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ZDYUARD LELLS EOY M BRGMIL WEIPTA, \ B <dtewe)
Le oy Prrhe“ enit I drove ur to the schoel, I naturally t! o
vas 2 rer w7qw col, little dreamin: whet vas in sitove .
neticed that lerze building, set in extensive grounc A
surrcunde Ty rall. thz only entrance wes through Cs&;“\ a)
vihich —ers lre tno susréed oy & voman, (as I thouchi,s locn
reeper's +ife ater, of sernsd that ”'he” Vias & man, &s vas
everyboar els ¢ it € ut I hadé no ’f_ic;ogs ol Th: rscl
stave of aife cered 3y ne limression I ot vas
that ths sci ol v ] viiich escapc voule be ciliicult,.
e vier 5 " and wy isther vent into the iralls orivaote
office the hall. a8 I stood weiting thers mumber |
of cir 2 I was surprisec to rind ~irle < & Doys
school 3 1ittle.*Eer1ap< it was ¢ nosa anl
¥ETs © : Zirls, but I had never hesrd of gchionl,
4s th 1 stare¢ ot me, &nc sonme oi them rered toistner
and I vLs sure thcy'"e“e Lalflng about me cna laughing ot ms, wixiciz mece me
feel “ncomfortable. I noticed that some of them nad short hair cnd loslkiec
rether bovish and a little awvkward, but others had lon: hasir encd walled
gracefullv glong. A¢ I locked them over, I was :truck with their ri- sures,
for £11 of them hoé tiny waists, evidently being tightly laced, &nd no taist
looked to be more than 18 inches around. How uncomiorteble, I t-ourht,
I had elways admired a smell waist on a ;irl, but never before heod I seen

s¢ meny uniformly tiny waists in one group of zirls, and I deciced that it
-ust be the cchool custom, and that all the cirls were heving thzir Tigures
tralnea. I wondered whay I saw all girls, and no boys, end I begen to
worry, -urely, there must be something vrong, and my father had made a

stake, and broucht me to a girls! school. ‘That would never do. I would
absclutely refuse to enter a zirls' school. The idea wes ridiculous. It vas
no vlace Ior me. I vas a boy, onc the only place ior me was a boys' school,
Yow little I suspected the truth!

Tut I was soon to be rudely awvalre: ed. I
office, and introcuced to lille., Brule. iy &
hurried out, no doubt not wantinz to be pre
and thet he hod really entered me in t his
vears' tuition fee in advance.

10le. Brule, vho, of course, I took to be a real woman, for che cert tainly

loocked the pert in every cetail, greeted me kindly ans asked me to sit

dovn. I noticed her handsome face. nice long hair, ample bosom anc ‘hips &nd
was particulesrly struck with her lour-glass waist, c=o tiny that it coula not

have been more than 18 inches, and lookeo still more viasp-lilze in contrast
to her buxomness. so thet I mervelled trat she could r-duce it so rch,

and endure the obvious =xtreme cight-lacing. But she seemed to be periectly
at ease and later I understood this vhen I learned that "she® hzd come

to the schocl years ago, vhen a young boy, and had been there ever since.
She had ﬁttalnpc en 15-tnc weist at the stert, and had never vermitted it to
expand, anc, as she grew, the ilesh had gone up into her bosom and down

into her hips, but the waist remained¢ the sane.

"Your father has told me thet you heve been = very wild anc unruly boy
and that he and your mother can do nothing with you. So you have been brought
to this school to be dizclipined and cubauea, and trained," began iille,

rule. "This is a girls' school ané from now on you are to dress as a zirl,
ané be treined as one, end transformed into one as rmch as i. nnjclc 11y
rossible. Ue are very strict and our disclinines is sev re ~ita a irl vho
breaks the rules, or who bshaves in an un-ladylize manner, but if you are
¢ &na justice.

vias ccllea into the principal's
ather then sald goold-by zand -
sent \hen I learned the truth,
*111 schocl and neia two

p.-

m

5

7C|_,.

good and Co as you ars told, you will be trezted with hlpan
But you rmst obey the rules to the letter. Your hair will ve alloved o wrow
long anfl your fizure will be trained in corsets until you have an 18-inch

vwaist, which is the school stendard for all, or smeller, if you lace in
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easlly, as I think you will. I am sure you will meke a niceJa ttractive girl,
even a pretty one, for you have regular features and are small and slender.

You mey not like it at first, but after you get used to it, I am sure you

wlll find it nice being a pretty girl, with a smell waist, and vearing pretvty
froclts and high heels. First of all, you rust choose a girl's name for yourself
Have you ony choiceg”

You can imagine my amazement, and anger, as lille. Brule told me this.
The very thought of wearing girls' clothes was abi:orrent to me, and filled

me with loathing. Iy ungovernable temper arose, and I was quivering with
passion,

"I don't choose any girl's name. You can't keep me here and dress me

as a girl," I exploded."I wont stand it. I am a fully mesculine boy, 2nd
I wont enter a girls' school., You can't make me," .

"I'm sorry you feel thatuay, but I assure you it wont do any rood, for
you are here to stay and be turned into a2 girl, and there is no escape for
you, If vou act rebellious, you willyorly make it harder for yourself, anc for

me, s~ I afvise vou to submit and obey, right from the start, for you have
No chonce against us. You are here to be tamed and disclipined, and freed

of that hot, ungovernable temper of yours. We have never failed to tame a
boy or girl, as we know just how to do it from long experience. So tamed
you are to be, whether you like it or not, and dressed as a girl for at
least the next two years. It will be foolish for you to resist, for then
we shall have to punish you severely,and you will have to give in in the end,
Since you wont select a girl's name for yourself, I will choose one for you.
Hereafter your name is to be''Fifi.' That's a cute,feminine name. And you are
to room with a girl named Mimi, the prettiest girl in the school. Wont

that be a nice combination--Fifi and Mimi, two girl roommates?" Thus spoke
Mlle. Brule, ;

ily ears pricked up when she told me that I was to room with the prettiest

girl in the school--that would be something. I head always been girl-crazy
and will admit that I had led a merry life with the girls, and admired nothing
so much as a pretty lass. But my spirits quickly drooped again yhen I
realized what it all meant, end the pr@dicament I was in. If I was to room--
and sleep-with the pretty Mimi, I should have to stay at the school and

dr-ss as a girl. I never in the world would submit to that. Dresses, long
hair, high heels, tight corsets and acting the part of a submissive young
school girl, in a girls' school--nol a tpousand times, no. I would never
submit to th:zt. I was blazing with anger. I must escape before it was too
late. But how? I recalled that high wall and closely-tended gate. But I
would find a way out. I simply must. I couldn't stay there.

One of the teachers now entered the room, and I was introduced to Mle,
Dolores. She looked to be as strong, capable and dete ined as lill.e Brule
did. She was younger, and was nice looking, with prettTy, hair and a nice
figure, with the standardized 18-inch waist, but she dian't apzear to be so
tightly-laced as kll.e Brule, because she was more slender, =nd so her waist
looked more natural,

I1le., Brule and Dolores now escorted me upstairs to the room which I was
supposed to share with Mimi. Ang I was ordered to undress completely.

I refused in anger, and immediately these two strong "women,' who were not =%x
at all hampered by their tight corsets, seized me and removed my clothes,
in spite of my struggles to prevent, for they were stronger than I, And .
so I stood there absolutely naked before these two" women, anda was horribly
embarrassed, and acshamed and felt like sinking through the floor. The
"women' of course noticed my embarrassment and they exchanged glances and I though:
I saw them-smile faintly at each other, as though there was some joke, which
was unknown to me. Ang of course it was most amusing to them, for in my
innocence I thought, naturally, that they were real women, and it was funny to
them to see me ashamed, of my nakedness before them. But they soon ceased to
smile, for they were angered at my resistance and the struggle I had forced
them to make to disrobe me, They looked very stern, and lille, Brule said

to me: "Fifi, you are a véry‘bad girl. But I advise you to stop this foolish-
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ness, and obey me. If you don't, it will go hard with you, and you will be
punished in a way you wont like. So be a good girl, and do as you are told,
I am now going to measure you, and I want you to stand still.’
She produced a tape-measure, and Dolores a pad of paper 'on which was
outlined the form of a woman,) end a pencil. I decided to stand still and
let them measure me, I was becoming frightened and began to realize that
I was helpless in the hands of these determined women. But I wouldn't give
in and dress as a girl. I would fight with the last ounce of my strength.
So I stood there, shrinking, nakec and ashamed, while Illle. Brule measured me
and Dolores put the figures down on her chart. First my head was carefully
measured (for a wig, as I afterwards learned), then my neck, my arms, wrists,
hands, bust and so on down to my feet. Vhen they came to my waist, they took
the normal measurement, then I was ordered to-draw it in as small as possible.
I obeyed.
" "only 22; splendid,” exclaimed lille. Brule. "Je will stert her with
a 22 corset and reduce her an inch a week, and in a month she will be
standardized,"
' She ran her hands over my body and felt of my waist and squeezed it in,
making me feel as though I were an animal being examined for its fine
points.

"Fine, fine,"

she exclaimed. "Very supple, Just feel of her torso,

JMlle. Dolpres". The latter did so, and I tingled a little as hersoft,

feminine hands rubbed my bare flesh. For I was v:ery susceptible’ to the fair
sexX.
"She has fine, soft skin," said Dolores, "very smooth and feminine, and
I have seldom seen a more supple waist. I am sure she will lace in to 17
inches easily, and probably to 15, with training."
I shuddered at these words, as I realized that they were talking about me,
and were plenning to make me wear a corset and lace it in very tightly.
Seventeen inches, indeed} I thought. I will never submit to it. I wont wear
a corset at all, or anyt-ing else of girls' clothes. I must fight,and not
give in. But I must confess that I was alarmed. “het could I do to stop
this unheard of idea of turning a2 boy into a girl? The ideas was crazy.
I must find some way of escape. And in the meanwhile, I would resist with all
my strength, feeble as it was vitted against these two nowerful "women, with
their grim determination to have their ovn way with me. And how I resented
hearing them refer tc me as "she", in the feminine gender. They talked as, if
I was already a girl. And that name "Fifi"! How I hated to be called thatt
I never could endure it. I simply would not wear girls' clothes. They couldn't
force me to. It was unnatural, inhuman,
The "women continued with their measurements, making favorable comments
as they found my body to their liking. liy hip measurement: pleased them,
as it seemed that I was jarger around than a boy would be expected to be,
and more like a girl's hip circumference. ¥“hen Mlle. Brule passed the taoe
around my hips, her hand came into contact with my privates, and, feel:ng her
“feminine touch, I had an erection, which filled me with further embarrassment
and caused me to blush furiously. Again the two were amused, and excha ged
glances at my ignorance, and smiled, and probably feit like laughing. If I
had known the truth, I would have been spared my blushes, bwt how was I to
know that these "women" were not what they seemed? - They seemed to be
completely feminine in every way--in looks, vpice, figure and womanly
grace and ‘annerisms. Illle. Brule was very handsome, while Dolores was
really pretty. Ang they both had their own long hair, beautifully coiffured
ard they had fiawless complexions. Their (ahnds were small, as were their
feet, clad ig dainty high heeled slippers. I could not possibly have guessed
that, perfect ladies were actually men. And so it was excusable for me to take
them Tor real women. Fot eome reason, Mlle. Brule had refrained from telling
me about the real natyre of the school, and that every person in the
cstablishment, from top to bottom, tecachers, maids and pupils, were all
males 1mpersonzting females--and doing it in absolute perfection.

2
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The tape was passed around my thighs, knees, calves, ankles and my feet

were measured, too.

'Splendid," szid Mlle. Brule to Dolores. “She can wear size 4-A, Pifi,
she said to me," you are to be congratulated, for jour feet ere as small
as any wirl's in the school. Ang your figure is remarkably feminine and

will lend itself perfectly to the wearing of {feminine apparel. You have an
unusually small waist and zirlish hips. You have nice skin and a pretty face,

YWith t.aininz and beauty treatments, you will become one ol the best lookinz
gilrs in the school."

All this only disgusted me. Of course, 1 had always known that ilwas
girlish loolzing, and had pitterly resentead i ﬁyI was small and lacking in

ha

"

ruscle. At home in Earseliﬁes, my sisters Atriea to dress me up i their
clothing, ard some of my girl friends had sugiestec that I foltow the
example of many of the young fellows who cGonned Ieminine apuarel for the

annual l.ardi Cras, but I had always fiercely refused. I knsw I was girlish

in form and appearance, and had refused to make it .ore noticeable in any
way, such as wearing girls' clothes. I was & boy, and wanted to look and act
like one. I was intensely masculine, in spite of my apyearance. iy sisters

and girl friends had known that I would make up well as a girl, and wanted to
see me is that disguise, but I would not hear of it. And so, now, I loathed
with all my soul what these women were doing to me, and their plans to feminize
me, ot . ;

Mlle., Dolores left the room, taking my clothes with her, and in a little
vhile returned with an armful of feminine aprarel, including a corset.

I did not resist when they put a girl's chemise on me, and a peir of friliy
pvanties, because anything was better than standing there nsked. But when lille.
Brule tried to clasp the corset around my middle, I began to fight and struggle
and squirm, and runch at her with my fists,

"Very well," sald she. "W will have to take"her to the punishment room.
She is a very silly girl, and will be sorry for her disobedience.”

I quailed inwardly, wondering wnat was in store for me. But I still had
courage, and my temper was still strong, and I decidea that I would fight
to the very end, even if I lost the battle. A fluffy negiigec was slipped
on me, and a pair of mules, and they led me up two flights of stairs and
toEK me into the"punishment room.” I noted that the window was barred, and
that the door was very strong. The only furnishings were a bed, a bureau and
ong straight-backed chair, From a drawer klie. brule broucht the rost
formidable corset I had ever seen. It was long, strong and heavily boned.

I was dtermined thet I would not let her put that feminine garment on me.

_I vould never.wear a corset. It was no garment for a boy to wear. So when

Mllg. Brule and Dolores tried to clasp it around me, I put up a strugsle
and resisted them. ) ) )

"The straps," said iille. Brule to Dolores. "She rmst learn a lesson,"
. Some strong leather stravgwere produced, &nd in spite of my kiciking
these strong women held ny legs and the straps were bound tightly aroung
my ankles. Another strap was fastened around ry legs, just above the knees,
fng Iwas helpless. liy wrists were next fastened together with a tight strap.
Jhll? Dolorgs held me up on my feet, Ille. Brule now hooked the corset i
about me., It was a horriblyg garment, reaching from just under my arms
- 3 ~r 3+ AT oy L v - i i
?OUH e & hlp§ part way vo my knees, ang it was terribly stifr andunyilgd-
Ang. 1 felt as though in a vise. But the worst was still to come, for théy'
now laced me in inch by inch, until I felt as tnough I was being sufrocated
and cut in two at the waist, lever in my life hac a felt so helpiess before,
% vas terribly humiygted end angry to think that in spite of all that I could
ao,.these omen wvere having their own way with me, ana cuniching me by
lacing me up in a typically feminine garment. They now unstrapsed thE my
legs and anles, and drew on a pair of long silk stoclings, and then fo;ced
onvo my feet, with the aid of a shoe-horn, a pair of wo;eﬁ's narrow,—



184 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

/ noas

vointer :lippcrs, far too small for me, and with the higiest heels I hed
ever seen. Thegr/werc at least 6 inches high, and had pencil voints. They
pinched my feet horribly and ‘T lnevw I could never wali: in them. liobody
could walk on such hiﬁp&heels. Iow tht women unstiDappec my wrists, and Iorcea
on a pair of very 1ongkgloves, wnich reached nearly up to my shoulders.
They were a small size”znd the Iingers so small that vhen my iingers vzre
Tforced into them, I could not bend them, they were so tizht. You czn '
imagine my predicament now, helnless in my ticht corset., ticht slinpers
an¢ ftisht rlrves, T couls harcly move, It was sn aviful feeli
inpotence. 4AnA T hagd never in ny life rufZerec such disco
feelines of comoression.,

Boande
Mile, Endle and Dolores now placed me @n the straight-

Iy corset was so stifi and unyielding that I could not sit
n

eclie’ chair,

oG
clrm M
Q

on¥y sit, stiffly erect, on the very eage of the chair, the
toes in those riciculous high heels resting on the flocr for
suprort, ) pun), Dbl Gasn
. A
"You see, Fifi, Ttdoes no good to resist,, low you sit therec, just as
we have placed you, until we come back. Don't move, or you will be wpunished
more. XHemember, don't stir," ’

They left the room, and I hec=rd the key turn in the lock. I sat there
for a few minutes, getting more and more angry at the thought that these
women had conquered me, I wes terribly uncomfortable sitting there, and
soon decidec to defy them. It would be more comfortable if 1 lay down
on the bed, thus easing the pressure of my corset and shoes. I got up,
but topnled onto the floor, for I couldn't stand in those Terribly high
heels, as my own heels were six inches in the air andg only the tips of my
big toes had any bearing on the floor, and the shoes were too narrow and
nointeda for my feet, so I couldn't stand up, let along wvelkk,. I lay on the
floor for a time, and tears of enger and frustration came into my eyes. liever
in my life had a felt so humiliated and so helpless. At last, I managed to
crawvl over to the foot of the bed, and slowly draw .iyseli up by means of the
bed to a standing position. danging onto the bed, and tottering on my heels,
‘I slowly managed to telze a fe: mincing steps around to the side of the bed,
and flopped dovm onto it. That was better. I felt a little more at ease,
as 1t toolr the weight off my feet and seemed to ease my corset a little.,

I lay there for what seemed a long while, thinking bitter Thoughts, and at
times shedding futile tears. I had done ry best, but to no avail. I felt that
I was losing my manhood, and that these two women were taking it away.

At last the key was turned, the door opened, and the two came in, =

"So you have disobeyed again,”Eifi,haiy%pzazz You want more punishment,
Very well, you shall have it,"she  szids. :

They turned me over on ny face, and, while Dolores held ne, lLillie,

Brule began to lace me in tighter, to my dismay. I had thought, in my om
ignorance, that I had slready been laced in to the limit of endurance, but
now ille. Brule drew in the laces relentlessly, inch after inch, until I was
sure I would sufiocate and die. I was being cut in two. I could not breathe.
But I gritted my teeth, and said notning. I would not show these cruel thz
women the wvhite feather. I would not ery out, even if tHey kilied me. At
last lille. Brule ceased drawing me in, and fastened the laces,

"There is still a large gap in the back of jour corset, and it is
.entirely possible to close it completely. Vle con still draw you in much
smaller. Your waist now is only 17 inches. e can maie it 14 if necessary.
And we wi}l d¢o it, if you disobey again. Then you wili know what real tight
lacing is, et MU, &wﬂ

S

Horrﬁhg I thotight, I can't stand it now, and never could endure it to
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be cinchea in any more. It would kill me. I was dying now, :

Again the two women placed me on the edge of the chair, 1lifting me
bodily from the bed in their strong arms. I sat there rigid, compressea and
almost breathless, Iiy tight slipoers were pinching my feet more and more.
I was in a bad way,

"Don't move an inch," said lille. Brule. "The only thing for you to do,
Fifj, ic to make up your mind to obey and submit to all the rules of the
school. You will have to, anyway, in the end, for I think I have shovn you
that you are helpless in our hands, and thet we can dofwith you as we like,
As soon as you make up your mind to obey, just press the button of this
bell (indicating a button on the wall within my reach) and we will come and
release you. Don't be a foolish girl any longer and try to fight us. I can
assure you that being turned into a girl is not half so unpleasant as you seem
to think it is, and you will actudlly like wearing girlsd clothes and
playing the part of a girl, once you get used to it. And you will nake an
attractive girl, and be quite pretty, once you have had beauty and figure
treatments and your hair has had a chance to grow to a girlish length,

Of course, it will be a little hard at first, and you wont like the corsets
unbil you get accustomed to them. Then you will like wearing them
because they will give you a nice little wvailst, vhich all girls long to

- have, as it 1s stylish and attractive. After you have lived as a girl for a
while, you will get to think of yourself as a girl and forget that you
ever were a boy. It 1s much nicer to be a girl than to be a boy,
particularly a pretty girl such as you will be. Think it over, and don't
be long in pressing the button." '

They left the room, locking the door behind them.

I was suffering horribly. I simply couldn't stand that corset any
longer. The compression was intense. And my feet ached and my hands were
numb from the tight gloves. I would have to yield. But only for the time
being. I would watch my chance and escape from this inhuman school,

I would find a way. I nus! I thought with dismay of the necessity of

being turned into a girl and wear the hated girls' clothes, including the cor-
sets and high heels and pretend to be a girl. But there was no other way

out for the present. 4nd I must get out of that corset. It was killing me.
So T reached out and rang the bell, Iille. Brule and Dolores came soon,

and loosened the laces and removed the corset. Oh! Yhat a blessed relief!

I rubbed my sides where the bones had cut into my flesh. The slippers and
gloves were removed and I breathed a sigh of relief.

"Fifi, do you promise to be a good girl, and be obedient in everything
you are told to do? Do you agree from now on to become a girl, to dress
‘as one, to act as one to the best of your ability; to be gentle and
lady-like and do your best to become pretty and feminine, in thought as
well as in looks?2

"Yes, I promise," I said. I had no choice. But I would escape at
the first oprortunity. . _

Dolores had. left the room while we were talking, and gone down to my
room, and she now returned with the same armful of girl's clothes she had
had dovm there. I made no resistance when they proceeded to put .the things
“on me, though I loathed them. The corset was clasped on me, and drawn in to
.22 inches, whigh was the size I was to start with. it was not very tight and
didn't feel badly in contrast to the smothering corset I had just taken
off. I decided that I could stand it, t&ough I didn't like its stiffness, -
A pair of dainty slippers were put onto my feet. They were the proper size
and felt comfortable, though the heels were over 3 inches high, and I would
have thought them excessive, if I had not been wearing thos awful 6-inch
narrow stilts.  Next I put on a brassiere and a Trilly slip.

I forgot to tell you that the room was lined with mirrors. fhere
was a big, three-sided, full lenght one &t the bureau, and other long ones
around the other sides of the room, so that everywhere one looked he saw
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-h¥s (or her) image reflected.
. . Mile. Brule now got in front of me, so thet I could not see myself
iA* the mirror, and proceeded to make me up, How I hated it, it was so
effeminate. The scent of the face pgwder and rouge, and the stickiness
-of the lip stick and eye brow pencil. But I submitted with good grace.,
Next I was sprayed with a heady perfume and then Dolores brought a black
ladies' wig, and it was carefully adjusted on my head. I now sensed
what they were doing, and the psychology of it. They wanted to make me
look as pretty as possible and interest me in my appearance as a girl,
A pretty evening gown was now slipped over my head and fastened at the
‘back, and a neckaace was hooked around my neck and bracelets around my
wrists and a pair of ear-rings screwed in my ears. "We will pierce them in
a day or two. The other kind of ear-rimgs are better, as the screw ones are
always slipring off," said Mlle. Brule. Horrors, I thought, I am to have
my ears pierced. That will inde=d be effimgtingz How could I endure it?
. A1l this while they had been standing in front of me, so that I couldn't
see myself in the mirrors, purposely. But now they stepred aside, and
instead on myself, I saw reflected a very pretty brunette young lady,
7 "You look dovely, Fifi," said Mlle., Brule. "We will leave you alone
to get acgqauinted with yourself. You may walk about and study yourself
in the mibrors, and see how nice it is to be a pretty girl. After a while,
I will send one of the maids with some food for you, for you rmst be hungry.”
- They left me to myself. I went up close to the mirrors and studied the
girl T saw there. My hair was glorious, a beautifully waved and curled
Biead of lovely raven-black hair, Such hair as I woudd have greatly admired
on a real girl. The wig was a masterpiece of the wig-maker's art. It
fitted me perfectly, and was most becoming. I examined my flawless pink and
‘white complexion, my slender figure in'its pretty dress, my small feet
in their dainty slippers. I was interested in spite of myself. I walked
around the room, finding the shoes not hard to walk in if I leaned a little
,forward. Everywhere I saw reflected the image of a pretty girl, and it was
ralmost impossible for me to realize that she was I. Yesé I was now a girl,
"Fifi. Gone was Edouard completely. Would he ever return? I wondered.
VWiould it be so bad remaining a girl? Would it not be rather nice? Iy
appearance was certainly having an influence on me. For I looked very
pretty. But I do not need to tell you about my appearance, for then I looked
much the same as I do now, though perhaps a bit boyish and not so
delicate & feminine as I look now. So I walked around the room trippingly,
watching the swing of my skirts and doing my best to walk in a girlish manner.
I was alone in the room with this pretty brunette and she fascinated me.
I couldn't take my-eyes off her, and I had to keep telling myself that that
little beauty was only myself, in reality a. boy, though no one could guess it,
After a while, a maid came in with a tray of supper for me. She was a
tall brunette and quite good looking, and had, of course, the prescribed 18-
inch waist ofbthe schoo}. She looked at me in frank admiration and told me _
that I looked beautiful and, though only a new girl, would be one of the school
beauties. Somehow, this flattery pleased me. A few hours ago I would have |
knocked anybody down who told me that I was a p;etty irl. How I had changed.
I actually liked being told that I was a school beaut% and was enjoying
being a girl. . . ' :
: I was rungry and ate my supper. When the maid came back for the tray, .
Mlle. Brule came with her and took me down-stairs to my room,
Ify roommate, Iiimi, was already there, and Mlle. Brule introduced us.
I was immediately struck with Mimi's beauty, but I do not need to describe
her to you. I was thrilled with the thought that Iwas to have this lovely
"girl as a room-mate., The bed was a double one. e should sleep together-
and it was nearly bed-time! I longed to take my dresses.off and go to bed
with Mimi. . . oy 3
lMimi greeted me sweetly, and expressed sympathy with me, for she had heard
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“that' I hzd been in the runishment room. I told her what had hap: ened, end
‘she' s2id it was too bad, but the only w2y was to obey the rules and do as
one is told,
."Do you realize that you are a very pretty girl?" she asked. "You will
be my rival,"
"I am not a girl at all," I said,"but only a boy dressed as one.”

But I think you are beautiful, and one of the prettiest girls I have ever

seen.," Gomd_
Thls seemed to please her, bet she began to laugh.

"What are you laughing at?" I asked.

"You will soon find out," kiimi replied.

I vient on to tell her how I had been stripsed naked and measured
in front of those two‘women“and how embarrassed I hada been. 4gain she

laughed, and I wondered whye.

" I proceeded to undress and liimi showed me how to remove the make-up
with cold cream. She, too undressed, and Iw:atched her out of the corner of
my eye. She brushed and combed her pretty hair,and then slipped off her
chemlse, and, to my astonishment, I found that liimi was a boy. I could

not believe my eyes, . G
‘ \)ou were too funny, Iimi interrupted, believing that I was really a
girl. '

"Haven't they told you a bout this school?" she asked. "Don'tAygu know
that everybody, from top to bottom, 1s a male impersonating a female? It
is a girls' schogl,but all the “girls’ are boys in disguise, and they do it
wonderfully well, .

"Do you mean to.tell me that Mlle., Brule and Dolores, and that maid, are
really men? Yith those hour-glass waists and their own hair ang everything?"

"0f course they are, just as much as I am. You see, this school is
known as a' "Transformatory”, its object being to tufr) boys into girls, as
much as is physically possible," .

"But don't the boys object to it? I hate it and I should think they
would," I said.

; "You are the exception, a disclipinary case. But most of the boys come
here because they want to be girls, and they love to wear feminine clothing
and play feminine roles. I love being a girl, myself, and never did like
being a boy.* But it's time for bed. Here are your sleeping corsets."

"What? Do I have to sleep in a corset?" I asked. :

"0f course. Ve all do. I will lace you and you can lace me. You only
need a 22-inch waist now. Mine is 18-inches."

Soon we were corseted for the night, and I put on a fluffy ladies'
night dress and Mimi and I got into bed. Her fragrant hair was on the pillow
beside my face and, in the dark she seemed to be a real girl,

I had a great deal td worry about and was terribly distressed over

my situation ™' 1in this strangei'school, but I was so exhausted from my

struggles and from my emotlons, that I soon fell asleep and slept

soundly in spite of my unaccustomed uncomfortable corsets, and was awakened

by a sweet kiss from Mimi, : .

"Time to get up," she said, with a pretty smile. "I will help you
with your clothes, for you don't even know how to dress yourself.”
It came to me with a shock that I should have to wear girls's

clothes. I told her that I was not going to put them on, and would stay

'in bed until they brought back my own clothes, I simply couldn't

endure dressing as a girl, and having others see me. But Mimi begged
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mé not to be foclish and resist, telling me that T would have to give in
in the end, and if I was disobedient I would surely be punished even more
severely than on the previous day. I shuddered at the thought, So I
declided to follow her advice, and got up and dressed in the hated feminine
things, changing to a day corset, which Mimi laced for me, My bra was
padded to give me maidenly breasts and soon I was hooked into my plain Jask
bjue school dress, a uniform which all of the pupils wore. I put on the
same high heeled shoes I had worn the day before. All of the girls were
required to wear high heels at all times. liy dressing finished, I looked
in the mirror. My face was pale and I looked boyish with my short hair,
Strange to say, as long as I had to play the part of a girl, Iwanted to
look as much as possible like one, as then I would feel less awkward and
self-conscious, so I reached for the rouge, intending to apply a little
color to my cheeks, but Mimi stopped me, saying it was forbidden for new
girls to wear any make-up during school hours, I then reached for the
pretty black wig that I had worn last night, but again Mimi stopped me.
It was not permitted.

