,

Our pistols, with their mother-of- 2] handles, were made for
women. They were small and deinty, but deadly at close range, and we knew
that if we had to use them, it would be at close range. But we hoped we
would never have to use them, naturally. We would hate to have to shoot a
man, even a thief,

All of our clothes had been delivered by the time the opera day rolled
round, and we were quite excited as we laid our lovely things out on our
beds--excited not only at the thought of wearing these beautifu garments
but aijso from thinking about the evening that was before us--an evening
of possible adventure, an evening that would bring to us a new exXperience,
For of course we had never sat in 2 box as girls at the opera--or anywhere
€lse--though we had often gone to the theater as girls, but had sat in
orchestra seats, and were not conspicuous.

Mrs. Jones had asked us to dress early and come to her home for dinner,
before the opera. Mrs, Fay kindly came in to help us dress for this
important occasion, when we must be perfectly groomed and look our lovliest,
quite an undertaking for the sort of "girls" we were. But from past experience
as girls under various clrcumstances, we were sure that we could make good,
We wanted to look ,s beautiful as possible, to please Mrs, Jones, and be a
credlt to het when we sat on either side of her in her box, where all

could see uses Mrs. Fay told us that we would be almost as conspicuous as
the actresses on the stage, but we need not be nervous about it, but
would enjoy it, because with our new dresses, and the way she was going

%ﬁigog§$§ E:i:oﬁﬁfdgake u;tup, we would be as pretty as any women there,

nce. was going to be fun.
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Early in the afternoon Frances and I had gone to a beauty parlor and

had faclials and menicures, and had our hair waved (we were now wearing our
own halr, as it was long enough). We undressed and took baths, using plenty
of scented crystals in the water. I bathed first and gave myself into the
cepable hands of lMrs. Fay. I left the bath-room perfectly nude, but neither
of us thought anything of it, for Mrs. Fay had seen me that way often, from
the beginning of our training, which, as I have seld, was very strenuous.

At the very start Mrs. Fay had delivered a little lecture to us, which was
somewhat as follows:

"You both must remember that from now on you are girls, and must think
of yourselves that way, and forget that you once were boys. I shall consider
you to be girls, and always treat you as such, and there is to be no
nonsense. You are to be gentle and lady-like, and not act like tom-boys, for
I despise that sort of girl. So never let me hear you act or talk in =
masculine manner from now on. And you needn't be embarrassed when you are
naked before me, as we shall be females together. I have got to handle
your bodies and train them to be feminine, so you'll have to get used to

it from the beginning. The treatment is going to be rather severe, especially
at first, but I want no complaints out of you. Remember that what I shall
do will be necessary, and for your own good. It is my job to turn you into
attractive young ladies, and I know how to do it, so you must submit to
éverything I do to you, even if it is unpleasant. You are not golng to
like wearing corsets, for one thing, but you have to wear them from now on.
They will be tight, and confining and make you very uncomfortable, but it
can't be helped, so I don't want to hear any complaints, for it will do
no good. You must promise to obey me, and all will go well, and I will fit
you for your jobs, which are good ones, and will pay you well."

Vie promised to mind her, and, to tell the truth, were somewhat awed
at her strong personality and a little afraid of her at first, until we got
to know her better. She was severe, but it was for the best, and she was
kind if we were nice. Of course, now we were no longer under her, but we
still allowed her to dominate us, because she was so helpful, and we
needed her, especially on an eccasion like this.

. While Frances was taking her scented bath, Mrs. Fay rubbed my whole body
with perfumed powder. It was really a body massage, and was very soothing.
Then she aprlied a 1iquid base powder to my arms, neck and shoulders--sll

of the body that would show in my low-cut gown, and then rubbed on thickly
a flesh-colored powder, so that I fairly gleamed, and my skin was satin—
smooth. And now I was ready to dress. How soft and caressing my vest
and panties felt as I drew them onl Then I put on my lovely sheer silk
stockings, and my slippers, having to use a shoe-horn to get into them,
they were so snug. But I loved the daintiness of my feet in those spiked-
heel slippers. Never had they looked so small. Ang next came my corsetting,
an important operation. Vhen I had laid out my new corsets on the bed,
I thought that they looked rather small. Mrs. Fay now brought them over
and let out the laces a lot,and I clasped them about me. Frances and I
had learned from experience that there is no Joy in wearing new corsets,
with their stiffness, and we had had the éxperience of breaking in several
alrs since we had been girls. So we didn't look forwardVE§5pleasure imto
wearing these new, heavily boned stays, but of course they were a necessary
evll, to be cheerfully endured., And now, as I stood before the long,
mirror, teetering on my extreme heels, Mrs, Fay proceededto lace me in.
I could tell by the feeling, and also by my appesrance in the glass, when
I had reached my 17-inch measurement, so I put my hands behind my back
and was surprised to find that there was a gap of a couple of inches in my

corset,
"Kee our hands away, so that I can lace you," said lMrs. Fa .
Hgﬁg % am_already l%égdé" I gaia, ’ v

» DO, you are“not, ald Mrs. Fay. "There is stlll about two inches
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to go. I ordered your corsets made size 15, as I wanted you to have an excep-
tionally nice figure, and tiny waist, on Mrs. Jones's account. She wyll .
admire it, and so will everybody who sees you at the opera." And she 7
went on drawing me in, *
"But I have never had such a small waist, and cannot stand it for a
whole evening," I protested.
"What a silly girl you are," she exclaimed. "Of course you can stand
it." She tied the laces, "There,"she sald, "now you have a 15-inch waist
and it is not sg bad, is it? Look at it in the glass. Isn't it too
cute for words?
Yes, it did look cute, and unbelieveably tiny, as though I was
aimost cut in two. Could I stand 1t? Yes, I could, and would. But then
I thought of something,
"My dress wont fit," I said to Mrs. Fay."It was made for my normal
17-inch waist,"
"It will fit perfectly," she replied. "I told them to take the
walst in to 15-inches. I didn't want to let you know about the small
walst you were going to have, for fear you would kick. ©Now it is too
late to do anything about it, so go ashead with your dressing,"
I suppose few men would have submitted to wearing such tight corsets
and such snug slippers, with their extreme heels, but I had now been a
gilD so long and so gotten accustomed to the discomforts of wearing
female clothing, and to gbeying lirs. Fay in matters of clothes and of
deportment, that I meekly submitted, though I knew full well that I was in
for an extremely uncomfortable, if not painful, evening. But my appearance
and femininity were improved, and Mrs. Jones would be pleased, so I
would try to forget my tight clothes and shoes, and enjoy myself, 1if
possible,
The blonde Frances now came in from the bath-room, looking very
pretty and rosy after her bath. Mrs. Fay gave her whole nude body a
massage, whitened her body as she had done with mine, and then Frances
started to dress. Meanwhile I had donned my lacy bra and had gone to the
mirror to primp. I made up my face and fussed with my hair, putting my
curls in place, and setting my wave., I had worn a rubber cap in the
bath, so my coiffure didn't get wet, and I simply had to adjust ite. It
was so nice having our own girlish hair, and no longer having to wear a
hot wig. Both Frances and I wore our back hair in a mass of ringlets,
and it was quite pretty/though of course a bother to keep the ringlets
in shape, and we had to do our hair on curlers at night. An ordinary man
would hate this, as it took time and the curlers would stick into the head o
on the pillow. And in the morning it took time to comb oub our curls and
arrange them prettily, such a fussy job, requiring a long time in front of
the mirror. But, of course, Frances and I were no longer ordinary men,
but“girls, and so we had learned to have patlience and spend all of the time
necessary primping over our hair and make-up and clothes, to be well
groomed and make ourselves as attractive young ‘ladies as possible,
And so I stood before the mirror primping and adjusting my curls and
fussing with my make-up, while lrs. Fay was helping Frances to dress.
I was watching them with one eye, for I wanted to see how Frances would
act when she discovered that Mrs. Fay had ordered her corset made two
inches smaller than usual (for she had treated us both alike.)I was
curious to see what Frances would say when lirs. Fay drew her wiast in to
16 inches,
. Frences had immediately spotted my small walst as I stood before the
mirror, with my back to her, and had exclaimed: .
ia ,¥Why, Gloria, darling, how you have leced yourself inl what's the big
ea L
"The big idea," sald Mrs. Fay, "is that she wants an exceptionally good
figure for this evening, to look lovely, and to please Nrs., Jones. And

you, my dear, Frances, also are geing to have a tiny walst, so get ready
to be laced,
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"But I don't want to be laced tighter then usual," protested Frances.
"I think an 18<=inch waist is plenty small enough, "

"There yow go," sald Mrs. Fay, "rfinding fault when I am doing my
best to make you a glamour girl for the evening. You are going to be
1aced fully into your new 16-inci: corset, so let's hear no more about it.

You ought to be glad to be able to have such a small waist. Very few
girls could. Fortunately wou and Gloria lace in vefy easily. I think

the reason is that’'you used to be boys, and boys, when young, lace easler
than girls, because their waists are naturally smaller and their bodies
more supple. Yes, you are very lucky, and you both are going to look
very alluring in your sjenderness,”

Frances had already donned her silk stockings and stilt-like slippers,
and now she hooked on her corset, and Mrs. Fay proceeded to lace her in
until the stays met closely at the back. Frances had yielded gracefully,

knowing that 1t was no use to protest. Like myself, she found that it was
not too bad, and she was pleased with her figure as she looked at herself
in the mirror. Like myself, she decided that she,jcould stand it for
the evening. Just another penalty for being a'girl and having to dress
in the height of fashion. Mrs. Fay now helped Frances with her hair and
make-up, and then came the supreme moment when we donned our beautiful
evening gowns. How carefully Mrs, Fay put them over our heads, so as
not to disturb our hair! And then she hooked us up. The fitter had
done a good job, and our dresses fitted our tiny waists and the rest
of our bodies, without a wrinkle. Onh! They were lovely, and Mrs. Fay
was good enough to say that we looked Jovely in them. Frances certainly
did. She was a vislon of blonde lovliness in her clinging white satin.
H_er vivid golden hair, with its sdft waves on top and entrancing curls
& t the back, was perfection, and an excellent frame for her sweet
pink-and-white face, small and oval. Her big blue eyes sparkled with
pleasure as she inspected herself in the long mirror. Her little red
lips parted in a smile, showing her even white teeth, and that made
her even prettier. Her smlle 1s ravishing, .

"Mrs. Jones 1s going to be so proud of both of you, sitting in the
box beside her," said Mrs, Fay. "You both really are bezutiful."

That word "beautiful" was misic to our ears, as it is to the ears
of all girls, and it seemed all the more wonderful to have it applied
to the sort of "girls" that we were. We had often been called "pretty! )
but had hardly dared to hope that anyone would ever call us "beautiful.
And now Mrs. Fay, a former actress, and a good judge of feminine beauty,
had called us that, and naturally we were thrilled through and through.
But we took no credit to ourselves. It was due Lo Mrs. Fay for the way
she had trained us. We were no really“beautiful, but looked besutiful
the way we were gotten up.

"I can't see any difference, ” spoke up Mazie. "If you look beautiful
you must be 1t, for beauty is only looks and appearance,"

JI thanked her and went on. It was our exquisite gowvns that made us
look so attractive, combined with pretty hair,(perfectly coiffured,
flawless peached-and-cream complexions, our white skins and our
slenderly fashlonable figures. The whole combination was very effective.

"And don't forget your pretty faces," said Mazie. "They are most
important of all, and Mrs. Fay doesn't get the credit for those,." )

Again we-thanked her for the compliment, which was highly pleasing,.

Fully dressed and ready, we gave ourselves a final inspection in the
mirror, a final primping, but our hair and complexions were perfect,
thanks to Mrs. Fay's kindly help. She remarked that it was too bad that
we didn't have any jewelry to wear, as that would give the needed final
touch. VWhat we had was cheap and would not do to wear with our elegant

toilettess But she said that perhaps Mrs. Jones would lend us some of

hers, for no doubt she had a great collection In adcition to her
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It was a little hard for Frances and to tear ourselves away from the
mirrors, for we could not get over how lotYely our new dresses looked, and
how well we looked in them. Never had we been so beautifully dressed and
groomed. And we were fascinated by our figures, our intrbguingly
small walsts, whizh we had never had before, Our bodices fitted very
cjosely, so we were indeed wasp-waisted, and the effect was so good
that we were glad that lMrs. Fay had insisted on lacing us so tightly, and
So we would willingly endure our severe corﬁgtting for the evening, for
it was worth while.