"When you dress for dinner, you can waer make-up and your wig, and
beautify yourself to your heart's content, but not during the day," .said
Mimi," I was disappointed, for I didn't like the looks of my short
halr. It made me look too much like a boy. I would have felt & little
more at ease wlth make-up and wig, when I faced the other'‘girls’ and the
teachers. I recalled that I had looked quite feminine last night. But

now anybody could see that I was only a boy dressed as a girl, But I had no
choice. I had to obey the rules, or suffer,

That day was one of the hardest of my 1ife. Never had I been so

self-conscious, so ashamed and embarrassed, and felt so awkward, as I

left the protection of our room and went with Mimi to breakfast. I was
seated at table with one of the teachers and four other‘girls) all of them
freshmen, It was some consolation for me to see that they, too, had short
hair and looked boyish and acted clumsy in their unaccustomed dresses,
sand tight corsets. Mlle, Ruby, oub teacher, a rather pretty man-woman,

- was kind, and tried to put me at my ease, asking m® questions about
myself, while the other "girls" listened closely. I had been warned to
talk in a soft feminine voice, but I forgot myself at first, and Mile,
Ruby corrected me. She also corrected my table manners, telling me to eat
daintily like a young lady, taking small forks' full and raising them slowly
to my mouth, crooking the little finger. I was also told to chew slowly,
with mouth closeds I tried to do as ﬂwas tolde The meal was an ample
one, but simple, with no fattening foods, such as straches and fats,
Everybody had to think of "her" waistline, and of"her’corset.

I looked around at the other four freshmen at our table, ang thought
what‘sissies they were, pretending to be girls, adopting feminine
gestures and mannerisms and talking in soft, lisping voices, How I detested
them. T had always looked down on effeminate boyse. But these, and all the
others In the dining room, and the teachers, too, as well as the servants,
were sissles and completely effeminate. The older ones, through long

training,really seemed to be females,with their own long hair and complex-
ions that were smooth and girlish from long series of beauty treatments,
end thelr mannerisms seemed to be natural. But these "new girls" whose
short halr made them appear boyish seemed to me to be very affected
and not a blt natural, but racher like boys imitating girls in a sissy
fashion, and I despised them., But it suddenly came to me with a shock
that I, myself, was just like them, and was dressed as a girl and trying
to play the part of one, and acting like a sissy, too. I was eating
daintily, as Instructed, and when I spoke, it was in a soft, high
feminine voice, I was ashamed, but what could I do? I had promised to be
good and obey. I surely didn't want another session in the punishment
room, And so I acted as best I could like a girl, like a sissy, though I
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joathed it. Breakfast finished, we all trooped into the large classroom
which was used for general assembly, and sang several songs in unison, It
was for the purpose of training our voices. The singing was typically
feminine, for there was not a male voice to be heard . The songs were
purposely pltched in a high key, and the singing was quite good, and I
noticed some nice soprano voices. I found myself singing an octave higher
than my ordinary volce, really in falsetto, and I stralned to reach the
high notes, and found that I could do soe Later on . was given singing
lessons and wltn constant practise I developed a good sopramno voice, as
my vocal chords stretched. My talking voice, too, became high without
effort, though at first it came hard to talk like a girl, and to sing
like one, Bit in that school I learneu that practise makes perfect,
and not only with singlng but with all the lessons in the development
of femininity, and the girls in that school through continuously practicis-
ing being girls, becams almost perfect ones--at least, to &ll outward
appearances., And so, I became one too, as you very well know, though I
was one of the few puplls who didn't want to be a girl. Practically all
of the others loved 1t, and thrilled continvously at wearing female
apparel and playing the part of girls. Though born boys, they should have
been girls, for they were sexual inverts and had the feelings and desires
of girls, and acting as such made them happy and contented, whereas, if
they had been forced to wear male clothes, they would have been miserable,
But of course, I learned all this later.

After the singing, Mlle, Brule addressed the girls, told about the
lessons of the day, and read a list of those who had received demerits for
verious offenses, which were named., I listened with all my ears, for I
wanted to learn what the offenses were, so that I could avoid theme I
found that the rules were veryh trict. One ‘girl’received a demerit for not
having her halr properly brushed and combed, another for having a hook of her
dress unfastened, another for spllling food at the table; another for
talking in class; another received five demerits, a very severe punishe
ment, for sleeping without her corsets fully laced in, and for appearing
in class with a walst larger than the prescribed 18 inches., This‘girl, I
learned later, was lnclined to be stout, so that an 18-inch waist was
difficult for“her, end ‘she"had to lace in unmercifully to get’her’ waist
down to the required measurement. But no exceptions were made, an and “she had
to have the essentlal hour-glass figure, no matter how much"she” suffered,
Like most stout girls--and boys,—she had a round, full face and a pretty
complexion, and, aslide from her plumpness, was one of the pretty girls of
the school. There were a ﬂmber of other offenses named, most of which
seemed to be trivial to me, but for which demerits were given., Later I
learned that the ‘girls’dreaded getting demerits for misconduct, for it
meant thelr being deprived of privileges on Saturdays, which were holidays,
and on some of which, the girls were allowed to go in to Paris, suiltably
chaperoned by one of the teachers. Thls was their greatest pleasure and
delight, for the school was like a prison and no outslders were allowed
to enter, unless they were males in female attire. Thus the girls saw

nobody but the members of the household, and never a‘real’ men, unless
t were allowed outslde., At first I used to ponder over the strangeness
ofjft_his school, a girls! school without =a single girl in it, and yet
apparently everybody in it girls and women. We ‘girls’were never permitted to
see a man, unlegs, as I said, we were free of demerits, and could go to
Paris on our hqilﬁays. Occasionally i1t was necessary for a workman to coms
in to make repairs, but before he entered, we were all carefully herded into
the various class-rooms, and not permitted to see him, or him to see us,
As a result, the "girls", being what they were, were most all "boy crazy"
and would talk about boys just as real girls would do at school, and being
kept away from them, made them all the more keen For masculine soclety.
Visits to Parls were only allowed once & month,tothose girls who had been
good, and permission to go would fill them with the utmost excitement,
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What pr in ainting and powdering, lacing, hair-dressing d donning of
prettgetgpfrgékg and hgts would precede one of thosed outings! And when the
fortunate(girls’would come back, what tales of boys seen and flirted with
and perhaps danced withi!. What talk about handsome boys, and what they said
and what she said, what holding of hands, and being held tightly in _
masculine arms in a dreamy waltz or fox trot! snd if the boy k%ssed them
good night, how they would brag about 1t, Some of our prettier ‘girls really
made a hit wlith the boys they met, who would send them their photographs to
be placed on tops of dressers, and the giltl would send him one of her
pictures (the older girls were allowed to have theilr photos taken, after
they had been sufficlently transformed and become thoroughly feminine in
looks). They also were allowed to correspond, with one letter a week.

The teachers encouraged all thls, because 1t was the way real girls

would naturally act, and we all in the school did everything possible

to be transformed into girls, The teachers were pleased when a girl could
attract a man, for it showed the success of their training. As I learned
later from school gossip (and the school was a hotbed of gossip, as all
girls' schools are% thet the teachers themselves were not averse_to_
attracting masculine attentions, and having male admirers,_ Swss,

I, of course, was strongly masculine, and so all this unnatursl
desireg of the sexes disgusted me, and I could not see how one of these
boy-girls could be attracted to another boy or man (though later on it
didn't disgust me so much, after I had been a gilr/for some time), but it
seemed to me that Nanon had the right idea, and that if I had to continue
being a girl, I would trg to find some pretty woman with Iesbian

tendencies yho would“fall’for me. That would be the perfect set-up, but
I reallzed that I would have to be very pretty myself to attract a woman
of that sort, to whom only the extremely feminine and bgautiful type of
girl appeals. My mirrorixisms told me, as did Mimi and others, that I
probab;y could qualify, and get myself a Lesblan--some day._

And-now--I was-to-uadergo--the most trying- ordealsof--my tife.-Mlles- Bfule,
addressing the school, said: y * g

"We have a new girl with us, who arrived yesterday, and who, I regret

to say, spent several hours in the punishment room, the very first thing.
Byt now she has promised to mend her ways, and I want all of you young
ladies to help her all you can, until she gets accustomed to the school, and
its rules and ways. Her name is Fifi Lamour, a 8d she will now come up
here on the platform beslde me, so you all can see her and be introduced.
Hﬁfi heart sank as I heard these words, and I would have given anything

1f the floor could have opened and swallowed me, for I knew she meant me,

I was the only"FifiZ in the school. And for the first time I heard my new
last name: "Lamour", which of course means:"The Love". What a name for

& he-boy: Fifi Lamour. A pretty name for a girl, but I didn't want a
pretty name, and I certainly didn't want to be a girl., I stiffened with
fright and embarrassment when I heard myself summoned to go forward and
face the school. But the 'girl! next me nudged me and whispered that I was
to go up. Blushing furiously, I somehow menaged to get up and stumble
along on my strange high heels up the aisle and onto the platform. I was
acutely consclous of my girlish costume and never had felt so awkward
or sheepish in my 1ife, as I faced the whole school.

"Make, a pretty curtsy, Fifi," said Mlle. Brule. I had never made a
curtsy in my life, but I had to obey and try, trylng to remember how I had
seen 1t done. I took hold of the sides of my skirt with either hand,
and put one foot to the rear, and lowered my body and bowed. But to my dismay
I lost my balance on my high heels, and fell onto the floor, amid the ’
laughter of the whole school. It sounds funny now, but to me at the time
i1t was terribly humiliating, and I was hot from head to toes Mlle, Brule
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gave me a helping hand, and I managed to get to my feet, and somshow
stumbled awkwardly back to my seat, with all the "girls™ staring at me
and trylng hard to hide their laughter.

That was my initiation, and I was some time before the "girls"
ceased to twit me about my "graceful curtsy" and my embarrassment that first

daye.

After that, we went to classes. The regular lessons were easy for
me, as I had been a bright pupil at school, but I was disgusted, and found
it hard to have to take lessons in strictly feminine training, such as

sewing, knitting, embroidery, needlepoint, hairdressing and beauty culture
and I was very clumsy at 1t at first, though later on I became quite

adept, as my fingers were small, girlish and adapted to the work, and I
became very skillful in hairdressing and beauty culture, as I found the
work Interesting, and very useful later on, when my own hair got long

and Iwas able to do it in a pretty fashion. The lessons went on all

day, until tea time at 5 o'clock, when we all gathered for the light
afternoon meal. Then we were dismissed to our rooms to dress for dinner,
During the hair-dressing lesson, Mlle, Brule had asked me 1f I was satis-
fied with the color of my hailr, and made a number of tests by trying on

me a great varlety of wigs of every lmaginsble shade, from platinum

blonde gown to dark brown, to see which would be the most becoming to me,
other than my own color. This test'was made with all new "girls", the

idea being that 1f one of the other shades was more becoming to the "giri"
her hair could be dyed that color in the shop, and kept that way by frequent
treatments. Most of the ‘girls”wished to be blondes, and they were allowed
to have their hair dyed to the desired shade if Mlle., Brule and the
hair-dressers (who were graduate pupils) decided that they would make
proper blondes. But only a few were allowed to be blondes, for they mst
have the proper complexion and fineness of skin. Several I had noticed
were red-ﬁeads, and there were some with titian, light brovm and dark -
brown hair. It was decided that my hair should remain its natural black,

of which Iwas glad, vhile I was there, Mlle, Brule pierced my ears., It
was not painful, I hated it, but knew better than to object, for every 'girl in
the school had pierced ears, and the wearing of earrings was mch in vogue.
I next went to the beauty shop, and my face was carefully made up for the
evening. During the process, I was instructed to watch and learn how it
was done, so that I could make myself up in the future . The beautiful
black wig that I had worn the previous evening was next carefully adjusted
on my head. It had been freshly coiffured, and looked lovely. )

"You meke a very pretty girl," said the "lady" operative of the
beauty department.

"Thank you," I said, as I looked at myself in the mirror. I never had
thought that I would be pleased at being told that I looked like a pretty
girl, but now, somehow, her words of pralse aroused a glow of pleasure in
me as I observed my refgection and saw that I really did look like a
pretty brunette. With a strange feeling of satisfaction, I now went to
our room, where I found the pretty Miml busy with her tolilette. She seemed
very happy and was humming a tune. _

"How pretty you look, Fifi," she exclaimed, and again I felt a glow of
pleasure. "Your make-up is perfect, and your hair is lovely.," I studied
myself in the glass and was much pleased with my appearance. After primping
a bit, just as a girl would have done, I took off my school dress, and day
corset, and, under instructions from Mimi, donned my evening lingerie and
corset. I found that in my side of the closet several pretty evening
gowns were hung, and Mimi told me I could choose the one to wear that evening.
I selected a white satin, and high heeled satin slippers to wear with it.
But when Mimi helped me into my gown, I found it would not meet at the
back, as it was intended for me to wear a couple of weeks later, when
my waist had been reduced more.
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nif you want to wear that frock, I shall have to lace you in more. Do
you mind?" asked Mimi,

I had, of course, worn a corset all day, but, aside from its stiffness,
I had hardly noticed it. So why not lace a little tighter for the evening,
and wear the pretty white dress? So I told Mimil to go shead, and she drew
my walst in to 20 inches, and, to my surprise, it didn't feel bad at all,
And I liked the slender walst line, and I thought I looked very nice when

Mimi had hooked up my dress, and was quite proud of my figure. I now
put on a palr of earrings through my newly pierced ears, and a necklace
and bracelets and a couple of rings, and was ready. Then I helped
Mimi and laced her in her evening corsets, to 17 inches.

"Many of the ‘girls lace in an extra inch ort wo for the evening," she
told me, "as we all like to have the smallest possible waists when we
are dolled up. Some of the "girls" are corset "fans" and love to lace
themselves in very tightly, and this is encouraged by the teachers, so
long as they do not harm themselves., There is considerable rivalry among
some of these‘girls’as to who can produce the smallest waist, and you will
see some real hour-glass figures tonight. There 1s one'girl’who sometimes
manages & l4-Inch waist. She 1s small and very slender and supple, and
very vain about her figure. Two or three others lace in to 15 inches,
and 16 and 17 inch waists are quite common. I myself can lace in to 15
inches, but don't often do it, as it is too uncomfortable and I can't

eat mmch dinner when so drawn in. You lace in beautifully, Fifi, and
in a few weeks, with training, you can have a tiny walst--as small as you
like, for you are very supple and just bullt to wear corsets."

"This is astight as Iwant it,] I said, but I wondered whether I, too,
would ever become a "corset fan." Already, my first day, I was interested
in having a small wiast with my pretty gown, and, as I said before, the
smug corset dldn't feel badly at all. In fact, I rather liked the
sensatlon of being well corsetted, and I decided that it would be no
hardship to wear a tight corset, once I got used to it.

_ Mimi gressed quickly, donning a form-fitting, low-cut black velvet

_gown, in which she looked so beautiful thatfcouldn't refrain from taking
her in my arms and kissing her. She returned my kisses and to me it was
exactly like kissing a real girl. Laughing, and a little breathless, we
spparated, and made repairs to our lips, and repowdered our noses. Ve

then went trippingly down to the drawing-room., I found theat already

I was getting accustomed to my high heels and to handling my skirts,

which at first had hampered my movements. The drawing-room was soon

filled with 21l the"girls of the school, and all of the "lady" teachers.
The dinner hour and the evening were the happy part of the day for
everybody, for that was the time these mhg;women could beautify themselves
to thelr hearts' content, and look their prettiest in their handsome
evening gowns, beautifully coiffured hair and nicely made-up faces, necks
eand arms, Practically everybody was a transvestist and loved wearing
feminine apparel, and the prettler they looked, the more they loved ite.
So they bent every effort to look as attractive and as feminine as possible,
As Mimi had predicted, every "girl" and "women" in the room was very

tightly coreetted, séiiving for the tinhest possible waist, which, in

their opinion, and according to the dictates of fashion, was most
desirable and beautiful. As I looked around at the wasp-waisted "girls"

I felt that my own waist was very large, though I had thought it small
when Mimi. had laced me in.,It was a8ll a matter of comparison, imi
pointed out to me the"girl with the l4-inch waist, and we went over and
talked with her. She was very friendly, and when I praised her walst,

she was obviously pleased. Somehow I had expected to see jooks of discom-
fort or even distress on the faces of many of the girls who were laced
in extremely, but they were smiling and apperently happy , end acted as

though no such thing as a tight corset existed for them.
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I didn't recognize a number of the "freshman" with whom I had attended
classes during the day, for, like myself, they were transformed by their
pretty wigs and make-up and pretty dresses and damnty high-heeled slippers.
No longer did any of us look like boys dressed as girls. Wg appeared to be
100% girls, and had lost our awkwardness and gained confidence on that
account. I kept close to the pretty Mimi, and I found that she was one of the
most popular girls in the school, because of her beeuty, and soon she was
surrounded by a group of ‘girls, with admiration in their eyes, And, to
my surprise (and, shall I say, pleasure?) I, too came in for many 1ﬁoks of
acmpration, for it seemed that I, too, was looked upon as a "beauty. But of
course you know all about that. I was almost as bezutiful then as I am now,
gad@& and I am not boasting or being vain when I say that, becsuse it was
simply a fact. I could never have made the Folies chorus if I had not been

a beeuty--it was Jjust a plece of luck on my part that I looked like a pretty
glirl, and no credit to me, . a i

But then it was a new sensation to me to be admired by other "girls"” and

told that I was a beauty, as several of them did. I immediately becameﬁ .
popular and many of the "girls" wanted to make friends with me. These 'glrls
were different from real girls, for they all were striving, heart and soul,
«bo resemble beautiful women , and so boys like Mimi and myself, who were
beauties, were looked up to and adored. It was all very pleasant at first; .
But there were drawbacks to being so pretty, for'girls‘would get a ecrush ﬂhéu
on us, and there would be a race for our attentions, and much bickering, and "'

~After all had assembled and had chatted in a decorous, lady-like manner,
under the eyes of the teachers, the "butler-maid" announced dinner, and we
all floated in +to the dining room, with much clicking of heels on the
hardwood floor, much swishing of skirts, ang a strong, pleasant odor of
rich perfume and powder. It was for all the world like a bevy of real
girls. I do not want to give the impression that all of the "girls" were
pretty, for many of them webe not, and it would have been the same with a
group of real girls in a school. But the point is that they all looked
feminine, like real girls, and nobody looking at us who did not know the truth
could possibly have guessed that there was a single male among us, for each
and every one of us had a feminine air, thanks to our make up and costumes
and figures, It must be remembered that no boy was admitted to the school
unless he was physically fitted to be transformed into a girl. The boys who
were admitted were effeminate and girlish looking, with slender bodies and
small hands and feet and feminine features. They were for the most part
boys who wished they were girls and wanted to becoms girls as far as
possible, and wear feminine clothes and play & feminine role. Nearly all of
them had feminine sexual instincts, and were transvestists who joved and
got a thrill out of wearing female apparel and pretending to be females.
They loved the school because i1t developed them along feminine lines, and
allowed them to dress continually in the clothes of the fair sex, and to
imitate that sex constantly. Thus they were readily transformed into
"girls" and did theilr utmost to BE girls, It was what they loved, and it
gave them sexual satisfaction and delight., No big he-man of the prize
fighter type or big muscled athletes were ever accepted as puplls, because

..



194 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

they were physically unfitted to successfully impersonate females, Mimi told
me that there were instances of such big he-men who had feminine instincts
and vho wished to enter the school, but Mlle. Brule wisely turned them
down, as they would be misfits and a jarring note in the school, to say
nothing of how ridiculous they would look trying to impersonate women. So
a1l of the pupils were well qualified physically to be glrls, and while all
did not have pretty faces, yet all had good figures and looked completely
feminine when made up and be-wigged, as they were when dressed for dinner.
0f coursey the older girls had their own long hair, and needed no wigs, and
their long course of training had developed them so that nobody would
dream that they were not the girls that they seemed to be. But tonight, even
we freshmen, with our make-up and wigs, seemed to be perfect girls, and our
pretty evening gowns and corsetted figures added to the gjlusion.
The dinner was such as would have been found in a real girls' school,
We all acted in a ladylike manner, tajked in soft feminine tones about
things of interest to the "fair sex", ate daintily and not too heartily,
because of our corsets, though no "girl" gave any sign that "she" was aware of
her tight corsets, as it was bad form to do so in a bevy where everybody
was tightly laced in. Even those girls with 14 and 15 inch walsts gave no
sign of discomfort, and nobody ever referred to "her" corsets in any way,
Once laced in, the subjJect was a closed book. I was acutely aware of my
unaccustomed 20-inch waist, which seemed tight to me, but I knew better
then to refer to 1t, especially since Mimi had warned me against it,
After dinner, we all went back to the drawingroom for coffee and a social
evening. Some of the "girls™ with good voices sang solos, or played the
plano or other Instruments, and we sat about chatting or playing bridge or
other games, or doing fancy work, or reading, as we wished., It was the time
of pleasure and relaxation for the "young ladies" and the time of day to
which all looked forward with pleasure, after their stremuous day of
lessons and disclipine. At ten o'clock we all sald good night to the
teachers and betook ourselves to our rooms and to bed. I have tbied to give
you an idea of a typical day at the school. But I neglected to mention a very
important papt of our training, and that was the dally session in the
gymnasium, where every new girl spent an hour a day. We didn't go there for
exercise or to develop our muscles, as in most gymnasiums, but to develop
our flgures along feminine lines. There were special exerclses to reduce the
walst and to enlarge the hips and the bust. The undeveloped breasts of new
"girls" were diligently massaged by "women" experts (graduates of the
sthool who had remained as employes). Foog creams were rubbed in, and
we were fed foods which tended to develop the buste In addition, and most
important, we were given doses of female sex horgmones, and these had a
remarkable effect on us. Even after two weeks of this treatment, I was
aware that my breasts were growling and rounding out, and Mimi noticed it
and was pleased., After that their swelling was quite rapid, and I wore less and
less paddlng In my brassiere and eventually I develpoed a pair of white
rounded r=ax breasts as large as any young girl could desire, and my
brassilere was nicely filled, without the ald of pads. My waist was reduced
and my hips expanded wilth the dally treatments, but the change was so
gradual that I had hardly noticed 1t, until one evening, as I stood
neked before the glass in our room, Mimi called my attention to my ajmost ,
perfect feminine form, I was like one awakened, and stared at myself in the
" mirror in surprise. I had rounded feminine hips, a slender waist, and a cube
palr of snowy maldenly breasts.. By that time, my thick, wavy hair, had
grown to my shoulders 1ln a pretty jark mass. Dally treatments in the beauty
parlor of the school, with massagesS and a bleaching treatment not only
for my face, but for the rest of my body, had rendered my skin smooth and
‘white, and the electric needle had definitely killed all signs of hair
on face or body. As I examined myself critically, I saw that I had been

transformed into a girl in face and form,
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"You look lovely, beautiful,” said the sweet and lovely Mimi, who had_
geveloped;glong with me into a really beautiful giyl:'

"You cen never go back’being a men again" said Mimi, holding me at
arms' length & looking me over critically. "Those breasts would give you away,
to say nothing of your pretty face, tiny waist and feminine hips, and also
your plerced ears. In boys' clothes, you would look exactly like a girl
dressed up as a bqg. You might as well make up your mind to be a girl for the
rest of your life,

I had to admit that she spoke the truth. I had developed into a
beautiful brunette with a perfect feminine figure, and my breasts were
definitely those of -a female, and my face, with its flawless pink and
white complexion, was definitely that of a pretty girl. My waist was
pérmanently small, even when uncorsetted, though I always went tightly
corestted, as I was uncomfortable otherwise; and needed the support of my
stays, feejing sloppy without them, Yes, Mimi spoke the truth. I had been

transformed into a girl and there .was no turning backe. I should have to
contimie living as a girl., But the thought dld not disturb me. I was now
accustomed to it and actually enjoyed the sensatlon of being a pretty girl,
admired by everybody, and loved by quite a few. I could never be happy or
at ease again in masculine clothing, and mich preferred pretty dresses,
high heels, long hair, Jewelry, paint and powder and all of the things
that a girl has, but which are denied to a men. A man could not wear
pretty hats on top of a beautifully coiffured head of hairs; nor could he
openly wear earrings, neclaces and bracelets; or a vell over his
nicely made-up face. He could not know the Joy of wearing lovely dresses
whizh bring ocut the feminine curves of his figure, with its wasp waist
in its smg and nice-feeling corsets. Nor touid a mere man know the joy
of letting his long halr down at night, brushing and combing it; the
pleasure of wearing lovely negligees and night gowns--in short, the joy
of being a beautiful girl. All of these Jjoys were mine, and I was content,
Once I had been a boye. Now I was a girl and would not change. It was
delightful, giloriouss I revelled in my feminine beauty.

But I am getting ahead of my story, and will return to the evening of
my first full day at the school.

¥imi and I went to bed and our corsetted figures lay side by side as we
chatted together, like two echool girls. R

"Being a girl is not so bad as you expected it would be, is it, PFPifis"
she asked.,

"No,"" I replied, " but I don't like it at all. It is so unnatural and -
artificial, and acting a part,”

"I think you did very well for the first day," said Mimi, Zand particularly
this evening. You acted like a girl, and surely looked like one--a pretty one,
Come, confess, didn't you rather like it, all dolled up and looking so ‘o

pretty, and having all of the other "gilrs" admire you and try to "make" you,?"
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:*"I1t was rether fun," I had to admit, "and if I only had to dress up
and play the part of a girl evenings, I wouldn't mind it so mi_ch, But it's
the days that are going to be hard, those lessons in feminine things, Ughi
Sewing and fancy work. And having to play the girl all.the time, a regular
Slssy in company with a lotc of other sissies and girlish boys, all trying to
be so sweet and pretty and feminine, with their smirks and dainty gestures|
And thelr cow-like eyes, trying to flirt with me because I happened to make
a good looking girl this evening. I hate effeminate boys,"

I could feel Mimi's body stiffen at these words, and draw away a little,

"That means that you hate me," she said,"for I am an effeminate boy if
there ever was one.£ Her voice had a grieved tone in ita . ‘

_ "But you are different. Mimi," I_said.. ¥+~ -

"Do you know," said Mimi, "it is pather funny to hear you criticize the

Boys in the school for being sissles, becausg, when you come right down to it,
you are now & sissy yourself, jusp as much as any of us. You are aping a girl,
just as the rest of us are doing, and I noticed this evenling that you were
very feminine in your manners, and looked and acted as mch like a girl as

eny of us, You simply have to be a sissy here, though I don't 1like the

Word "sissy" whizh you are so fond of using. A better word is "feminine",

What harm in a boy being feminine, if it is his nature? Of course, you are

of a masculine nature now, but after you have played the girl for a few months,
I can assure you that you will be as feminine as the rest of us. It will
grow on you and through constantly pretending to be a girl, it will gradually
become natural to you. It has never failed int this school, which has been

in operstion for a good many years," _

"But I hate 1t," I replied. "I don't want to be turned into a girl. It's
all very well for you boys who want to be girls, but I am different. I want to
remain a boy, and I don't want to stay here and be transformed into a
simpering, delicate young maiden, with girlish looks and manners. I can't
endure the thought of playing the girl day after day and week after week, for

two years. Ir I stay that lenght of time, I shall be so transBBrmed, that I
shall never be able to be a man again,"
"But you wont ever want to be a man agaln, once you get used to being
a girl," said Miml. "You will find that being a girl is lovely, delightful,
intriguing. It is so much nicer than being a man, as you will find, and ’
particularly in your case, becasue you make such a pretty girl, and will become
more and more so as time goes on, what with the training and beauty treatments,
Think how nice 1t will be to always wear pretty clothes, and to have a school
gilr complexion and long hair and a girlish figure. You will find it to be
divine, once you get used to ite I adore being a girl, and would not change
back to a boy for anything in the world. It is glorious to be a pretty

girl, like you, and like myself,." . ' ‘

"I don't agree with you," I saide "I don't want to be a girl,and never
shall. It is not my nature. I must find some way to escape from this prison
before it is too late.”