We/ggve oupselves a flnal perfuming, then donned our lovely evening

famous dlamonds, which we were to guard. :gg

capes, agfhered up our evening bags and gloves, and were ready to leave.
We did not put on our long gloves, since we were to dine with ¥Mrs. Jones.
But we would have to put them on after dinner and we wondered how long it
would take to work them on and button the countless buttons. They wogfld
be a bother, byt they were a part of our opera costumes. We made sure
that our little pistols were placed carefully at the top of our bags,
within easy reach. We had practised opening our bags and taking out the
pistols with our gloves on, so that we could do it quickly. It had taken
‘us some time to get accustomed to wearing gloves all the time when out-of-
doors. At first we had found them awkward when we wanted to get a coin or
a hair-pin or a lipstick or any other object out of the bag, digging down
for it. But practise makes perfect., It had taken us some time to get used to
carrylng bags, &nd we had missed our pockets at first--and still did.
And we would lay our bags down, and forget them. But soon they got to be
. a habit, and we were lost without a baz in hand, and no longer felt for
,our absent pockets. Carrying a bag was just another penalty for being
a girl. Until a man has tried it, he never knows the many disadvantages of
dressing as a female--but Frances and I now knew them all, and we put
up with them cheerfully because our work required us to be girls, all
the way through.
We found Mrs. Jones' limousine waiting for us outside, and we were
quickly whisked to her house, which was an imposing mansion, the home of
a milliongiress, with every evidence of great wealth,
The butler opened the door to us and told us that Mrs. Jones wishsd
us to go immediately up to her boudoir, and a maid led the way, after
reléeving us of our clesks. We entered her lovely room, and found her
with her mald just finishing her toilette. She was a very pretty young
matron and looked stunning in black velvet and diamonds. And what
wonderful and valuable diamonds she had on! On her hgad she had a diamond
‘tiara, about her throat a dlamond "dog-collar," and her most valuable
gem, a huge stone, hung on a chain. She had on magnificent diamond
drop earrings, two diamond bracelets, and several large diamond rings.
She was fairly ablaze with the brilliants , which were worth a large fortune.
She looked magnificent. She had a striking figure, with a well-defined
walst-line. Her close-fitting princess gown brought out the perfection
of her curves.
Mrs. Jones greéted Frances and me most cordially, and we could see thar
she was favorably impressed with our appearance, as Mrs. Fay had predicted.
In fact, she was delighted, and, I think surprised, for before she had
only seen us in plain street dresses,
"What lovely dresses," she exclaimed, "and so becoming. You both look
charming. I didn't realize that you were so pretty. And your figures,"
she said,¥inspecting us from head to foot. "How did you ever manage
such tiny waists? I have never seen smaller."
"Gloria's waist is 15, and mine 18 16," said Frances. "ILuckily we
lace in rather easily."
"You are indeed lucky," she said. "The best I can do now is 20 inches,
though when I was a you girl I wore an 18@inch corset, which was as
small as I could geg Into. I admire your courage in lacing so tightly,
for we have quite a long evening ahead of us." 4o
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"6h, we don't mind," lied Frances. "We are quite comfortable, and
hardly know that we have corsets on." What a/fibl We both were acutely
conscious of our stays, but did our best to ignore them.
"You both look lovely, "said lirs. Jones, 'but you will look even
better and more completely groomed for the opemm with jewelry. I will
loan you some,"
She brought out some magnificent pearls and Frances put them on--
"a long rope a priceless matched pearls, pear-shaped pearl drop emmrings
and pearl bracelets and rings. It was just the touch that Frances needed.
The perﬁ;s were wonderful with her ivory white gown, and glowed against
her white flesh. She was more bgautiful than ever,
Mrs. Jones pitted me out with a complete set of rubZies, lovely,
glowing, blood-red stones, whizh went well with my chefSnut heair
and blue gown. They added to my attractiveness. hrs. Jonds warned us to be
careful of our jewelry, saying that the pearls irances had on were worth
$50,000, while my rubies Jere worth only a little less. Mrs., Jones's
dlamonds were probably woth hajf a million dollars, so it was easy to

see why she wented a body guard. Among us, we were worth quite a fortune.

We three'women now went down to the draWLng room, where the butler
and two footmen served canapé€s and cocktails. We only sipped ours, knowing
that, laced so tightly, drinks would go to our heads, and make us dizzy.

Then the butler announced dinner, and we went into the magnificent
dining-room, and were served with a perfectly delicious dinner of many
courses., The butler stood behind Mrs, Jones's chair, and a footman behind

the chairs of Frances and myself, and the courses were served ravidly .

None of us ate heartily, as our stays allowed little room for food, but

we took our soup and pecked at the other di?hes What a shame not to be

able to do justice to this delicious dinner. How I would love to be there
without corsets I thought. Then I could eat and enjoy all of it. But

not now, for I had learned from experience. Vhen Frances and I had first

become“girls]and Mrs. Fay had laced us in tightly, we had eaten as before,
and had been greatly distressed, and our stays had felt twice as tight.

So we had learned to eat with moderation. Besides, our corsets had some-

what subdued our appetites, and tonlght, what with the lacing and the
excitement of the occasion, we were not hungry at all,
After dinner, coffee was served in the drawing-room and then we donned
our evening wraps and went the opera in the limousine, lirs. Jones sitting
between Frances and me., Vle were on the alert, ready to quickly open our
bags and draw out our pistols, in czase of need. We 2all were wearing long, whi
white kid gloves, reaching above the elbow. The maid at the house had butten-
ed them up for us, taking some time. We put our bracelets on the outside.

I am sorry that I cannot make an exciting story out of it by telling that
a hold-up was attempted, and we had to use our pistols, But as a matter of
fact, nothing happened. Quite a crowd had gathered at the entrance to the
opera house to see the society folks enter in all their finery, and we could
hear OHs and Ahs as we got out of our car and crossed the red carpet into
the building. I hearc one man in the crowd say to another: "Ain't that
blonde some doll-baby?" referring to Frances, and I could feel myself

blushing with pleasure, as the other man replied: "I'll take that

redpheaded peach for mine," meaning me, though my hair was not really
red, but looked so in the lights., An usher escorted us to lirs., Jones's
box which was on the upper tiler, right in the center of the circle,

and, after removing our capes, Frances and I took chairs on ef£ither side
of Mrs. Jones. Nearly evegybody had arrived, but the lights were still
brilliant, and now Frances® knew what 1t was to be the cynosure of all

eyes, as people not only in"the boxes, but down in the body of the theater

raised their opera glasses and stared st the new-comers, as was the custom,

Vle could tell that we created quite a stir, what with Mrs. Jones's

diamonds, and the appearance of three beautifully govmed women, looking

fresh and lovely. I was glad that the railing of the box was low, and qur
; . O



352 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

‘chalrs rather high, so that we showed up well. Now Frances and I rejoiced
in our tiny waists, as wex were aware of people looking at our figures
and admiring them. VWe sat up very straight and threw out our busts, and
were proud. We rememb.red to look our prettiest, chatting and smiling

and pretending to be unaware of the many people who were staring at us,

and at Mrs. Jones and her diamonds--and no doubt at Frances's pearls,
and my rubies. It was most thrilling, and Frances and T were so happy
in the knowledge that we looked lovely, and that no girls there viere
more beautiful. This may sound boastful, but it was a fact. lirs. Jones
herself said so. Mrs. Fay had daid so, and France§ and I remeherbed

how we had looked in the mirror--we could hardly believe our. eyes, So I
guess we really were beautiful-looking youig lpdies as we sat there in the box.
Most men would have hated it., Men love to be handsome, big, strong and
masculine, but they resent the word "beautiful beibg applied to them, -
They hate anything the least bit feminine in their looks or dress, So -
you can see how "different""Frances and I were. Ve were completely feminine
in looks and dress, in hair and figure and complexion, in every detall,

It was our‘job'%to be girls. That was what we were paid for, and at first
we had expected simply to be passable girls, so that nobody would suspect
our masquerade. But we are "blessed" with girlish faces and bodies, and
Mrs, Fay had made the best of them, and given us a thorough trajining

and we had emerged as "pretty" girls, more than Just "passable.," But
now tonight, so perfectly groomed, and in our beautiful new govns, we
heard ourselve§ being called "beautiful gilrs", and naturally it

thrilled us. To be a "beautifud girl" is an exquisite feeling which
no ordinary man can appreciate. There is something about it which

fills you with bliss. There is a feeling of wegl-being, of sitting on top
of the world with all men fat your fee} admiring you and desiring you,
When Stanley and I had started in on this work of feminine impersonation,
we had had no idea that it would go so far, We had pictured ourselves
golng about furtively in dresses and hats and vells, not attracting
attention, but passing as gitls in the crowd, shadowing somm suspect for
our detective agency, but keeping out of the lime-light: But it so
happened that we made pretty girls, under the training of Mrs. Fay,

and we had developed more and more until here we were nowy young ladies

of fashlon in high society, and being pronounced as "beautiful" by more
than one judge of beauty. If we had known at the beginning, it is

doubtful if we would have accepted the job, for we were madculine

he-men, and had no idea that we would have to so completely feminize
our_selves, But the transition had been gradual, and so we had not noticed
it so much, .Erom the very start Mrs. Fay had imbued us with the idea that
we were®girls. She had insisted that we talk in high, sofb, girlish
volces, until it became second nature. She had dressed us completely as
girls, corsets, hifh heels and all, and had insisted upon feminine
mennerisms and graces, night and day. She had put us in tight corsets
from the beggnning, and gradually reduced our waists. This alone was
enough to constantly reminc us of our femininity. We had had constant
beauty treatments to improve our complexions. We had let our hair grow
from the very start, though wearing wigs at first, 1efst we look too boyish
with our "bobbed" hair. And so we had developed into girls, and here

we were at the opera being called "besutifuf! And we were happy and
content, And yet I cannot think of any boy or man that I know who would
have been happy and content in our places, and that is easy to understahd,
The ordinary boy or man hates to "doll up" as a girl and make himself
"pretty", though perhaps he does not mind dressing up as a "comical'

girl, to get a laugh, with funny, comfortable costume.But how the
ordinary man would shrink from what Frances and I were now undergoing. .

They simply would not endure being corsetted the vay weg were, and
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squeezing their feet into high-heeled slippers too small for them,
and having their hair curled, thelr faces made up, powdered and
vcented, thelr bodies encased in clinging, hampering dresses, their
ears plpched by earrings, their -nails long, pointed and tinted, and
- wearing tight white kid gloves reaching sbhove the elbows. And having to
sit there in full view of hundreds of people, and remembering to look
pretyy and happy and unconcerned, full of smiles, acting a part though
perhaps suffering pain from corset and slippers. But ignoring them, ({E;iﬁ
But Frances and I had worked up to it gradually. Ve had becomz{fﬁ\béiﬁ@¢hﬁ’/
tightly corsetted and to wearing high heels and skirts, and tdlacting as
girls day after day, until it seemed more naturel to us than acting as
boys, through constant practise. Everybody took us for girls--and we
knew a good many people--and so we got to thinking of ourselves as girls,
even when Frances and I were alone together. We never rglaxed,as boyse
We always called each otheb by our "girl" names--Frances and‘Gloria.lie
avoided mgsculine thoughts. Our occupations were feminine--sewing,
knitting, fancy work, reading only women's m agazines, studying the
fashions, and interested only in feminine thiﬁés. We kept our voices
in a high pitch, but soft and feminine, until we didn't have to think
about it, the same as our mannerismg, whigh became naturally girlish.
At first 1t had seemed so silly, and we had felt foolish imitating
girlish talk and manners, the way a man feels when he jokingly imitates
a girl, In fact, we had felt rather ashamed at being so effeminate, but
Mrs. Fay had soon talked us out of that, and eonvinced us that it was
nice to be girls; much better than being boys, because we could wear
pretty clothes and have pretty complexions and pretty hair, and be
dainty and attractive, as no man could be. We got to like it. Of course,
at first our corsets were a bugbear, as they would be to any man, and
Mrs. Fay did not spare us, but reduced our waists rapidly, so that we
had a very hard time, and many times felt 1ike quitting, especially at
dinner time, after having been laced in all day and having no appetite
and no room for food, and if it had not been for lirs. Fay, I am sure we
woudd have given up, but her strong will carried us through, and after we
had gotten our waists down to our permanent measurement, and become
accustomed to it, we became reconciled, and even glad to be girls,
because there were many things about it that we liked--such as the
delicate lingerie and the pretty dresses and night-gowns, a nd our hair
after it grew out to girlish length. Ang then we made many friends, both
male and female, and we were girls to them, and so, to oursejves. Being
a girl with a man was the best possible experience for us, because we
had sex appeal for men, and thus became the more feminized. I suppose
it is given to few men to be a "girl" and have feminine sex appeal,
but Irances and I had that experience, and knew full well what it was
to be made love to by a man, and to be kissed and petted and fondlegd
(for we knew how to flirt and encourage a man). We played to the full
the role of girls, which was as 1t should be, because 1t was our duty
tg train ourselves to be girls jin every aspect, including the sexual,
in order to make us perfect,

"But, didn't you hate being kissed by a man?" interposed Flora. "I
can understand a girl kissing another girl, because we are naturally
affectionate, and do not mind displaybng our aifections. But men are
different, and do not kiss each other. It makes them ashamed, cven
fathers kissing their sons when they get a bit old.Even young boys reser
belng kissed by men, and women, too. It makes them feel sheepish and
uncomfortable. So how could you bear having a man take you into his
arms and kilss you? After having petted you? I should think that you
would loathe having a man make love to you, hold your hand, put his arm
dround your waist and squeeze it, and look into your eyes with desire.
How could you and Frances, being really males, stand 1t?"
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I told her that we didn't like it at first, but as we were going with
a crowd of boys and girls, and pretending to be girls, we had to act
naturally as girls do with boys, so as not to be "different". iie wanted to
be popular and have a pleasant social life, and so had to play the game as
all the girls did. We soon found thut it was fun to flirt with boys, and
got so we disn't mind a little necking and being kissed occasionally by a
good-looking boy. Our life feminized us and living as girls made us fee]

that we were really females, and, as such, we got to enjoy male attentions--
klsses and all, To all intents and purposes, we were girls.

But to return to thcopera,

In ong of the boxes were two handsome young men, in full evening dress,

who kept staring at our box. Stanley and I could not help noticing them,
as they kept their eyes constantly on us. Ang Mrs. Jones noticed them too.
At first we thought they were staring at lirs. Jones and her wonderful

diamonds, byt she told us that Stan and I were the attractions. Yes, sure

eénough, we could see that we were attracting them, Mrs. Jones knew them,
She told us they were wealthy, prominent socialites, bachelors who cvery
women with an ejigible daughter had her eye on. They were the best "catch"
in Chicago. And they knew all the pretty girls in society. So Iirs. Jones

sald we should feel flattered at having having attracted their attention--
for there now was no doubt but that they weltjooking at Frances' and me with
admiring eyess Naturally, we were thrilled, and so happy to be sg
attractive in our feminine guise,

The 1ights went out, the curtain went up, and Frances and I, who both ™
10ve music, greatly enjoyed the first gct of the opera. During the inter-
mission, who should come to our box but the two young men who had been
staring at us previously. Mrs. Jones introduced them to us, and they sat
down in our box, one beside Frances and the other beside me, and we chatted

animgtedly. We were well aware that they had "fallen for" us, and so we were °
very sweet and maidenly with them, throwing on all of the feminine charm of
whigh we were capable, and using all of the girlish tricks of f1irtation
we had learned. And yet coy and modest, withal. They asked permission to
remain in our box fow the next act, and lMrs. Jones graclously asked them
to remain. She saw how the 'win& was blowing." Again the lights went out
and the curtain went up. In the dark my boy friend moved his cha_ir
close to mine, and I became aware of his leg pressing against mine, and
then his hand groped into my lap and took my hand in his, and he held it
tightly. What to dof How would a voung lady of fashion, in his own class,
act unger the circumstances? Would she withdraw her leg and hand or not?
I decided not to. I gently returned the pressure of his manly leg against
my feminine one, and I gently returned the pressure of his hand in mine,
I thought that that was the proper thing to do. And I was genuinely thrilled,
as a real girl would have been, For I felt myself to be a real girl,
and so had feminine reactions from the advances of this charming man, I
thought how lovely it woulg be to have him take me 1in his arms and kiss me.
Later on I found the Stanley had had the same eéxperience with his "boy
friend", when we compared notes at home. Stan had become almost
completely feminized.
At the end of the obera, lirs. Jones asked thehfho men to_come home with
us for supper and a drink, and they gladly acceppted. they w_ere very
attentive and flirtati-us with Stan and me, an, wanted to see us home. But
Mrs. Jones kingly intervendd, saying that we were staying with her. She knew
that before we lefit we would have to leave our jewelry, and then the men
would learn that we were not the weajthy Ksociety #lrls they took us to be,
but poor girls wearing borrowed jewels. So finally they left, saylng they
wanted to see us again, That was the end of our "romance," for of course
we never saw them agein. How could we, as girlsy;yorking as detectives?
B&t we had had our f]i in high society, and had been a success. Mrs.
ones sent us home in Rer ear, after we had teken off our borrowed
Jewelry, with regret.
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Up to now, what with the excitement of the evening, Stanley and I had
not had time to think of our corsets or slippers, but now, in the car, we
becmme acutely conscious of them. It nust be remembered that throughbut the
entire evening we both had been laced in two inches smaller than our usual
corset size--whigh, goodness knows--was tight enough. Stan had endured a
16-inch waist for all th,se hours, and I a 15-inch vaist. Perhaps a wgoman of
fashion can appreciate what that means, but no man could, unless he had been
corsetted within ah inch of his life--which probably would never happen.
"My corsets are killing me," whispered 3tan, so that the chauffeur
could not hear him,
"So are mine," I murmured, "and my feet are balls of fire." TFor it must
be remembered that our slippers were too small for our feet, and had extremely
high heels. How we had endured it all for so many hours without feejing
it, will always remainz a mystery to me. It rmst have been the excitement,

You may be sure that as soon as we reached our apartment, we purried
to kick off our squeczing slippers and unhook each other's gowns and let out
the lacgs of our stays and take them off,

Oh, what a reliefl
"It's almost wor'th wearing tight corsets, for the pleasure of taking
them off," exclaimed Stanley. "How good it feels." '"Never again."

I told Stan that it reminged me of the story of the man in the insane
asylum whom a visitor found hitting his head with a hammer, and asked him why .o
he did 1it. B

"Because it feels so good when I stop,” replied the inmate,

It was jovely to be freed of our comprissing stays and tight slippers.
We were tired and it didn't take us long to remove our make-up, {slight as
it was), put our hair in curlers, don our frilly night gowns: and slip
Into bed for a long, feminine night's sjeep. Next morning Stan and I
compared notes and found that both of us had dreamed of ourselves as girls
being made jove to by the twy handsome men we had met at the opera. Ang the
dreams had %een deliclous! For we dreamed that we had had sexua] intercourse
with the men--any we had been females in the act, the receivers, the
accepters, Thus in our dreams we had experéenced the ultimate sn femlnine
sexual sensations, and we had loved it. Thils added to our femininity, and
. made us wish that we were real girls, Instead of imitations. Why did our
- girjish beauty have to be wasted on mere men, when so many girls would have
adgred t, be as pretty as us? Ang why gid we have the misfortune to be born
males, vhen we were so much better as females--as _retty girls? Ve were
"~ girls in everything but sex--but that was most important of all. Men could
admire us, and even fall in love with us--but they could never marry UsS,
Any we realized that now we could never marry girlse. VWhat girl would merry
another girl ? Or, at least, a man who was more girl than man, and more
feminine in looks and manners than many a girl. Ang prettier than most girls?
No girj, gurely woulg want a "husband" who was a better jooking "giri" than
herself, with a smaller waist and a fjair for wearing feminine cqothes and
100king stunning in them--but who would look "silly" in men's cjothes. How a
wife woulg hate to see her husband faring forth in feminine finery and far
outshining her. No woman would want such a hugband--far from it,
So Stan and I ynew that we were too pretty and feminine ever to become
husbands, No--we never could marry--unless we could be "'wives", which was
whit we both would fondly desire, though of course reajizing that it was o
impossible, But we would talk about it, and Stan would say how much he would Eﬁ~
love to be a wilfe--and a mother. To have his own baby, nursing it at his brégst?
And to have a husband,sjeeping nightly in his arms as his adored wife. Wnhat %
byiss that would bel But, =zlas, how impossibled We could only dream.
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And now came the day when our wigs and corsets were finished, so that
we felt that we were getting somewhere, and could go ahead with our
permanent change of sex and gender,
In the morning we had our usual beauty treatments, incjuding, of course,
the all-over body massage, which tendged to reduce our waists increase
our breasts and hips and thhghs and make pur bodies more feﬁiﬂé. Besides the
mgssage, we were shown certain exercises which would improve our curves
and there were deveioping creams for our busts. The bléaching treatments were
getting good results, and each day we coulg see that our complexions grew
1ighter and more school-girjish.
e went to Mr. Mamuedl's and found that our wigs were finished. They
were jovely pileces and we were delighted with them. Nr. Manuel fitted them
on our heads and they looked for all the world as if they were our own hair--
and no girl could ask for prettier hair. Again he gave us lessons in hair
dressing. I did my long hair on my head two or three times, gcach time
to his satisfaction, Then Stanley did my hair on my head, and I did his on
his head, after he had experimented with it himself under Iir. Manuel's
supervision. He pronomnced us experts. We could do our ovn hair and the
hair of each other. We told him to send the wlgs to our apabtment, at six-
o'clock, when we should be there.
Next we went to Mme. Bertha's corset sajon, and found that all three
palrs of corsets that each had ordered were readye From now on we would
wear them, After we had taken off our old stays, we stepped out of the booths
in our lingerie, and were jaced into our new corsets. Ve had on sijk vests
and panties, and silk stockings, and we donned heeled women's slippers that
we had brought with us. We found the new corsets a 1ittie more difficult
than those we had been wearing, bevause they they were made so long gver
the hips, buttocks and thighs. They were not exactyy tight there, but, in
fact, were a littje padded, to give us the required 76-inch hips and
rounded, streamlined figures, but they were so 1ong that we found that they
restricted our wajking ang we could only take short steps, and they were not
too easy to sit down 1A, But MmAe. Bertha assured us that we soon would get
used to them, and that they would be more comfortable after they were
"broken in.# We well knew what that meant, as we had "broken in" many a pair
of stays and had endured their unylelding stiffness until we became
adjusted to them, But these corsets were made-to-measure and fitted quite
well, and the main drawback was their length over the hipg and thighs,
which hampered guy movements somewhat, and definitely shortened our
strides. A speciaj feature was the length dovm in front, whignh
assured flattening there and no chance of any bulge, and there was a band
which passed from the front of the bottom of the corset tightly through
the crotch and was fastened to the bottom of the corset at the back by .
means of snaps. This compressed the male organs very closely, almost to the
point of painfujness, but we were glad of it becszuse it removed any fear
of discovery. Ang thé constant wearing of this tight binding would tend to
reduce the size of our male organs, through atrophy , and that would be
a comfort to boys who plamned to become girls permanently. If our orgens
became small to the vanishing point, it would make our impersonations so
much the easier, for we would have 1ittie to hide, and then could be "girls"
among girls even in the nude,
¥pne. Bertha and her gilr) assistants drew Stanley and me in fully into our
corsets--Stan to 18 inches and me to 17 inches. They felt very stiff, due
- largely to their sweep gonw over the hips and thighs. But all new corsets feel
stiff, so we didn't mind, as we had expected ite. lr., Wilson came dovm 31
with our rubber breasts and fitted them onto us. They matched our skins
wonderfully and looked like our own flesh. He covered the outlines with
a special water-p@oof make-up, and told us that we could wear thep at
all times, even in the bath, for they would not come off. The 1ittle
pink nipples were so true to 1life that anybody would be deceived, and an
infant who saw them would want to suckle. In fact, our little breasts
were perfect.and it would take the closest inspection for anybody to see
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that they were artificial--and we would meke sure that nobody was ajlowed

gj0se inspection. And so we could stand in the nude with our new breasts
and look absplutely feminine. They made our figures complete, for we had
deve}oped tapering waists and rounded hips and thighs--of course not
large  but gir,ishly feminine. Now wefd vere all curves, and all m.sculine
angles werecn&ssing. Fortunately, we had no unsightly muscles, =s we had
never excerised to devel~p them, so our arms were nicel¥ rounded and

our backs were smooth and flat, and even dimpled. ’

We were pleased with our improved figures, and all of the women in the
shop, as well ag Mr, Wilsom, made nice remarks about us, and told us that
many a woman woud envy us p&r leminine forms. They cculdn't get over the

fact that we willingly wore such small corsets. liy waist was the smallest in
the room and few equalled Stan's in smajlness. But we laced in easier than
most girls and took pride in our slenderness. We felt that the kind of'"girls"
that we were should have the smallest possible waists--and we didn't mind

our lacing--1t made us more convincingly feminine--and we were used to it--
and nobod§ who saw our wasp-waisted figures could possibly suspect that we
were boys--males couldn't have sumh small waists}’they'would say--and so if
there were anything else of the masculine about us, ouqﬁaists woudd throw
everybody off the track of suspicion. We simply mmist be girls with such
figures, ..

Fully laced in and padded, we put on our male cjothes. Ve could hardly
get our trousers over our hips and "derriéres", so tfight was the fit. We had
perfect gtream-lined feminine curves, and we bulged out altogether too much

foo men, with our "posterilors" rounding out behind in a manner no man
coujd expect--or desire. We kept on our new breasts, as we were going to be
fitted to dresses, and we could hardjly button our vests over our chests,
and we stuck out in front, our shirts bulging. But our coats somevhat
" covered our curves,and we had pads at the waist to conceal our nipped-in-ness,
but T am afraid that we still did not completely hide our girlish contours,
and all smiled as they saw us starting out in our waddling stride, trying to
walk In a masculine manner, but hampered by our long stays.

"You sure are funny looking men," said kir. Wilson, laughing1ly, "at least
in your walk. But don't worry. There is no law that forblds men from vearing
corsets underneath, so long as they wear trousers outside. But you had
better walk straight ahead and tend to .your own business, and not look at
anybody. For you might be taken for "faries" or "pansiesﬁ, and the law is
hard on them, if they try to ply their ‘trade., But the cops wont bother
y~u if you mind your own business.™ ' '

We thanked him, and tripped out to the street and on toward the dress

department of Lord & Taylet's department store, on Fifth Lfevrme, which you
recommended to us, dear lary, and which we found to be very fine. We had
only a few blocks to walk up the Avenue, and we tried %o apoear nonchalant
and not attract attention by reason of our walk, which was, er force,
feminine, and we would stop and look at window displays, sofas to distract
attention from ourselves, in case anybody had noticed our girlishness. For
we were quite girlish looking by this time, what with our lightendd complexions,
thanks to the beauty salon, and now our short-steprping girlish gait, which
we could not overcome. People stared at us( we thought) as v& wmade our way up th-
avenue, but nobody accosted us, and so we came to Lord & Payierrs, and went
tg tle dress shop, and asked for the head sales-lady. She was a pleasant,
friendly woman, and when we told her our story--that we were outfitt;ng to be
gétectives in feminine disguise, she bccame imnediately interested, and did
all she could to help us, espscially when we told her that we each wanted to buy
at least ten dresses, which was a wongepful saje, and wort§ a lot of attention,
It woulg run into good money.,
Stanley and I had a great time looking over dresses in the long racks.
There were hundreds of them most of them lovely, so it was most difficult to
decide, and most of them tit we both would have loved to wear. But we must
select dresses that were most. servicable and becoming, and the sales lady
helped us a lot in that, The trouble in making the selections was that .
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the glamorous, blonde 3tanley, looked well in everything--and many of the
dresses also were becomlng to my chestnut cojoring. But we were conservative,
realizing that "girls" like us should not be conspicudus, though we knew
that we were safe enough in our girihood, And so we picked out the required
munberg of dresses,

The sharp eye of the head sales-lady had spotted our corsetted figures,
through our male cilothing, and so told us to go to the dressing rooms and

prepare to try on the gowns we had liked. There were twice the number that we i
intsnded to buy, but we would try them on and look them over on ys, and g
degide which ones to buy.

It didn't take Stan and me long to divest purselves of our masculine
cqothing, and put on the slips and high-heeled slippers we had brought

with us, knowlng full well that one could not get the proper hang of a dress
without the shoes with which it was to be worn,

Before leaving the beauty shop Stan and I had had the usual make-up )
that 1s given to all women customers after trecatments, sO we looked wuilte
pretty and girlish, and our hair had been given a finger wave. But we had
bgcome girlishly fussy, thinking about our 100ks, as was, perhaps, preper

for boys about to change their sex and become girls, angd so Stan and I
brought out the vanity caseswe carried in our pockets, and touched up our
complexions--a dash of rouge and powder, mascara and eyebrow pencll, and,
of course, lipsticke And then we fiuff-d up our halr, as girls will. For
Some mysterjous reason we wanted to look like girls--attractive girls--when we
tried on the dresses. Our hair had been marcelled, and was qulte pretty,
though short behind, but feminine enough. 4nd so, when the sales ladies came
in with their armsfull of dresses to be tried on, they foung two shapley,
convincingly feminine girls, clad as we were in our corsets and dainty
1ingerie and stockings and high heels, smooth white skin, perfect pink-and-
white complexions, sjender and graceful ang smilingly ready to try on
theg dresses and make their selectionse. Only the head sales-lady had
met us when we came in, and so knew that we were men, and so she had a hard
time convincing her assistants that we really were males, We really did look
ike girls- which, of course, was as 1t should be. Ve were glad that the
glrls, and even the fitters who came in, thought we were actually girls,
even without wigs. It was a real test, and a successful one. When giléb,.
cjose-up, think you are_girls, you have "arrived" and need have no fear of
anyone suspezting your gisguise. It made Stanley and me very happy. Ve
were a success as girlse Dressed only in lingerie and corsets, and wearing
oub own hair (properly waved, it is true) we had passed the inspection of
these women in the dress shop. They were sure we were girls. They had no
suspicion of our rcal sex. Our grms, backs, shoulders, busts were exposed
to their view, and they could size up our figures--to say nothing of our
faces, which, =fter all, is the most important of all--and never for a
minute did they take us for anything but girls--and attractive ones, if I may
say so. From their remarks, they thought that we wers: pretty, which was, of
course, most pleasing to us. For any man to pass as a girl in amy form ig
difficult and umusual, but for two men to pass as pretty girls is indeed
an achievement--and so we were hzppy and glad, and c¢-uld not help preening
ourselves a bit. What a fuss those sales-girls made over usl How they
excjyaimed over our figures. "How do you stand your corsets?" they would ask.
"Don't they simply slay you?" 4nd they would giance at my face to see df I
showed signs of” suffering because of my tighti1y 1aced state, not believing
that a mam could be so corsetted., You can imagine their astonishment when
I told them that my 17-inch waist was normal for me, as was Stan!s]18-inch
waist, ang that in our work as detectives (we told them that story) we would
continuously dress as girls with the same small waists--and dign't mind
being 'so corsetted at all, It seemed perfectly natural to us, as it daid
wearing dresses and complete feminine clothes, from the skin out. We were

perfectly at home in all things feminine, including the highest of high heels,

when it wa ,groper to wear them. We even could dance in them, and often had,
28 with menla 8 pawtners , It was all part of our job,
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Of course yoy will see our clothes when we come out there, Mary

dariing, but yet I think we should give you some idea of the dresses that

we bought, which we hope will meet with your approval. ¥e bought some
individual skirts, which had only to be taken in at the waist to fit,

and we got blouses to wear with them. But among our dresses wcre a tallored
silk print suit .ith a fine swish of lace veiling. A short-sjeeved dress with
jacket of sheer smooth rayon, shaped to slimming =XX¥s® looseness except at
the tense little walst. A rayon jersey housecoat wi-h marvellous line,
s1imming and dramatic with a beautifully draped contrasting panel. A
shirt-waist dinner dress with a gracefully pleated silk skirt. A Gbbson