I now began discussing with Mimi plans to escapg but I knew that she didn'
want me to leave her, and so she pointed out objections to all of my ideas of .
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of getting away. She pointed out that there was not a stich of male clothing
on the premises. As seon as a new boy entered, his clothes were taken from him
and sent to some charitable institution. It was absolutely against the rules
for any masculine garments to be in the buillding--not even a palr of shoes,
Thus, if I were to try to escape, i1t would have to be dressed as a girl--and I
shrank from the idea of going outslide as a girl., The gates were always
guarded by day, and securely locked by night. The walls were unscalable,
and particularly for a "girl" in tight corsets, high heels and skirts, Their
tops were covered with the jagged glass of broken bottles setin concrete, and
anybody trying to cross would be cut to ribbonse.. But suppose I did manage to
get outside, argued Mimi., What would I do? Where would I go? We "girls”
were not allowed to have any money, so I would be without a sou. The school
was out in the country, several miles from Paris. How would I get to the clty?
I surely couldn't walk several miles in my high heels. If somebody gave me a
"1ifs) what would I do when I regched the city? Where would I eat and sleep,
without money? I was untrained, and so would have difficulty in getting a
job of any sort, such as a green girl could do, and how would I live in the
meanwhile? It would be very dangerous for a pretty "girl" like me to be
wandering in the streets, especially at night. I would be sure to attract the
attention of men, and could perhaps make a "pick up" and in that way get
-food. But any man who picked me up would demand payment in the only way a
"girl" can pay, and of course that would be impossible in my case, £OT
the man would discover my true sex, and then "hell" would be to pay. He
no doubt would beat me up, and perhaps have me arrgsted for impersonating
a female in public, and I would be undone.
Thus Mimi discouraged me, but for & number of nights I would scheme and
try to flgure out some way of escape. But I always came to an impasse. It
was slmply impossible for me to consider going outside as a girl, without
money, eVben 1f I could get outslide. Even 1f I could in some way manage to
get masculine clothes and get through the gates somehow, I would be lost
without money, and I didn't know how to earn my living, as a boy, let alone as
a girl., So finally I gave up the 1ldea of escape, and resigned myself to the
" regime of the school in my feminine role, though 1t was extremely distasteful
at first, and filled me with loathing. The sweet Mimi did all she could to
help me and smooth my pathway gnd make me contented with my lot. She kept
telling me that is was far nicer to be a girl than a boy, and gradually I
became convinced that it was not half bad , as I became more and more used to
the role. My thick black hair grew rapidly and as it was pretty, I got to be
fond of it and enjoyed taking care of it and dressing it, The daily beauty
treatments gave me a nice gilrlish complexion, several shades lighter than it
had been when I entered the school. I had a disagreeable time with my corsets,
as my walst was reduced an inch a week, and the reduction from 20 to 18 inches was
terribly uncomfortable, and when I fbrst got down to 18 inches, I had
difficulyyf in eating and sleeping for several deys, and was constantly acutely
conscious of my laced-in condition. But there is a saying that the body can get
accustomed to anything, and fortunately my body was supple and ylelding, and so
it adjusted 1tself to the shaping of my corset and the time came when my
18=inch corset ceased to bother me and I never had to give it a thought. In
fact, I got so that I was proud of my hour-glass figure, and liked it particular-
ly when dressed in an evening gown. I was the more reconciled to my corset, and
to my whole feminine masquearde becaue of the fact that everybody in the school
from top to bottom, was doing the same thing--we were "all in the same boat",
all doing female impersonations, and all tightly laced in, all pretending to be
women 24 hours a day. This made it easier to endure. If I had been a boy
dressed as a girlf,alone among real girls in a school, or dressed as a girl
In a real boys! school, it would have been unendﬁurable, but since here we
were all doing the dame thing, so that theee was nothing to embmrass me or
meke me feel conspicuous or ashamed, it was not too bad and every day I got more
and more accustomed to "being" a "girl", And more and more I realized how
fortunate I was in being a pretty girl--one of the beauties of the schoole
I became more and more feminine, ang got so that I quite enjoyed dolling up for
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dinner and the evening. That was the pleasant time of our school day, when

we all looked our prattiest, and enjoyed the soclal hour that followed

dinner. It was then that the girls had an opportunity to get better
acquainted, and become intimate., A1l being thrown closely together in this
"prison" of a school, 1t was natural that we all got to know one another
intimately, and to learn each other's good qualities, as well as faults,

The "girls" differed, as they will in any school, and some were nice

end others I didn't like so well. Most of them were nice to me because of my
good nature, and good looks, but a few were splteful and jealous. They were

an Interesting and unusual lot of "girls", naturally, and I wish I had time to
tell you about 2ll of them. As T got to know them all, I found that there were
only two others who had been sent there, as I had been, for disclipinary
trgatment, and since we three were "different” from the other "girls" in

that we all had masculine sex instincts, I think you would be interested if

I tell you about them briefly,

: I have sald before that Mlle, Brule accepted no boys as pupils who were
not physically fitted to be transformed into girls, but there was one exception
and that was one of the disclipinary cases I have referred to, a "girl" )
Inown as "Florence", and he had been made to look like a girl, though he was
too tall and always looked ungainly. Florence was an unpopular "girl" because
she had never become reconciled to being turned from a boy into a girl, and
was morose, sullen and grouchy always, though she was now in her fourth year

at the school, and had long halr, a good complexion and the standardiged
figure, But she was six feet in her stéckings, and the high heels that Mlle,
Brule compzzled her to wear made her inches higher, so that she was almost

like a giant and overhshédwedfiall the other girls and teachers, though some

of them were quite tall--but not ungainly. The other "girls" made fun of
Florence because of her tall uncouthness and lack of feminine grace, and she
made no friends, but went her own solitary waye But when I came there, and she
learned that I,” too, was a‘?unishment case, she made friends with me, because
we were "birds of a feather®, and I got her to tell about how she happened to
enter the school. She told me that she was a kleptomaniac, and had always had
& mania for stealing, which as a boy he had been unable to overcome. It was
like -a disease., When he went with his mother into shops, he could not resist
pllfering articles, and he would even séeal from school-mates and Em the members
of his own household. He was caught several times and finally arrested at

one of the stores by a detective. His father got him out, but both he and his
mother were disgusted with him, and the judge had wanted to send him to an
institution where he could not be tempted to steal. But even then, he kept

on with hls pilfering and it was decided to send him away, His father had
heard of Mlle, Brule's school and decided that that would be the ideal place
for his son, for it was like a prison, and he would not be able to steal,

and it would be splendid disclipine for him to be forced to wear girls!
clothes. Mlle, Brule had been reluctant to take him, because of his size,

but his father had been very persuasive and had agreed to pay a double fee

for his son, and an extra large allowance for clothes, but he was to have & room
to himself. So Mlle. Brule accepted him as a pupil, but had had an awful time
with him, and no doubt had ofte regretted it, in spite of the extra money.
Florence told me that he had pu P & terrific fight against wearing female
things and had spent hours, even days, in the punishment room, where often he
had been so tightly laced that he fainted. But ‘'when he was revived, he would -
not gilve in and so the punishment was repeated again and again and he suffered
greatly, once having worn the corset laced in to the 1limit for 24 hours.
During this period he was kept locked in the room, saw nobody except Mlle.
Brule and some of the teachers,ond the only food he had was bread and water,
After days of this treatment, his spirit was broken and his health began to suf-
fer, so he had to give in. That was nearly four years ago, but he had never
ceased to loathe his life dressed as = girl, and had never for a moment becomse
reconciled to it. He had had a fearful time at first with his corsets, for he

had a large waist, but Mlle., Brule had insisted that it be reduced to the
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standard 18 inches and 1t had taken months, during which he had suffered much.
as his walst was reduced inch by inch, each inch being a struggle, and
particularly the last few., He had been unable to sleep and in the night

had let out his laces several times. But he was caught at it, and then

Mlle. Brule or one of the other teachers would come to his room and lace him
each night at bed-time, and tie the laces in such a manner that it was impossible
for him to let them out. They also came to his room when he was dressing and
made sure that he was laced in to the prescribed size, and again tied his
laces so that he could not loosen them. And so, month by month, his waist was
reduced until at long last he finally acquired the required 18-inch waist-line,
He had a decidedly laced=-in appearance and his waist looked very tiny in
contrast to his broad shoulders and hips--a typical hour-glass figure. By
this time he was used to i1t, though he still detested it all and hated his
enforced feminine apparel, He never would become reconciled to it, he told me,
But he did look like a girl, though a tall one, for years of facials and
beauty treatments had given him a nice girlish complexion,and his features
were regular, t hough large, and his breasts and hips had been developed along
feminine lines (mmuch to his disgust). But he really had one beautiful feminine
‘thing, and that was his hair, which was thick, silky and wavy , and reached
well dowmr= his walst in a glowing brown mass. Daytimes he was allowed to
wear 1t flowing, in school-girl fashion, and it was very lovely and the envy
of many of the other "girls" as i1t rippled down his back. But when he dressed
for dinner, he parted it in the middle and drew it over his ears, to conceal
them, as they were rather large and inclined to stick out, and did it in a
large knot at the back of his neck, which was a very becoming hair-do for his
style of "girl", He confessed to me, a bit sheepishly, that he liked his
halr--in fact, was quite proud of it and enjoyed having it--which was the
only thing he did enjoy about being a "girl". He loved to take care of it, to
brush and comb it and he liked the "feel" of it about his face and body

in bed. He sald 1t was still growing rapidly and he hoped that i1t would reach
hls hips, or even to his kmees. "It can't be too long to suit me", he said.
"I have often wondered why men do not let their hair grow long, like the
women do, instead of keeping it clipped short," saild Florence, "Nature has
placed hair on our heads to grow there, and I think everybody, men as well as
women, should allow it to grow as nature intended, and never cut it. I am
sure that men would like having long hair, once they got used to it, for it
would make them more attractive., .I do not mean that they should bother with
elaborate colffures, such as the women have, except when they dressed

for a dinner party or any evening dress-up affair. Day-times they could
braid it neatly and wear it wound around the head in a coronet, or in a
simple kno¥ at the back of the neck, as I wear mine. But think how nice & man
would look when in full dress with his halr waved and curled and done up

as attractively as a woman's. Then he should wear make-up and he would look
very handsome. The women doll up, so why not the men? 1In the old days men
wore long hair, Look ab Samson, in the Bible., In those days men allowed their
hair to grow long. And they did more recently, in the 16th century. We see
plctures of young men with pretty heads of hair, waved and curled, flowing
down over their shoulders. Long hair is natural, and I like it, though I

am thoroughly masculine by nature, in spite of all the training I have gone
through here.," I told her that I liked long hair, too, and agreed with her.

"You have pretty hair, too," sald Florence, fingering it, "and I'm sure

it will be as nice as mine when 1t grows longer. Why don't you dye it blonde?
You have the face for it and would make a beautiful blonde.! But I told her
I preferred to remain a brunette and leave my hair its natural black shade.
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I never would have suspected‘La Petitd)Lulu, as she was called, of

being the other boy who had been sent to the school to be disclipined, for
"she" was the smallest and "cutest" girl in the school, a pretty little y .
thing, just the opposite of Florence, and everybody's favoritez BuE when '"she
heard that I had also been sent there as a "punishment" case, "she c eme an%
made friends with me at once, and we quickly became close friends, for "she
was one of the most attractive and popular "girls" in the whole school,
always sweet, smiling, pleasant and very friendly with everyone. Her abundant
hair was a pretty shade of auburn and she had a pert little face, with a
flawless complexion, tiny hands and feet and a 15-inch waist, which for her,
because of her smallness, was no tighter than an 18-inch corset on larger
girls, ©She told me she wanted to confide in me and tell all about herself
before "she" came to the school, but didn't want anybody else to hear, and

S0 she asked me to sleep with her, sofithat we could have a nice, cozy chat in
beds Mimi liked Imlu's roommate, so I asked her to invite her to sleep

with her; so that I could sleep with Iumlu, and she agreed, though Mimi was
never much of a girl to sleep with other girls_promiscgppsly,

After 1ittle Imlu and I were cuddled together in her bed, she told me
all about how she happened to be sent to this school, but she made me
promlise not to tell anyone, as she was ashamed of the whole thing, but
was willing to tell it to me because we both were "male! girls, with
male sex instincts, and both were there for punishment,

Before coming there, Iulu had been "Charles" and had lived with his
well-to-do parents, and gone to school 1like any other young man, But he
had developed a passion for young girls (he was 16 at the time). Girls of hi
own age or older did not appeal to him, but little glrls did. He knew it was
an abnormal passion, but said he could not help it, He often tried to make
friends with 1ittle girls, and play with them, but they were not interested
boys at thelr tender age, and preferred to play with 1little girls, so Charle
got nowhere with them. And then he developed a diabolicel scheme, and one
which he sald made him blush every time he thought of it. This scheme was
To dlsguise himself as a little girl and then play with the girls and gain t
confidence and friendship., He was very small, a regular runt of a boy, and
had always been ashamed of i1t, and he also was aware that he had a chijdish,
girlish facewith a babyish complexion. He decided that he could play the par
of a little girl very well, So he saved up his rather liberal allowance
and as often as possible he stole money from his mother's pocket-book, small
sums that would not be noticed. He also frequently asked his father for more
money for imaginary things he said he needed. Soon he had enough, so he went

" to a Paris wig-maker and purchased a little-girl wig, with long flowing
curls, and a little girl pinafore, shoes and socks. Vhehnhe got the outfit
home' and tried the things on, his mirror told him that he made a perfect
looking young girl, whom nobody would suspect of being a boy. He now
watched his chance to try out his scheme, and one afternoon when his
mother had gone out to a party, and the maids were also having their Ay
afternoon off, so that nobody was in the house, he donned his wig and 1little
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dress and ventured out. He went to a park where a number of little girls
were playing and they accepted him as another girl and he made friends with
them and jolned in their games. There was one very pretty little girlg
with lovely blonde curls and he singled her out, as she aroused his passions,
Well, to make a long and unpleasant story short, he inveigled her away from
the others into a thick clump of bushes, and there assaulted her, He
fried unsuccessfully to supress her screams, clapping his hand over her mouth,
but people came running., At first they did not understand, seeing two little
girls together, but the real girl denounced him, his wig was removed, --and he
was in a peck of trouble. He was taken to the police station and his father
was sent for. It was a terrible scene, and he was in the utmost disgrace
and shame., His father promised the police that if they would allow Charles to
g0, he would send him away to a place where there were no little girls for him
to annoy and where he would be under restraint and disclipine. His father
had heard of Ille., Brule's school and decided to send Bharles there, saying
that he seemed to like dressing like a girl and so should go to a place
where he could do it all the tims, ;

"I was in so much disgrace at home, that I was glad to get away and
enter this school,” said Charles, (or Lulu), "And I liked wearing girls'
clothes, for I was fitted for it physically, and made a good looking girl,

I was altogether too small for a man, but not for a girl, and I 1liked the high
heels whizh made me inches taller and made me feel as though I was‘'somebody”
and not a funny little runt. So I took to the 1ife right from the beglnning
and 1t was not a real punishment for me to be transformed into a girl. Of
course, I didn't like the corsets at first, but got used to them, as we all
have to do. I was so slender that Mlle. Brule started me in with a size 18
walst, which she made me reduce to 15 inches, so that I should know thet I
was laced in, like the rest of the "girls™., Now I like corsets and once
when we ZFgirls" were having a tight-lacing competition, I won first prize
by getting my waist down to 12 inches, the next smallest being an inch largere.
But that is too tight, andlcould only stand it for an hour or twoe. Now you
know my story, and why I am here. Tell me about yourself,"

I dild so, and after a while we stopped whispering and went to sleep,

The days and weeks went by at the school, and I got more and more used
to playing the girl, and minded it less and less. It got so that it seemed
perfectly natural for me to dgress as a girl and pretend,to be one., I
developed a voice that was maturally feminine. liy hair grew rapidly,
my breasss and hips grew and my waist shrunk until finelly I had a figare
that was almost completely feminine. And constant beauty treatments had
given my face a perfect peaches-and-cream school- girl complexion. Again
and again the loving Mimi told me that I really was a beautiful girl,
and I was an acknowledged beauty throughqut the school, Breatly admired
by the other "girls", and the "sweetheart" of a good many of them,

What a strange position for a he-man to be in--2= feminine "beauty" and
the sweetheart of a bunch of boy-girls. But I was only human and so could
not help deriving pleasure from my beauty and from the admiration and
adorfation that it won for me.

During these early months I had so gotten into the school routine
that I avoided all trouble with the teachers, and so didn't get a single
demerit. My deportment record was perfect, And the sweet Nimi had a similar
record. Mimi had often discussed with mez%B possibllity of us being taken
some Saturday on an outing in Paris, and pointed out how delightful it
would be to get out of this "prison" and see some other people besides the
inmates. She was particularly anxious to see men, handsome men, and have
them see her, and perhaps flirt with her, and even dance with her. I, on
my part, was anxious to see some pretty girls, and flirt with them,

' "But how could you flirt with pretty girls, silly," leughed Mimi,
when you are a pretty girl yourself? Girls wont look at you, but men will,"
"I didn't think of that," I said, ruefully. "But I am not interested in
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I sald that I didn't want to have "feminine appeal” to men, and thought

that I would refuse to go to Paris, even if I got the chance., I simply loathed
the thought of being a girl in public, pretending to be one, and have men and
women look at me and think I was really a girl., But Mimi pointed out to me
that I would always be a girl from now on, and that I couldn't stay in the
School forever, but would _have to go out and face the world some time, so

.why not break the ice now. She said I would soon get used to the reversal of
sexes, and to be taken for a girl by the public. She said that everybody
would treat me entirely differently from what I had been used to, for
everybody looks at a girl with different eyes from those they look at a boye.

I would have to get used to being a pretty girl in the eyes of men. Vomen, too,
would look at me in a different spirit. To them I would be a female, a rival,
and they might be critical, and even envious of me., It would be a new life,

a new and completely changed environment. But she assured me it would be
pleasant, and that I would get a great kick out of ite. Finally she persuaded
me to agree to go to Paris with her, in case we were given the opportunity,

Not only was I popular with the "girls" in the school, but was also a

favorite with the teachers and the maid-servants, because of my good nature and
my good looks. Next to a handsome men, these "women" were intrigued with a boy
or men who made a beautliful female, for sygch a one had sex appeal for them,

0f c-urse they all knew that I had been sent there as a disclipinary case,

and not from any desire to be transformed into a girl. Thus they kmew that

I was sexually masculine, the most "male" girl in the school, with the
exception of Florence, who was disliked, and so, with my masculine character

I greatly appgeled to them, and they were very nice to me, and sought my
friendship and favors. It was a strange experience for me to be sought after
by these men-women and boy-girls. They would "make eyes" at me, just like I
used to make eyes at the girls in Marseilles, but now I was the "girl" and

the others were making the advances. I found it fun to encourage them and to
flirt: with them. Often in a hallway or a dark corner, when nobody could see
us, they.would take me in their.arms and kiss me. They were so girlish .
and feminine that I didn't mind it, for it was like being caressed by real
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gir%ﬁiﬂé"ﬁféiﬂiﬁglin the school had not only given me feminine looks, but
also feminine manners and grace. At first, the teachers would constantly
watch me as I walked or made gestures, and would correct me if I made any
motions the least blt masculine. My tight corsets and high heels of course
made 1t impossible for me to take 1sh stridew, but at first I found
it hard to walk gracefully, as a gilp should. But I was taught and
soon picked it up. There was a class in deportment and dancing, and here
we were instructed in all the little feminine niceties and graces--ho¥ to
walk, stand, sit down and arise gracefully, what to do with our hands--at
first I wanted to put them in non-existant pockets. And we learned to dance
in feminine fashion, getting accustomed to get about gracefully on our ;
high heels, which was not easy at first. As there were no "boys", some of the
"girls" would take the male part in the dancing, wearing a white band about
thelr arms, None of these "girls" wanted to take the male parts, but the
larger ones were made to do it. They hated anything that smacked of the

"masculine" and wanted to dance as glrls, and not as boys. The smaller and
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~men, and don'!t care whether they Jlpok at me or not. Perhaps I'd better not
go out at all, for think how I wcld feel if men or women should penetrate
my disguise, and see that I was only a man,"

"There's not the slightest denger of that, you silly goose," said

Mimi. "No real girl could possibly look prettier nor more daintily feminine
than you do. You have everything--the looks and the figure and the style
of a lovely school girl. Disguise, indeed! Penetrate! You are so perfect as
a girl that you would find 1t impossible to persuade anyone that you really
are not a girl, but a man. Nobody would believe you. So get that idea out of
your head, for you can go out in public as a girl with complete confidence,
If you were to go out dressed as a boy, you would be taken for a girl in
disgulse. So you see 1t's just the other way round, and you have nothing to
worry about. You are now a girl, permanently, and couldn't be a boy again if
you wanted to. <You have become too pretty and feminine--and those breasts
and hips, and your hair--they belong to a girl, and not to a boy."

"But I should hate to have strangers stare at me as a girl, I would
feel so funny," I said, "especially if men made eyes at me, the way I
used to make eyes at girls in Marseilles."

"That's where the fun comes in," said Mimi. "If we have feminine sex
appeal to men, then 1t will show that we are perfect in our roles, and we
can reaﬁt to them as though we were real girls. I am sure it will be loads
of fun.
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prettier "girls" never had to dance as boys, and I was one of these, and was
always a "girl), and so learned rapidly. Occaslonally, of an evening, the
school would hold a dance, but with no outsiders, sc“of the "young lady"
misicians furnishing the music. It was at these affi@irs that the girls
who were pretty and popular stood out, and 1t was very flattering to me, and
pleasing to my vanity, to be besileged with invitations to dance. It was
most amusing the way my partners would squeeze me tightly, and press my hand
and look into my eyes, and flirt with me, as though I were a real girl
and a "belle of the ball," It was Breat fun and on those occasions I
really found 1t delightful to be a pretty gilr) admired by all.
A1l of thls constant training, added to the daily beauty treatments
and figure training, and the lengthening of my hair after a bit, made
me apparently a graceful and beautiful young lady, very pleasing to the
eye, and I not only became reconciled to my girlish role, but even
got to like it, after a few months, when it had become second nature to me.
I had learned to sew, embroider, do fancy work, to design and make dresses
and other feminine garments, such as corsets, as we had a shop where they
were made and repalred; to deslgn hats; to dress hair; to give beauty -
treatments and facials in our shop, unger the ditection of our expert
"lady" operatives. .I was being feminized to the 1limit,

One Fridey morning I was thrilled to hear my name read as one of those
wlthout demerits who could go to Paris the followlng day, chaperoned by one
of the teachers, and spend the day there. Several other girls! nemes
were called, and to my delight, among them Mimi and Iittle ILulu. AS soon
as I had a chance, I went to Dolores and asked her if she would not make up
a group of Mimi, Iumlu and myself, and chaperone us. She readlily agreed,

for she would have under her wing three of the prettiest ‘girls’in the school
so we would be a nice looking bevy, and attract masculine attention, which
was what she and Rx¥mxmxxdmxtrms Mimi wished,

We were all excited about getting out of our "prison" where we had
been confined so many months, our only exercise walks in the grounds surrounded
by the high wall. That exerclse was a joke to an active boy, for all we were
allowed was to walk in a lady-like menner sedately in our high heels, with
parasols or vells to protect our precious complexions if the sun was out.
We also had to wear gloves on our "lily white® hands, so es we tripped demurely
about we got little exercise, but the benefit of fresh air onlye.

We "girls" who were going to Paris immediately began discussing what
dresses and hats we would wear, all wishing to wear our finest and look
our best. Fortunately my father had left with Mlle. Brule a large deposit
for my clothes, so I had a nice wardrobe, kEmRiidm=x besides the dresses that
were furnished by the school. I also had several pretty hats. Mimi, too, had
pretty clothes, and so did Lulu. Saturday morning we "liberty" girls were
privileged to have special facials and make-up in the beauty parlor, and
to have our halr dressed specially for the day. We three got our heads
together and decided to have extra smell waists for the day, since so many
people would see us., Mimi decided to lace in to 16 inches, and Iumlu to
14 inches, and I, a bit reluctantly, in view of the long day ahead,
ajlowed Mimi:to lace me in to 16 inches. It was tight, but in view of the
interest and excitement of going to Paris, I thought that I could stand it,
as I had a few times before, for an evening, We all put on our dresses and
went to the dressmaking room, where they were taken in so as to fit closely
in the bodice, The effect of my tiny waist was very pleasing, and so I was
glad that I had agreed to the tight lacing, Mimi looked lovely, 5S usual
and Little Lulu was sweet, and her waist so tiny that she looked as though
she was almost cut in two at the middle. We returned to our rooms and
donned some simple jewelry;—ear-rings, a plaing little pearl necklace and
bracelet and rings, and then put on and carefully adjusted the hats we had

chosen for this important occasion. I wore a toque, Mimi a picture hat and

‘Inlu a 1ittle Poke bonn ‘
omnet, which framed her pilquant, highly colored 1ittle
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face in a most charming manner with a halo of her bright red hair about
her face, and a cascade of pretty curls down her shoulders from beneath
the back of her hat. If it had not been for her grown-up dress and
sophisticated high heels and corestted waist, she could have passed for
& very young girl, which she wished to resemble as mich as possible,

Eager to get started, we three assembled in the hall near the front
door, and soon Dolores joined us. She, too, had been to the beauty parlor and
the hair-dresser, and she was beautlfully groomed and dressed and looked stun-
ning in her form-fitting princess afternoon dress, Her waist looked smaller
than usual, and I was sure she had done like the rest of us, and drawn her

walst in an extra inch or two, for the occasion. We certainly were a

thghtly-laced bevy of "ladies" and I found myself marvelling at the fact

that we four men would willingly wear such tight corsets, and go to so

mich pains to doll themselves up in feminine finery, and delight in playing
feminine roles,,and do our utmost to make ourselves look like pretty

girls., A group of the girls who were not allowed to go gathered in the
hall and cast envious looks at us., Several of my "admirers" came up tp me and
told me how beautiful I looked, and that pleased me and gave me more confi-
dence, It was a beautiful morning, warm and sunny, so Dolores had ordered
an open carriage for us to drive in to Paris in a leisurely way, so that we
could enjoy the air and sunshine. We seated ourselves in the conveyance
and left the school, with a group of the girls waving us good-byee. The
driver, of course, had no suspicions that we all were not what we seemed, and
thought it was & real girlst! school,

How nice 1t.was to leave our "prison" and drive through the glorious
stinshine, All of us but Dolores had been confined there for months, and
had not seen a new face, and so we were enjoying our outing to the limit,
and eagerly scanned the passers-by on the sidewalks, who became more
plentiful as we neared Paris, Right from the start, I noticed that people
turned to stare at us, and Mimi said it was because we all looked so
pretty and fashlonable, and were a "striking" looking lot of young ladies,
far above the average in looks, and beautifully groomed. I think we were
too elaborately dressed and made up for simple school girls, and our dresses

and hats were a 1little too striking and attention-compelling, but that was
what the other three wished. They all were exhibitionists, and wished to
attract attention and admiration to themselves,

We surely were an oddly assorted quartet of "girls,! each with
different tastes and desires, and as we rolled along I noticed that the
pretty, shapely,blonde Dolores had her eye open for handsome men of
about her own age. The lovely brownehaired Miml was watching for good-looking
boys and young men of about her own age, while that pert little rascal,

Iulu, was looking for little girls, pretty ones, preferably with long

golden curls. He had not overcome his sexual yen for them. And I, the
brunette of the party, a nd the only one that was normalxy sexually of the
four, looked eagerly for pretty girls and women, although I realized that no
pretty girl would give me a second look, now that I was a pretty girl myself.
But I saw a number of them on the sidewalks, and gven the sight of them gave
me a thrill, '

After arriving in Paris, the first place we went to was a photograph
gallery, where I had my picture taken, in a number of different posese
Mile. Brule kept a file of pictures of every girl that attended her school,-
and at commencement time a "Year Book" was lssued containing the picture and-
a sketch of each girl, Later, when I had seen the proofs (which turned out
very well--I photographed beautifully) I ordered a dozen prints, one of
which I sent to my father so that he could see how I had been transformed
into d girl. He would write me occasionally, and enclose money for me, but
the letters were adways censored by Mlle. Brule, who took outifthe money, but
kept it and spent it for me. I was not allowed to have any cash, though the

. risk of my trying to escape was now remote. Owing to my complete feminization
. ( my figure, my breasts, my hair, my complexion, and all the rest of it) it
. would no longer be possible for me to wear male clothing and pass as a boy,
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and I had no wish to go out into the world as a girl, and try to earn my
living, unless assured of a position in advance, which was impossible while
at the school. I also wanted to have on hend some of my photos to give
to future admirers, Several of my "lovers" in the school would want my
plcture, too. Already Dolores had asked for one, .

We next went in our carriage to the shopping district, and got out and
strolled along the streets, stopping to look at feminine things displayed in
the windows. Walking any distance was difficult in our tight corsets and
high heels, but we tripped mincingly along the sidewalks, attracting a good
deal of attention, particularly masculine attention. What a queer sensation
it was for me to have men, for the first time, eye me as a girl. I was
aware of their blazing eyes going over me from head to toe, and then

returning to my face and trying to catch my eye. For the first time 1t came
to me that I possessed feminine sex appeal for men and it made me feel yery
strange. At first it annoyed me, and I assumed a disdainful air and a puting
expression, but Dolores noticed it, and ordered me to look pleasant and act
my natural self. She and Mimi were enjoying themselves and Iittle Lulu

also seemed to like the attention we were creating, there along the thronged
sldewalks, coming into close contact with the crowds. Affer we had gone into

& shop, mhere Dolores made a few purchases, we went to the Cafe de la Paix for
luncheon. The popular restaurant was crowded and gaye . Dolores selected a
teble--a large one--and soon we were seated and ordering our meal, after having
pald a visit to the Ladles' Room, which embarrassed me somewhat, as a number of
real ladies were there and I felt out of place. At a near-by table there '
were four good-looking men also just ordering lucnheon, and I was sure that
Dolores had spotted them as we came in, and picked that table so as to be

near them, I sat with my back toward the other table, but I watched Dolores,
and noticed that she kept looking toward the men's table from time to time,
and after a while, I saw her "give the eye" to one of the men, and smile. She
certainly was an expert, and knew how to make a "pick-up" as well as any real
woman, The mand she had been flirting with at once came over, and shook hands
with Dolores, pretending that he knew her--the old gag. Dolores carried out
the fiction, and introduced the man to the rest of us girls, Then he asked
permission to bring over the other three men, saying that they had noticed

us and would like to meet us, They came and joined us at our table, ordering
their meal to be served there, For the first time in my life I was a girl
tete-a-téte with an admiring man, and it made me feel queer., But I would

have to play the game, as the others would do, and perhaps it would be fun.