Girl blouse (sp appropriate for me), also with pleated silk skirt. An
afternoon dress of strawberry blonde, a delightful shade, with suggestions

of reddish highlights. A rose hostess gown in jersey, with long fringed

belt. Aﬁ:wo-piece woven crepe afternoon dress with all-round tucked blouse
and a smant, slim pleated skirt in golden coffee-and-cream biege. A lovely
evening gown of beige chantilly lace with front panels and bolero jacket

of navy blue taffeta, and another of beiBe lace with front and back yoke of
bjack chiffon rippling with ruffles’'at the back. A jacket dress of navy

1ace and beige organza, with a belt of rose grosgrain ribbon. An

enchanting evening frock--a strapless bouffant dress of black lace edged
with a full ruching of black net. An afternoon dress of green wool lace, with f
full circylar skirt. And, finally, a negligee combining a long bodice of white
Alencon lace and flowing skirt of white chiffon.

These are some of those we selected, and we think they are beautiful and

becoming. You will note that we have gone somehwat strongly for lace in
those I have mentioned. In addition to all these, we bought some other
evening gowns with more severe, formefitting linesj whigh will bring out

to best advantage our new streamlined feminine curves and our wasp yaists,
But all of our gresses will be fitted in at the waist so as to disgiose

our slenderness--for, as Stanley so often remarks: "What's the sense of
lacing in our waists to tiny prgoportions and wearing corsets that give
us attractive feminine curves, and then not showing them?"

Needjess to say, we spent a lot of time selecting our dresses, and
being fitted, but it was pleasant work for us Dbecause, 1ike all "girls",
we enjoy putting on pretty clothes and seeing ourselves in them. But al last

we were done, but were asked to come back for further final fittings of
our close-fitting evening govms, whizgh must not have a single wrinkle, but
fit our forms as smoothly as though we were pouredinto them. For this
last fitting, we were to wear our new low-cut evening corsets, so as to
get the lowness of the cut of the bodices at the front and back. lMme.
Bertha had made our evening corsets a trifle smaller at the waist-line
than our day-time stays, g0 as to allow for any possible gtretching, and
when we had them on, fully drawn in, we certainly knew that we had on
corsets. But we dig hot mind ,for, like all girls, we particularly
wanted to look our most fashhonable slimness when in evening dress. That is
when we doll-up tp look our lovliest and will put up with a good deal to
add to our attractiveness. Of course you, dear Mary, being a girl,
understand all this, but we are telling you about it in our case t,
show you how feminine and girlish we are--just like normal girls, and not
a bit like men. (I am afrald we both have lost the larger part of our
former masculinity, but we are glad of it, and strive to be as girlish
as possible, because from now on we are to be girls, and the more feminine.
we can be in every way, the better. ie both doubt whether we ever shall be
men again--we have gone too far in transforming ourselves into girls in
face and form and manners and voices. We would be simply ridicujous as
males--end naturally we hate pidicule as much as anybody. And we prefer to
be girls and wear feminine clothing. So there you arel)
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These last few days have been difficult and, at time§ﬁmbarrassing ones

forftanley and me, for we have found that it is no easy matter to be

constantly changing our sex and gender, so we shall be most happy to adopt
permanently the feminine gender. In our apartment, as you know, we have been
girls, dressing and playing the part and doing our utmost to be as feminine

as possible in looks and actions, and even in thoughts. But b, day we have
had to be men, in public 6 changing completely from one sex to the other--or, at
least, trying to. But sdmetimes we would forget ourselves, and act and talk
alotgether too feminine for boys, so people would stare at us, and ne doubt
wonder what manner of "boys" we were. Stan and I have had to watch each

other to see that we did not give Aourselves away by our voices and girlish
mannerisms in public. It has been hard for us to act as males, since ungerneath
we were dressed as girls--corsets, lingerie and stockings--whizh made us feel
feminine. We really were only the "shell" of men. I would catch Stan raising
his hand to hls back hair to adjust his imaginary curls, in a completely
feminine gesture, and I would do the same. We wore wigs so much at home, that th-
gesture was entirely natural, and we fussed with our hair just a real women

do. Ang then, when we would take off our men's hats, we would unconscilously
fquff up our hair and "pretty" it, as women do. Any the fact that we both

had had "permanents" made this gesture all the more natural to us. People

who happened to see us do these things, would smile knowingly.And then we
would forget to force our voices into lower male range, and would tajk in our
soft soprano, girlish voices, which we had so carefully cultivated, until they
bgcame our real, naturajl volces, and to talk as men became an effprt,

Vhen we left Lord & Taylords dress shop we had an embarrassing experience
ajong these lines, which, however, turned out all right and is going to lead
to a very interesting experience.

Stan and I are always fascinated with lingerie, and so we stopped at the
1ingerie counter on the ground floor, and asked to be shown some vests
and panties,

Fondly fingering some of the garments, Frances absentedingedly
exclaimed to me, in her soft, sweet, girlish soprano:

"Weht do you think of these? Don't you think they are adorable, Gloria,
darjing?"

The male clerk overheard him, and at once became suspicious of us,

"Glorial" he exclaimed. "Girls"! "I Thought so. You can't fool me.

But what's the big idea--you girls going around dressed in boys!' clothes?"
Stan blushed with embarrassment at nis faux pas, and so did I, reallzing
that he had been off-guard and tslked 1like a girl,

"We are not girls," he aeclared. "We really are boys. We are female
impersonators. We know we look like girls, but that's the way we have to
look to be successful in our business,"

The clerk's eyes sparkled, and he looked intensely interested. We now .
took more notice of him. He was a small, dapper man, with regular features,
very good looking and definiteiy the effeminate type of man, as you
woulqkexpect to find presiding over a ladies! lingerie counter and selling
the dinty feminine garments to the fair sex. His hands were small and white
and his nails beautifully manicured and polished. His voice was soft, and lisping
- Yes, he was decidedly the feminine type of man.,

He at once became confidential with us. He lowered his voice, and said
he was greatly interested in female impersonators. Looking around to be sure
that he was not overheard, he whispered that he himself 1liked to dress up as
a lady, and made quite a good one. He said he would love to see Stan and me
in full feminine regalia ang asked us if we would come to a paryy at his
apartment the followlng Sunday evening, for dinner and a social hour. He
said he knew a n.umber of other men who went in for female impersonation,
and would invite three of them, close friends, to come to meet us, all of us,

_of course, to wear dresses and doll up our prettiest. This spunded interesting
to Stan and me, so we acceped the invitation., He said we could dress at his
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-&partment, but we told him we would dress at home. He sald he was sure we
could“get away’with it, t hough he and his friends never ventured to appear
at large in feminine guise in aaylight, though sometimes they went out in
public at night. We assured him-that we often went out as girls in the daytime
without our sex being suspected. Vie told him we would wear evening gowns, and he.
said that was correct, and all the others would do the same. He gave us a
cerd with his addresse. I might as well tell now about that most intriguing
party, though I mey be getting ahead of my story. But who cares? |
Vhen that Sungay rolled round, Frances and I hed become girls permanently,
Wle naturally wanted to look our prettiest at the party of mam-women to
which ¥r. Carlson((that was his name) had invited us. There were to be six of
us men in feminine guise, and Frances and I wanted to outshine the: all. But we
felt confident that we could do so, Jimmie Caprlson was good looking, we had
noticed, with small, regular, girlish fcatures, and small hands and feet and
a slender body and we were sure he would make a most acceptable woman, and a
blonde, since Ais hair and coloring were blonde But we didn't know about the
others, though we were sure we would be the best looking "girls" in the group.
So Frances ang I spent considerable time over out tollettes that Sunday
afternoon. At the beauty shop we had previously had our eyebrows plucked and
shehed into a narrow, delicate arch, and our many treatments had given
us exceptionally bright girlish complexions, so that we needed only light,
cleverly-applied make-up to enhance the beauty of our faces, (if I may be
permitted to speak of "bgauty"in connection withour faces, without being
accused of vanity. Frantes, at least, is a ”beauﬁy”, as pretty a blonde young
maiden as you will meet in a month of Sundgays--and I am not a bad looking
"girl™, andg I can truthfully say that I have a marvellous omplexion, thanks
to our beauty treatments and,I suppose?naturally good skinz) '
But we took unusual pains with ou® toilettes and eacl’ selected one of
our most attractive evening frocks to wear for the occasion. We did not want
any of the others to come even close to us in our impersonations, and so we
gelected clinging gowns which looked as though we had been poured into them,
and we laced ourselves very closely into our new evening corsets, which
gave us marvellous stream-lined figures, tiny waists and voluptuous feminine
curves. We donned our narrowest, highest-heeled matching slippers. We were
terribly uncomfortable--but beautirul--spg to speayx. We knew nothing about the
men-women we were to meet, but were anxious to outshine them and make them
admire us. We took great pains to fress our new wigs most attractively--
Frances inHers vivid blonde one, and I in my rich chestnut one-- and no
real girlg yoould have asyed for prettier halr, e periumed ourselves
richly, called a cab, and went to the address Jim Carlson had given use. It was
in a large apagtment building in an exwe&lent relighborhood, and Stan and I
were surprised that he could afford such luxurious gquartcrs, But later we
learned that Jim had an independent income and only worked at the store b-cause
of his love ror feminine lingerie and his joy in handling it and selling it to
his women customers. His apartuent really was very nice, consisting of
a suite of several rooms,
Vhen France%and I arrived, powdered, perfumed% and wearing new evening
wraps, we were sihown into a pretty feminine boudoir by a maid, Fran%ees and
I wondered, at the time, about this boudoir. Vas Carlson married? But later
we learned that he was not. He used the boudoir for his feminine dressing,
which, we learned, was very o6ften. In fact, he always dressed as a woman
at home. H e ureferred wearing delicatc, pretty feminine things to coarse masc.=-
1ine garments whigh he was for@ed to wear in public. The maid was a dainty
brunette, and we did not notice “her’particularly at the time, but later learned
from Jim that "she" was a boy, who lived very successfully as a maid, and did
the work as well as any maid could have done. It was a good set-up for Jim,
dressing as a girl at home and having a boy-girl as maid who ungerstood him
and helped im in every way in his dressing,
After the miad admitted us at the door. Jim Carlson greeted us and
escorted us to the boudoir, We hardly knew Jim, for his meke-up was mervellous,
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Zang he made"a most énticifighlady, as both Stan and I had-expected, having
seen him at the store..He was wearing a first-class wilg, beautifully dressed
and perfegtly-fitting, as though his own hair. He was a golden blonde, and
it was becoming to him, because of his own 1light hair and blue eyes. He was
in a princess-style black velvet, low-cut evening gown (garinglyolow cut)
which exposed his nice white flesh, which was apparently made up with:liquid

white and heavily rubbed-in scented powder. He had a nicely curved figure
and was corestted about as tightly as any man would care to stand, but, being’
slender, we guessed hls waist at about 20 inches. He wore pearls, and was
really quite an attractive 'woman,”? '



TV FICTION CLASSICS -- 363

The pretty "mald" relieved Frances and me of our cjoaks, and we noticed
that "she" pald us marked attention and we were aware of her looks of
admiration, which flattered us, Ve learned later that "she" was a boy, and so
we could understand better her admiration, for it tekes one female impersonator
to appreciate to the full other imperscnators who do it unusually well, and
- 18ter, when we got to know "her' better, “she" told us that we were the most

beautiful boy-girls that "she" had ever seen. 474

Frances and I primped before the mirror, as girls will, arranging our
hair and touching up our make-up, and meking ourselves beautiful. Then we
tripped out to the drawing room where Jane (that was Jim's girl-name)

introduced us to the three other "ladies" who were assembled there. Before
going further, I may as well give a description of these three men, who had
dolled themselves as ladies to the best of their ability, and left nothing
undone to make themselves as attractive and feminine as possible. The first,
George Dressler, whose girl-name was "Georgia", was inclined to be stout.
He was a blonde and wore & yellow-gold wig remingful of a chorus girl's
bleached hair, being almost too yellow and vivid. He had a round, moonlike
face, but with pretty features and skin, and was nicely made-up, so that his
face looked quite feminine and attractive. He wore a loud, scarlet;low-cut
¢evening gown which displayed to good advantage his really nice bosom and
back and shoulders, smooth, white and plump. His white arms were nicely
rounded and plump. Like many stout women who strive for a fashionablely
tepering waist, Georgla had laced herself in so tightly that we imagined we
could fairly hear her stays creak as she moved. Undoubtedly she was rmch
tighter laced that Frances and myself, though of course she could not attain
a really small walst, but it had a decided in-curve and looked small by
comparison with her bosom and hips. Her corsets forced the flesh upward to
formjfeminine—looking bust, and downward to enlarge her hips, which were full
and nicely rounded out. Somehow, Frances and I, duri ng a rather long evening,
had rather expected her to show signs of her severe lacing, but she never did
for a moment, but was jolly, bright, witfy and full of fun, keeping us all
laughing with her stories and jokes. We found. that she often gressed up as
a girl, and so was used to her squeezing stays, and actually enjoyed wearing therw
The second mAa) Robert Knapp, called himself "Roberta'. He wore a flaming
red wig, a bright green dress, and was made up as though for the stage, being
heavijy rouged, lipsticked, powdered and mascara-ed. He overdid it, and
reminded us of the average man dressed up as a woman who over-acts the part,
talking xm and acting in an exaggerated feminine manner, with high falsetto
volce. He was severely corsetted and well padded at bust and hips,so appeared
to have a good figure, He had small @@nds and feet, the latter beilng squeezed
into matching green slippers, small, narrow and pointed, which must have
hurt his feet. But he was pround of his feet in their extreme high heels,
and made i1t a point to keep his skirts well up so that his feet should always
show. He wore long, gangling green earrings, and a green necklace, bracelets
and rings. He was highly perfumed. But he made an amusing "girl" and was
pleasant and good company and enjoying himself very much in hils feminine finery.
Apparently he was well satisfied with himself, and thought that he made a
pretty girl, though anyone with half and eye could have told that he was a
man in disguise,