At least 1t would be a new and unique experience for me, to have a "boy
friend" all to myselfe. My'boy, whose name was Jacques Belenger, was a
handsome brunette, with piercing, hot black eyes, and instinct told me immediate-
ly that I had sex appeal for him, for I allowed his eyes to look into mine
.from time to time, and I could see the light of sex there. He was jolly and
full of fun and wit and so excellent company, and he had a way with a girl

no doubt from long experience, thaawas cherming. I was aware of his male
sexness fairly oozing from himkaﬂdfenveloping me in apaura. It had a strange
effect on me, for it made me feel like a real girl, sexually feminine, and

I found 1t extremely pleasant. He flattered me not only with his eyes, but
by telling me that I was beautiful, and by meking nice remarks about my

face and figure. He was entranced with the smallness of my walst, and so I
was happy that I had followed Mimi's advice to draw my walst in so tightly.
This far, I had not minded it a bit, except that it had hampered me when
walking along the streets, Soon Jacques was pressing his trousered leg
against my dainty silk-clad one under the table, and his foot was pressed
against my little slipper., Vhenever I would drop my hand into my lap, he
would reach under and press it, He even put his hand on my knee, but I
modestly pushed it away. The other "girls" were busy in the same manner

with their boy friends and all were meking a hit and flirting outrageouslys,

I could see that Littls Imlu had fascinated her boy. She was playing the part
of a little girl, which she loved, and talking "baby talk" to her fellow,
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which amused him tremendously. She looked very swecet and demure, the
fyoung girl" type that appeals to so many men. She told me afterward that
her man had been fascinated by the smallness of her waist, which, as I have
mentioned before, was only 14 inches., He saild 1t was the smallest waist
he had ever seen, and Lulu allowed him to span it with his two hands, which
went around it easily, and to spare, But we had to be circumspect and
ladylike there in that public restaurant. At the finish of the luncheon,
which the men insisted on paying for, they invited us all to meet them for
cocktalls at the Crillon bar at 7, and then dine with them at the Ritz and
after that perhaps we cduld go somewhere and dance. Dolores ac:epted the
invitation for all of us, and the men had to leave, as they all were
prosperous business men and had to return to their offices. Dolores took
us to a matinee which we greatly enjoyed. It was a vaudeville show, and
ome of the acts that interested us the most was that of a female
impersonator. He was clever, but all of us spotted him for a man the
minute hex came on the stage. It made us realize how much better
impersonators we all were, and, in fact, everybody at the school, for
nobody could spot us as being men, Why, we asked, would that not be a
good way for us to make a lilving--go on the stage as impersonators? We
would be perfect at it. But Dolores pointed out that we would be too
perfect and that nobody in the audience would believe that we were really
males, We could Mot go around dressed as men and only don feminine
apparel on the stage. We had become so feminized that none of us could
"impersonate” a man, in spite of our real sex. And besides, none of us
would be willing to dress in male clothing when off the stage. Not
only did we love our feminine finery and loathe masculine clothes,
but we would look funny in them, as they could not conceal our girlish
breasts and feminine curves and hips, or our girlish faces with their
failr complexions. And then there was our high girlish voices, which we
could not make to sound masculine after the training to a high piltch.
And surely none of us would be willing to cut her hair short, which would
be necessary 1f we were to be impersonators on the stage and men off it,
No. The idea was no good. We men were too feminine to play the part
of female impersonators. We could never convince an audience of our real sexe
But Dolores suggested that some day we might go on the stage in real
feminine roles. She sald that Miml and I were pretty enough to "make" the
Folies chorus. That was the first time the idea was bopached to us.
It pleased Mimi and”I% and afterward we often discussed it. And, lo and
behold! It finally came true, thanks to you, Gabye.

We took a taxl back to the school to save time, and all the way our
girlish chatter was about the boy friends we had met and the coming evening
with them. We also discussed the evening gowns we would wear, each wishing
to wear her prettiest and look her lovliest. At the school we had a couple
hours to rest, and so we took off our corsets (what a relief), undressed
completely, took baths and lay down. But Mimi and I were too excited to
take naps, and kept up a contimal chatter about the afternoon and the
evening to come. Mimi told me she had feared that I would not play the
game with my boy friend at the table, but would give him the cold shoulder,
and so she sald she was pleased that I had acted so naturally feminine
with him, Then I confessed to her, somewhat ashamed, that he had aroused
feminine insticnts in me, and that at the time I had felt myself to be
a girl sexually, and so had reacted to him like & real girle, In fact, I
was a little bit "stuck on" him, and was looking forward to his company
in the evening, especially to dancing clasped in his arms,

You may be sure that we all took the utmost pains with our tollettes
for the evening. We were newly made up and our hair newly dressed in the
beauty shop. Mine was waved, and the ends made into pretty ringlets.

This time we went without hats, and our hair would show more. Mimi and
Dolores had thelr halir dressed high on their heads in attractive evening
colffures, but La Petite Iulu stuck to her cascade of glorious ringlets

down her back, whigh was the best poé&bﬁle colffure for her type of beauty.
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I selected, with the help of Mimi, a white satin gown. ver
decolette in back and front, so that the rounded tops %f m§ Xitzle white
breasts showed, and anyone looking down on me could see the cute little
hollow between the two mounds. It was a very becoming outfit, NMimi
selected for herself a red dress, also cut low. Dolores weas magnificent
in a black velvet, low cut evening gown, princess in style, whigh fitted
her as though she had been poured into it. She was laced fully as tightly
as during the day. In fact, we all were, and perhaps we were a bilt more un-
comfortable in our evening slippers which were as snug. as . we could stand
and had.unusually high heels. But we woud-not have to walk--only dance ;nd
Mimi said that would be easy with a strong partner who would carry one’
glong on her toes, so that we would have to maké 1little effort, but
Just relax in their arms and follow their lead., Lulu was dressed in green,
a color that went so well with her red hair and high soloring . She looked
very cute in it, with her amzingly small waist, and tiny matching green
satin slippers with extremely high heels, whish she loved because they
made her taller . She wgs a graceful little girl and nelther heels nor
corsets interfered wilth her my=mmm=k movements.

Fortunately for me, my father had been very liberal in my dress
allowance, so that besides the clothes that Mll.e Brule furnished all of
the girls, some of which we made in our dress-making classes, I had a lovely
wardrobe of pretty frocks, particularly of evening dresses, so that I had
considerable @vyiety to choose from, and di@n't have to wear the same frock
to dinner two times in succession, Mimil, too, had nice clothes and lots
of them, as her parents were generous.

I thought that we four "girls" really looked quite.lovely in our
feminine fineryg as we got into the cab to motor to Paris. I remember that
I felt completely satisfied with my own appearance, and I was sure that
Jacques would like me, and I was looking forward to seeing him agailn
and the thrill that the thought of him gave me was definitely feminine,
due, I was sure, to the hormones. It was such a queer feeling for me,

a man, to have, and yet I actually felt myself to be a girl, a female,
and the consclousness of my feminine prettiness and pretty clothes, added
to the pleasure of the sensation,
I will not take the time to tell the detalls of our evening's party.
We went to the Crillon American bar, as agreed, and there met our boy
friends, and had cocktails, We young "girls" were only allowed to drink
one, but Dolores and the men each took two dry martinis, and felt quite
gay, as did we 'girls" from our one drink, not being used to it. Then
we all went to the Ritz for dinner. The men were in evening clothes and
looked very nice. At the very begimning Jacques had whispered to me that
I looked very beautiful, whizh naturally pleased me very mch, for I felt
myself to be a girl and so loved masculine compliments, and attentions.,
We had a lovely dinner, and champagne was served with it. Dolores allowed
us girls to drink some of it, and we felt quite exhilirated when we left
with the men to go to a night club.
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The men took us to the Bal Tabf®in, where we enjoyed the floor show
and where I had my first experience dancing as a girl with men. I Knew
I looked pretty, and so it was a real thrill to dance in the arms of
a man on that large dance floor, where everybody could see me if they
wished. Although I was wearing 4-inch heels, I had no trouble in
dancing in them, since, as Mimi had predlcted, the strong arms of my
partners clasped tightly around my tiny waist carried me along so that my
toes touched the floor only lightly. Each of the men of our party danced with
me, and Jacques several times, and we carried on a glorious flirtation, which
I found great fun, The other girls, too, seemed to be enjoying themselves
and having the time of their young lives. Little Iulu, though masculine
like myself, had become completely girlish, as I hed done, and for the
eévening forgot her predeliction for little girls, Just as I forgot my
desire for pretty girls. Dolores and Mimi, being completely feminine in
their sexual desires, of course had a delightful time with their boy
friends. It goes without saying, that never for a moment did any of these
men suspect that we were not real girls, I wondered what they would
have done if somehow they suddenly had learned the truth, and that these
lovely girls they seemed so infatuated with, were only males, after all,
V%6 had to return to the school by midnight, and so had to leave,
with regret, about 11 o'clock., As Jacques kissed me good-night, he asked
me to send him my photo, and I did so later, and he sent me his, which I
kept on my bureau. The "girls" in the school were always proud to have
photos of male admirers in their rooms, but many of them did not have any,
for it was naturally the pretty girls who attracted the men, and whose
plttyres were excahnged. Miml also received one from her “"sweetheart!" of
the evening, end placed it beside that of Jacques. A few of the older
girls, and the good looking teachers, llke Dolores and Ninon, had several
men's photos in their rooms. :
I gave one of my photos to Mlle. Brule for the records and year
book, and sent one to my father, to show him what had heppened to me,
I also wrote him a letter telling him how I had been transformed permanently
and had developed a feminine body, with very definite breasts and hips.
I told him that I would never again be able to dress as a boy, because
of my feminine beauty of face and form. I should have to remain a girl
for the rest of my life, He wrote me a letter of regret, saylng he had
no idea that I would be transformed permanently, and had thought that
I would simply be made to wear girls' clothes, to disclipine me and make
me more guliet and subdued than I had been in Marseilles. He said he was
very sorry for what had happened. He had had good reports from Mlle.
Brule about me,but she had said nothing about my permenent change of sex,
but had told him that I was one of the prettiest and nicest'girls in the
school, Father promised to send Mll.e.Brule plenty of money for my
dress allowance, as I had told him that I had become very fond of pretty
dresses and feminine accessories, and he wanted to meke atonement for what
he had done to my in sending me there. Naturally, father showed my photo
to my step-mother and sisters, and they were greatly interested. My oldest
sister wrote and asked me numerous questions of a feminine nature, being
intensely curious about my masquerade, as she called it. She wanted to
kmow 1f the photographer had not "doctored up" my picture, and if I really
had such a good figure and small wailst, and if that was my own hair,
Christmas now drew near, and it was the strangest Christmas of my lifse
and brought home to me strongly what it meant to change from a boy to a
girl., Mlle, Brule would not allow any of us to wear male clothing in order
to go home for the holidays., If we went, at our parents! request, we would
have to go as girls. To most of us that was unthinkable. We had left home
as boys and were knownas such to friends and relatives. How could we now
explaln 1t if we were to go back to our old haunts dressed as girls, with
long hair, laced-in walsts, maldenly breasts and girlish pinkeand-white
complexions? What would people think of us, after they once recognized us?
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I, for one, could not face it, for I knew that it would mean ridicule
and humiliation and misunderstandinge. My former boy friends would only
laugh at me and probably be disgusted at my femininity, and have nothing
to do with me,and my former girl friends would feel the same way about it,
Everybody would look down on me and I would have no friends left, for
nobody likes a“sissy,” men nor women, and they never would be able to
understand why a boy was willing to turn himself into a girl and act the
part of one. I was sure they would not believe it when I told them that
it was forced upon me, for why did I lace so tightly, wear such high
heels, wear make-up, curl my hair, wear pretty dresses and hats, and, in
short, do my utmost to make myself look as femininely beautiful as possible?
Why, they would ask, did I not cut my hair and come home in my proper boys!
clothes? I probably could explain the school and its disclipinary measures
until I was black in the face, and yet I was sure they would not believe me,
but would think that I had become a girl voluntarily. They would probably
call me a'degenerate. How I loathe and detest that wordl They would not
know the difference between a'degenerate and a‘‘transvestite’. The boys at
our school could not help it .because they were born boys instead of girls.
1t was no fault of theirs that they wanted to be girls &nd were sexual
transverts. They were effeminate and feminine and it was natural for
them to dress and live as girls and become as completely girls as was
physically possible. It made them happy, whereas living as boys woudd
meke them miserable. They felt themselves to be girls, so why should anybody
criticize them for belng natural and dressing and living as girls? Sueely
they were not "degenerates", for as girls they were quite normal. A few
of us--Florence, Iulu and I--were different from the rest, for we retained
our male sexness. Blg Florence had never been happy as a girl, though
thoroughly used to it after nearly four years, bkt I think if he had been
small and feminine-looking and pretty, as Iulu and I were, he would have
been contented with his girl's 1ife., But he was big, ungainly and homely
as a girl and the 18-inch vorset which Mlle., Brule had forced him to wear
day and night through the years had soured his disposition, for he always
suffered more or less from his extreme tight lacing, and never drew a
comfortable breathe- He_had little appetite, but kmew that was a good
thing, for 1t kept himhihin, and so his corset was not so tight.

Lulu and I had become confirmed transvestists and loved our feminine

finery, though boys at heart. The habit had grown on us. And we were
different from poor Florence, for we were naturally built for the part,
and it was easy for us, and we both made attractive young ladies, as you
already know,

So practically all of us had no desire to go home for the holidays,
but had to spend them at the school. For the time, lessons were suspended
and we were allowed unusual privielges, and Mlle. Brule and the other
teachers dld all they could to meke us have a pleasant time. On Christmas
day there was a tree, and on it we placed presents for our special
friends among the puplls. We had been allowed to go shopping in Paris,
properly chaperoned, and bought our gifts. What strange shopping it was
for me, buying nothing but feminine articles! And what a strange Christmas
for me, receiving nothing but feminine presentsf This again brought home to
me how completely my life had changed with my change of sex, I recalled
with a touch of homesickness my Christmases at home as a boy with my 4
family, and the presents I got--mascullne presents. But how different, now

that I was a glrl! On the tree I received lingerie, silk stockings,

dainty henderchiefs, perfumery, boxes of powder, lipstick, rouge, night
gowns, and similar feminine things which would delight a real girl. But

I was glad to get them, for they would be useful, as no masculine presents
would be, My specilal gifts were two evening gowns and & day dress, from

my father, who had sent the money to Mlle. Brule to buy them for me. I was
particularly pleased with one of the dresses, which was of cloth of silver

gnd with i1t dainty high-heeled silver slippers to match. Mlle. Brule, with
" whom I had become quite a favorite, also personally made me a special gift,



TV FICTION CLASSICS -- 211

a pair of pale blue satin brbcaded corsets, with my initials--F. L. (for
Fifil Lamour). embroidered on the front. They were evenling corsets, strong
and heavily boned and of a very small size. After all the presents had

been distributed, Mimi and I took our things to our room, and I was girlish
enough to want to try on my new dresses and corset at once. I clasped on
my new stays, and Miml was just about to lace me in, when Mlle, Brule came
into the room, all smiles, and pleased to see thet I liked her present so
well that I wanted to try it on at once. I thanked her for it, and gave her
a miadenly kiss, which pleased her further. She could be very nice when she
liked, and during this holiday season she laid aside her severity and
disclipine and was .jolly and pleasant with all of us girls., We @ould not
go home, and so she wished us to have a good time at the school. She laced
my new corset in until it met closely at the back. It was very tight.

"There, Fifi," said Mlle. Brule, "you have a 16-inch walst, and it
looks wonderful. It is not too tight for you, and hereafter I want you to
adopt the 1l6-inch measurment as permanent,” ;

Her word was law and so from then on I laced in to 16-inches, day and
night. It was of course terribly uncomfortable at first, but I got used to
it. And, besides, it was not new to me, for on my first memorable visit
to Parls, as I have already related, I wore a 16-inch corset the whole day
and evening and had not minded it too much, and I had also had that same
size walst at dinner a number of times. I liked having a tiny walst,
for it gave me the hour-glass figure that was the mode, and added to oy
feminine attractiveness,

I tried on my three new gowns, over the new corset. Mlle. Brule had had
them made to chosely fit my new walst measurement, and she said she would
have all of my other dresses taken to the school dressmaeking department, and
the walsts taken in to 16 inches. From then on, thaet was the size of my
walst. It was one of the smallest waists in the school, and many of the
other girls who could not reduce so small, envied me, and that made me more
content with my tight lacing, ' week

Almost every evening throughout the holiday/there was entertainment
for us girls, and we really had a very pleasant time, in spite of the fact
that we were confined to the school and the grounds about it, enclosed by
that high wall.

The events had been planned well in advance. One of them was a play
which we had been rehearsing for some time, It was considered an honor to
be asked to take a feminine part in the play, for only the most attractive
"gik*ls" were assigned such parts, and so I was pleased to be selected to
teke a girl's parte Mimi was also in it, but, both being new "girls™, we
dldn't have leading roles, which went to older "girls." The larger and
less attractive "girls" were assigned by Mlle. Brule to play the male
roles, but, strange to say, they didn't like 1t, and much prefered their
feminine clothes. Male clothes for them were secured in Paris, and male
wigs to conceal their long hair. It was most amusing to see these "girls"

taking male parts, for they did not do it at all well, for they had been

trained as girls so long, and had worn tight corsets and high heels so long,
and had developed such feminine curvesy-well proportioned maidenly breasts,
and rounded hips and slender walsts--to say nothing of their high, girlish
volces, and their feminine mannerisms--that they did not make convincing
men at all, but seemed, for all the world, like girls imitating men. | The
play, however, was amusing, and we had for our audience all the ‘girls who
were not in 1t, and the faculty and all of the servants, who were invited
in for all .of the holiday festivities. frod

On another night we had a dance, and again those tall "girls" shd to
dance the men's parts, but they wore dresses and were distinguised as
"maleg" by wearing a band around their right arms. I was never asked to
teke a male part, nor was Mimi, forf as I have previously mentioned, we werse
numbered among the school "beauties! and we were so feminine snd popular
that there was always a rush of the "men" to get us as partners, More ang
more did I enjoy being a pretty girl and being admired as such,
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On another evening we had a fancy dress party, and Mllc. Brule hed
one of the leading Parisian costumers send a woman to the school
with xmerk trunkfuls of costumes. She had mostly femlinine costumes,
but a number of male outfits, and it was surprising how few of the
"girls" cared to dress up in them, They wanted to be "girls" all the
time, and disliked wearing masculine attire. I went as "Little Bo-Peep"
and wore a blonde wig and make-up. Many of the f£irls told me that I
looked very pretty, and made a better blonde than brunette, so that I
actually consldered asking Mlle, Brule's permission to dye my hair a
golden blonde shade. But my eyes are black and I am a natural brunette, so
I decided to remain that way. Mimi went as a ballet dancer, and looked very
sweet. Her slender girlish legs in their pink tights were beautiful,

But the last and crowning event was a mock marriage, which was an
annual affair, It was the highest and most sought-after honor to be
chosen as the“bride) who was elected by vote early in December, so as
to give her time to have her wedding gown made. It really amounted to
e "beauty contest™ for the "girl" chosen as the bride was the prettiest
malden in the school, and acknowledged as such., It was considered a wonder=-
ful triumph to be chosen. All of the prettier "girls" had secret hopes
that they might be selecteg,but 1t was pretty well understood that the
contest was between Mimi and myself. Neither of us made any campaign
to get votes--that was simply not done--so we were friendly rivals in
a passive way. I thought that Mimi was the more beautiful, and so should
be elected, and I expected to run second, but imagine my surprises-and
delight--when it was announced that I was elected to be the”brids. The
vots was very close, and I had only a few votes more than Mimi, who was
sweet about 1t, and not a bit jealous of me. I think the reasons that
I won out were that I was a brunette, and so considered a more typical
French girl, than a brown-halred gi*l like Mimi, and because of my
figure with its 16-1nch, walst, an inch smaller than Mimi's., My selection
thrilled me through and through. Not only my mirror, but many of the
glrls, teachers and servants had often told me that I was pretty and I was
of course well aware of 1t, but now this election made me realize that
I was considered beautiful, the belle of the school by a majority of
my fellow "girl" students, and these boy-girls, striving constantly for
feminine beauty in them_selves, were better judges of girlish beauty than
real girls, for they were more critical and never overlooked the slightest
flaw, .
As the "beauty queen" I was now the most privileged girl in the school
and of course loved my pormplarity . Of course I had to get a wedding
dress, and Mlle, Brule herself took me to Parlis to one of the leading
couturters, where we had bridal gowns modeled for us. That was a novel,
experience, as it would for any boy, to sit there is the guise of a gﬂ;é}
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and watch other girls parade before me in gowns from which I was to
make my selection. These girls naturally thought that I was a real
bride-to-be, and Mlle, Brule and I found amusement in carrying out the
1dea. We selected a lovely white satin gown, with train, and I tried .
it on . It was a new and strange experience for me to take off my street
dress and stand there 1ln my corset and lingerie, surrounded by a bevy of
girls and the sales-ladies. An opdinary boy would have died of
embarrassment 1f he found himself in my position, being closely inspected
by many feminine eyes as he stood there in frilly feminine under-things,
and at first ’I felt a little shy, but reassured myself by looking in the
mirror, whigh convinced me that no girl could look more feminine and
that there were no flaws that even the most critical could find in me
as a"girl., How glad I was now that I had nicely developed female .
breasts, whizh showed asbove the top of my corset. These girls and women
would not dream that a boy could have such breasts, which would have
convinced the most sgeptical that I was a female., And then there were
my well rounded hips and buttocks and thighs, and, of course, my
small walst. Nobody could possibly believe that a boy could have such
a wasp-walsted figure. (For some reason, people always think that
a boy cannot have a small walst, when, as a matter of fact, a boy laces
in easler than a girl and can axtually have a smaller walst). ' But
-everything about me was convincing--my nicely curled hair flowing over
my shoulders, my creamy complexion, my small, white hands, my snowy
arms, back and shoulders and my small feet encased in high, pencil-
pointed heels. My voice, too, was convincing, and so I had no reason
to feel embarrassed, though it was the first time I had ever been among
real women as a girl, It was a pleasant sensation to have thme try the
dress on me, thelr soft feminine hands coming often in contact with my
bare back and my arms, and my bust,gnd to feel their hands adjusting the
dress and running over my body in a manner that was almost caressing,
smoothing 1t over my hips and buttocks , running their hands up underneath
to pull down the underskirt. How thankful I was for the bands that so
tightly held down and kept from showing that only part_of me that would
betray my sex. It was Indeed an exciting experience ofr me, as it was
the first time in months that I had come into contact with real women,
And the models were pretyy, and the sales-ladies good looking. Mlle. Brule
and I enjoyed the joke. It was our secret and she gave me amused glances
from time to time. For all of these women made a fuss Aover the "bride to
be", Mlle, Brule was supposed to be“her mother. We finished the ffiing .
and after ordering the necessary alterations to the gown, we went shopping
for the rest of my "trousseau, which must be as complete as though
I was to be a real bride. It was the custom to carry it out in every _
detaill., We bought ldvely white lingerie Ned a special white satin borcaded
corset, which, at Mlle. Brule's suggestion, really a command, was size 15,
She assured me that I could stand beihg laced in that tight for a few
hours, and that it was fitting for the school "beauty" to have the
smallest waist of all. When the dress was delivered, it was taken in to A«
fitfjat the school's dressmeking shope We also bought a pair of white satin
slippers, and material for a bridal veil. . '
The "mock wedding" was a declded success, held on New Year's Evee
It was the event of the school year. It was carried out in minute
detall, There were six brides-malds, the prettiest "girls" in the school,
of whopm, of course, Mimi was ones Mll.e,Brule took the part of the :
brides! mother, and Dolores was the matpon of honor, Iulu, in a child's
dress, with her red curls very pretty down her back, was the flower girl,
And then thete were the male roles, The rules were relaxed for the
occasion, and the "girls" taking the male parts were allowed to leave
off thelr corsets and high heels, and dress completely as men. Florence,
as the most mgsculine "girl" in the school®, took the part of the groom.
Then there were six ushers, the bride's father, the best man and the
minister. It was amusing to see how poorly these "boy-girls" took their
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male parts. Due to their léng feminine training, they had lost all of
their masculinity, and they were for all the world like girls trylng
to imitate men. They could not shake off their feminine mannerisms,
and their months in high heels and tight corsets had given them a feminine
walk whlch they could not svercome on such short notice.
I was treated as though a real bride, and my "mother" and the brides-
malds gathered in my room to help dress me, Many willing hands laced my
qovely satin corsets in so that there could be no question about them ’
meeting at the back, giving me a scant 15-inch waist. I was terribly
compressed and could hardly breathe and wondered whether I could stand
such lacing for 4 hours. My beautiful wedding gown had been fitted very
closely, with bones in the bodice, whizh made of it virtuaelly another

- corset. The dress looked lovely and so did my figure, my wasp waist
being the envy off all, so I did not regret it, but would have to
summon all y fortitude to endure the pressure, and give no sign that I was
aware that I even had a corset one I must take my medicine. It was the
penalty of being the school's most beautiful 'girl, and the mosb shapely,
according to the dictates of fashion. But I was proud of my feminine

prettiness and of my tiny waist. The other girls of the school

envied me and would have given anything they possessed to be the bride in
my place--so I was content. My hair was beautifully dressed, the bridal
vell was donned, as were my pearls--earrings, and a seven dtrand
necklace., My new white satin slippers were a very smug fit, and the
heels were extremely high, and, for a moment, before the glass)giving
myself a final inspection, I wondered if there ever before was’a

man so terribly uncomfortgble as I was--but I also wondered whether
& man ever before had looked jike such a besutiful bride..All of the
"glrls" were in raptures over my appearance, and so I felt that I knew
how a beautiful real woman feels--the satisfaction of it. But I think
that T got a greater thrill out of it, because I was,after ell,only a
man, and it was really wonderful that a man could be' transformed into
such an adorable young woman--to think that this perfection of femininity
could be myself! It was glorious end in the thrill of it Lw as &ble to
forget my acute discomforts Willing hands helped me down the stairs,
one girl carrying my train. The wedding was carried out in the usual
form. All of the "girls" and the teachers and servants formed the
"congregation" as I walked down the "aisle"--the big drawing room-— .,
to the tune of the wedding march played by the school orchestra, preded
by the ushers, pretty brides-maids, matoon of honor and flower girl,"

on the arm of my "father." I was met at the "altar" by the groom and
minister, and the "ceremony" was perfomed. Then back up the aisle on the arm
of my "husband" (Florence made a handsoms bride-groom). Then came
the wedding reception, and not a single person failed to take advantage of th-

excuse to kiss the "bride",--brides-maids, ushers, all of the "girls" and
even the maid-servants. Never had I been kissed so much in a short time,
It was trying, but I had to make the best of it, and take it smiling.
Then came the wedding supper, with the customary toasts to the bride,
to which I blushingly responded. Champagne was Bserved, and I sipped a
little, but could not eat, owing to my corset, though I mede a bluff at

ite As time went oh, all I could think of was whether or not I could
endure my corset another minute--and yet I did--I had to, and keep
trying to jook my prettiest, with a smile on my face., I thought the meal
would never come to an end, but at last it did, and at the foot of the

stairs I tossed my bridal bouquet among the "girls" assembled there, but I
took palns to throw 1t to Mimi--she would be the first "girl" to marrye
My "mother" and somé of the maids helped me to disrobe andil never had I
felt so relieved as when they loosened the laces of my torturing corset

and took 1t off, They then helped me to dress in my "gojng away" costume
gnd my "husband" and I went down the stairs amid a shower of rice, and

went outside. But our "wedding trip" was limited to a trip around the



TV FICTION CLASSICS -- 215

shut-in school premises. Caprying out the game, we went to a secluded
spot, sat on a bench, and spooned. Florence, in his men's clothes,
played the part to perfection and actually made me feel like a bride,
Later we went indoors, and to the school guest room, which had been
prepared as our "bridal chamber," The whole school gathered as we
went up the stalrs and my "hubby" carried me across the threshold, in
the traditional manner of bride and groom, and I am sure there was
much peeking through the key-hole as my "man" undressed me, put me into
the bed, and followed. But what a disappointment he was for a bride--
for when he ungressed and took off his men's wig, unpinning his mass
of lovely hair and letting it cascade down his back to his hips, and
after he had donned his night dress, which could not conceal his well-
developed feminine breasts and body, he was no longer a man and a
"husband", but to all appearances a woman, like myself. Could anything
be more ridiculous--a "husband"with long hair and a body completely
feminine looking. But the whole thing was ridiculous, for I, a lovely/{,:1 .
and apparently desirable bride, with a woman's hair and figure, was, Ny
after a2ll, only a man, As a special favor, Mlle. Brule gave both of us to
sleep without our corsets that night . Florence's magnificent hair A
enveloped both of our bodies as I slept in her arms, pretending to be
& bride and he pretending to be my husband, but noy a bit convincing
because of said hair, breasts and feminine-seeming body. I was far
more convincing as a bride than he was as a groom,
Here Fifl ended her story of how Edouard was transformed into
the girl Fifi, apologizing for taking so much of our time., But I had
been intensely interested in the whole story, and was intrigued to learn
about a school that could so perfectly transform a boy into a girl, and
would have been glad if Fifi had told us more about it.

FOR K % 3 o3



216 -- © 1989, SANDY THOMAS

--The- Story- of Mary~Morris~(oontinued)-.
Julian Eltinge continues with his story.

Grace and I stayed in New York for a week, and it was a busy time for
me. I went daily to my agents to arrange about my contract and my act. Iwas
signed up for a forty weeks' tour, at a good salary, which was to be increased
if 1 proved to be a good box-office attraction. My act was worked out, and it
was the one I followed, with a few changes, for the whole season of vaudeville.
I firstwas to appear on the stage as a little, girl, with golden curls do'n my
back, a baby dress, reaching not quite to m%,lcnees, a big sash around my
waist and a ribbon bow in my hair. I was to“%arry a doll, and sing a little-
girl song, in a oviping voice. Next I came on as a young girl in her teens,
and sang an anpropriate song, which was written for me, and climax of my act
was my third appearance, after a quick change, when I came on as a "Gibson
Girl, " who wes so popular at that time. I was dressed_ln a black velvet
evening gown which fitted my tightly laced hour-glass figure like a glove.

'y golden hair was piled high on my head in the then faﬁhionable pompadour ,
style. My song was: "Why do they call me a Gibson Girl? It.was a well-balance
act in which I protrayed three different characters--thr<e different ages of

a girl. Quick changes, of course, were necessary, as I_could not keevp the
audience waiting too long, and so underneath I wore my tight corset, though

it di %ft show. my narrow welst in the first two numbers. So in order to change

rom e maiden Into the Gibson Girl, I had only to change my dress, wig and
shoes, which, with the help of my maid and valet, was done very quickly,
“after a little practise. ‘ ‘

Throughout my week in New York,I continued as a girl, and roomed with
Grace. I pigd daily visits to = beauty shop for treatment with the electiic
needle to kill hair on face and body. After my return to Boston, I continued*
this slow process until I was entirely free from hair, permanently, in all
parts of my body which would show--face, neck arms, chest. I enjoyed this
week, though it was the first time I had ever dressed as s girl for any
length of time, and in spite of the fact that I was constantly tightly
laced and high-heeled, and bewigged and made up. It was terribly uncomfortable
at first, but I steeled myself to endure 1t, a nd soon got more or less
accustomed to it, so that I could take my mind off my compressing corsets
most of the time. I realized that in my chosen profession I was committed
to coreets and all the rest of it. If all went well, I should have to wear ther
for years, just like a real woman, and so I resigned myself to the discomfort,
and it was only a few days before my body became adjusted to my stays, and they
didn't irk me so much.

It wes fun rooming with Grace, but I must admit it was rather embarrassing
at first. But she treated me just like a girl 2nd I tredd to make myself '
feel like one--atd succeeded most of the time. But h ow well I remember
onr first mamning in our hotel.room. Like all shaw people, Grace liked
to lie in bed late. (I soon got tha® habit myself). She suggested fhat
we have breakfast in bed. That meant that the waiter would come in & see the
two of us in our twin beds--apparently two girls. I slept in a lady's
night-gown and had let my hair down before going to bed, just as a real
woman would do, and slept in the wig, lsst I appear the least bit masculine.

I was somewhat appalled at the idea of the walter coming in and seeing me
'as a woman. Suppose he should suspect something? Suopose he should
discover that I was a man? I voiced these thoughts to Grace, but she only
laughed and told me not to be :silly.

"Just look in the glass at yourself," she said. "Did you ever see a man
that looked like you do?"

I looked, and had to confess that I looked wwery inch the "lady" and
as fégminine as any girl could ask. But I got up, brushed my long hair,
novdered my nose and annlied a touch of rouge. We both then donned pretty
boudoir negligees, and got back into our beds. But I w as still somewhat

nervous and you can imagine with what care I arranged my hair over my
shonlders and tried to look as pretty and feminine as nossible —hen the
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walter came in with our trays. I could see that he took me for a girl,
without question, and I was even aware of his looks of admiration for me,
as well as for Grace. I was wearing a night corset, and a brassiere,

so that my bust was convincingly feminine. My arms, neck and shoulders
were smoothly white, thanks to much bezuty treatmentg for the past several
weeks, and my hands, as you can see, were small and white. Yes, I looked
every inch a lady.

This experience gave me added confidence in my skill in feminine guise
and by the end of the week, it became second nature to me to be a girl and
dress as one, apd never after that was I embar@ssed or sekf-conscious whp
dressed as a gilr) for I knew I was safe from detection, and, of course,

I could not help but know that I made a pretty and attractive girl. -

Grace and I returned to Boston, and I became g man again. So accustomed
I head become to my feminine clothes and girlish role, after a solid week,
that I -actually felt strange and uncomfortable in my masculine garments at
first. How funny it seemed to be wearing trousers and flat heels, and no wig
or skirts, and no make up. I had to w atch myself at first lest I walk and
talk like a girl and continue my acquired feminine mannerisms. I now roomed
with Grace and dressed as a girl at home. I resumed my position at the bank
temvorarily, but gave notice, and soon guit the job. I told my friends{in the
bank th=t I was goling on the stage professionally as an impersonator of f-mini:
roles. Naturally they chaffed me a good deal about it, b ut I didn't mind.

I had become hard-boiled, as was necessary, and nothing anybody saild about

me could get under my skin. I knew that many persons looked askance at a man
who dressed up as a woman, but I could make an excellent living on the

stage, far better than in the bank, and that was what counted, and I felt
sure that I had a career before me--so why should I care what anyone thought
about my assuming feminine roles on the stage? My friends decided to give

a farewell party and dinner for me, at one of the hotels. My closest friend ax:
amons the men tipped me off that I was in for a lot of razzing and kidding.

I talked it over with Grace and decided to put one over on them by appearing a’
the dinner as a girl. Accordingly, I took a room at the hotel where the
dinner was to be held, and, with the help of Grace, I got myse&I up as 2
stunning young lady, wearing a pretty new evening gown, cut daringly low,

and my smallest corsets, which meant an lq-inch waist. As always, my dress
was clinging, and closely fitted at the walst, so that none of the effect of
my wasp-waist should be lost. My friends had 211 gathered in our private
dining room when i tripped and rustled into the place, with my long

train trailing be me. I csrried an ostrich feather fan, which I languidly
used as I swayed in on my high heels. At first they didn't recognize me,

but when they did, I created quite a sensation, and they all were obviously
pleased with my impersonation. I acted the lady throughout the evenling
much to the amusement of them all, and myself, too, for I was having fun.

At the close of the dinner the s»okesman or toastmaster, called mn me for

a sveech, and I responded in a feminine manner, in a ladylike voice.

Then came a number of parting gifts for me, which were intended as jokes.

I was given a lot of feminine things, such as a corset, panties, other
lingerie, powder, rouge, lipstick, hairpins, a nightie, a slip, etc.

But the joke fell a little flat because of my feminine appearance, which
made it seem natural that I should receive such presents. But they alsp, at
the end, gave me a rcal present, quite valuable, consisting aﬂa ladies fitted
dressing case, and a hand-bag set with rhin-stones, I used them b?th fog

a lons time afterward and also was able to make use of the other "funny
presents--the corset havpened to be my size and I could wear the other
garments, with slight alterations.

Grace and I soon after that packed u» and moved to New York, she to go
in rehearsal for a play she was to be in, and I, too, to rehearse my act.

As ~e were to be there for three months, we took a nice apartment, with
bedroom with twin beds, a nice parlor, small kitchen and bath. Before
leaving Boston, I again donned skirts, and transformed myself into a woman.
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This was best for me for a number of reasons. It keont me in constant
training for my act. It was better than changing back and forth from man to womar
and forgetting myself and perhaps agting effeminate when in male attire, and '
maschline when playing the lady. Besides, I only needed one set of clothés.
And I was always ready for rehearsals of my dances. I couldN®t praztise them
excent in skirts and high heels. And another important reason was that I
couldn't room with Grace as a man, but as a girl, it was all right. She
treated me like a sister, and was very fond of me, and I of her. And she was
a great help to me, and taught me how to do my hair, to wear my clothes
and 211 the feminine accomplishments, even to sewing and fancy work. I spent
& great deal of my time on my complexion and skin, and paid frequent visits to
beauty narlors. Even before I left the bank, I had started to let my hair grom.
At first I had to wear a wig, of course, but that was hot and uncomfortaé@e,
but after a month or so my own hair got long enough for me to wave and curl it
and then I was able to leave off the wig. I wore my hair in 2 cluster of
small ringlets at the back, and it was guite becoming to me. I fell completely
into my feminine role and really almost forgot that I was a male. I liked
being a girl, in spite of the tight corsets and high heels and the clinging
skirts and the necessity of always being made up and faultlessly groomed,
and all the fuss and feathers of feminine clothes, hats and accessories.

I got to love wearing pretty dresses and hats, and looking like a pretty girl
--ahd my good looks increased with the treatments at the beauty shops and at
home. My hair grew rapidly until I was able to wear it in curls down my
shoulders. It was thick, and soft and glossy, like a girl's., And really
pretty, so that it was admired by those with whom I came into contact.

Grace and I had a gay time. She was a well-known actress and had many
friends in New York, mostly of the theatrical profession. We did not lack
for masculine attention and I passed readily as a girl with the men I met,
and I learned to flirt in true girlish manner and carry on an "affair" as well
as a real girl, which was very amusing to Grace, as well as myself.

" But as time went on, we decided that I must reveal myself to these show
neovnle., After all, I was soon to go on the stage as a female impersonator
and then would have to come out in my true colors--so why not now, and get a
reovutation with these veople, who would advertise me and boost me. I would
need nublicity-all actors do, the more the better. So one evening when we
were 2ttending a rather large party, Grace and I decided that I should reveal:
myself as a man. We waited until toward the end of the evening, when all
werz gathered in the drawing room. I had danced with most of th= men, and
flirted outrageously with them vpurposely. And then, when all was guiet,
Grace said she had a surprise for them. She pointed to me, standing at her
side and said: "Ladies and gentlemen, I vant to re-indtrduce you to my
friend, Mister Julian Eltinge, who is going on the stage as a femlae :
imnersonator." It was indeed a surprise, and Grace and I had to assure them
arain and again that I really was a man, a nd not the oretty woman that I
anveared to be. Then I was showered with consratulations.

It was considered a good joke, the way I had fooled them all, and several
arranged parties which Grace and I should attend, anu excose my real sex at th
-very énd, as at this time. .l.it hanpened a number of times, until all oi the

" circle got to know me as 2 mmm in feminine disguise. Then I didn't gst co
much maeculine attention, thourh there were always men to dance and flirt
mith me, as a joke. And when there were new-comers, we always put the joke over
on them and I would do my best to make them "fall for" me, to the amusement
of all. And so the Summer passed rapidly,with me living through it as
a girl and as completely et home in feminine things as I had ever been
in male clothing. In fact, I grew more and more fond of wearing women's
clothes, and "being" one. I loved my smell weist and my long hair and
the daintiness of my small, “igh-heeled sl'ces, my pretty dresses snd hats.
I loved being powdered,rouged, perfumed and adorned with jewellry, and I

was particularly fond of wearing earrings, especially long ones which
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dangled ahout the side of my face. I even thought of having my ears pierced,
though it was not nesessary, with the new screw-earrings. <

Iy stage costumes, wigs and all the rest were ¥o®e ready when the
time came for me to start my stage career, and I was thoroughly réhearsed in
my oart. I could go through it in my sleep. I now had grown a.lovely
head of girlish hair and hated the idea of cutting it. But I woul® have to be
a man off the stage, and on the stage, at the finish of my act, I would have
to do the customary thing with female impersonators, and take off my wig, to
show that I really was a man. Byt Grace suggested a plan that would save me
from sacrificing my hair. I should —ear a close-fitting man's wig over it,
and a female wig over that, and when I took it off, my male wig would show
as though it was my own halr. And that's the way I did it. Of course, I
had to wear the man's wig 211 the time, in public, when dressed as a man,
but in the.privacy of my room, I couﬂld take it off and enjoy the luxury
of my long, thick feminine tresses.

Julian Starts His Professional Stage Career.

Seotember came, and I started my first tour on the stage as a nrofessional.
I opened in Albany, and all went well and my act was cordially received and
the very first matinee I had four curtain calls and after that I always
got a number of calls, and sometimes the applause was so insistant that I
had to make a little curtain speech. I travelled West arross the countrys e
nlaying all of the larger cities in their vaudeville houses, and everyweher
I am glad to say that I made a hit. Sonn I was occupying they stars
dressing room in the theaters and Imd the star spot on the program, which was
th~ last place. That was nice, because I *ent on at 4:30 and 10:30 p.m. and so
could arrive at the hheatee late, just in time to make uo and dress, vhich
took me about an hour.

Of course you, Miss Morris, as a young girl, probably have no 1ldea of the
strange sorts of people there are iIn the world, but all ggd female impersona-
tors are sure to come into contact with them.My act was liberally advertiséd
in the newspapers and on billboards, and also there was always an elaborate
display of my photographs, both in male and female costume, in the lobbies of
the theaters where I vlayed. I also usually got a newspaper write-up of my
act, with photos, and often a paper would send a woman reporter to inter-
view me, and then I would get a good write up, and very favorable publicity,
which 1s what every actor craves. .And so I got to be known in every city where
I played. You would be surprised at the quantites of mail I got-- what today
would be called "Fan mail.” The writers always were fwem people who had seen r
act and admired it and wanted to meet me personally--women as well as man,
but usually from men who were deeply interested in female impersonation :
and usually loved to dress up as women themselves and were infatuated with.a
men who cculd play the female as well as I could. I [lgways enjoyed reading
my mail and some of it was very amusing mnd also flattering. I even got
"love letters" from men, and from women, too. I received many invitastions
to meet the correspondents, but before accepting any of them, I made it a
rule to consult the manager of the theater, who knew many local people,
naturally. I x=a%¥® played usually at least a week in each city, and it
was pleasant to make acqualntances and be mrtertained by local residents.

But I was very cesreful vhom I met. I early decided to be a regular "gid=
"gold digger!) mnd get all I could out of everybody I met. I was not in the
business for my health, and people wanted to meet me because I vleased them
as an Impersonator. I decided to capitalize on this, and if they wanted my
company, they must pay for it in one way or another. Soms would buy me

meals at hotels and restaurants, but I soong found &8 mr source of considerable
revenue open to me. In almost every chty here would be a wealthy man

vho was a transvestist (I think you know what that 1s, Miss Mary--a mam:

vho vrefers to wear the garments of the feminine sex, or. vice versa, and
who gmets & sexual thrill out of doing sd} I have met hundreds of them in ‘the
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course of my professional career, as such men, who often are not what we
would call "normal" sexually,naturally are drawn to successful female
impersonators and even fall 'in love with them, and are eager to meet them
and to copy after them and try to learn all they can about female impersona-
tion from an expert. They want help, and advice. When such a man would
be Introduced to me by the manager, so I knew he was 0.K. financially, as
scon as we became friends he would want to give a party for me, and have me
a~pear at it in feminine guise, so that he and his friends could meet me
and see me at close range, and study my methods, and look for defects in
my impersonation. I would tedl such a man that my fee for asppearing at such a
party s a girl, would be $100, and then I always would add that I had nothing
~to wear, as I couldn't wear my stage dresses off the stage, and so I would
tell him that he would have to furnish me with an evening gown, slippers,
and a whole outfit. The man Invariably would agree to this. In each city
there were shops where I could buy a readyemade dress, which would fit me
after alterations. I had to select a large size, because my shoulders are
& little wider than those of the normal women, and my waist smaller (in corsets
of course). So the dress would be fitted to my figure, much to the amusement
of the people 1n the shop, to see a man putting on dresses. But they
knew who I was and so understood the matter. There was always much curiosity
and everybody would gather to see the '‘great Eltinge being fitted to a gown,
But I didn't mind their titters or remarks. It was all part of the game, and
most of the women were very complimentary about my looks and figure, though
it was hard for them to understand how a mere man could have such a good femini
form, and such a tiany wailst. In cities where there were good wig-mekers, :
I would usually also ask my host to furnish me with a good wig, saying I couldn
wear mv stage wigs at a party.
The parties would be held after the show. Perhaps there would be a Hﬂgf
a dozen men present, and there would be drinks, and champagne served with
. the sunper. Often the men would drink a bit too much, and get feeling good
and become rather amorous with me. But I knew how to handle them, and
vould pley the lady and flirt with them. Often I°would dance with the guests
to th2 mmsic of the victrola. Thewwould like to get their arms around my waist
and hold me tight, and treat me ex=ctly like 2 real girl. Sometimes when
nobody was looking a man would steal a kiss. I didn't mind. It was part of the
game and I was getting paid for it. I would sing one of my songs from the show
and do my besf to entertain the gentlemen so that they and my host would feel
satisfied and get his money's worth. Very often one of the guests would
arrange for enother party of -the same kind, so I guess I gave satisfaction.
But I insisted that the parties be circumspect. I would allow the men to
flirt with me and kiss me, if they wished@, but farther than that they could
not go, and I would not, stay too late at any party.
I met 2 good many women, and occasionally one of them would arrange for
me to attend a tea party or reception, to meet a number of her friends.
They all seemed to get a thrill out of seeing a man in attractive feminine guiec
For such parties, I would always charge $100, and in addition the hostess
would have to furnish me with an afternoon gown and accessories, including
corset, hat, shoes and gloves, as I always would staté that I had nothing
svitable to rear at such an affair. I would always dress at the lady's home
as I never aopeared in public as a lady except on the stage. It wou}d
never do for me to go in or out of my hotel dressed as a girl, and = never
did. It was an amusing experience for me to go to a ladies' tea party as
a lady and mingte with the throng. I rather liked the feminine atmosphere,
the rustling of skirts, the strong odor of heady perfumes and powder,y
the pretty gowns and hats. The ladies would have seen me on the stageland
read my nowspapeq)notices, and so were eager to meet s? famous an actor, .
end full of courisity. And the questions they asked me. They seemed surprised
that I, even at Qlose quarters, made as good looking a2 woman as any of \

them, snd th ey never failed to be astonished at my figure and my small %
waist and the fact that I wore high heels and everything else that a woman,

.
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wears. “ike most women, and men too, they couldn't understand how a man
could stend it to be tightly corseted and have a waist as small as a shapely
girl's. How many hundreds of times, in the course of my career, have I

been obliged to explain to curious people that a man laced in as easily as

‘a glrl and could have just as small a waist, with proper figure training,

~and that I didn't mind corsets any more than a woman did, as I was used to
them. : '

In my long 40-week tour across the country and back, I attended many such

parties and raked in a good many %100 bills and added so many dresses end other

things to my feminine wardrobz, that I had to buy an additional trunk for

them. My tour was a great success and I was hailed everywhere as the world's

gr=atest female impersonator and I bscame a housekold word. Whenever the

subject of impersonation was mentioned, my name was always brought up.

A magazine with national circulation gave me an extensive wrlte-up, with

many pictures of me as a girl, and this greatly increased my reoutation .

I have always photogr-phed well and I really did look very pretty in the

magazine as well as in the newspapers,which ran stories about me, with

illustrations. My "fan meil" kept increasing and I was besieged with

invitations to meet people in every city, and to attend dinners, suppers

and dances. People usually wanted me to come to the affair dressed as a girl

" but I would never do so unless I got my $100 and then only at private .

makix parties. Otherwise I would go in male attire. I made such a hit that

my salary was ralsed again and again and so I was making plenty of money, most
of which I put in the bank "for a rainy day". I have always been thrifty and

when I lose my "feminine beauty" and can no long ‘work on the stage, I shall

have an income that will keep me the rest of my life.

Towards the end of the theatrical season, I worked back East, finally
playing at Newark--and then came the Palace in New York, the world's
foremost vaudeville theater, in which it is the ambition of every actor to
appear. Anyone who plays the Palace is supposed to be "made." But I knew
it to be a critical audlence, and so was somewhat nervoud when I made my
first entrance Monday matinee. But I was very well received and received
several curtain calls at the end of my act, and so knew that I had "arrived."
It is a curious thing, but a fact; that many of the audience do not read their
programs or know what the different acts are, but take them as they come, and
so very often many in the audiences would not suspect that I was a man until
I removed my wig, and that would create a sensation, as I had fooled them
completely. I played the Palace three solid weeks, and then the season closed.
It had been hard work, but I hade been a great success and made lots of money,
so was very happy, though glad of a vacation.

Grace's show had done well and she returned to New York for the Summer
vacation at ebout the time my work ended. I was now too well known in New
York from press notices and my picture everywhere on the blllboards, for me
to go about dressed as a girl, as I had done the preceding Summer, so I
continued to dress as a man and that meant that I could not room with Grace, as
before. But we got our heads together, read the advertisements and finally
ren ted a nice cottage in the Adirondacks, on a pretty lake, in a secluded
section. I got together a good wardrobe of summer dresses, bething suits
and sports clothes =nd as soon as Grace and I moved into our cottage, I
became a girl again and remmined one for the following three months.

I had rotten to prefer feminine attire and living as a girl, especially

with Grace--just two girls together. I l<arned to cook and do housework

and I would dress up as a"stage French maid, with lace cap and aoron,

short skirts, black stockings and high heels, and trip about daintily, much

to the amusement of Grace. It was splendid training for me, playlng the part

of a rirl continucusly, keeping my voice in ferminine »itch. And what a relief i
was to do away with that close-fitting men's wig that I had been forced to wear
- My own hair had not been cut, and now it was well down my shoulders. If was sO

cool and cumfsstable to wear my own temirine hair, and I enjoyed it.
During the surmer I recelved a letter from mv II. Y. agent offering me &
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full season's tour of the lar;/z cities of Europe, at a splendid salary.
Naturally, I jumped at the chance, anl was delighted to know that my
reoutation had reached across the Atlantic. I had heard that the act of

& clzovsr femgle impersonator in the European caepitals was sure to be
enthulastically received, even more so than in Amsrica. The men of the
Latin races, and the Slavic and other countries ~re perhaps more effemfnate
than the hordic races. and they go in for female impmersonation in a big way
and a man ~ho can teke off a girl is greatly admired. It is a common thing
for boys and men to drese vp os rirls, <nd tke7y *»irk no more of it there
than —e do in this country wvhen we see a girl dressed in trousers and other
mslc clothing. I had heard that smsll, handsorme boys ars often brought up as
girls and, 1f they are pretty, they are looked up to, even if their sex i

is known. So I was eager to go over, as I wses sure I would meka o tremendous
hit, =~nd have some exciting experiences. For you know, in those early days,
Miss Morris, I really made a very vretty girl -snd more than once I o8
called "bmautifui. And 1 was so slender and had such a tiny waist.)’ '

"I think wvou s%till make a very pretty girl," I said.

"Thank you, " said Julian, with a smile. "But I am not so pretty as I
was. You lmow, I am inclined to take on weight and have to diet constantly
so as not to get too plump. And I have to lace as tightly as ever, and then
can only get my waist down to 20 inches, instead of my former 18 inches--
and sofmtimes even smaller, "on a pinchﬁ But I think my back, shoulders and
arms are more attractive because of that plumpness.”

"Yes, I have noticed them," said I. "They are lovely, smooth and white anc
any girl would envy them. And you also seem to really have breasts. How does
that happen?”

: "Constant massage with food creams and the constant wearing of tight
corsets, which force the flesh yp, have produced quite a noticeable
pair of feminine kmsZx breasts. I suvpose you have noticed the hollow g
betreen them, when I wear a low-cut gown. But my bust is not really large eno
and I wear small pads in my brassiere. I am careful not to do any exercises -
that will npoduce unsightly masculine muscles, and so I have kept my arms
like a girls, smooth and rounded. I suppose you have noticed my small !
hands and feet. That is just a piece of good luck for me. I was born that \
way. My shoes are size 4%A, and fortunately my wrists and ankles are small
and girlish. So you see, I am built to play a girl's part as very few men
are. Psrhaps I should have been born a girl. I would not mind being one,
but then I would be out of a job and it 1s better for me to imltate a girl,.an
make lots of money doing it." E
“But to return to our mountain camp. Grace and I had a lovely summer
there together. We went swimming and boating and took walks in the woods,
loafed and rested. For. the most part we preferred to be alone, but one
day while out walking we met two nice-looking men, who were summer visitors
and out for a good time. We struck uo an alquaintance with them. Grace and
I decided it wonld be good practise for me to' try my "feminine" wiles on
them, which I did, and soon one of the men became much interested in me,
whils the other "took up" with Grace, and we carried on quite a flirtation.
It may sound strange, but I had played a girl's part so much that I had
- gotten to feel like one, and so it seemed perfectly natural for me to
be a girl with a man, and of course my "boy friend" suspected nothing. But
nobody could have found me out, so perfect was my impersonation, even to my
own long hair. And I looked very pretty that summer. I always wore & big
hat to nrotect my complezion and avoid sunburn or freckles, and I also wore
gloves to keep my hands snowwhite. lly complexion had become so girlish that
it needed little make-up, if any. In fact, I often went without 1it, being
saisfied with a little powder. The men carried on quite and "affair" with us
two "girls", took us swimming and canoeing, and would stop in at our camp
for eats and drinks. But our relations were entirely nrover from a moral
standnoint, though I was sure the men fell in love with us. But we only

granted them small favors, such as an occasional hug'and kiss, or perhaps we
weuld sit on their laps and allow them to pet us--but nothing veyond that.
And so the summer passed ravidly, and ha-oily, and the time came for us to
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return to the city, and go to work again, Grace with rsheersals, and I
~orking on my act and getting new costumes and arrancing for myv trio to
Eurone. All through the summer I had been studying French, and Grace helped
me, as she had nlayed 1n France and cowvld speak French quite well. It is
understood everywhere in Europe and would be a great help to me abroad, and es-
pecially in Paris, where I was billed for two months, at the Trocadero. You
can imagine with what eagerness I looked forward to Paris. I wdld get some
lovely new gowns, made by some of the femous dressmakers, and also some new
wigs. The French make the best wigs in the world. And corsets. And lingerie.
I decided that kExaid® besides my stage costumes, I would take only a few
dresses and other things with me, and do my shoppoing in Psgris.

My agent suggested a plan to me, which I carried out;7writing letters to
Paris. The plan was to pay f-r my wigs, dresses, corsets, stockings, lingerie,
shoes, etc., by mentioning them on the theater vrogram as being mwrm worn
by me. "Mr. Eltinge's gowns are b~ Mollineaux, corsets by Tremblay, wigs
by Banrtiste," etc. I r~ceived answers,before I left,agreeing to the vplan,
and wvhen I got to Paris, i1t worked out very well, end I became one of the best
dressed"ladies"in the French capital. But more of that later.

The trip over on the big ship was pleasant, but uneventful. I continued
to.,let my hair grow, and wore the men's wig, which was a perfect fit.

Somehow, I couldn't bear to bob my thick, wavy brown hair, and so =»ut

up with the discomfort of the tight wig. Besides, I felt that my own long hair
might come 1in very nicely in some of the adventures I was sure I would have

in Paris and other continental cities And so I wound it tightly about my

head and pinned it closely and then covered it with my wig. I vas soon

spotted on the ship, as almost everybody had either seen my act or my
plcture--such is fame. I got acquainted with a number of veople, who

sought me out, and especially with a few men of a certain type, who, as

I have said before, are greatly attract-d by a clever female impersonator,

who needs must be very good looking as a man, fthough perhaps too pretty

and feminine looking for the taste of some big he-men. Wofuwn, too, invariably
flock about me, because of those same good looks, but they never are cridifcal
because I look gilrlish and pretty, but admire me always--and I have known some
women even to envy me my looks. When the time for the usual ship's concert
cam> round, I was, of course, asked to take part, and so I eppeared in feminine
dress and sang a couple of songs . Th-t made me even more pooular and I

was showered with attentions. Fortunately I had a stateroom to myself

and I was glad I didn't have to room with another man, for he would surely
have thought it strange to see me wearing dainty feminine lingerie and

long stockings, and corsets, night and day, and a woman's nightdress.

And of course, at night I took my wig off and let down my hair. So any man
seaing me would surely have thfdought I was & girl when prepared for bed.

I (1kkvays locked my cabin door, lest the steward should come in without knocking
and encounter a long haired, corseted person in a room that was taken by a man.

I OPEN IN PARIS.

A week after my arrival in Paris, and my establishment in a comfortable
hotlﬁ4 I opened at the Trocadero with fhe same act I had done before,—the
little girl, the maiden and then the grown up young woman, but I added to
it, as an encore, a French song that I had taken nains to learn, and I
dressed as a dainty French girl, a brunette, which was a comrlete change
from my earlier blonde part, and I really looked grite cute with my .
black hair done in typical French style of coiffure, and a black skin-tight
little dress, which revealed my wasp-walsted figure to full advantage,

I wo-ld wave a smell French flag. I made a tremendous hit and was recalled
agafh\and acgain, and forced each time to make a little sneech—in French,
which I had learned by heart, coached by the manager of the theater. I had
an American accent and I suvpose my little sp~ech sounded funny to the
French audience, for it always was greeted with roars of .alughter, as well
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thunderous a-plause. I thought they never would let me go.

n .
I receivzd wonderful press notices, and my picture was everywhere, on

bill-boards, and in papers and magazines. I was often interviewed. 1In a

very short time, I became famous, for the French love a Mﬁé who can turn

Yimself into a pretty girl, =nd sing and dance, as I did, on the stage.

I gained dozens of admirers, who wanted to meet me. My fan mail vas large.

Each day my dressing room was filled with red roses, my favorite flower, from

some unknown admirer. I received hundreds of reguests for my rhotogranh,

autographed. I had some lovely photograrhs taken by the leading artist of

Paris. There were many poses, showing me at various ages of girlhood, as

in my act, but many ‘of them as a meture young woman, in stunning gowns

and beeutifully coiffured wigs. And you may be sure that I posed so trat

my slender figure would show best--for I was very proud ofmy small waist

and it attracted no end of attention and comment--how could a man have

such a figure, they asked? The photos were widely displayed in the lobby of

the theater, and also in the showcase of the photogranher, who shon» was on

the busy Rue dg Riyoli, where thousands saw them. And the billboards!

I soon got used to seeing myself in the guise of a beautiful girl Aisplayed

everywhere throughout the city. And under it the caption, in true French

exaggeration, which read: "The most beautiful woman in Paris is a men--Julian

Eltinge, avpearing twice daily at the Trocadero." I suppose such publicity

would be hated by most men. Thye would hate to be called "A beautiful

woman" and have their pictures as such displayed everywhere. But I loved

it, and, besides, it was my bread and butter to be a beautiful woman, ’

and the more publicity I could get, the larger the audlences, and the larger my

pay envelope.”

"But I must stop now, Miss Morris, and go to the theater and dress,"
said Julian. "I hope I haven't bored you with all this stuff about myself."

"On the contrary, I loved it," I said. "I am deeply interested in your
story and in female impersonators. I have learned a whole lot. But I should
love to hear more. I want to hear about your experiences in Paris and the
rest of Eurore. Can't you come again? I would adore it."