The fourth was Dr., John PhilliPs, a women's specialist in his medical
practice, whose girl-name was "Joan." Joan was a natural brunette, with
blg black eyes and olive complexion, and looked very muxh like an attractive 8x:
Spanish girl in his blue-black wig, a fine piece7prettily dressed and well-

fitting. Her make-up was very well done, dainty anc natural looking, and
she -really was quite pretty and would have passed anywhere as a good-looking
girl. She wore a pretty pink satin evening gown which fitted her closely-
corsetted figure without a flaw. She was slender ang had a 20-inch waist
without excessive lacing., Her hands and feet were small, and, like all the
rest of us, she wore very high-heeled slippers, narrow and datnty, For

- jewelry, she wore real pearls, necklace, earrings, bracelet and rings. We
‘learned later that Dr, Phillips was a very wealthy man, with female
impersgnation as his hobby, and he spent a great deal of money on dressgg,
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jewelry (especially pearls) and accessories. He had an enormous feminine
wardrobe and in the privacy of his home spent most of his time dressed
in women's clothes, which he preferred to men's. But more about him later,
So there you have a brief description of the four "ladies" we met--
Jane Carlson, our hostess, a r.ally attractive, shapely blonde; Georgia
Dressler, the stout blonde; Roberta Knapp, the flashy red-head, and
Joan .Phillips, the stunning brunette,
But Frances and I had hardly been introduced to them before Joan spoke
up, after having looked us over:
"Hhere must be some mistake here," she said, staring at us critically.
"These are beautiful girls, but this is no place for them, for this is a
party of male "ladles" exclusively, and we do not want any real girls
with us, to laugh at us. They must have fooled you, Jane, and got you to
invite them to your party under false pretenses. I should love to meet them
in the proper place, but this is not it. Let's give them a drink, and then
ask them to leave. They make us very uncomfortable,"
"I don't know," said Jane, in perplexity.'I thought they were men when

I met them at my lingerie counter, and they claimed that they were, and they
were wearing men's clothes. But they certainly did look like girls, and at
first I took them to be such, and believed them., But of course, I am not
sure, now that I see them as girls, for there is no denying that they are
beautiful and it is hard to believe that they are males. I never saw more
perfect specimens of females and it 1s impossible to see anything the least
blt masculine about them. If they are men, they are the most begutiful ones
that I have ever seen. How about 1t?" she asked, turning to us.‘4re you

men or girls?"

Naturally being taken for girls and called beautiful was pleasing to
Frances and me, but at the same time 1t was embarrassing to receive such a
cold reception. It was intensely flattering to be taken for real girls by
these female impersonators who were the best possible judged of other
female impersonators, and hard to deceive. But we had fooled them and they
were convinced that we were actually girls. They didn't think it possible

that we could be males, because we were such perfect females, apparnetly,

"0f course we are mam," said Frances, blushing prettily in her
embarrassment, and I too felt my face hot.

"Well, you will have to show us," said Joen Phillips, "for I doubt it
very much. I don't see how mpg could be such perfect girls, for you really

- are beautiful. And your filgures--no men could have such tiny waists, g uch
perfect curves, such small hands and feet, such 1ovely hair, such pretty
faces and dazzling complexions., You simply rmst be girls,"

"I tell you we are mfle) ang there is only one sure way to prove it, so

that you will never doubt it again. Come into Jane's boudoir," said Frances,

Frances and I tripped into the boudoir followed by the swishing skitrs
of the other four "girls." We raised our skirts, let down our panties,
undid the crotch-band, and convinced them that we were full-fledged males,

They were surprised and very apologetic, but we forgave them, and all
rustled back into the drawing room, and then into the dining room, where

a delicious dinner, with champagne, was served by the dainty, graceful
"maid." Then we went back into the drawingroom for coffee. At dinner, the
" pretty Frances had sat next to Joan Phillips who was tremendously interested
in her. Joan was filled with admiration for Frances and carried on a
vivacious flirtation with her, which Frances did not fail to encourage.
They made a stunning pair of girls, the blonde and the brunette, and veres
absorbed in each other. I satf next to the pretty blonde Jane, our hostess,
and we, too, flirted quite outrageously, which was quite thrilling to me,
as Jane was a most charming young woman and so appealed to me greatly, and
I appealed to her, too, for she told me I was one of the most beautiful girls s
she had ever met, which was high praise from one who had been around a lot and
seen and met thousands of atractive girls and women. He had waited on
hundreds of them at his lingerie counter and had a chance to study them. So
1 was greatly flattered and feeling very feminine and happy. Jane was
extravagant in her praise of my figure and admired immensezy my tiny
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fweist. "I dontt see how you do it," she exclaimed. "T feel as though I am
ggaced within an inch of my life, and yet have only a 20-inch waist, and here
‘you are with a scant 17-inch waist, 3 full inches smaller than mine. Ang you
don't seem to mind 1t. How do you do 1t? I would give anything if I could,"
I explained that I had a naturally small waist &nd had been wearing
corsets regularly for a long time and had gradually reduced my waist to the
present size, and was used to it and didn't mind my corsets.
"You and Frances came here dressed as girls. Do you often go out in
public that way?" she asked.
She was surprised when I told her that Frances and I dressed and lived
as girls right along and would probably continue to be girls for the rest
of our lives, as wem preferred it, ang were too girlish and feminine looking
to be successful men.
"Yes, of course I can see that," said Jane. "Your faces are prettier
than most girls!, so if you go about in boys! clothes, people would take
you for girls in male guise, just as I did that day at my counter. But why
Were you in male clothing that day, when you say that you dress as girls
regularly?"
"W were walting for our new wlgs to be made, and as our own hair is
short, we thought it would be better to weer men's clothes. Besides,
sometimes we like to dress as boys, just for a lark," I said. "But from
now on we probably shall not do so, unless we should go to a masquerads
or fancy dress party disguised as boys.,"
"But that would not be a disgulse," said Jane. "It would be in the
clothes of your own sex.,"
"I know 1t," I replied, "but everybody would take us for girls in
male disgulse, for we cannot make ourselves look otherwise than as girls,
We cannot jisguise our feminine figures, voices and mennerisuas, as they
have become natural to us through long practise. I suppose you have noticed
that both Frances and I have soprano voices. They are not forced, but
natural and we are unable to talk in a low, masculine key. Frances has a
particularly sweet voice, sings well, and can easily hit high "C". I can, too.
And then, we have worn corsets and high heels so much that we cannot walk
llke men, but have feminine gaits. And our gestures are unconsciously
those of girls. e are ajways raising our hands to our heads and feeling
of our hair and patting it, and adjusting hairpins. It is second nature.
We did it when dressed as boys and how people would stare at us--and smile.,
No doubt they took us for girls, the same as you did. We are developing
. breasts and feminine hips and curves, so you can see that it is logical for
us to be girls rather than boys. Our breasts alrcady have grown an inch
and so have our hips and the treatments we are taking will give us another
inch, which will be the size we want. The treatments are also peérmanently
reducing our natural waists, so that our corsets .get more and more comportable."™
"Well, you certainly ate two wonderful young maidens, and I am afraid that
I'm falling in love with you. Ang it looks as though Jogn is falling in love
with your lovely blonde friend Frances. She is adorable, said Jane, "but I
must confess that I prefer a chestnmut-haired girl like you," and she looked
deep Into my eyes with a look of affection--or was it love? At an¥y rate,
it thrilled me, and I experienced a feminine sex feeling, just as a girl
feels with a man who makes love to her--for Jane, though apparently a pretty
woman, was, after all, a man, and had the look of the male in her eyes as she
gazed deeply into mine. I felt that I recally was a girl, a remale, a
gzmember of the feminine sex. I was no longer a boye
In the drawing room for after-dinner coffee, we seemed to pair off naturally
Franees and Joan, the pretty, vivid blonde, and the handsome,dark brunette.
These opposite types wcire drwan to each other, seeking their Oppositles, and
the contrast made each more attractive. Georgia and Roberta paired off and
went to a corner where they seemed to be having a woncerful time together.
Of course, Jane and I palred off and had a cozy time on the sofa. I suppose
I might as well confess that Jome made love to me, petting and fondling me,
with an occasional kiss, to which T did not object, It was rather nice

having an attractive blonde mAR-woman making a fuss over me. It was fune.
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Jane kept me pretty busy with her love mak'ng, but from time to time
I glanced over to where Frances and Joan were billing and cooing, and I could
see that they were having a marvellous flirtation, with Frances on the lap
of Joan being hugged .and klssed, and held very tightly in her arms. But of
Course one expected that, for ¥rances was irrestible, and evegyybody,man

or woman, would "fall for" her, bevause of her charm, beauty and personality.
. In a 1little while Georgia and “oberta, who had disapperered, came into
the room in their mele attire, They were now George and Hoberte. They were ready
to 8o home, having gone to the bedroom and changed into their own clothes.
They'kissed Frances and me good-night, and left,
"What silly girls they are," said Jane. "They love to dress as girls,
but tonight they have overdone ity and so are quitting early, Georgia
1aced himself in to the limit, and then, with his natural hearty appetikb, ate
a hearty dbnner, so that hef could not endure his corsets. He had to undress
e8r1y, Just when we should be having a googd, socialbe time. Ang her pal,
Robérta, quit, too. Ang no doubt glad to do so. "Her" fetish is high heels
and small slippers, and tonight "she" had a ncw palr of shoes that were two
sizes too small for "her" and much too narrow. Her feet looked small and dainty,
but "she" had forced them into her all-too-small slippers with the aid of a
shog-horn, so that they were squeezed mamercilessly. She is very vain of her
feet and w1l suffer tortures in wearing too-small slippers to make them
look gmall. She goes to dances in them and suffers until her feet filmally
become numb from the deadening pressure; then ghe is happy, and can gance for
hours, without feeling in her feet. But for a week afterwards, she is lame
and her feet are sore, Tonight she joined Roberta in leaving early. There
was no excltement to keep them with us! Both looked very handsome as men,
which of course was to be expected, s ince they made good-looking women.
George was a nice-looking rather stout man. and Ribert was quite attractive asg
& man. He would have made a most attractive girl if he had not insisted in
making up in a garish red wig and extravagant make-up and a loud dresse I )
thought how I would deve to take him in hand, a nd make him up, with a mozest
brown wig and gelicate make-up and quiet gown. Then he would 1ook quite 1like
a lady and not like a mma impersonating a lady. Haybe some dgy , if I got to
know him, I could parsuade him to aress vroperly, and meke aproper ladye. He
had the face and the figure. All he needed was proper guldance, _

Now Joan and Frances, and Jane and I were alone, paired off. There is no
doubt that Joan was infatuated with the adorable blonge Franess. She was
simply irrestible. Any man, or man-woman, like Joan, would have fallen in
love with the little becauty. It seemed to be a love match.at first sight,

As for me, Jane protested that she loved me and I found myself on her lap and
being held very tightly and petted and kissed, just as was happening to
Frances across the room,

Before we left, Doctor "Joan" Phillips invited the three of us to a
dinner party at his home the following Sunday evening, and of course we
promptly sccepted,

"It will be a mixed party," saild Joan, "and some surprised are in
store for you. So waer your prettiest gowns and be as beautiful as possible,
and I can promise you a most interesting and excitable evening,"

"What do you mean by a 'mixed party'," asked Frances. "Will men be
present?” '

"Never mind, " said Dr. Joan. "Just come and I will gurmrantee you one

of the most intriguing evenings you heave ever had,"
"Don't miss it," said my lover Jane. "Joan gives the most delightful and
exciting patties., You will have the time of your life, and younwill be
surprised and intrigued with the other guests. A new experience, I am sure,"
Franceg an. I now went home in & taxi, after 2 warm good-night kiss fram
Joan and FedA:© We were full of curiosity as to the nature of Joan's party,
which was to be a "mixed" party.'I suppose that men will be present," gaid
Frances. "We must get new gresses for the occasion. We have plenty of
money left, and Mary wants us to be well gressed and attractive,"

, . Dub T am shegd of my story, and will tell later avout ihe party at
Dri Joan's home. Now I go back to the routine of our say of preparatiaqn.
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¢ And now came what Stanley and I called our "big day." It was the day of
our permanent transformation into girls. We had our new wigs, our new
corsets and our new dresses and most of our accessories. All had been
delivered at our apartment. In the afternoon, at our daily visit at the
beauty salon, we had had our usual facials, bleaching treatments and
manicures, and at last we had our eyebrows plucked and shaped into delicsate

=~thin arches. We had put that operation off until the last, because we

realized that it would make our alrea.y girlish faces still more feminine
looking and we disliked to appear in public, as boys, with arched eyebrows.
Flora and lMazie, after the plucking, gave us the customery delicate street
make-up, and so we left for home with faces that were distinctly those of
girls. But we wragt stapight home, trying to avoid attention, t hough we could
not help belng aware of the curious glances people passed at us in the street.
Arrived in our spartment, we hastened to take off our now hated male
clothing. As X#&mm Stan removed his trousers, he gave them a kick across the
room, saying he hoped never to see them again and I cast my male clothing
into a corner with a sigh of relief. "Never again," said I. Being already
in lingerie and corsetted, as usual, 1t didn't take us long to don our brs
and slips, put on high-heeled slippers and new dinner gowns. And then came
the crowning moment when we stood before our mirrors and put on and
adjusted our new wigs. We both had worn many fine wigs, which had been so
goed that we had worn them often in public without their being suspected of
belng wigs, but never had we had such lovely wigs as Mr. lanvel had made for
us. Never had we had such beautiful hair. Mpr, Manuel had shown us how to
wera the wigs so that they could not possibly get out of place He had made
for us loops of white elastic webbing which fitted tightly around our heads
just back if the hair-line. After our wlgs were adjusted at just the right
place, we pinned them all around to the elastic, which held them closely
in place. They could not slip. In addition, we put a number of small,
invisible hairpins thrcugh the wigs into our own hair, which made the
wigs still more secure. In this way we could be absolutely certain
that the wigs could not move a fraction of an inch, which was a comfort
when we took off our hats, and, also, we could sleep in them and roll
our heads around on the pillows without getting them out of place. The
wigs fitted so perfectly and were so secure that enyone would have sworn
that they were our own hair. After Stanley had done primping before his
mirror, he turned to me for inspection. But he was no longer Stanley,
but Frances Darling, a girl if ever there was one. He looked simply
ravishing, as beautiful a little blonde as I had ever seen. I was enraptured
with his ldvliness.

"Frances, darling, you look perfectly beautiful," I excleimed. '"You are
lovelx, marvellous. .

Thank you, Gloria, dear,' he said, obvipusly delighted with my praise.
"It's the way I want to look. "But you, darling, are beautiful, too. Look
i:t yourself in the glass. I never saw such lovely hair."

Of course I had already been looking at myself in the mirror as I
ad justed my wig, and could not help knowing that I really did look very
nice, and was delighted with my appearance, and with my hair, a lovely
shade of rich chestnut, as you already know. I had made a good selection
as to color and Mr. Manuefl had done a perfect job. I had to admit that
I looked at least like a pretty girl, if not actually beautiful. Never had
I looked so well. - &

"Is'nt it wonderful," Frances excalimed, ang to think that we are now

girls for good. I never was so hhppy in my life/

And the sweet, impuléive girl, took me in her arms and her warm
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soft little scarlet lips met mine in a sisterly kiss, which, needless to
say, I returned in full measure.

(I hope that you will not be shocked at this, dear Mary. Frances ‘and
I now felt ourselves to be full-fledged girls, so it did not seem out of
place for us to kiss, as girls and women do. If Stanley, as a boy, had
kiad=axxs kissed me, as a boy, I would have resented it, and probably
slapped his face. But for me, as Gloria, to be kissed by the lovely Frances,
seemed entirely natural.) .

Frances now danced me around the room in her joy in her new girlhood,
both of us laughing and feeling very happy.

We felt that this special occasion wag one to be celebrated, so we decided
to dine out as two fashionable young ladies. We touched up our make-up for
evening coloring under lights, put on the simple jewelry we had bought--
earrings, necklaces, bracelets and finger-rings, being careful not to
over-do it, and, it being dinner time, we donned our pre“ty new evening
wraps, and, gathering up our evening bags, and gloves, we summoned a taxi,
slipped out of the apartment, a nd went to a fashionable restaurant
where there was an orchestra and dancing.We were now aware of our

attractiveness as young ladies as we entered the restaurant, for the
head-waiter was verg attentive and gallant, and showed us to a table in
the best location, bordering on the dance floor, and took our order.
Soon the dancing began, between the courses. and the rhythmof the music
got our small feet to tapping, and we longed to dance. Two good-looking young n
meén at a nearby table, who had noticed us from the time of our entrance--and we
had noticed them, too--came over and asked us to dance. Yoy may be sure that
We accepted their Invitation and found ourselves in their arms enjoying a
waltz. Our slippers had extremely high heels, but we were accustomed to
them and so had nof trouble in dancing in them, keeping on our toes, so
that our heels would not touch the floor--no easy thing to do without
practise. Of course, we flirted with them and got a thrill out of their
ad-iration. We danced with them several times, and then decided it was time
to go home. They wanted to accompany us, but we thought it better to
refuse. It would be risky. We went home in a taxi and managed to slip
into our rooms without being seen by any of the other residents.
We had decided that it was necessary for us to move. We had rented the
apartment as men, and it never would do now for two girls to be found occupying
- 1t. It might arouse suspicion, and we might possibly be recognized as to
~our faces, though of course we were completely transformed. But we didn't
care to take any chances. Besides,we wanted a better apartrent, not on the
ground floor, and with a goorman and elevator service znd also maid
service. We wanted to be more luxurious. We had been studying the ads in the
paper for apartments, and had marked several of them, and later on would go
to look at them and make our selection. But we thought the best thang
for us would be to go to a hotel the next morning, make our search from there
and then move. So we packed all of owr feminine belongings into our new
wardrobe trunks, fitted svitcases andhat boxes. We spent our last night
at the apartment. To the more enjoy our new femininity, we let down our
hair, combed and brushed it for the night, donned our frilly nightdresses,
——and went to bed in our new hair. It felt soft and silky and delightful on
the pillow, against our faces and over our necks and shoulders, it was so
blfgsfully feminine. Our own hair was growing rapidly, but was at that . ’
awkward stage, not long enough to be girlishly pretty. reaching only par I
way down to our shoulders. It was growing very thickly. We had to pin it
up. under our wigs, so that it wouldn't show. How happy we both w uld be when it
grew down to our shoulders, so that we would look well without our wlgs. But
for a time we should have to wear them.
: I shall not soon forget the thrill of the next morning when I awoke
d realized that I was now a girl for good. I looked over to the chair
iiere my dainty feminine garments were spread and felt joy at the thought
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: soon. I should be putting them on and wearing them all day--and every

W'gggtthereafter. I had a slight feeling of distaste ag g;i :gg?thzg Tzft
o Cgrse:Shiyéggoﬁzerzngnrzgi1gggi§ﬁazi:20ia§e:hiild be tightly encased in
Eﬁ:ﬁ Eoi gh% long day,ahead. But corsets always gave Frances and ?grtggt
middly unpleasant sensation. Neither of us enjoyed wearing theg, £ 3
like all women, know full well that there is no joy inrgoing a og N
tightly laced from morning to bedtime. But we were thowedghly aca?stome
to them, knew that they were a necessary evil, and we wore them willingly
enough because they gave us the hour-glass figures that fashion dictasted
and we had no wish to go without them.. Perhaps you will ask, dear Mary,
why we insisted in lacing so tightly, Frances wit: an 18-inch waist, and 1
with a 17-inch measurement. It is simply because it %ncreaﬁes our
femininity and attractiveness. We both realize that "girls" of our sex
must leave nothing undone to allay suspicion. When we had first taken
girls' parts 1n the shows at college, the costumer had insisted on
lacing us in to our present proportions, and we had meekly submitted and
So we had become used to it, and continued it to the present time. Cuyr waists
had adjusted themselves to our stays and become premanently tapered, so
we were only moderately uncomfortable, and not laced nearly so tightly » “wo
as appeared on the surface--not more tﬁighly than the average girl and fan
of fashion. We had always said that if they could stand it, then we could, t
too. But enough about corsets. You wear them and no doubt are not interested
in the subject.

Frances, in bed bedide me, was till slumbering sweetly, so I Jay

there a while enjoying the luxurious feeling of my, delicate satin

toying with it and drawing strands of it across m] Face so that I could
get the "feel" and perfume of it--for I hag appliedperfure to it before

golng tg bed. How delicious it was to have lovely, ‘'waist-long feminine
hair, Ig.it only grew there! But perhaps, some day--and I dreamed a
bit of my future as a girl and woman.

And then I turned my head and studied the beautiful blonde girl
beside me. Her long slashed swept her cheeks. I marvelled at the
perfection of her complexion and sweet, girlish face. Her blonde
hiir formed a halo about her head. Never had I seen anything more
charming. I was entranced. I decided to awaken her with a kiss. 4s T dia
so, she opened her €yes, and, realizing what I hag done, her affectiona T
nature impelled her to put her arms around me, draw me to her, and return
my kiss. For a time we lay there in each other's arms, talking together
as girls in bed will, planning the day. But at last it was time to get
Uupe.

For the thousandth time T congratulated myself on being the intimate
friend S8f Frances. We were pals. We had been together so much that we
had the same tastes and even thought the dame thpoughts and impressions
and reactions. We did not need to talk. We knew what the othet whEs was
thinking and feeling. It was a most intimate and satisfactory relationship.
And Frances was mmxh such a satisfactory pal. She hagd everything that a
male pal woudd want, and a female pal, as well. I was both, and so happyoe

Frances and I were delighted with the idea of our first day as
girlg, permanently. It was what we had béen looking forvard to.

\le got up as girls, and made aur feminine toilette. How different
from that of a man--and the tollette that we should follow from now on,
First a scented batlk. Then the things that a man does not go--but the
things that Frances and I, as females, now did, and did every morning
theDeafter-—combing and brushing our feminine hair, putting on our
dainty vests and lacy panties, then the corset ang being laced into it;
then the brassire, the s1ip, the dress, ths make—up’ the perfume, the

jewelry--all out in our complete femininity,
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How lovely it was to be a girl, from the moment of first wakening
in the morning, reajizing that you were to be a girl throughout the
day, and from thence on! How intriguing--how fascinating--the feminine
toilette. Not hasty and sketchy, like that of a man, with a hasty shower,
a dab at his Bhir with his comb, the throwing on of his loose clothes
and off, cerefree and contented with his appearance.

How different were Frances and I now, far removed from our masculine
state and the hasty masculine toilette and jittle thought of aopearancess,
No more could we be carefree and careless of our appeabance. Our thoughts .
had to be centered on ite We were now girls, and had to gkve every
thought to our appearance, and try to look girlishly attractive., 4nd
So came the morning feminine tollette, so tatally different fromt hat of a
man, byt pleasureable for us as girls, though fussy, and taking lots of time,
tut which we did not begrudge because of our femininity, though an ordinery
man would have fumed and resented what he would call the wasted time. But
not Francesand I. No time was wasted thet added to our femininity.

How we loved our new feminine existence, which was to continue
ingefinitely., We loved that first day of our girjhood, The bath, being
careful not to wep our hair. Then the donning of fresh lingerie--(we were
very dainty girls, and never wore the same vest and panties the second
time, always changing to fresh every morning). Then the drawing on of our
sheer sllk stockings, and the putting on of our high-heeled shoes for the
day. Then came the clasping on of our corsets, and attaching the gartcrs
to the tops of our stockings. Next came the most important part of our
dressing, the lacing of our corsets. Frances would lace me in, and then I
would do the same for her, and you may be sure that we didn't spare each
— other, but laced in the stays fully. But of course that was necessary,
in order that our dresses would hook aroung our waists. Fully laced in,
and feeling very trim and ahapley, we donned our brassieres, with the
needed padding, then our slips. Next we did our hair. Mine, as you will
recall was heavy, of chestnut color, and reached to my walst., Frances
asked me to let her do it , and of course I was glad. She did it
beautifully, and I was greatly pleased, Then I did Her hair a long
bob, shoulder length,K much easi.r to do than my long mane, Dut needing
careful and clever curling at the ends, and waving above. - I loved
standing behind Frances and dcing her heir, Her dimpled white back intrigued r
me and I could not help kissing it as I fussed with her golgen hair.
Frances would feel my kiss, and the sweet girl, moved by my affection,
turned around and kissed me warmly on the mouth wi.h her soft red lips.

A sweeter, more affectionate girl never lived, Nor a more bcautiful onee.
Then came the selection of the dress to be worn for the morning, and

the careful, dainty,unobtrusive gaytime make-up which cculd not be
detected. éhxnécﬁ cooked breakfast--a simple méal with nothing fattening--

wnile I did the house work. DREnyasiser-waswinm—the-gishesrwo—fansdeiortn
e DR O dsand BRAL R T R e
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A second-hand dealer to whom we had telephoned the day before, arrived
after breakfast, and we sold to him all of our male belongings, not keeping
a single thing to remind us of our masculine past. We made a clean sweep of
1t, "burning our bridges behind us." Now we ovmed only feminine things fqor
the first time in our jives,

"Just think,""siad Frances. "We probably shall never wear a pair of
trousers again, only skirts,"

"And no shirts or stiff collars, or coats and vests, or ugly :ilat
shoes," said I, "but only pretty gresses and feminine things--pretty
hats and jgwelry, ad perfumery, and dainty shoes, and all the rest of it."

"Isn't it wonderful?" exclaimed Frances. "I feel exactly like a girl,
Don't you?"

"Of course, I repjied. "We are girls from now on, always. "We have no
men's clothes, and coujdn't chenge back 1f we wented to. But we don't.,"
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"Certainly not," said Frances. "I couldn't endure being a boy again
and I don't see how we ever stood ite But, thank goodness, 1lt'a all over now.
We closed the apartment and took a cab to the Waldorf-Astoria hotel

to sPend a day or two while finding a suitable apartment. We wanted to have
a 1little "fling" and stay at a stylish hotel the first real day of our

maldenhoode .

We both were fashionably dressed and perfectly groomed, and so had
qjots of confidence as we fpllowed the bell-boy into the hotel, and to the

desk, and registered. What a thrill it was for both of us to sign our

girl names for the first time.

"Wiss Frances Darling, Atlanta, Georgla."
"liiss Gloria Gibson, Boston, Masss" '

That's the way our names appeared on the r egister.

Frances had decided to be a Southern girl, for which she was the perfect
type. She had taken the part of a Southern belle in one of the shows, and
it had been one of her most successful roles. She had been most cherming and
had learned to talk in a slow, soft southern drawl that is so applealing.
Ang she knew all of the southern expressions, such as "you-all,"™ honey-
child " etce So she had asdopted that character, and always talked that
way ih her sweet voice. She was very "cute" in the role, and never falled to
charm men, who always fall for a southern belle, especially northern men.
This charm, added to her bjonde beauty and perfect figure, amde her simply
irrExkihia irresistible to the "other"™ sexe-by whilch, of course, I mean
mene

As for me, I wes a refined young lady from Boston, and ta;jked with

a New Engjand accent. -

. VWie esked the clerk for a good room, facing Fifth Avenue, w ith double

bed and bath, of courses H ¢ was very attentive to the two attractive

young maidens and smiled at us pleasantly, and, we thought, a trifle

fiirtatiously, when we smiled back,

- Going up in the elevator we noticed what a good-looking boy our
bell-hop was, and when he had shovm us to our room, I gave him an extra
large tip, and we engaged him in conversation, as I wanted to look

him over more carefully. Frances and I have always gized up boys and men

to see whether they would meke up well as females, It was a habit with us--

but how seldom we saw a man who would make even a passable woman--and not

very often did we run across a boy who would make-up well as a girl. But

as we both examined this bell-boy, we could see that he had a pretty,

girlish face, small hands and feet and a slender, supple young bodye..