"Suppose we meet next Sunday for dinner. Then I shall have lots of time
to tell you all about it, and about the Club Femina in Paris, which I am sure
will greatly excite you, it is sosunusual. I'1ll tell you what we'll do.

Come toﬁfhotel for dinner. We will eat in my apartment, in privacy, and
I will dress as a girl. There is a good deal that I want to tell you that
might nét sound just right, coming from a man to a young girl, like yourself,
but if we are Jjust two girls together, I shall feel free to talk to you as
one girl to another, without embarrassment." :
"That will be lovely," I said. And so it was arranged. And how eagerly
looked forward to that meeting with Julian. I could hardly wait for Sunday
to come. ‘ .

———
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THE STORY OF MARY MORRIS
BOK IIT

Chapter L
e s

"I have been doing a lot of talking," said Julian to me, "and I hope I have
not bored you."
' He arose, walked gracefully to the mirror, adjusted his hair and powdered
his nose. I marvelled at the perfect femininity of him, every move so girlish
and natural. Ang I continued to marvel at his figure, with its tapering waist
and 1deal feminine curves., His skin was lovely and white, and his negjbgee
looked so pretty on him, that I could not help saying to him:
"Julian, you look so lovely, I do not think thet Fifi or Nimi ever had
anything on you. You are‘perfect a girl as anybody could ask to meet,"
He turned from the mirror and faced me with a dazzling smile, showing
his pretty,even teeth. He was falrly beaming with pleasure at my prailse.
"Thank you, Miss Morris," he said. "You are very kind, and @ do greatly
appreciate your compliments, especially coming from a heautiful girl like
your £1f, who should be a good judge. Of course, it 1s my business to be as
pretty a girl as possible and nothing makes me happler than to be told that
I am one, by one who knows, But I assure you that I never was 1in the class
with Fifi and Mimil, because they are far more beautiful and feminine than I
ever can hope to be. I am only a girl now and then, and seldom ing public
while they are girls constantly and have been so for years."
, "That's so," I said," and of course they have had the advantage of youe
I have never seen them, of course, but I do not see how they could be much
Erettier than you are, as a girl, and I am sure that if you had had their
raining, you would be their match. But I think you are wonderful, being
a beautiful girl part of the time, and a normal man the rest. Tell me honestly,
.which do you prefer;-to dress as a woman or a mang"
“Well, Miss Morris," he said, "I will be very frank with you, because I
feel that I can trust you, for I would not want the public to know it, because
“they would think it queer, but I really prefer to wear feminine togs, because
they are so pretty as compared with men's clothes. I wear them more of the
time than I do men's clothes, here in my gpartment and on the stege for
several hours twice a day, so I have becomé more at home in them than in
‘ trousers, Besides, underneath I always wear feminine things, including, of
icourse, my corset, giving me a small waist and feminine curves, so I do not
{100k just right in male cjothing. And then I am so used to high heels, and
sshort, ladylike steps that it i1s a little hard for me to walk and act as
.8 man. And, too, I have trained myself so thoroughly in femi nine mannerisms
‘that, when a man, I constantly have to watch myself to throw-them off and
‘not give myself away. If I am not careful, when a man, I am apt to ralse my
hands to my hair to pat and arrange it, as wgmen do, and to reach for my
‘venity case to powder my nose or apply rouge and lipstick, though of course
I have no vanity case at the time. Another thing 1is the discomfort of wearing
my hot male wig over my own long hair. On the whole, I would be better off
‘Af I could dress as a glrl a¥ways. But of course, that's impossible, for how
then could I be a female impersonator? It's a mixed up mess, being part
‘girl and part man--I mean, of course, part of the time. So I have To make the
best of it. I have won fame and make good money, so I try to be datisfied
wlth my double existence,"
j "Mt's too bad that you cennot be a girl &1l of the time, since you prefer
and make such an attractive one," I replied.“Perhaps when you retire from the
‘"stage’ you will adopt feminine clothes permanently."
j "I hope that day is a long way off," said Julian, "for I want to lay
" aside enough money to duy a ranch in California and have enough to live on
the rest of my days. But there would be too many difficulties and drawbacks
‘for me to live as a woman after I retire. I am known as a man, and have

it
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hundreds of friends who know me as such. What would they think if I changed
to a Owman? And then there would be legal difficulties. My property and

bank account would be in my wwn name, so I could not change it to that of a
woman. But, anyway, I would ndét want to be a woman ol middle age or

an old lady. When a woman gets along in years, she loses her looks and 1is
apt to get fat and dumpy. I never could stand being an unattractive, middle-
aged female. It's nice to be one when you¥ are young and pretty, all right,
but to me it would be extremely unpleasant to be an old maid, with greying
Lalr and spreading waist-line, and probably with few if any friends. Looks
mean so much to a woman, that she alwgys dreads to get old anc wrinkled,

anc fights to retaln her youth and good looks, but still the years get her.
But looks do not much matter to a man, and he cares little sbout his appearance
~0 long as he looks respectable. So, you see, it is far better to be a man
than a woman after one loses h&s youth. Probably I shall retain my fondness
for female gisguise and shall secretly gqon it at home from time to time, otut
rot in public, after I have retired."”

"I never thought of it in that light, but I think you are right," I
sald, and a little tremor ran throush me as it came to me that some Gay I
would grow old and lose my beauty and perhaps be unattractive, and I felt
a little bit of revolt at my change of sex. But then it flashed over me that
my case, when I got o0ld, would be entirely different from that of Julian, for
I was a real woman, ana would have a loving husband and children, so that
life would be sweet and I could grow old in happiness and contentment.

"I have been deeply interested in all that you have told me about
Paris, and especially about Fifi and her story of her training. You have not
bored me a bit, and I could listen to more for hours. Can't you tell me
more avout Fifi and Mimi and Pebe. and %aby, and the life of the three
"girls" after they left the Transformatory. I should love to hear more about
it, and how they became Fdlies chorus girls and their experiences. To me it
is almost unbelieveable that these three boys couid be transformed into such
beautiful girls that they could be accepted as Folies beauties on the
stage, as well as off."

"Of course, they are very unusualf boys, having been endowed by nature
with pretty, girlish faces and bodies, something that seldom happens with
boys, not once in a million cases, I should guess. And on top of that they
had the training and treatments to transform them, and the help of Gaby.

And then, con't forget that all three of them had "totzl" operations before
they Joined the Folies chorus, and that added to their beauty and femininity.
Yes, I can tell you a lot about them after they left the scriool, because Gaby
told me all about them. I think it quite interesting, but do not want to tire
you out with my chatter," said Julian.

"There's no danger of that," I replied. "I don't think any girl living
would be as absorbed in your story as I am." OFf course, he couldn't under-
stand why, and I could not tell him that I had been a male for the first 21
years of my life and so could understand the reactions of Fifi and the others
in being changed from boys into girls. I had gone throurh a similar
experience, and yet it was different, because I had suddenly become a complete
and real girl, with a girl's body, while they had to be transSfrmed into
girls, in spite of their male bodies, far more difficult and excting. But
still I felt a common feeling for them, for, in a way, I was a female
impersonator, too. And so I was thrilled with tales of other men being
turned Into girls and hearing about their sensations and experiences. I wished
I could tell Julian about myself, but that was unthinkable, of course. lNot
a single soul except Charlie would ever know the secret of my change of sex.

"All right, I'1l be glad to go on, but first let's have something to
eat," said Julian. He stepped to the telephone and ordered dinrer for the
two of us, to be served there in his sitting room, and then said: "I guess

© 711 slip on an evening gown. I always like to dress for dinner. Do ybu mind
if T change? Come into my bedroom whifl)I do so."
win i i £ s xious 3 how he 1 3 s s
lingegie, %nwégghgﬁ?lfggeﬁgyéeéﬁngtgab o pos EO °° how’ne would look in his
if, with less oloth ‘ - € so perféect as a girl that I wondered
? othes on end partially undressed, he would betray his mascudi-
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1ty. Had he been dressed as a man, I suppose my ascumed "maidenly modesty"
would have prevented me from going into his bedroom, but since he loocked

and seemed like a girl in every way, it seemed perfectly for me to go —(right
In--just two friendly girls together. I am sure that he" felt himself to be

& girl and not a man, for there was nothing of sex about his bearing and
attitude toward me., He was a girl to all intents and purposes. I was agog
with interest as I took a seat and watched this pretty "girl" disrobe, and
admired his smooth milky skin, his rounded arms, his small wrists and hands,
his flawless back, shoulders and bust. His legs were shapely, as were his
hips and thighs--shapely and feminine., Somewhat to my surprise, he took off
his corset and so I saw him only in his chemise end panties until he hooked
on a handsome satin evening corset, well boned. He asked me to lace him,
wiilch of course I was glad to do. He was supple and laced in easily. The
corset was a small size, and I drew it all the wey in, until he had an adorable
1ittle waist., Next he donned his brassiere, slightly padded, and then a lovely
low-cut lace evening gown, which I hooked up the back for him. He donned
Jewelry, touched up his coiffure and make-up and really looked beautiful as he
stood before me in all his finery. Again I told him that Fifi and Minmi

could not have been better looking girls than he, and he was obviously pleased
at the compliment, We returned to the sitting room, and soon the waiter
served us a delectable dinner, with a bottle of champagne to wash it downe

After dining, we settled comfortably side by side on a chase longue, and

Julian continued his story about Fifi and the others. It was so cozy and

pleasant, we two'girls’sitting there side by side, very closely, our bodies

touching, his warm hip pressing against mine, and arms around each others

wailsts. As Julian went on to tell about those French boy-girls, I was not

only fasclnated in hils story, byt also in watching him, as he talked in his

soft, pleasant feminine voice, which seemed entirely natural to him, How

remarkable, I kept reminding myself, that this lovely girl is really a man,

H e looked pretty from every angle and aspect, and of course having his own

pretty hair, so nicely arranged, added to the illusion. If I had been my old

sglf--Charlie Cross--I am sure I would have "fallen for" him, as a girl,

in a big way, and, as it was, I must confess that he aroused in me some

of my old maleness. But the feminine in me also brought a little feeling

of plque because my beauty did not seem to have any sex appeal to Julian,
who, after all, was a man, But his attitude toward me was that of one

girl toward another, and I was sure that when dressed as a girl, he became

absorbed in the role and imagined himself to actually BE a girl, and

even felt feminine sexually. And so I seemed to have no sex appeal for

him, though he attracted me strangely because of the maje in me., But

neither of us gave any dign of any feelings whatever.

JULIAN CONTINUES HIS STORY,

Fifi, having won the good will and admiration of practically all of
the teachers, including Mll.e Brule, became quite a pet and after the
Christmas holidays she had many more privileges than before and got no
demerits whatever. Thus she was privileged to go to Paris §quite often,
chaperoned, of course, by a teacher,

One of the nicest teachers, whom I have mentioned before, was Nanon,

a very pretty natural blonde. Nanon, like everybody else in the school,

knew that Fifi had been sent there as a disclipinary case, a nd that

meant that everybody knew he was masculine sexually, whereas practically
all of the others were feminine in their sexual feelings and desires--about
the only exceptions being those I have menthoned, Florence and Lulu,

Nanon had from the beginning cultivated Fifi's friendship and after a while
they became very intimate and then Nanon became confidential with Fifif, so
that the latter understood Nanon's friendship and admiration for her, when
she told her story,

Nanon was a transvestist, but, unlike most of the others, she retained her
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"As long as I can remember, even as a small child," Nenon told Fifi,

"I was obsessed with the desire to wear girl's clothes, and rebelled against
putting on boys' garmentse I was always putting on my sister's clothes

and no,much-ew—1I was punished for it, I persisted every time I got a chance,
I was simply crazy with desire to dress as a girl. My family did not
understand my passion and did their best to correct it, but could not, for
it was born in me. My mother had to lock up my sister's things to prevent me
from putting them on, but I used to watch my chance and get hold of them and
wear them, only to be punished. When I was little, my mother allowed ny

hair to grow long, but when I got bigger, she insisted on having it cut
short, in spite of my protests, screams and struggles. I am small, &s you see,
and I grew up to be very girlish looking and effeminate, end pretty. I was
more girl than boy, to my parents' distress. And I was very unhappy at
having to dress as a boy, and grew desperate as I grew older. But I had no
chance to get feminine things unless I stole them, and I didn't dare to do
that. That 1s, until my mother took me with her to visit an Aunt who had a
daughter just about my age and size. "hile my cousin was out and my Aunt and
Mother in another part of the house, I went to my cousin's room, undressed
and put on a complete outfit of her clothes, from the skin out. I was 14

at the time and so was my cousin, and she had begun to think of herself as

& young lady, so her clothes were more or less those of a "grown-up", and
she wore corsets. After I had put on one of her vests and a pair of panties,
the nicest I could find in her bureau, I hooked on a corset, for the fir§t
time, What a thrill it gave me, the feeling of it as I drew in the laces’

Iy cousin was slender and wore a small size, but I did not mind. I fastened
the ends of the laces to the bed-post and, with the help of a button-hook,

I managed to get the corset completely closed. It was tight, but I loved it,
I next put on one of her brassieres and a slip and then chose a street
dress, the prettiest one I could find, and a hat. Iy tiedjunder the chin
with ribbons, and so concealed my short hair. I needed no make-up, for my
complexion was a pink-and-white. I had previously put on a pair of

stockings and high-heeled slippers. I surveyed myself in the mirror, and
was d elighted with my appearance, for I had gained my heart's desire, and
looked like =& pretty girl. I now slipped downstairs and out the front door

without being seen and walked away
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boy, and they were ashamed of me, but knew that I was a hopgless case, and
that I could not be cured, but would don female things whenever I had g
Cchance, and might even steal to obtain them. For some days I was in
disgrace, and meanwhile my father and mother were deciding what to do.
Somehow they heard of this school and decided that the best thing for me
would be to place me there indefinitely, and I could wear my beloved
feminine trappings without disgracing the family. And so I was brought
here. Mlle. Brule saw at once that I was pretty, small and feminine

and would make a most acceptable girl, and so I was accepted as a pupil
and began my training at once. In spbte of the disclipine of the school

I was happy because I could dress constantly as a girl, and play the part
of one. I soon became a star pupil and at the beginning I was the prettiest
glrl in the school. I made exce]llent progress in my training as well as in
my studies, and stayed several years until there was & vacancy in the
faculty, and then I became a teacher, and have been one here ever since.

It 1s a good job and I 1ike it and of course I love the association of

all these female impersonators, as we have so much in common, and there

1s nothing that gives me grester kick than a boy or man who makes a

pretty girl., That's the story of how I happened to come here. I have now
been a girl for ten years. It's the only life for me,"

From Henon Fifl learned about lesbian women, and about their love for

other women, which was a paprallel to homosexual men and their love

for other men. But neither Nanon nor Fifi were homosexuals, but simply
transvestists who liked girls the same as any normal man does, And

Nanon told about a rendezvous in Paris for lesbians, where she often went
and had "affaires" with women. This greatly interested Fifi. He thought

of his days at home, as a boy, when he had had plenty of affairs with
girls. He had missed such things greatly and longed for intimate
feminine sssociations--very intimate. He knew that as a girl such
assoclations would be very d iffieuit; if not impossible, until he

learned about lesbians. That would be the perfect "set-up”. Nanon offered
to take him to the place some Saturday, so that he could meet some of the
girls there. She said that Fifi was so pretty that $he would have no
trouble in making a "pick-up" of some girl or woman, and do a little
loving,.
. One Saturday afternoon Nanon and Fifi, having groomed themselves,

put tn their prettiest frocks and made themselves as besutiful as possible,
went to the lesbian rendezvous. On the way Nanon told Fifi much about these
female sexual trasnverts that #he had never known before. The place was ,

e cafe in the Latin Quarter, with rooms above. It was, of course, open to the
general public, but the proprietor and waiters made it a pointTo reserve

the tables£ and booths in the rear room for the lesbian habitués and

their friends. Nanon led the way and she was well known. At one of the
tables sat a pretty brunette who Nanon infiroduced to Fifi as her friend
Eva, and they at once joined her., Lt was immediately apparent to Fifi

that Nanon was Eva's sweetheart and that they were intimate--very intimate--
friends, and lovers, In fact, Nanon had told Fifi about Eva, a lesbian who
was 1n love with her, and she had made an appointment by letter for that
afternoon. She had also asked Eva to bring Edna to meet Fifi. Edna had

not yet arrived and Eva said she had gone to her beauty parlor, but would
come later, after she had had her hair dressed and herself otherwise
beautified, to meet Fifi. 4s the three sat at their table, Fifil looked
around the room with much curiosity at the otherg women who were seated at
some of the other tables., Some of them were what she hed expected of
lesbians. They look, d mannish, had short hair and wore severely cut

tallored tweed suits, and shirtwaists, collars and neckties. In fact, they
were dressed in as masculine a fashion as they dared for public appearance.,
But others were completely feminine looking, like Eva, and some of them

uite pretty and attractive, As Fifi Jooked g
%he fagt thgt some of them were regard%ng ﬁertﬁlﬁhogegfei ©q883 8¥eTGc8 st
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smiled at her and tried to catch her eye and flirt with her. She was a new-
comer and so of course they did not know whether she was one of them or

not. But they knew that she was an unusually pretty girl and so she aroused

them the same as she aroused normal men with her sex appeal, It was a strange

sensation to I"ifi, to have women try to flirt with her the way bogsxhad girlsia
flirted with her in the old days in Marseilles, when she wes a boy, and it was
just as thrilling, for after all these weeks, she was hungry for the female
sex, and these were real females, at least in body, and not imitation ones
like those at the school--and like herself and Nanon. But Henon had warned
Fifi in advance to ignore these women, and wait for Edna, who would be
angry if, when she arrived, she found the“girl”’ she had come there to meet,
on Nanon's invitation, paying attention to any other girl. Lesbians are
notoriously jealous, And Nanon had told Fifi that she would find Edna
nicer and prettier than any of the otherse. Fifi, naturally, was agog with
excitement at the thought of meeting a pretty woman, and wags impatient for
her to come, and also a little worried about the impression she should make
on her., Suppose Edna did not "fall for" her? That thought made her nervous
end yet she knew that she was exceptionally pretty and lovable, and Nanon had
assured her that Edna would be sure to like her from the very start, Edna
was a blonde, and she preferred brunettes. She had had a series of sweethearts,
but recently had lost the last one, and so was now unattached and eagerly
in search of some'girl”to love, ,
But before long Edna arrived, joined the three'girls at their table,
end met Fifi, who was immediately thrilled with her blonde beauty, and
immediately filled with passionate desire for her. Edna gave no signs whatever
of her lesbianism, but was delightfully feminine in appearance and menners,
To her delight, Fifi saw at once that Edna was favorably impressed with her
end the moment thelr eyes met and looked deeply into those of the other,

it was a cade of love at first sight, or at least an infatuation for each
other, Fifi had had a great deal of experience when he was a boy in
Marseilles, with girls,and so it was easy for him to recognise the love
light in Edna's eyes. But now he was no longer a boy and so would have to
carry on his flirtation differently. He could not make the advances as

a man could, bt now would have to play the part of the wooed, the female,
the receptive, the genkle sex. He must be an alluring, seductive,
desirable girl, and exercise all of his feminine wilzﬁ on thisﬁ pretty
woman, It was an entirely new role for him, for now for the first time
in his career as a girl, he was dealing with a resl, a beautiful girl

who filled him with passion and desire, His naturel instincts made him
long to make the advances and make love _to Edna without loss of time,

. but as a girl he dared not do that. Edan was a lesbian, and $&°of a masculine
nature, and must do the wooing. And Fifi must not for a moment betray the £z
secret of her sex, Nanon had warned &&Zabout that. No. He must play the part
of an enticing siren, look his very prettiest and turn on all of his
feminine charm, He must impress Edna as a lovely and desirable girl, kmk
and very feminine, as that was the type that Edna liked. Now Fifi was glad of
the practise she had had at the school in the flirtations with the boy-
gllrs and the teachers, and the love affairs she had had with them,

and especially was she glad of the few times she had met men in Paris and
flirted with them and won their admirstion with her sex appeal. ‘those
experiences had m.de her quite an expert as.a coquettish young maiden,
and she could play the part better than many real girls, But this
affalr with Edna was vadtly different, for 1t r,ised his male sex desires

as those other cases had not done. They had only been fun, but this was
the real thing. He wes consumed with the desire that Edna should fall
in love with him. But he would have to make her love him as a girl, and
he knew, from what Nanon had said, that Edna was very particular about her

sweethearts., They must be beautiful and charming. Fifi now realized what
a severe test this was for a man--to be such ag beautiful and charming
girl that a woman experienced in beautiful and charming girls, would find
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no flaws 1n him, but would fall for him, so that he could become her new
sweetheart, It was a very trying situation for a man to be in. And
he knew that women were so discerning and so criticaj of other women
that they would instantly spot anything out of the ordinary in him, anything
the least bit masculine. In spite of himself, and of all his!experience )
as a girl, he was somewhat nervous and wondered how he looked. Edna made him
feel so m.sculine that 1t gave him a feeling of doubt. How %ould he, a man,
really be a beautiful enough girl to charm ?his lovely Edna. Surely 1t zas
not possible, and for a moment he had a sink}ng feeling, rememberipg that,
gfter all, he was only a boy dressed as a girl. But there was a mirror onf
the wall nearby, and he glanced into it and made a qulck survey of himse%
and the lovely brunette he saw there reassured him. Yes, he was a bqauti ul
girl, much prettier than he deserved to be, he mused, Hi§ hat and dress were
pretty and becoming and his hair looked nice. Filled with renewed cgnfiaence
he now devoted himself to the task of chrming Edna. He must remember that
he was a girl even though Edna made him feel like a man, because of her
feminine beauty. He almost wished that he was dressed as a man, and could
lay a men's part, as it seemed so unnatural to his masculine nature to
Be playing the part of a girl and having another girl meke love to him,
vhen, Dy rights, and in accordance with the laws of nature, he should have
been making love to her. Momentarily he had a revulsion of feeling, and
a feeling of shame, something that had not happened to him for a long
time, not since his early days at the school, when he had resented his
change of sex., But there he had gradually become used to it, and reconciled
to it, because he was constantly associating with others who were in the
"seme boat" with him, boy-girls and men-women. On his few trips to Paris
he had met only men. Now, for the first time, he was in the company of a
beautiful and desirable women, of the sex that he loved. And s, for a
fleeting period, a masculine feeling of disgust swept through him, disgust
at reallzing that instead of a he-man, who could woo a woman”in the proper
manner, he was nothing but an imitation of a girl,,a soft, efieminate,
simpering creature, painted, powdered, perfumed and wearing a pretty

hat and dresd, and a corset that squeezed in his waist to wasp-like
proportions, So accustomed had he become to being tightly laced all these
months, that for a long while he had not glven 1t a thought, and it had

seemed perfectly natural to him, but now, with his sudden surge of masculinituy.
he bitterly resented his corsets, and was acutely aware of them, as any normal?
men would have been, He also became aware of his silly high-hz&&ed shoes

which were so unnatural and forced him to walk in a mincing, feminine manner,
and he resented them. He also felt resentment towerd his long, girlish

hair, the curls of which he could feel around his face and neck, very pretty
hair for a girl, but no fit hair for a mane. He resented his jewelry, so
feminine and effeminate, He almost blushed when he thought of his pierced
ears, and the ear-rings he was wearing, and his other jewelry. How.silly, he
thought for a man to be wearing a necklace, and bracelets and ladies!

finger rings. And then, for the first time, he loathed and despised his
well-developed maidenly breasts. How terrible for a man to have them, I
and rounded femele hips and thighs, and soft, creamy-white feminine flesh.
H e even resented his beautifully girlish face and lovely complexion, which
he had come to be very fond of at the school, and which everybody admired

so much. For a long time he had found it delightful to be a beautiful girl
and had greatly enjoyed his feminine lovliness, which often had thrilled

him as he gazed at himself in the mirror, very happy in the thought that
he, himself, was in fact thst ravishing beauty, with whom nezrly every
boy-girl and man-woman teacher in the school, was enamoured, He had )
basked in their admiration, love and devotion, and wished nothing betterthan
to be the glrl he was., But now he hated it all and cursed the fate that had
turned him from a boy into a girl. For a moment he had the insane desire

to tear off his hat, rip off his clothes, kick off his shoei snip off

his halr, and declare openly that he was a man, and not a glfl,

But Edna was sitting close to him, and she gently took his hand
and pressed it and looked deeply into his eyes, in which he instantly
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detected the light of sex desire, or, cell it love, if you will. Fifi was
enthralled to the depths of his being and in his eyes also was the light of
love as their eyes searched one another's, and a spark seemed to pass from
one to the other, a case of love at first sight. Fifi instantly forgot P
jimself and his silly ideas of revealing himself, which, after all, had
been only & momentary flash. Now he was engrossed with the beautiful blonde
Edna, who enraptured him, For the first time in many months he was in love
with a real woman, and she apparently was in love with him, He was filled
with desire.
Nanon had carefully coached him as to what he should do. She had known
Edmr and knew about her tastes and desires. Edna was looking for a new
sweetheart, and Nannn had been sure that Fifl would be most gcceptable to her,
because of his beauty and charm. Nanon had long since had the expergence that
Fifi was about to undergo. Nanon, a mna)who was a very pretty girl, like
Fifi, had gone to this rendezvous of lesbians and after a bit had met Eva,
and ceused Eva $o fall in love with him, So Henon had carefully instructed
Fifi gs to how he shoudd act with the lovely Edna. So now he recalled those
instructions and proceeded to carry them out. Edna, with her masculine nature,
preferred a very feminine end demure girl, and now Fifl assumed that role,
and acted it to perfection. When Edna squeezed his soft little white hand,
with its long, pointed;polished nails, so dainty and feminine, rifl coyly
returned the pressure and dropped his eyes until his long lashes swepp his
cheeks. This delighted Edna. Here was a coy young school girl, a virgin, and
a beauty, a malden whom any man would desire. Can you picture what a unigue
situation this was, how very extradorinar§? Edna, wlth a female body but
with a masculine soul, was making lovdgto a man with a masculine soul but
« with a beautiful feminine body, face and form, but--still a man. Edna had
fallen in love with Fifi beceuse of his feminine beauty, but Fifi had fallen
in love with Edna also because she was a beautiful blonde, but he.was
well aware of her sex desires, and he knew that she loved him because she
took him for a female--a lovely one. Fifi knew, from what Nanon had told him,
that Edna took no interest in men. So Fifi must remain, for the time being, °
a lovely girl that Edna could love, Nanon had warned Fifi not to betray the
secret of his sex. Afid so perfect was Fifi in his feminine role, that
Edna never had the slightest suspicion of thefreal situation.
Edna took the pretty Fifi to one of the private booths, and talked.
intimately with him, She told him that gome years ago a man had fallen in
love with her, a man of wealth and position. Of course she did not love him
or care for him, except as a good companion, as man to men, but she had
liked him very much, as one man likes another, and she had allowed him to
take her out many times, to dances, parties, the theater, picnics, and
other occasionse. Edna had liked him because he was a very nbce man, with
great good nature, wit and personaillty, and she had hoped that they could be
just pals, as two men. But, alas, the sex element had entered into their
relationship, though Edna kept trying to avoid it, wishing nothing more than
a friendly companionship. But she was a lovely blonde, and she found that
a platonic friendship between a man and a pretty woman wes impossible, and
the man fell in love wita her. She was a lesbilan, and could not love any
man, only women, but her boy friend was a big business man and wealthy, so
Edna's parents encouraged him in his courtship of Edna, and, against her
will, w as forced into a marriage. S he was fond of her husband as a
friend, but could not love him, but she tried her bestes On their wedding
night she slept with him, and gave her body to him as a dutiful wife
should do, but it filled her with the utmost loathing, and thereafter refused.
Naturally her hisband was bitterly disappointed at haging such a "cold" wife,
and they were not happy together, and finally Edna decided to tell him the
trutjg--that she was a man sexually, a lesblan. She asked for her release
from the marriage, and her husband granted it and they agreed to separate,
He was a generous soul, and understood his wife and had deep szmpathy for her,
knowing that she could not help her sexual inversion, so he settlefl on her

a large sum of money, and also gave her a monthly allowance of $1000,
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This, of course, macde her independently wealthy, and so she could do as she
pleased. Lesbians, as a rule, are not interested in clothes, or anything
of a feminine nature. The§ prefer to wear their hair short, and wear
mannish tweeds, short skirts, amd dress as masculinely as they dared. Some
éven adopted male clothing and 1livéd as males, and they got by with it
because they were the extreme type of mgsculine women. It wgs' fat easier
for them to assume male roles than it was for men, like those in the
school and at the Femina Club, to assume female roles. Yes, far easler,
for, unlike the boys and men who assumed feminine roles, witlg all the
difficulties involved--face, figure, hair and all the rest of it, they had only
to slip on the comfortable garments of the malke, kcep their hair cut short
and strut around as men, avoiding meke-up and cormpressing their breabss
vith a tight brassiere. Usually lesbilans had masculine charactcristics, the
same as female impersonators had feminine chear,cteristics, and so the
impersonation was easy for them, and they could live their entire 1life as
males undected.

But Edna was different from the ordinary run of lesbians in that she
was beautifully feminine and liked pretty clothes and tock pains with her
long hair, and was always perfectly groomed. She had a male ego, but,
because she was so pretty, she took pride in her aprearance, and bought

oodles of lovely clothes, frequented beauty shops and hair dressers,
end, unlike most of the lesbians she knew, made herself as atttactive
as possible, even to a tightly lacedcorset. Her clothed were lovely and
she did not scorn meke-up or other aids to beauty. She was a man, but
wisely played the game of the woman, because she had found that that got
the best results in her sez life. She had married at eighteen, and now was
twenty-four; and had had a most interesting 1life in her beloved Paris.
Bevause of her beauty and wealth, she had not found it difficult, as she
took her place in the Bohemiang life of Paris, to make many friendships,
and soon she took her place in lesbian circles, fell in love withy/a
lovely girl, and "married" her. None of her ‘'marriages'lasted very long
and so she had had a most varied career, finding a new love as Soop as
she tired of the last one, She was always looking for g girl that was
"different." And so whan Fifi came along, she recognized that he was decidedly
"different" but could not see why, but she felt the sex element, and
immediately "fell for" Fifi. He was beautiful, desirable, with plenty of
sex appeal, and she "fell for" him very hard. It made Fifi very happy, for he
realized that Edna, the expert, who had had innumerable feminine sweethearts,
not only had no suspicitn of his real sex--far from it--but considered him
a&s a beautiful girl with enormous sex appeal, and had become enamored of hims
This, to Fifi, was the climax of his life as a girl., He had been azmired
and loved by boy-girls and men-women at the Achool, and men had "fallen for"
him the few times he had come in contact with them on his rare visits to Paris,
but here was a woman who had had her pick and choose of pretty girls, and she
had chosen him as her sweetheart. How glad he was now that he had feminine kEam
beauty and sex appeal. For he knew that the lovely Edna would not look
at a man, and would only look at a girl of exceptiopal beauty. And he was
that girll Edna was infatuated with him, as a girl. It had gone as
Nemon had planned it. Fifi's feminine beauty had won the love of Edna, the
male women, the discriminating, the fastiﬂidious, the careful picker of
feminine loveliness and charm, more fastidious and particular than a real
man would have been. For, being a woman herself, she was a judge of feminine
beauty and could detect, with unerring taste, the good and bad points of all
other woemn and girls.
And so Fifi won Edna's love and was invited to sleep with her. Edna had a
charming apartment, and tcook Fifi there, after dinner. Nanon, who had had
exactly a similar experience when he had first become the sweetheart of
a lesbian, had told Fifi just what to do, just how to conduct himself in
the intimacy of Edna's bedroom, and Fifi ci:rried out her suggestions. Both
undressed. Fifi was entranced with Edna's beauty, and Edna was entranced with
Fifi's feminine loveliness. He filled her every desire as to girlish beauty
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‘and as he was of course wearing his tight bandages whi:h compressed the
evidences of his sex, Ednea had no suspicions. But it would indeed have
been almost impossible for anybody, girl or man, seeing Fifi either dressed
or in the nude, to suspect him of being a man, his body being so feminine-
looking. Hls well-developed maidenly breasts were enough to convince anybody
that he must be a girl, for they were little white mounds that any girl would
have been proud of,w ith their pink nipples. And other convincing features
. were his own long hair, his pretty face and complexion, his white skin, as
creamy white as any girl could ask for, his small hands and feet, his
rounded hips and buttocks and his gmall waist, tapering premanently because
of his long wearing of corsets.
Thus Fifi was able to delight Edna, as a girl, because of his feminine
lovliness, and also, as a man, in bed, after he had removed his straps, and
revealed his true sex to her. And Edna delighted Fifi, who had so long been

starved for feminine intimacy. Thus he played & dual role, satisfying Edna both

as a girl and as a man. The combination was perfect,
Fifi stayed all night with Edna, wearing one of her pretty night dresses

and i1t was a new sensation for him when Edna's maild &n the morning served the
Ewo "girls" breakfast in bed, for never before had a real maid seen him in
bed as a girl,and there he was, side by side vith Edna when the maid entered
and saw the two there in bed together, and for a moment he had a feeling of
embarrassment at thus being seen and being conscious of the fact that he was
& men in bed with a woman to whom he was not maerried, But the feeling quickly
passed,for a glance at his reflection across the room in the mirror
reassured him, What he saw was a pretty brunette with her hair framing
her face. Surely that was no man. It could not be possible, gnd no maid
could see anythong masculine about him , Edna had made him feel masculine,
but he certainly did not look it in any way. His night dress was low-cut,
and the maild could see his little girlish breasts peeping out from the frilly
1ace. And surely his white arms and little white hands were not t hose of a

men. And he was still wearing his ear-rings in his pierced ears, and a necklace

and feminine finger rings, which he had not bothered to teke off when he went
to bed,

) After breakfast and a lazy time in bed, the t wo girls, the blonde and
brunette, both beautiful, made a leisurely toilet and Fifi was allowed to
dress Edna's lovely hair and to lace her up, and Edna did the same for Fifi.

How he loved heaving a real woman handle his hair and lace his corset and

help him with his dressing. Edna could not get over her astonishment that

the pretty Fifi was a man, with such a perfect feminine body and lovely
face and halr and skin--but she knew it to be a fact-without question.

Yes, it was indeed a perfect combinatione
The two were now sweethearts and Nanon took Fifi to Paris with her on
successive Saturdays, and Fifi met Edna ang they roomed together. It was a
bIissful time for Fifi, and as good as being markied, for he was Edna's

‘girl” sweetheart by day, end her husband by night, giving Edna the utmost

satisfaction in both roles, female and male,
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THE STORY OF MARY LISRRIS
(CONTINUED)

As time went on, Fifi became more and more accustomed to his femininity .
He first became reconciled to the idea of being a girl, and then got so that
dhe 1_iked it, for, thanks to the continued doses of female sex hormones,
the gymnasium tre_ atments to devop his body into feminine curves, with its
girlish breasts and hips and tapering waist, and the constant complexion
treatments in the school's beauty shop , and the lengthening of his pretty
wavy black hair, he became more and mo-e beautiful and maidenly, and found
delight in his good looks. It was wonde:ful to be a charming young lady,
admired by all and loved by many of the other "girls" in the school, and by
some of the teachers, too. Fifi was immensely populer, because he wes as
pleasant as he was beautiful, and his beauty seemed to increase almost from day
to day. His femininity also grew, and this no doubt was enhanced because he
was in love with Edna, whose sewetheart he was. 1his being in love and being
1oved,as a girl, softened his nature and mede him feel that indeed he was
a girl, and he was like all girls who are in love--he became more lovely,
his eyes seemed to grow bigger, his face took on the sweet expression of
& young malden, that dreamy, happy face of one who loves and is beloved,
Through the week he would dreem about his beloved Edna, and his dreams w ere
a2lways delightful, though of a very mixed nature,. both masculine and -
feminine. At times he would dream that he was a girl in the arms of the
lovely Edna, being kissed and caressed and petted and treated exactly 1ike
a sweetheart is treated by her lover. At other Gtimes he would dieam of
himself in bed with Edna, when his sex would be reversed and he would be
the passionate male and Edna the femele, and they would function as such,

On week-ends his dreams would come true, for he had become a great favorite
of llle. Brule, and his conduct was so perfect in the school that he never
received ang demerits and so every Saturday he was allowed to go to Paris
and stay until Sunday evening with Edna, playing the combined part of wife
and husband. Edna was rich and generous and she bought Fifi many pretty
dresses and other clothes and accessories, as she loved to see her sweetheart
beautifully groomed and dressed. Fifi had become so feminine that he loved
pretty clothes and through the kindness of Edna he accummlated a wa,drobe
of which any girl could feel proud. Edna adored Fifi's small waist, which was
smaller than her own, and, to please her, he allowed her to have made to
measure for him a number of lovely corsets with a waist measurement two
inches smaller than his accustimed 18-inches, and, in spite of the discomfort,
he consented to allowing Edna to lace him into these corsets until they met
at the back, giving him a 16-inch waist, over which his new evening gowns
were closely fitted. But he kept these new corsets and gowns at Edna's, and
only wore them evenings for a few hours when he was at her home, and the rest of
the time he was contented with his normal 18-inch waist, You may be sure that
Fifi was always glad vhen bedtime came and he could go to their boudoilr and
teke off his corsets and don one.of the lovely night-dresses that Edna had
bought him,and prepare for bed. Fifi, like all of the girls of the school,
was expected by Mlle. Brule to wear his corseb at night, but when with Edna
he disregarded yhis order, for Edna naturally enough, did not want to hold in
her arms a‘wife”’clad in stiff corsets, but wanted to feel the soft, glowling
flesh of his feminine young body in bed beside her.

Nébn, too, continued her (his) liasons with Eva every week-end., Mlle, Brule
undoubtedly suspected what was going on, b.t in a school where the natures of
all her pupils were topsy-turvy, she did not try to adopt a high moral tone.
She recognized that young people must have some outlet for their sexual
emotions, and so did not object to Fifi and Nanon have ‘affairs in the city.
In fact, it was pretty well known to all in the school that Mlle, Brule had
long had a"husband", and that she frequently spent nights at his apartment
and also lived with him during the vacation periods. It vas also known that
1on% 8go, when Mlle., Brule had first changed to a girl, she had submitted to
a "total operation, whieh accounted for her remarkable femininity, her .
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nice hair and her femininely curwed figure, and her tiny waist, So Eifi

and Nanon were very happy and knew what it felt like to be a womasn and a wife,
and they continued their visits throughout the school year mnearly every
week-end.

The long summer vacation approached, and the"firls"began making plans for
1t. Many of them, who were to continue their course at the school, decided to
remain at the school for the summer, for they could see no joy or happiness in

store for them at home, where they had been known as boys. llle. Brule ruled
that any "girl" who went away on vacation, must remain a "girl" all the while,
and would not be allowed to wear male clothing. ‘they also had to promise to
continue always to wear their 18-inch corsets night and day, a nd their high
heels, the same as at the school. o most of them it was unthinkeble to go
home as girls. Their family would be ashamed of them, and their former
friends would be sure to ridicule them because of their change of sex. 4nd
how could it be logically explained? VWhat would their former boy friends think
of them playing the part of tightly-laced, long haired girls? And what would
thelr old girl friends think of them, seeding them as mincing, effeminate
boys dressed as girls and aping them in looks, speech and manners? No, it
was no use going home, for they would be ostracized and ridiculed and nobody
would want to associate with boys who had become so completely feminized,
Some of the "girls™ had parents who arranged to go to some summer resort
and asked their girlish sons to spend the time with them there, This would
be all right, for the real sex of the boys would not be knovn to the strangers
they would meet, and the parents would introduce them as their "daughters" and
nobody would be the wiser. But there wefe two or three of the boys who were
80 hard-boiled and had so much nerve and assurance, that they decided to go
boldly home as girls, face everybody, family and friends, and not mind the
inevitable ridicule and gossip. Little Iulu was one of these, but is was
easler for him than for many of the others because he was so like an innocent
and charming little girl, so sweet and predty, that people could not
help liking him, and would be armsed with his impersonation, and not be overly
ctiticel.

Mimi and Florence w:ire among the "girls" who had no place where they c ared
to go dressed as girls, and so remained at the school. It was not unpleasant for
them there, for of course lessons were suspended and their only routine was the
continuation of their beauty culture, the school's beauty shop and gymnasium
being kept in operation, so that the "girls" could heve daily facials, have
their hair dressed, and daily manicures. The school grounds, enclosed with
a high wall, were extensive and pleasant. There was = croquet ground where
the ‘girls“could play, this being the only game or sport in which they
were allowed to indulge, because it did not develop unsightly masculine
miscles and because it was suitable for young ladies wearing 18-inch corsets
and high heels. lhere was also an outdoor swimming pool, but it was not
popular with the'girls", because Mlle. Brule required that that they be
corseted when going into the water, and drying the wet corsets, was a nuisance
and also they got rusty. There were shady walks and nooks in the grounds and
comfortable benches, so the "girls" for the most part contented themselves
with tripping about the grounds--it could hardly bc called "walking"”, laced and
high-heeled as they always were,—and sttting on a bench in some cozy, shaded
spot with fancy work, knitting or a book. When the sun was shining they were
required to protect their complexions with wide-brimmed hats or parasols and
to wear gloves to keep their hands from becoming tanned. It was a quiet, dmx
sedate, lady-like existence. They were allowed to go driving in the country
or to Paris on little excursions, shopring,and sometimes the theater or
opera, or perhaps a night club where they could dince with the men. The
tall Florence, he with the magnificent long hair, would occasionally go on
these drives, but so self-conscious was he, and so ashamed to being dressed as
2 girl, that he always wore a vell, and would never get out of the car or
carriage. HNever once since he had become a'girl, had he mingled with the
public in the outside world. The very thought of it made him shudder, for e
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he was acutely conscious of Qis tallness, and had an obsession that
everybody would laugh at him,""not reelizing that there were many girls
and women as tall as he. It would have been better if Mlle., brule had
permitted him to wear low heels, but she insisted that he, like all the rest
of her "girl'pupils, wear always extremely high heels, and these, of course
materially increased Florence's height. Also Florence did not realize that his
Years of training and beauty treatments at the school had turned him into a
really attractive young woman, and that his lovely hair made him distinguished
looking, and that it was envied by all women who saw it. Ke had a perfect
réaches-and-cream complexion, and his figure was all that any real girl
could ask for. The other'"girls” often told him that he was a pretty and
\attractive looking "girl;, but he had an inferiority complex and would not
beTieve mim though his mirror told him the truth. But he hated being a
girl and retained his masculinity, and his only source of pleasure in his
enforced feminine role was his hair. He loved it and spent a great deal of
time grooming it. It was so long and abundant that to shampoo it was a
long task that had to be planned for in advance, for the drying of 1t and
dressing of it tock hours, His height was his particular bug-bear. Had he
been a few inches shorter, probably he would have become a normelly inclined
“girl’, and accepted the role with equanimity, as the other "girls" did.
But he was not happy except when fussing with his hair, and he always resented
his tightly-laced corsets, his high-heels and the dresses he had to wear.
In fact, he hated it all, except his beautiful, luxurious feminine hair.
It was his joy.
himi was quite content at the school, for he had no other place to go.
He enjoyed frequent trips in to Paris With some of the other" girls" and
teachers, and often danced with men at places were there was music and
dance floors. His hair grew rapidly, and was long enough so thet he no
longer xm needed to wear a wig. Like IFifj,he became more and more beaubiful
as time went on, and was very happy to be a pretty girl.
Fifi had no desire to go home as a girl, and, in fact, his step-mother
did not want him to. But the problem of his vacation was sbdved by the
wealthy Edna, his combined husband-wife., It had all been planned cduring the
spring. kdna engaged an attractive villa at #&me fashionable Deauville, on
the sea coast, and as soon as school closed, she was to take Fifi there f{or
the summer. She would close her towvn house and send the servants to the
villa, and she and Fifi would spend what they jokingly called their "héneymoon®
there together. They spent several Saturday afternoons sho_ping in FParis to
get Fifi a suitable outfit of summer dresses and evening Aresses, as well
as shoes, hats, wraps, negligees, and, in short, everything that would be
needed by & pretty young woman at a fashionable summer resort, so that she '
would be as beautifully dressea and well groomed as the rest of them, Fifi
loved this shopping, in company with Edna, and was delighted with his many
lovely new dresses. Edna from time to time bought him some valuable jewelry
and also plamned to allow Fifi to wear some of her ovn lovely jewels from
time to time. The outfit that Edna purchased was laughingly called Fifi's
trousseau, and they carried on the joke as though Fifi was really about to
become Edna's bride. And this led them to the idea of having a mock-wedding,
at Edna's home, just before they departed for Deauviille on their "honeymoon"
after the school had closed. They developed the plan and arranged for an
elaborate wedding, with all of the things that go with a real wedding.
A lovely white sating wedding gown, with long train, was ordered made for Fifi
and bridal veil purchased. And then came the forming of the wedding attendants,
which caused much amusement and merriment., For 1t was decided that Fifi
should have a complete array of a dozen bridesmaids, a matron of honor and
a flower girl, but all of them should be boys and men from the school. It
was planned that Edna should dress as a man (as she often did at home) and
that the "minister", best man, the brides father and all of the twelve
ushers should be girls and women in male attire. Thus it would be a topsy-
turvy wedding, with every girl a man, and every man a girl. Fifi told about
the plan to Mlle, Brule and asked her advice. She was greatly amused &t the
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ldea, and wishec to be prcsent to see the Iun, so she volunteered to act

as Fifl's matron of honor, &nd helped Fifi to select the prettiest "girls" in

the school for bridesmaids and agreed to have dresses made for them, all

alike. As flower girl, 1little Lulu was chosen. 1t was a role entirely

suited to him, for he loved to dress as a small girl and did it convincingly,

so that nobody ever would guess that he was a young man of sixteen years,

He loved to wear his long golden heir in curls down his back, and a little

child's knee-length frock, with broad sash, and little shoes, and ankle

lenght sockse. It goes without saying that pretty limi and Nanon and

Dolores were among the bridesmaids chosen, end all were in high glee at the

fun in store for them, for it would be quite exciting, and a momentous

occasion for them. And they were thrilled at the idea of apuearing as pretty

girls in a wedding procession, and at meeting the‘ushers and other females

me®, all dressed as men, of course, with vigs to hide their own hair

and masculine make-up and possibly with false mustaches. It - as up to

Edna to procure the "men" and she had no difficulty in doing so when she

eéxplained the plan to a number of her lesbianx friends. They were delighted

to serve, as they loved to wear male clothing, which appealed, of course,

to their masculine natures, as did the wearing of feminine clothes appeal

to the boys and teachers of Mlle. Brule's school--&t least to most of them,

Fifi asked the tall Florence to act as one of her bridesmaids, but he, while

flattered at being asked, at first refused. But when Fifi explained that

every person present would be dressed in the clothes of the opposite sex, so

that nobody need feel the least bit emberrassed, he conser ted, and got

quite enthuslastic about the party. He was terribly pleased that Fifi and iille.
. Brule thought him a pretty enough “girl" to be numbered among the best looking
12 "girls" of the school who were chosen to take part.

The school kyear came to an end, the class of senior Pgirls" were graduated
at epprorpiate exercises, and then came Fifi's and tdna's rock-wedding at
Edna large, luxurious Paris residence., There was the final fitting of Fifi's
wedding gown. The girls in the shop and Edna insisted that they never haa seen
& more beautiful bride when Fifi walked back and forth in his lovely white
satin gown. He found that he could handle the train grecefully enough, no
small feat for an“inexperienced men. but Fifi had developed feminine grace
to a wonderful degree and no real girl could wear her clothes better, nor
look prettier in them, then Fifi, As Fifi saw his reflection in the long
mirrors of the fitting salon, as he glided gracefully back and forth, he
felt a thrill pass through his Pody as he realized that he was rezlly
a beautiful and desireble young woman, and it filled him with joy and he

felt himself to be completely feminine. It wes impossible for him to realize
that the lovely girl he saw reflected, with tiny waist and perfect figure--
perfection in every feminine detail, had, less than a year ago, been a mere
boy. Edna was entranced at the appearance of her beloved "bride" and so
delighted that she could not refrain from giving Fifi a warm kiss, right
there in front of all the girls, much to their amisement. The girls thought, of
course, that Edna was just a close friend of Fifi's, helping her with her
trousseau, and after the two had left and were on their way to Edna's home,
they laughed at the way the girls had been completely fooled, and remarked how
mich more amused, not to say, amazed, these girls would have been had they
known the true state of affairs--that the beautiful bride, Fifi, was in
reality a man, and that the pretty Edna was her lover and future "husband,
It was a hilarious time for both of them, and for all concerned with the
"wedding" and they were constantly laughing at the joke of it all,

. For the "wedding" nothing had been overlooked by Edna and Fifi, and
everything was carried out as though it was to be the real thing., A quartet
of Edna's lesbian friends, who were musicians, agreed to furnish the music.
They of course were dressed as men.

The "fateful" day arrived, a nd there was much ado, as ususl about the
dressing of the bride. Edna's personal maid was assisted it arraying "her"
in "her" white satin finery by Mlle. Brule and some of the "bridesmaids"
who, already dressed in their pretty frocks, hovered about the "bride's"
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Dboudoir, eager to help, ir ngsded, anc anx.cus t0 inspect the bride.
licanwhile all of the ushers end other "men" had dressed and were rdeady.

Edna looked very handsome in her cut-away gxm coat and striped trousers

high, stiff collar and shirt and men's patent leather shoes. Her male

wig was natural looking and successfully concealed her own hair, She, and

all the other "men" had assumed dark male make-up, and 1ooked convincingly
mannish, Needless to say, Fifi and all the other "girls" had gone the limit

to make themselves as beautiful as possible. No pains had been spared in the
attractive dressing of their hair and in their make-up. They really looked
lovely, and when the "maids" joinea the "ushers' downstairs, just before

the ceremony, the "ushers’ were amazed at the perfection of their transformation
from men into women, and could not conceal their astonishment when assured that
all of these lovely looking "girls" actually were males. It would have been
impossible, they thought, to get together a dozen real girls who would be as
attractive a bunch of bridesmaids.

At last all was ready. The beautiful, smiling Fifi, took up her bridal
beuquet, and went downstairs to the hall to join the alreauy-iormed wedding
procession. The "minister" and groom and his best man took their places
at the far end of the long drawing room, the orchestra struck up the wedding
march and the party moved from the hall into the salon. First came the
twelve handsome ushers, in pairs, then came the pretty bridesmailds, two by
two. Then cide Mlle. Brule, matron of honor, looking handsome and very
distinguished in her specially made afternoon black lace sown. The ushers, who
of course had never seen her before, at first gasped when they saw her figure
for this rather buxom lady with her scant 18-inch waist, was a most striking,
even amazing figure, and when they Xmagximzm® pictured the extreme tight-lacing
necessary to nroduce that tiny, incredible waist in so large a woman, it
made them gasp in sympathy and wonder how she possible could endure it, little
knowing that Mlle. Brule was quite comfortable, having grovn up with that same
small waist since her girlhood days when "she" first became a " girl."

After the magnificent, stately lille, Brule came the cherming little
Tulu, acting as flower girl. She had charmed all of the ushers, who called
"her" a darling and longed to kiss the lovely little child. They absolutely
refused to believe that Iulu was e reazl boy. Mo boy possible could be so
girlish, so charming, so completely childish and feminine. Lulu was in the
seventh heaven, basking in their admiretion ana praise of his childish beauty.
And he fully knew that he was very pretty. He had spent hours in front of the
glass fussing with his hair and donning his make-up and clothes.

And finally, at the tail-end of the procession, came the adorable oride
leaning on the arm of her handsome and distinguished "father." The only
others prescnt besides those taking part were the servants of Edna's house, ,
and a small group of "girls" from the school" who were friends of the briae:
but who had not been included as bridesmaids., Fifi had met the ushers at the
foot of the stairs and had been thrilled at the way they praised Yher" beauty.
She looked "divine", the most beautiful "bride" they had ever seen, and they
could not belleve that Fifi really was a male. It seemed utterly impossible
to them, and they were siow to be convinced that this lovcly bride was
a "mere man', But Edna had told them all about Fifi, and how bezutiful "she'\
was, and so they were forced to believe that he belonged to the oprosite sex
from what he seemed. -

As the procession moved slowly down the long room, the on-looking maids
could not repress "Ohs and 4hs!" when they saw the entrancingly lovely bride.
Thas far the affair had becn as stately and dignifiea as eny real wedding, out
when the party formed at the end on the room in a semi-circle, and the bride"
stood side-by-side with the “groom, the useudo-Minister, in & serio-comic
manner pronounced a very ifunny mcok ceremony in words "he® had written for
the occasion, the humor of the whole affair struck everybody at once, and at
first there were gig:les, then rezl laughter, for it was a very funny situation
ena it ,came to all how ridiculous it all was, with a male "bride" and a female

"groom” and all of the rest of the party dressed in the garments of the

——
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opposite sex,; and doing it so woncerfully well that it would have complete -~
decelved any onlooker who was not in on the secret. In fact, they was so
much laughter that the "minister" had dirfficulty in finishing his funny
rigemarole, and in being heard, when he pronounced the Iinal words: "ind

I now pronounce you men and wife--in reverse, "

Edna placed the wedding ring on Fifi's finger, above the lovely diamond
éngagement ring she had previ-usly given him, and of which he was very proud,
And then Edna kissed her "bride", and all the others followed sult, in the
established custom of everybody being at liberty to kiss the bride. 4And so
Fifi was in for a siege of kissing, such kissing a&s he had never experienced
before. Even the "minister" kissed him, and of course all of the "bridesmaids”
anc ushers, who kissed the pretty "bride™ with a warmth thet thrilled Fifi
and again reminded him of what a beautiful girl he was, to be so admired by
all, and especially by these female "men', though actually men at heart and
An sexual feeling ahd instincts.

After this kissing bee, when everybody had not only kissed the bride, but
everybody/ else, ushers kissing bridesmaids, matron of honor and flower
girl , they all adjourned to the dining room, festively decorated with flowers,
as the drawing room also had been; and all sat dovn to an elaborate meal,
with the bride and groom, of course, seated at the hecad of the table. There was
a plentiful supply of vintage champagne, and with it the bride's nealth and
happiness was toasted again and again , and there was much hilarity and fun,
for all got endless amusement at the way the sexes were reversed as to clothing
the ushers especialiy finding it very funny the way these boys and men
were able to take off the fair sex in looks, voice and menners. The boys, of
course, had sunk their personalities into their roles, and to them it was
second nature to be "girls", but the female "ushers" had never before seen
such perfect female impersonations, and it struck Gthem &s amazingly Ifunny,
and they examined the boys for possible flaws, but could rind none, of
course, for they had not been "girls" at the school for & year, or more, for
nothing. The "bridesmaids™ and ™ushers" were seated alternately at the table,
and the "men" immediately started violent flirtations with the pretty "girls"
who were not slow to respond, and carried on the game to perfection, knowing
all of the little feminine tricks to make themselves charming and alluring--
how to use their eyes to telling advantage. And so well &id they do it, that,
after consuming a few glasses of wine, and feeling the effects, the "ushers"
got a little befuddled and found themseclves actually being intrigued by
these pretty "girls" who charmed them so. they found themselves "falling for®
them, losing sight of the fact that these charming young ladies were, after
all, only boys. It was their lesbian nature to admire pretty women, and not to
care for men, and to t-em these dolled-up boys were rcal girls, and filled them
wilth sexual desire. The "girls" of course sensed this and ot a great thrilil
from the knowledge that they had feminine sex appeal for these women-men,
but they got no sexual thrill, as only real men, and not imitation ones,
could give them that. And so they flirted outrageously and tovard the end of
the meal, were hugging and kissing one another in a regular orgy, which was
funny under the circumstances and not at all serious or cangerous, but all
carried out in a spirit of merriment and fun. -

At last the time came for the bride to go up and change to ‘her travelling
dress. From the stairs ‘she' threw’her bride's bouquet, aiming it so that it was
caught by limi, who was immediately congratulated by all of the other "girls"
because "she' was sure to be the next bride. Viiling hands hslped Fifi to remove
hls wedding finery and con his going-awey dress, emong them being Ekdna, who
did not have to change her clothes, as she had decided to go to Deauville in
the waiting closed limousine in her male attire, whizh she so ruch enjoyed
wearing. It did not take rirfi long to change, as he decided to wear the same
liggegie and c%rset which was a magnificent white satin creation specially
ma o0 order for the bride, snd which, to please Groom Edna, was size 16,

80 that poor Fifi nhag been uwPmercilessly laced for hours, and has been able
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to eat little of the delicious wedding meal (though he had drunk sufficient
champagne to malke him merry, and to take his mind off his discomfort) for with
a 16-inch walst there was little room for food. And now the poor "girl' was
dooined to many more hours imprisoned in his squeezing, unyielding white

satin armor, all the way in the car to Deauville, for again at Husband

Edna's request, he had consented to have his golng-away, form-fitting

dress fitted over his bridal corset, end so was forced o wear it. He
looked simply adorable as he tripped -~racefully down the stairs. He was

wearing a most bewltching hat pinned to his beautifully waved and coiffured
shining raven-black hair. Fis dress was lovely and ritted his slender

figure flawlessly, and his waist looked so small that one might think he

would break in two at the middle. He wore a neck-piece of summer fur, a
priceless piece of Russian sable, the gift of the groom. About his neck

was a string of very valuable matched pearls, in his ears & pedr of large and
peérfect pearl earrings. On one wrist he wore an expensive and magnificent
bracalet of large diamonds and emeralds and on the other a bracelet of
sapphires. On one desinty little milk-white hand, with its beautifully
menicured, long, pointed feminine nails, he wore, of course,his wedding

ring and large diamond engagement, ring, and on the ring-finger of his right
hand a lovely ring of rubies and diamonds. In his hand he carried = ladies

bag studded with diamonds.(He would have felt lost without a bag. When he
first had become a "girl" he had found it herd to get used to carrying a hand-ka
bag constantly, and missed his pockets, as any man would. But now & bag seemed
to be a part of him, as it is with real girls). All of this jewelry was the
gift of his "husband", the generous and adoring Edna, who thought nothing
was too good fer her lovely and beloved "wife'. And Fifi found himself feeling
as though he really was a girl, and Edna's wife. The ceremony had been a mock
one, and yet it had impressed him, playing the part of the bride, and feeling
like one. Yes, he felt like a real bride, and it was a glorious feeling. It
was true that he had often slept with kdna, but somehow now things seemed to be
different. He felt that they really were married now, and that he actually was
8 wife and Edna his husband. He wondered whether Edna hacd the same feelings.
He would find out when they got in the car,
The crowd of "men” and "girls" (in reverse) were waiting below and they
followed the time-worn custom of showering the bride and groom with confetti,
and throwing old shoes after them as they hastened out tc their car, thus
carrying out to the last all the wedding customs, and making it seem more
real to Bride Fifi. :
Fifi hed an intense desire to be charming end alluring--more so than ever ...
beforey-to her new "husband". He had taken pains with his make-up, though need -
now very little artificial aid, having acquired in the school beauty treatments

a flawless mllk-and-white school-girl complexion, and skin, throughout his

body, soft, smooth and snowy. But before leaving his boudoir he had periumed
himself heavily with a strong scent.that he knew Edna loved. Yes, he wanted to
be alluring to his "husband”. But he had no need for any artifices to increase
Edna's love, as he found-ut as soon aﬁvphey were 1in the car alone together,

en route to Deauville. For idna drew his "bride! to her, held his slender

form tightly in her arms, and smothered hin with kisses, which were returned

by Fifi in full measure. Ee found that the ceremony, t hough phoney, had affected
and impressed Edna the same as it had him, and that now they were more deeply in
love than ever with one another, and it secmed to be a different and a deeper
love--the love of husband and wife. And so they billea and ccoed, hugged,

kissed and carrgssed all the way to Deauville. Fifi completely iforgot his

tight corset and forgot himself in the transports of his love and in the

passion of Edna's love-meking., Arrived at their vilia at last, Edna

insisted in performing the ceremony of carrying niz her "bride” szcross the
threshold, into their prepared bridal chamber. 1t was late, and with trembling
fingers Edna unhooked Fifi dress, let out his corset laces, helped him into

his delectdble bridal night-dress and carried him aross the room and gently
deposited him in bed. It did not tale iLdna long to discard her male