H e told us his name was Lauren, and his nuber was 22, so if we wanted
anything, we could ask for him and he would take good care of us. He said
he went off duty at six o'clock, and Frances asked him to come to our room
at that time, which he promised to doe

"Bid you notice how girlish he is?" F.ances asked me.

"I certainly did," I replied. "I should,to see him dressed as a girl."

"That is my igea,"” she said, "and that's the reason I asked him to come
back here at six. We must try to get him to let us dress him up in my
clothes. We'll give him another big tip, and if we handle him right,

and lead up to it naturally, I think we can persuade him to do it."

"Mhat will be great fun," I said, " but do you think he can get into z=m.
your things? How about the corsety We would have to lace him in to 18-1nches
if he is to wear one of your dresses, Do you think we can do it? And will

he stand for it?"

"T noticed that he is quite slender and I think we can telk him into
aslowing himself to be laced in and I am sure we can get him in to 18 inches.
am sure he will be interested iIn seeing how he will look as a girl. Vie
will make him up and put on his wig before we lace him, and he will be so
surprised at his pretty, glrlish appearance, that he will let us lace him
in, especially when we tell him that we must do it in order to wear my

dress," sald Frances. "At least, we can try, and a good tip will help."
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"oulgn't it be great 1f ‘we could turn him into a girl, and engage
higas our maid?" I remarked. .
"Perhaps we could, and it would be wonderful," said Frances. "He seemed
to me to be an effeminate sort of boy , who might take to girl's clothes.
H e may have feminine instincts and tastes, like ourselves, and, if so,
perhaps he might like to be turned into a girl and beome our maid.
He probably doesn't get much pey as bell-boy, and we ‘could pay him just as
mch and give him his dresses and a home with us, so he would be better
off than now, We will sound him out this evening. You never can tell. Ve
may be able to do it."
' After unpacking, we paid our usual daily visit to the beamuty salon.
Vhat fun it was going about as full-fledged girls, happily walking the
streets in our feminine finery. The whole atmosphere of our lives was
changed with our change of sex. The attitude of men and women was now
reversed towards us. Men admired us, while women were critical, i, not
jealous of us beacuse of our attractiveness. How strange it all seemed
as we wailked along the street as pretty girls with sex appeal. We were aware
of men's glances of approval, while before, when we had been "pretty",
girlish-looking boys, they had regarded us with arusement or even contempt,
because we seemed to be "sissified." But women and girls had looked upon
us with approval, because of our good looks--for most of them like "pretty"
boys and do not look gown upon them. But now we were pretty girls and
could hold our heads up and go about with confidence . andtake pleasure
in our existence, with no apologies to anybody. It was g&orious, and we
both delighted in our new-Tound femininity and girlhood. Of course, we
shall get used to it, but now at first, when it is novel, it fills us
with bliss, and the thought that we now are glrls for good, rills us
with contentment and satisfactions
Naturally we created quite a stir when we entered the beauty parlor
as glrls_for the first time, They had never seen us before in our wigs and
dresses ang at first didn't recognize us. The wigs, especially,made a great
difference in our appearance. But our faces were not changed,” and so
at last they knew us and gathered about to look us over, ang--I am glad to
Say--to praise our eppearance ang assure us that 1t didn't seem possible
that men could transform themselves into such pretty ang completely
feminine lassies. There were some women customers there, and Flora and
Mazie, wishing to show us off as specimens of their handiwork, introduced
us to them and told them that we were actually males--but they refused to
believe it, even when the girls said they would swear to it on a stack
of bibles. After we had "passed inspection,” Flora and lazie gave us our
usual beauty treatments, but as girls, for we kept on our hair, which was
covered with towels, just as is done with women, and afterwards thye
waved our hair and did it up, just as though we were real women. But ve
shall never take our wigs off anywhere except in the privacy of our
apartment, They are to us the same as though our own hair, and so closely
fitted and securely fastened to our heads, that they really seem to us
as though the hair grew there. The girls said they would not have known
they were wigs if they had not seen us before without them.
After our facilals, we ungressed, as usual in the massage rooms,
and Flora and Mazie gave us our full body tretament, to develop our
busts and hips and reduce our waists and otherwise emphasize our feminine
curves. From the start they had made a chart of our measurements, and
measured us frequently after treatments and made a record of the figures.
The work was getting excellent results, and already both Frances and I had
gained an inch in our busts and hips, and lost an inch in our waists,
Also our gerriers had rounded out nicely, without any hollows, such as
men often have, and altogether our bodies were more those of girls than
boys, aond would grow more so as we continued the treatments.
Flora and Mazie were quite proud ,f the way they were getting gesired
results, and took a great interest in us. The work was so intimate that
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we all had become very friendly and confidential. But while the girls

admired the success of our impersonations, yet they hardly apvroved of
our permanent change of sex, ang often would twit us about it while we
were undergoing our massage.

"So you are dressing as girls, at last," said lazie. "You certainly

make good-looking ones, but I think you are very strange boys to be
willing, and even anxious to live as females. It is so unmasculine,
and there are so many drawbacks that most men would loathe it, and I
should think you would, too. Flora and I,like rnost women, wish we
were men, because there is so much freedom, and so many things they can
a0 and places they can go, .that are berred to women. But I never before
heard of men who wanted to be women, because mg the restricted life they
have to lead, and the restricting clothing they have to wear woulg make
men conslder it unendurable. What other men would be willing to spend
all of their waking hours encased in tight corsets, the way you do?
And to go about in high-heeled slippers? Those are the worst things about
dressing as a woman, but an ordinary maen would hate the whole business,
because it i1s so effeminate.”

"You and ¥a Flora say you would like to be men, members of the
opposite sex. What's the difference between that, and our wish to be
women? Isn't it just as strange and unnatural?®

"I never thought of it in that way," said lazle, "out there's something
in it. But what are you going to do when you want to change back to
men? We are making your bodies and faces so girlish that you wont be

able to make satisfactory men egain. You will have breasts and hips
and curves that will be hard to conceal,™

"We will raise full beards," said Frances, laughingly.,

"Pooh!" Said Nazie. "You couldn't even raise mustaches,"

"Theh we will wear & full set of false whiskers," sald Frances, and
we all laughed at the 1dea, realizing how ridiculous we would look that WaY.ey,
with our pink-and-white girlish faces peeping out as though through a hedge.

"And," continued Frances, " we can wear loose clothing that will cover
our breasts and other curves." is

"Well, all I can say," remarked lMazie,/"that you certainly will be a
queer looking pair of men, and I will bet you anything that everybody
will take you for girls dressed in male clothes, and that certainly would
be very embarrassing for you." i ‘

"Well," said Frances, '"we have gotten along so far, and I guess we

can in the future," :

"I know," said Mazie, "but you were not so girlish looking before. But
now Flora and I have beautified your faces and gigen you girlish complexions
and now we are giving you feminine figures, which you didn't have before.
You are going to have a hard time after this to pass as men again,"

We let it go at that. We had no idea of telling them that we intended
to remain girls, and not change back to boys. That might have shocked thems.
We let themthink that we were merely going to be girls temporarily, for our
detective work. It was none of their business what we plamned for our fubure.

Our treatments finished, we dressed and left. We had promised lr.

Maruel and Mme. Bertha that we would call so that they could see us when
we had adopted feminine guise, so now we went to Mr. Manuel's shop first.
It was really flattering the way he and his assistants gathered around and
inspected us, and spoke in words of pmaise sbout our appearance, assuring
us that we made perfect girls and nobody could penetrate our disguise. Mr,
Manuel was very proud of our hair, whigh, he said, added much to the effect,
At Mme. Bertha's we also got a flattering reception. She and her girls had
never before seen us in our wigs and dresses and full make-up, and the way
they praised us was enough to turn our heads and make us conceited girls,.
%@gg were deli§hted with our fifures, in our well-fitting dresses, which

Our corsets mmch more effective than they had been during the fittving,
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Next we stopred in at Lord & Taylor'!s sress shop, Mlss Green,the
head saleslady, who had waited on us, didn't recognize those prebty
young ladles at first, until we spoke to her. Then we received a warm
reception and further praise from her and the girls who had helped us
there, so that it was a wonder we did not become vain. But Frances and
I are only human, and we loved to be admired, and so 1t made us very happy
and proud of our feminine appearance.,
We went'ogjthe store's millinery department and tried on numerous
hats, and fiaally each selected three. The pretty Frances had quite & hard
time to make her selections, as she looked adorable in every hat she tried
on, but finally she chose a silver turban, a large black petitpoint suraw,
off face, with organdy ruching for a white edging, and a forward-perched
straw edged with frayed gingham check and accented with tailored check
hat band. I bought also a turban, and a tremendous hat of white faille
facing, of pale blue baku, designed to perch backward! and a semﬁrough
straw in white trimmed with stitched belting ribbon and dusted with veiling.
All the hats were lovely and the latest s?yles. We ordered them sent to our
hotel, Beﬁtre leaving the store, we stopred at the lingerie counter for
a chat with Mr. "Jane" Carlson. He reminded us of the party at Dr. Phillips'
the coming Sunday, but asked if he and the doctor couldn't call before
that. He said the docbor was very anxious to examine the bodies of Frances
and myself, as he had been much impressed with our feminine forms, and
wanted to study them. We promised him that eas soon as we were established
in our new apartment we would telephone and make a "date" with them, and be
delighted to have them come and pay us a visit some evening--and, if the
doctor inslsted, we would allow him to examine our bodies.
"But I want to examine them, too," spoke Jane-Jimmie, giving me
_"the eye"
"”e'll see about that when the time comes," I said, and I guess I
byushed a little, feeling quite maidenly before the eyes of thils man. But
Inwardly I felt that I would permit it, for I wanted his admiration, and I
1 new he would be pleased with my feminine contours, and like me more than
ever., What a handsome man he was!
"Will you and the doctor come as men or as women?" Frances asked.
"Which would you and Gloria prefer? We plan to come as men."
"Ooh! I would prefer that. I suppose the docotr will make love to me, the
way he did at your house, and I would rather be made love to by a man than
by a woman. And so would Gloria," said Frances.
"Never fear, you shall have your wish," said Jimmie Carlson.
We were in our room at the Waldorf at six o'clock when Lauren arrived
to keep his appointment with us. We chatted with him for a time, asking
him about himself. He was an orphan, with no family ties. He didn't care nmmuch
for his job as bell-boy, but was unable to find any other work for which he
was qualified. Thus we learned that he was not tied down, and would be
willing to make a change. He was a good subject for our scheme, if we could
interest him in it. After talking for a while and becoming more and more
friendly, Frances saild:
"I suppose you know, Lauren, that you are an unusually good-looking
boy. In fact, your face is actually pretty, like a girl's. Did anybody
ever tell you that before?"
"Oh! Yes, lots of people. And the boys tease me about it, and call me by
girls! names. "But T can't help my looks, can I?"
"No, Of course not," sald Frances. "We think you are lucky to be so good-
looking. Did you ever dress up in girl's clothes, &0 see how you would look?"
"No. I never had the chance, though I have thought that I would like to
‘try it some time," he# replied. "I think it would be fun. I think I should
like to wear glrl's clothes."
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"Well, Miss Gloria and T should very :mch like to see you dressed up
as a girl, and I think you could wear my clothes. What do you say to our
dressing you up right now?"
"I should like to try it, but I don't think I could wear your dress," said
he, glanclng at Frances's narrow waist,
"Leave that to us,™" said Frances. "All you have to do is to put yourself
in our hands and we'll do the rest. Are you willing?"
"You bet," hep said, smiling. "Lead me to it."
Frances handed him one of her silk vests and lacy pantiles and a pair of
her silk stockings and mules, and told him to go into the bathroom,
undress and put the things on, then come back. She showed him the front of the
vest and panties.
In a little while he trip.ed into the room in the feminine finery. The kx
high-heeled mules fitted him, showing us that he had small feet, a nd we hed
noticed that his hands were small--as small as our owne
In spite of his short hair, he already looked like a girl, with his
girlish features and slender, girlish body, which we could seec was eminently
fitted for wearing girls' clothese.
Frances and I made him up and placed one of our blonde wigs on his head.
(We had brought all of our collection of wigs with us--wigs of every color
which we had kept after wearing them in the various shows we had been in,
from the very beginning.)
Lauren was fascinated as he stood before the glass and inspected himself.
"hy, I look just like a girl, don't I?" he exclaimed.
"Of course you do," said Frances. "And a pretty girl, too. Now stand sk
still and admire yourself in the mirror while we go on dressing you."
She clasped one of herlS-inch corsets around Lauren's waist, and laced him
into 1t, both of us talking to distract his attention, for we were afraid
that he would balk at being so tightly squeezed in. But he didn't seem to
notice it, and soon we had his waist in to the desired 13 inches.
"How does that feel?" asked Frances.
"A little tight," he replied."But, do you know, I like the feel of it.
And What a tiny waist I have, small . It makes me look more like a girl, doesn't
it? '
"Yes, and when we get you fully dressed, you will look completely like
a girl," said Frances.,
We now rut a bra on him, and padded it, then a slip. We now made up his
neck, shoulders, arms and back with liquid white and powder. He had nice,
smooth skin and no bulging muscles, and rounded arms. He really looked quite
girlish. Now Frances brought out one of her evening gowns and we dressed Lauren
in it. It fitted him beautifully., Then we changed his mules for a pair of
Frances's hlgh-heeled evening slippers. They were snug for Lauren's feet, but
he could get them on with a shoehorn. But we put them on for him, as he
couldn't bend down, owing to his corsets. Next we jewelled him--earrings,
necklace, bracelets and rings, and then doused him with strong perfume,
"Now look at yourself in the mirror," we told him.
Mihy, that can't be me," he exclaimed, staring at the pretty girl he
saw reflected in the glass. "It must be somebody else. I couldn't be such
a pretty girl."
"Smile, and see if she smiles,” said Frances. _
Lauren smiled, and so did the girl in the glass, showing a1l her even mE
pretty white teeth. That made him look prettier than ever and he was entranced.
After he had gazed at himself for a while, we told him to sit down. He
tottered across the room on his unaccustomed high heels, and we were afraid
that he would lose his balance and fall over backward. But he managed to .
make the chair and sat down in it rather stiffly and awkwardly, spreading his
legs apart, Frances pulled his legs together, crossed his feet and showed him
how to sit in a ladylike manner., with hands gracefully cjasped in his lap.
He got the idea at once. We could see that he ves going to be an apt pupil,
and take to feminine ways naturally,
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4 While he demurely sat there, Frances and I removed his blonde wig, and
tried on him wigs of varlous colors, studying the effect to see which
- shade would be the most becoming to him. Ve found that a brown wilg was
best, that being the color of his hair anyl eyes. He looked very nice in it.
We now had him get up--we had to help him a little--and he went to survey
himself in the glass,
"¥ would rather be a blonde,™ he said. "I like that first wig best",
He was like most men who dress up as females. They want to be blondes, ik
though the color is =trying and usually not suitable, g

We told him that he made a pretty blonde, but he looked better with
browvn hair, which was more natural, and went best with his brown eyes.

"You want to look like a nice girl, and not like a Gizzy chorus girl,"
we $old him.

"I guess 1t is better,” he said. "I do look like a girl, don't I?
Nobody would know that I am a boy, would they2"

We assured him that they would not.
"Dofyou know, I love wearing girl's clothes," he said. "I like their
feeling on me.,"

"How about the corsets? Do you like wearing them, too?" asked Frances.

"Yes, I do. I love the compressed feeling. And they give me such a
nice little waist," he said.
"How would you like to wear girls' clothes all the time, and live as
a girl?" Frances asked.
"I would like it, and I would be a pretty girl, wouldn't I? I have
always sort of wished that I was a girl, I guess my tastes and instincts are
feminine, and I am so girlish that people make fun of me, and it makes me
~ unhappy and ashamed, though I can't help the way I look. I was born this wayo
Oh! If I could only be a girli" :
"You can," Frances exclaimed. "Miss Gloria and I will transform you into
one and we will give you a job as our maid and pay you as much as you are
earning now, and in addition furnish you with maids'! uniforms and a compelte
outfit of girls' clothes at the start. Also, you can live with us, so you
will have no board to pay, and so will be ruch better off than you are now, and
the work will be pleasant and easy. You will have a home. What do you say?

But you will have to sign a contract to be our maid for a full year and durmng
that time wear nothing but female attire and play the part of a female the entire
time to the best of your ability. We will train you and teach you to be

a girl. You will be our housemald and also our lady's maid, helping us

with our toilettes, doing our hair, etc."

"But T wouldn't know how to do that," he said. "and, besides, I would be

embarrassed and you wouldn't want a boy-maid to be around your bedroom and

see you undressed. But I would like to be your housemaid, and shall be glad
to accept your offer, and become a girl for a year."

"We might as well tell him the truth," said Frances to me, "now that he
has agreed to become our maid. Lauren, Miss Gloria and myself are men,

- males, the same as yoursejf." :

"Ohi That's impossible. I can't belileve it. You couldn't be men. You

are such beautiful ladies--your faces, your hair, your figures, your voices,
your hands and feet--men couldn't be like that,” he exclaimed.

"Nevertheless, it's true," said Frances," so you need not be afraid of
being our personal maid. Look at your_ self. You look like a pretty gira,
don't you? And with training you will look much more so. That's the way
it has beenw ith us. We have trained to be girls and with long practise we
have transformed ourselves into what appear to be beautiful women, and

live their lives. You can do the same. And we are sure you will like it, for
~you are fitted for it as few boys are and have a desire to be a girl. So we
~wlll turn you into one. As soon as we get our new apartment, we will let
©you know, and then you can come to live with us and begin your maidenhood."
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Frances and I now gave Lauren some preliminary lessons in feminine
deportment, and were delighted to see that he took to it very easily.
In fact, he was a "natural", and more girlish than masculine, and the
clothes he had on seemed to transform him into a girl.
Frances had him walk across the room as he thought a girl should yglk.
But he overdid it, as most men do when trying to imitate a Woman,.puttlng
a hand on one hip and swaylng his body too much and walking too mincinglye.
"Not that way," said Frances. "Don't exaggerate your movements, but
try to be natural and graceful. You are acting like a man imitating a

woman, Act like a girl, Watch me," . .
AFrances walkgd across the room while Lauren watched her, as she glided

smoothly and gracefully, the plcture of a pretty girl, with no exaggerated
movements, She sat down and got up, all with complete grace..Then she told
Lauren to try it, He did so, and was an apt pupil, for he copied the exampl

of Frances very well , anj we both praised him and told him that it would be
easy for him to become a girl and act the part as well as a real girl, All
he needed was a little practise, ;
We removed the evening dress from Lauren, and dressed him in a sports
sult, then an afternoon dress, with hat, and tried one or two more
costumes on him. He was fascinated, and kept going to the mirror to
admire himself. In fact, we could hardly tear him away from it, We had
him walk back and forth in each change of costume, in high heels and low,
and he did it exceptionally well, for the first experience, But towards
the end Frances and I noticed that he had a far-away, sort of absented-
minded look. We were amused, and suspected that the corsets were "getting"
him, but we didn't say a worde We would wait for him to complain, He
had now been laced in over an hour and quite severely, for an 18-inch corset
was too small a size for him at the start, the first time he had ever been
laced in. He hag stood it remarkably well, much better than we had expected.
Furthermore, with the last costume he had tried on he had been wearing
a palr of Frances's smallest and highest heeled slippers, which were
altogether too small for him, and squeezed his feet. We had put them on
him as a further test of his endurance and his willingness to suffer
discomfort to enhance his appearance as a girl. If he had complained, or
refused to crowd his feet into these narrow, pointed slippers, it would have
been bad sign, for to become a successful girl, he would have to put
up with discomforts, especially at first. But he had come through with
flying colors up to now, but began to weaken., And Frances and I didn't
blame him much, for we knew from our own experiences what he was going
through in those pinching stays and shoes.,
"Couldn't you let out this corset a little?" he asked."T like to wear
it, and to have such a small waist, but it is hurting me, and so are these
slippers., I think I can't stand it much longer, unless you let out the
strings."
Frances and I quickly took off his dress, slip and bra, and let the
corset out to 20 inches.
""Ohl That's so much better,™ said Lauren. "I could go all day like
this.
"It's still pretty tight," said Frances. "It feels loose in contrast
to your 18-inch waist, and if you wore the corset like this all day long,
it would irk you by bedtime., But I think you cen stand it, and we will
standardize your waist at 20 inches, for a beginning, until your body
. becomes adjusted, Then, if you want a smaller waist, we shall see what we -
can do about it. So we shall get your maid's uniforms and other dresses
and clothes with a 20-inch waist, size 36. And you needn't wear such
tight shoes. We will get you the proper size, especlally for your working
shoes, with fairly low heels. Then you dress up ang step out, you can
wear high heels, 1if you wish." .
"That will be fine," sald Lauren. "But I know I shall want & smaller
waist after a bit. I should like it to be as small as yours, or even
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Miss Gloriats,"

"Her walst is exceptionally small, and I doubt if you can get yours

down to a scant 17 inches," sald Frances. "But we shall see.? Ve are

glad that you are ambitious for a small waist, for it is a sign that you
=are the proper feminine instincts of a glrl, and a desire to be in fashion
in spite” of the discomforts,"

"Oh!{ I'm sure I shall not mind," said Lauren. "Besides, I like the
feeling of snug corsets and also the feeling of skirts and all the rest of -
it. I know T shall simply adore dressing as a girl, and being one. Girls:?
clothes are so much prettier than men's, and girls have prettier hair, too,.
Shall I have to wear a wig until my own hair grows long?"

"No," said Frances. "Your hair is thick, and you can be a bobbed-

haired maid at the start. You can wave your hair, and perhaps have
curls and ringlets, to make it look more girlish. In a few months it
will grow to be like a girl's hair. 4 wig 1s hot and uncomfortable
and in your work you will be better without one,"

"I should love to have my own long hair, like you and liss Gloria,"
Lauren sald. "How long has it been growlng? It must have taken years. It
is lovely hair."

"We are going to let you into our secret," said Frances. "We are

both wearing wigs. But we are letting our heir grow and some day we
shall be able to discard the wigs. Neither of us like bobbed hair. But it
will be all right for you, and very appropriate for a maid."

"But your hair is wonderful, and nobody could guess that it is not
your own," saild Lauren,

While we were talking we had dressed Lauren in a pale blue negligee

one of my prettiest ones, and put matching mules on his feet. To please
him in his desire to be a blonde, we removed his brown wilg, lightened up
his make-up and put on him a golden blonde wig with a profusion of

curls flowlng down over his shoulders, as though he had let his hair

down before bed. He was delighted with his appearance, and primped before
the mirror, turning this way and that and tossing his curls about,

smiling at himself, kissing his hand at himself, and exclaiming:

"I look just like a girl, don't I? Nobody could guess that I am a
boy, couild they? Don't you think I look pretty? I do,and I feel just
like a girl, I want to be one always. I ajways want to wear skirts, I

can hardly walt to change into a girl. It will be soon, wont it?"

Frances and I assured him that he looked beautiful and, in fact, he

was such a charming young maiden that we couldn't resist kissing him on
his soft red lips, which pleased him, but made him blush through his
rouge. Zl”s

"You don't know how funny your kisses make me fee 7" he exclaimed,
"It seems like being kissed by girls, and yet I know you are men, so my
feelings are mixed. As a boy, I like being kissed by-mﬁg) but as a girl,

_L like to have mfleykiss me. I am both, and you are both, but to me I am
‘afraid you will skss be women, bewause you are so beautiful and feminine,
I know you are really men, because you have told me so, and yet I can't
believe it. So I hope you wont mind if I always consider you to be girls,
I think it will be better that way. I would dislike to think of you as

men, it seems so impossible."

"That's the way we want 1t," sald Frances. "We think of ourselves
as females, since we have changed our sex, apparently, and live the
life of females, completely, S0, when you come to us, we.want you to

consider us to be women and never refer to our former seX. And as soon
as you become a girl, you must think of yourself as being completely
feminine, get into a feminine mood, think feminine thoughts, and try to
forget that you ever were a male. In that way, you will enjoy your
girlhood to the full and you will practicajly become a girl, to all
intents and purposes. Ve shall all be females together, with everything
masculine banished for good. We all must forget our former sex, and never
refer to it, for that would be a backward step in our feminization,"
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All the time we had been talking, ILauren had continued to stand in
front of the mirror, inspecting himself, fingering his pretty, long
golden curls, fluffing them up, arranging them over his shoulders so
that he could see them the better, smiling at the girl he saw reflected, and
constantly assuring himself that that pretty blonde mailden was really ]
himself. His negligee was very becoming to him. We had tied the sash of
it closely about his waist so that his slender curves would show. It had a
low neck and short sleeves, so that the smooth whiteness of his skin,
well made up and heavily coated with perfumed powder, showed gleamingly.
His face make-up was excellent, too, carefully done, and of course that
added to his girlish attractiveness.
"What will be my name as a girl?" Lauren asked. "I want a pretty,
feminine name,"
"How would 'Laura' do?" I asked, "It is a good deal like 'Lauren', and
a nice name.,"
"I have it," exclaimed Frances. "Laurette!. It has a French sound
and you can pretend to be a French maid, with French style costume
such as are seen on the stage--you know--frilly lace cap and apron,
close-fitting black dress, black silk stockings and high-heeled black
slippers.”
"That will be a lovely name," said Lauren, "and I choose it here
and nowe And I will be a French maid, for my mother was French, and I
can speak it very well. But of course I will speak English with a French
accent, which I think is very cute. Mais oul, Madames,."
Lauren was reluctant to take off his feminine finery, but it was
growing late, so we undressed him, took off his wig and removed his
meke up, and he donned his boys' clothes. He had fallen in love with
my pretty blonde wig, and sald again that he wished he could be a blonde,
but we pointed out to him that such vivid hair was too conspicuous for
a boy who just turned girl, and who would not want to attract attention
to himself, especlally at first, when he was learning to be a girl. Such
hair was all right for a chorus girl, but for a French maid brown hair
would be more aprropriate, Later on perhaps he could dye his owvm hair
a bright blonde shade if he still wished it. Iy wig was indeed a pretty
one, and one of my favorites. I had worn it in a play, as a soubrette,
and sometlmes put 1t on at home when I felt a desire to be a blonde, but
I had never worn it in public, except on the stagee But I told Lauren
that I would keep the wig, and that he could at times wear it in the
apartment yhen he wished to doll up as a blonde yhen nobody else except
ourselves were there., this pleased him,
"I am going to simply adore being a girl," he gushed, "and I can
hardly wait to begin."
H ¢ was already talking like a girl, and in a high, girlish voice
which he had unconsciously assumed as soon as we had dressed him up. His
voice would be all right for a girl. We told him to keep practising
talking as one, so as to get used to it, and in the privacy of his room he
should practise girlish mannerisms, which he promised to do. He would hear
from us soone
:How I hate these trousers," he exclaimed. "Skirts are so much nicer to
wear,
Frances and I understood him and sympathized with him, for we, too,
now hated trousers, and loved wearing skirts. How glad we were that
‘Lauren was feminine, like ourselves. It would be so much fun to transform
him into a girl, and so easy to do because he had such a feminine body,
and soul. How lucky we had been to run across him. He would make such
an attractive maid for us. '
Lauren kissed us good bye and we both enjoyed his kisses, Ve
could not decide whether we had preferred his kisses as a pretty girl or

as a very handsome boy. He kissed us as a boy kisses girls--he was now
the male, and we the females, as we wished to be,
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This is a very long letter, Mary, darling, but you asked us to tell
everything, and I like to write. Frances has read every word and has helped
me, so that this is really from both of us,

We hope you will approve of our action in arranging to have a boy-maid,
It will be such a luxury and we are sure that Laurette will train very easlly
and become a perfect maid. We are going to try to have her go to our beauty
parlor and take an apprentice course is halr-dressing and beauty culture,
and massage, and manicuring, to fit her for a first class ladies! maild.

We hope you will allow us to bring her with us when we come to Four home.,
Our own feminine training is nearly finished, and we are awaiting word from
you as to when we shell come,

We close now with love and kisses. 00000XXXXX

Your adoring girl friends,
FRANCES DARLING
GLORIA GIBSON
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