3 ) : 1 o . = . - - -;ﬂ,\
,cg_:othes ana turn out the light and take her place in bed bezide her
beautiful, adorable and atored "brige". Ve wi.l herec drev - -

. R
(o) &%,
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THE STORY OF MARY MNORiIS (continugg)
w tdeor
In our last chapter we told about the wedding of Fifi and thelr going
on their "honeymoon" to a house that Edna rented at fashionable Dauville,
It was a little outside the city, with groundsaround it, and a tall hedge,
so that they had plegnty of privacy. Eva, who, like  Edna, was wealthy in
her own right, rented a house next door to Edna's place, -end took her "wife!
Nanon there to spend the summer, Thus the two "married couples" were close
neighbors and spent much time together at one or the other house, and had
delightful times together. To
Both Edna and Eva loved #£lie wear masculine attire, and usually dressed
that way around the house. It mace them feel more masculine and more like
"husbands" and it was decidedly more comfortable than their proper feminine
clothes, with the necessary tight corsets and high heelg and close-fitimng
dresses, which their masculine natures gid not like, but still had to
tolerate in public, Zdna and Eva were both pretty wodemn and so they made
very handsome men in trousers and all the rest of it,
Fifi loved Edna and so was very happy as her "wife" and most of the
time revelled in his femininity and his beauty. His hair was now so long that
he dld not require a wig and he spent a lot of time on it, waving it and
curling it with unerring taste to make himself moré beautiful, And, as a
bride, his beauty seemed to increase. Ang Pdna loved him more and more.
But there were times when his being a girl irked him end he would have
spells when he resented it and longed to be a man a.ain, and to assert
his manhood. Such occasional spells would come upon him on waking in
the morning after having been Edna's husband in bed all night. That would
give him a feeling of maleness, and when %e would waken and realize that
he must become a girl again, he would have a sensation of distaste, as any
normal man would have done if he found himself in possession of a feminine
body, feminine hailr, feminine breasts and saw on 2 nearby chair a heap of
fluffy female garments and a pair of forbidding looking corsets which he
would have to don and wear all day. Not only that, but he would have to
play the part of a young wife, the sort of wife that Edna had long since
taught him that she liked. ‘his was the exact opposite of his masculine
nature, for Edna 1liked Fifi to be the ultra-feminine, clinging-vine type
of helpless wife. She loved towait on him hand end foot, to pet and "baby!
him, and to have him sweet and demure.At times Fifi found it hard to
go back to this role after his night as a husband, but he wished to please
Ldna in every way and so he always became the "girl" she wanted him to be.
Edna had been wonderfully generdus and kind to I"ifi, entertaining him thus
all summer, and buying him many lovely clothes and accessories, so Fifl felt
that the least he could do was to please -dna in every way possible, even
thougﬁat times it went against the grain of his masculine nature.
When Fifi in the morning found himself in such a mood, he would lie
in bed &s long as possible, hatﬂénato get up and and don his feminine
finery, particularly his tight 18-inch corsets. But he would force himself
to it eventaully, and once up, dressed and laced and made-up, and hair
dressed, the mood would pass and again he became a contented girl and
happy'wife" and ready for another feminine day. that always helped his
masculine mooq to pass was Gn inspection of himself .n the mirror. How, he
would ask himslef, could such a beautiful girl possibly wish to be a mere
man, And then Edna, dresseG as’mmn, would play the ‘husband to her adorable
and lovely"wife, petting him, making love to him, and Fifi would experience th
delight of being a charming, dainty and beloved bride, and he would not willing
have changed places with any man, Dressing as a gilr was of course
uncomfortable and fussy, and here he must think more of his looks and
grooming than at the school, 2nd also of his figure, for, like all brides,
he mist look lovely to his "husband"..But he had long since become accustomed
to his dresses and tight corsets and high heels and they were second nature tc
him, and he would have felt strange indeed in male garb. He had long since
learned that Be be a pretty girl with a fashionably tiny waist, meant

discomfort through all his waking hours, but he had learned to ignore it,
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' the same as all real girls and women did. A small waist was a necessity, and so
of course he had one,

Every pleasant day “enon and Eva would come over, and all four "women"
would go for a walk or drive, and occasionelly in bahting. *his meante, of
course, that Edna and Eva must change from their male to female clothes, for
they could not appear in public as men, as their feminine prettiness and female
Gurves would give them away, - It always amsed I'ifi, in their bedroom, to
watch Edna changing from male to female garments, for, though Edna had, naturally
worn dresses and corsets all her life, yet she so much preferred to wear male
clothing, and her masculine mind so disliked feminine things, that she
usually protested when her maid laced her into her corsets, which she of
necessity wore very tight, and whish always felt tighter after her loose men's

clothes. It always struck Fifi as funny that a woman should dislike to don
the clothes of her own sex, and particularly the corsets. She was like a man
in that respect,

"Think of me," he would say to Edna, "laced as tightly as you are from
morning ti.l night and never compjyaining, while you spend hours in your loose
and comfortable men's clothes, and only dress to go out. Ie anybody should
find fault, I am the one," '

"Bgt, darling,” Edna would reply,it is different with you. I am a men at
heart, and you are a girl, and my lovely little wife." And both would laugh
at their 1little joke, and Edna would kiss Fifi, who loved to be called a
"ovely liftle wife,ﬁ and he loved being one--by day. ©£ifi hed managed to
sink his personality into his adopted feminine role, had feminine thoughts
and tastes and actually felt himself to be a girl. lhis mede his part easy
for him, as he did not have to act all the time, but could be natural,as
though a real girl.

But in splte of Edna's perverted taste, she always wore lovely clothes in
the latest style and tokk pride in her appearance, and, once dressed, was
content in her squeezing corsets, which she looked upon as a necessary evil,
She was particulap about her hair and make-up and was a most attractibe
looking young woman. And the same can be said of Eva. Nadn, of course, was
pretty, and Eva had bought him a lovely outfit of feminirfe dresses and other
things that delighted his heart and added to his attractiveness., All four
"girls" had lovely dresses.,

' Two or three times a week all four would doll up in their prettiest
evening frocks, don their "war-paint" and go to one of the fashionable hotels
of Deauville for dinner and to dance. They were four very kr strikingly

good looking "girls" who never failed to attract the attention of men, and
the very first time they went there the hotel's hostess introduced them to a
number of nice men guests and they never lacked for company when they went there,
and were popular at the dances, All four of course had to dance with men
though all, including Edna and Eva, would have preferred to dance with pretty
girls and women. But of course that was impossible, and so they made the best
of it and enjoyed the fun and exercise of dancing. But when rifi and Nanon
would see some unusually pretty girls, their masculine natures would assert
themselves, and they would long to meet them and dance with them. But ‘girls
do not dance with each other, at least not in public,

But Fifi enjoyed dencing with men, and flirting with them, turning on all
his charm and feminine sex asppeal, and got a great kick out of it. He was so
pretty and such delightful company that he had many admirers among the males
he met, and enjoyed his "conquests", though he was ¢ sreful not to make Edna
jealous, and would seldom allow a man to kiss him, even when saying good night.

Thus the summer passed rapidly and pleasantly for the two "couples',

They had fun together cdn were always thinking up jokes to add to their armisement.,
One of the best was when Fifi started to knit a baby's garment, and when discover-
ed at it by Ldna, pretended to blush and whispered to him theglad news’thgt
?ﬁiy%§ golng to have a baby, s blushing brides have done Tor time irmemoraiols,

5 was a great joke and it was passed on the ~va and lenon and kepnt up for
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some time, and Edna took to calling him "little mother" and treating him

as though he actually was a woman and enciente. And the starnge part of it is
that Fifi had so engulfed himself in the part of a wife, that at times he
actually found himself wishing that he really was a wife and could have a
baby, It was the maternal insticnt, and Fifi found it Ryiwmz divine,

But let's go back to the school, to the time of gracustion, There had
been quite a large class of 'girls'" graduated. The usual comuencement exercises
were held, just like a real girls!' school, and the graduates were given their
diplomas. And then they were ready to leave and embark on theilr careers in
the outside world--their feminine careers,

Mll.e Brule had long conducted a sort of employment bureau in order to

secure jobs for those of her "girls" who needed work to supvost themselves.

She kept in touch with various businesses in Paris, also with employment

a gencies, and so she was able to place her "girls" in jobs that were suitable
for them, and for which they had been trained--jobs, of course, of a feminine
nature,

One of the' girl graduates, who had become very proficilent in the beauty
parlor oﬁ—the school, a nd was a clever hair-dresser and handy with thread and
needle, sSecured as job as lady's maid to a young, wealthy and beuatiful young
matron. It was just the work that he loved--the care f@?-a lovely woman,
to dress her, bathe her, take care of her clothes, and, in short, do all the
customary work of a lady's maid, including hair- dressingl and manicuring. )gf
Another of the "girls" who was fond of children, secured a position as mirse~""
maid in a wealthy home, where he had the care of two pretty young children.

It was a large household, with lots of servants, including several men, a nd the
new nursemaid, who was something of a flirt, enjoyed the life in the servants(-
quarters,

Several secured positions as shop-girls in stores that specialized in
selling feminine goods. Two of the "girls", who were very shapely, got jobs
as dress models, and loved it, as it affored them an opportunity, dey after day
to try on and model lovely dresses and furs, which they adored with true
feminine taste. e"girl™ who had been one of the school's tightest lacers,
and had an unusually tiny waist, and.excellent figure otherwise, was hired as
a corset model, and simply revelled in the work, Another girl, who was
pretty, shapely and had a good voice, got a job as a chorus girl, and others
?ot various occupations that were suited to them,

Hardly any went back home to live with their parents, for how could they
explaingheir change of sex? They had left home as boys and were known as

(poys, so it seemed too difficult to explain and to bar ass t turn
°hpme,as girls. And none of them had © % sl ghtes% %e re ﬁmi&e %aci.%

OYSe
ip J But the most fortunate, and the most envied by the other pupils, were two
of the "girls" who were rich in their own right, and could live a life of
luxury, as they pleased, with plenty of pretty clothes, Both of them were
attractive "girls"” and they could engage luxurious bachg&lor quarters, and
with their money and clothes, could join almost any circle of Paris they
desired, whether Bohemian or high society. There they could meet attractive
men; have a good time, and possibly "merry". They could join women's
clubs, and perhaps teke up art or music for recreation. And they could have
all of the gresses and furs and jewelry that they craved. Vhat happy' girls
were theyl
A few of the girl graduates stayed at the school to work, perhaps as
“teachers, or in the beauty shop or as house servants. Among these was
Florence, ' 'she ' of the long hair and tall stature. Owing to “her' skill with
long halr, Mlle, Brule gave “her ‘a position in the beauty shop of the school,
grg s%e was quite happy, so long as she could handle hair, long hair, her own
hat of others., She could not bear the t

orld hought of g o
w as a woman, gnd noy could not change b ¢ Fi S35 EE it e

ack to a Man
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owing to the femine development of "her" body, including breasts that were
too noticeable to hide beneath masculine clothes, and curving feminine
hips, thighs and buttocks. Also he would not dream of sacrificing even an inch
of his magnificent mane of hair, which was his jo¥p, fetish, obsession. 4nd
so Florence stayed at the school was as content as any man in her place :
could expect to be, I mean, a real man, which Florence stlll_was, in spite orf
having "been" a girl for so many years. He had been feminized and molded into
feminine form and seemed to be a girl in every detail--and still he was a man,
though nobody would have guessed it, and his wonderful 1ppg hair, great, .
glossy masses of it reaching nearly to his ankles, mace him appear outstanding s
1y girlish. How could a man have such hair? he often askec himself. It was sof
lovely, and he did not deserve such a beautiful feminine possession. But'it
weas there for him to fondly care for and luxuriate in. It added greatly to his
girlish charm, framing his face which, through the years, with daily bezuty
treatments, hed attained a perfect complexion. Framed by his soft hair, his
pink and white face, with 1ts regular features, had become really pretty
¢end he was a very attractive girl, though he did not realize it, because he
had no desire to be a pretty girl, and always thought of his height as
preventing him from being an attractive woman. He did not seem to realize that
there are thousands of women as t&ll as he, and that people do not laugh at
them. But he was sensitive about his tallness as well as about his feminine
masquerade, which he never ceased to resent., He resented it all-except his
magnifitent hair. That he loved.

The summer vacation period came to an end, and the school reopened, this
was an interesting and exciting time for the "old glrls" who returned I6r anoth
er year, bec,use of the new pupils, who always excited their curiosity, and
often amusement at the start of the school year. So the old'girls*always
'made it a point to be back and ready to "receive" the new pupils, all of
whom arrived on the same morning. Thev wanted to see these boys as they
arrived, to size them up and speculate as to how good girls they would

make. The boys always were timid and embarrassed and self-conscious, and
nervous about the ordeal they knew was in store for them, the disclipine
and the figure training they knew wes in store for them. ‘they knew tney were
in for a bad time at first, so naturally they werec anxious zbout what was
about to happen to them., But nearly all of them wanted to be transformed into
girls, They were small and girlish and effeminate, and physically fitted for
the transformation., Otherwise llle. Brule would not have accepted them,
How superior the "old girls" felt. They had been "girls" for a year, had
their ovmn long hair, girlish figures and were thoroughly at home in their
feminine clothes, graceful and at ease. They whispered among themselves,
laughingly, as they inspected the timid new boys, giving them a sort of
initiation and doing their best to make them feel uneomfortable. And they
very soon became more uncomfortable, for lille., Bru.e rounded them up and
they were sent to their rooms, divested of their male clothing, and dressed as
girls, Mlle. Brule made it a point to lace them in quite severely at the very
start, as a matter of disclipine, and they also were required to wear shoes
with 4-inch heels. Having donned their plain school dresses, they went to
the school's assembly room for instruct.on. Most of these boys had had some
experience in wearing girls' clothes, for, being transvestites, they had
donned their sisters' or mothers' or any other female person's clothes they
could gct hold of, on every possible occasion, and worn them in the privacy
of their own rooms, or to masquerades, fancy dress parties, etc, But they
had only done impersonations for brief periods, a few hours of an evening,
and few of them had corseted themselves as tightly as they now were laced in
by Mlle., Brule, 4lso such high heels were strange to them. And so they felt
eflbarrassed and awkward, end looked clumsy and goyish as they assembled
iIn the school room. Their corsets bothered them from the very start, and they

found it a bit difficult to sit down, &nd they worried to think thatgghis was
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only morning, and that they were doomed to wear their tight stays all the rest
0i the day and evening, and sleep in them. But they had wanted to come to
the school and be transformed into girls, and this was a part ol the training,
So they put up with it willingly enough. But wit: their short hair and
avkwardness, they were quite funny, and the old "girls" were amused in
watching them, lille, Brule gave them instruction in things feminine, and
showed them how to walk, sit and rise, how to use their hands and know
what to do wilth them in the absence of pockets. She also told them sbout
the rules of the school, and thc punishments for breaking them,
But the interesting time was when all the "girls" assembled in the drawing
room before dinner. That was the opportunity to size up the new"girls! and J
see how they would do in their feminine roles, and to see which would be the
best looking. For each new "girl" spent part of the afternoon in the beauty
shop, being made up, and fitted vwith = becoming wig, and then they were dressel
in pretty evening gowms, and for the first time that dey they felt at ease,
and even happy, as they inspected themselves in the mirror, and saw that at
last they really looked like girls. For the make-up, the wigs and the becoming
dresses made all the difference in the world. They were helped in their dressi
by the o0ld "girls" and come of the tecchers. Some of the ‘old girls, as a part /
of the initiation, laced the new "girls" in much tigh.er than they had been #m
during the day, telling them thet it was by order of lille., DBrule, and vhile
these poor "girls" were nroud of their tiny waists, yet they suffered and
could hardly eat any dinner. But with their wigs and malie-up they felt less
embarrassed, particularly those who made up prettily. 4 few of them were
quite pretty, and all of them looked like pirls, though some were rather
homely, though with feminine looking faces. It was surprising to see how
readily they assumed feminine airs and mannerisms, now they they looked like
gﬂiﬁs. Thelr clothes changed them and they irmmediately began to play the
part of girls, instinctively, even to that typically feminine motion of
patting the hair, and putting a stray lock in place. But they were still
clumsy and awkward in their tight corsets and high heels, and needed lots of
training in handling themselves gracefully and in a girlish manner. They
already had been told to pitch thelr voices in a high, girlish key, and that
too, seemed to come natural to them., liost of them, being efieminate, had
high tenor volces, so that was no problem or effort for them, There was one
thing that they did not have to worry eoout, and that was taking long,
boyish strides. Their corsets and high heels prevented that, a nd they
tripped about in short, dainty, mincing steps, balancing themselves precarious-
ly on thelr extremely high stilts of slipperss
Fifi and Mimi and Florence and Lulu and all the rest of the girls walked
about to closely inspect the new'girls, making them feel that they were on
exhibition. They discussed them and decided which would make the prettiest
"girls" and which would have thc best figures. They were d.eply interested
in the looks of the new "girls", for what they most admired, being what they
were, was beauty in a boy-girl, and if one was attractive, he was sure to be
popular in the school, and his friendship sought. Every "girl’ in the school
was striving with might and main to be as beautiful as possible. That was
their heart's desire, and the pretty ones were envied by those less fortunate.
Of course, Fifi and limi were the most beautiful "girls" in the school, and
so they were very popular and sought after. They were loved by a good many in
the school, and were overwhelmed with invitations to sleep with other "girls"
whigh they sometimes accepted, especially i1f the "girl" who invited them was
attractive ‘herself, But Fifi would have preferred to sleep with a real
girl, while Himi would have preferred to sleep in the arms of a boy or man
who was more real than these glrlish boys, who seemed to be girls, and were
not a bit 1like males. For, how could they be, with their long, girlish hair,
thelr girlish breasts, tapering waists and feminine curves, ,and soft, smooth
Hg%glgss,bod es, which were heavily merfumed to be more alluring? It was a

e sl / o
o Ciaed change for Fify, after his long sumner 2s the "husband" as well
as "wife® of the lovely Edna. He felt as though he had two sexes then,
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but when he slept with one of the "girls" at the school, he felt as though
he was possessed of only one sex, and that feminine. But he liked to be
loved and caressed, even if only by a boy-girl, for he would imagine

his bed-mate to be Edna, and himslef to be the "wife". 1In the dark it was
mich the same,

That year's entering class was lerge, and unusual in that four of the new
pupils had eady been transformed, and entered as "girls"., this, of course,
was pleasing to llle. Brule, as all of the preliminary work of transforming
them was already accomplished, making her task much easier,

These four are so interesting that I will teke up their cases and descrilb
them in some detail, for it was indeed rare that boys should be transformed
into girls before coming to the school, but these four had lived as girls in
the outside world, and now came to the school for further training and
education.

First, there was “ebe, about whom we have heard before. iou will recall
that Bebe was the protege of Gaby de Lys, who had discovered him, as a boy,
in the streets of Paris, and, being struck by his girlish prettiness, had
persuaded him to adopt feminine garb and play the part of a girl, which he
had done with eonspicuous success, Then Gaby had a:_angea for him to
have a “total" operstion, which had had wonderful results in feminizing

B ebg who was a delicious bionde. Lebe had slowly recovered from the
operation. He had been fed strengthéning foods and vitamins, and a special
diet to build him up after the severe operation, and he also had regularly
taken female sex hormones, so he had developed into a most charming little
maiden, &lmost completely feminine, extremely pretty, sweet and demure,
and Gaby was delighted with him, His body took on feminine curves and
lines, his hair grew thicker, finer and blonder. HEis skin was white and
smooth and soft, and practically hairless. His blue eyes seemed to grow
large and cdreamy; his feet and hands secemed to grow smeller. lils voice
was a sweet soprane He was gracerul and girlish in every movement, and
so pretty that men would turn for a second look, In fact, it is difficult
to plcture a more lovely little blonde malden than Eebe had become, and
it was impossible to believe that he once had been a boy., 4ng he had
108t completely all his former masculinity, which to him was only a
memory. He felt himself to be a girl and was completely feminized in

every way, with feminine instincts and desires. lien appealed to him
sexually--and he appealed to them, for he had a large meesure of feminine
sex appeal., In short, he was as much a girl as it 1s physically possible
for a male to become, and, after his operation, he certainly could no
longer be called a male, He was sexless, but the female predominated in
him probably 80%, vhigh is asmuch aimost females possess,

At the end of her theatrical season, the beuatiful and famous
Gaby de Lys, the most popular actiress in FParis and known to millions,
took Bebe with her to spend the summer at a fine resort hotel in the
Swiss Alps. ‘they had a splendid suite of rooms together, overlooking the
lake, and wit: snow-clad mountains in sight. Yaby was intensely fond of
bebe, and was proud of the way in which she had caused his transformation
from a boy into a charming and beautiful young girl. She loved Bebe, and
often they slept together, whigh was a delight to Lebe, for Gaby was
a famous beauty, the toast of Paris , and many a man would have given his

right arm for the privilege of sleeping with her. But Bebe had it for

. nothing and found it an exquisite pleasure to sleep in the arms of the
lovely Baby, and to be kissed and caressed by her. They were ‘very intimate.
(The reader will recall that Gaby formerly had been a male, but had been
transformed into a girl by a "total" operation, similar to the one Bebe
had had)., Thus they had much in comaon, and both were the same sexually,
and coglb egjgy each other's company, and make love harmlessly,

aby had countless friends, acquaintances and admirers, and many of
them were at the Swiss hotel, so that she was always surrounded and le,
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sought her company. Bebe, of course, was constantly with Gaby, and so he

met all of her admirers and was in on all of the parties, gances, etc,
Ang Bebe was so pretty ang charming, that he soon won & circle of
admirers for himself, especially among the younger people, and so he had

& wonderful time, a nd found it simply heavenly to be a beautiful young
girl, adored by all males who came in contact with hime. He had all of
the sensations of a girl, and it was divine. Boys and men fell in love
with him, and he knew what it was to be kissed, but he also knew that he
had to be circumspect, for marriage was not for him, though he would
have given anything if he could have become a wife. He even wished that
he could become a mother and he pictured how hapry he would have been
as a beloved wife, with babies of his own. The thought of nursing a baby--

h¥s ovm child--at his breast--thrilled him with ecstasy, but, alas, ¥
it could never be, He was a girl--and yet--not a girl., But he did not

regret his transformation. To be a boy would fill him with distaste, and
he was thankful that he was no longer one. He recalled with disgust how
he formerly wore trousers and short hair, drab, shapeless clothes,

How could anybody bear being a boy? He asked that question often as he
stood in front of the mirror and surveyed the beautiful blonde beauty

that was himself--that lovely long, wavy hair 6 that pretty face, that

slender, curved figure, with its tiny walst the pretty clothes that were so
becoming. It was an é&ntrancing vision, whilh thrilled him more than it
could a girl who had never been a boy, for it was more wonderful--his
transformation--and he gloried in it. He was sure thet no other boy in
the world had ever experienced the ecstasy of being a beautiful little
blonde maiden, perfect in every detall. And so he was supremely happy
and delighted in his femininity and lovliness. Ijwas divine,

The holiday period drew to a close and Gaby had to return to Faris

.and start rehearsals for the Folies show, Gaby had trained Lebe
along feminine lines as much as possible while they had been together,
but there was much lacking, and, furthermore, he needed more schooling.,

So i1t was decided that he should go to lille. Brule's school for a year,

- She was glad to receive a pupil elrcady transiormed, and so pretty and
feminized. lt would be an easyv task for the school. <“esides book
lessons, all he needed was figure training, and the development of his
breasts and body, and learning to sew, tat and do fancy work, and
similar feminine training. He slso was to take rusic lessons, so as to
develop his singing voice. For Gaby had planned for Bebe to o into the
Folies chorus, as soon as he was ready. /snd the scho-l vz2:1d do a lot to

orepare him, . . .

" 7 Bebe had felt a little sad =t leaving the Swiss resort, where he had
had such a glorious sumuer. And he hated to take leave of Gaby, t hou;h

he knew that he would be able to visit her week-ends, in Feris. And there
was another thing that saddened Bebe. He had had his first love affair.,
A handsome boy had fallen in love with him, a nd he with the boy. He knew
the sensations of a girl who loved and was loved. It had been suzh an
exquisite experience , and had made him so happy to rezlize that he had
so rmuch feminine  sex zppeal--so happy to realize that he was a hoy
girl so pretty and attractive that men could love and desire him. And
he was not ashamed of the fact that he could love a man. He gloried in
his change of sex and in his feminine sensations. )

But he had to say good bye to his lover, and, on advice of Gaby, he
dropped him, for it would do no good to keep the afiair up aiter he
went to school, as nothing could come of it, and he did not want to
mislead the young man further, but let him look for snother girl--a real
one--on whoim he could lavish his affections. £nd pzrhaps, Bebe chought,
I will find another sweetheart in the school, among the boy-girls, '

out vthom he had an intense curiosity. What would they be like? he wonder-

38. He haa never seen any impersonators, excepting hinmself, in the mirror

and now 5 :
he was to go to a place vhere there were dozens of them. “hat
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would they be 1like. Vould they look lilke boys anc men dressed up as
females, or would they be pretty and feminine, like himself? Would
their instincts be male or female? Viould they be interestea sexually in
girls or men? VYould they have their owvmn girlish heir, or would they
wear wigs? He thought about 2ll of these things, anc many more as he left
for the school. It would be iun to live with all of these feminine males,
and to be one of them,

On his arrival in Mlle, brule's office, she received himwith oven
arms and kissed him warmly, delighted to have such a lovely little
blonde among her pupils. Gaby had told Bebe theat everybody in the school,
from top to bottom, would be a male impersonating a female, but he found 1
aimost impossible to believe that Iille., Brule was really a man, with that
handsome womanly face, that great head of beautiful hair, and, most of 4
all, that hour-glass figure, with its ample bosom and hips, and unbelieveca-
bly tiny waist., He was amazed, = nd yet he knew it must be true, for he
was sure that Gaiy would never tell him an untruti.

Other surprises were in store for Bebe. He was amazed at the perfect-
ilon of the other teachers, servants and "girls" in the school, in their
impersonations of females, except, of course, some of the new "girls",
who, with their short crop.ed hair anc¢ awkwardness, looked like boys
dressed as glrls, But the others seemed to him to be all females, and
he was astonished to find that some of them, such as Fifi and kiimi,

Lulu, Dolores, Nanon and some of the others were actualliy pretty, even
beautiful, particularly Fifiand Himi., As soon as bebe met these'"girls"

he was strongly intrigued by them because they were so perfect, and he
intrigued them, in turn, because of his feminine lovliness, which rivalled
their own. A warm friendship was immediately formea betwecn these three
school "beauties", which continued for years, Fifi went to lilie. Brule
and asked to have Bebe room with him and liimi, and, as the school was
rather crowded, and their room was a large one, it was so arranged,

and another bed placed in their room.

‘Am amusing incident accurred vhen the three "girls" were preparing for
bed the first night, They had all brushed their hair, giving it the 100
strokes, as ordered by lMlle. Brule, and, as Fifi and kimi undressed,
they kept their eyes on Bebe to see what manner of "girl! he was &s he
slipped off his dress, corset and lingerie. They found his body very attra -
tive, with smooth, white skin and nice curves, but breasts only partly
developed. Bebe was pround of his lovely young girlish body and wished the
others to see it fully, so he slipped off the last garment, a nd stood
naked before them.

Staring at him in amazement, both "girls" were struck speechless at
first, but finally Fifi found his voice and exclaimed: :

"WHy, Bebe, you are a real girl, and not a boy at all," and a thrill
went through the masculine Fifi to think that here vas a real girl who
was to room with him, and he had visions of sleeping with the pretty bebe
in his arms, '

Bebe was greatly pleased and amused to think that the other "girls®
took him to be a real girl, and he smilec with delight as he told them
about his' total operation. There was, ol course, no sign of male organs,
and the hair so grew that he appeared to have female sex organs, and
it took a very c.ose inspection to discover the truth.

"No, T am not a real girl”, said Bebe, laughing, "but I su.pose I
cannot be called a boy, either, though I once was one. I feel thgt I am
90> female and so am as much a girl as it is po:sible to make me,

: A1l three "girls" laced themselves into their night corsets, donned
their nighties, a nd got into bed. The sly Fif., entranced with “ebe,
arranged that they should sleep together, liimi taking the single bed,
and as scon as the lights were out, Lebe found himself held closely inf
Fifi's arms and being kissed and caressed, an experience that gave him
& delightfully voluptuous sensatione 4And needless to say, Fifi found
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Bebe to be a delightful becmate, because he was almost completely a girl,
with his soft young body and perfumed golden hair. He fairly exuded
femininity, something that was largely lacking in the other boy-girls
with whom he had slept, though the bodies of many of them were soft enough
and their hair equally perfumed. But there was ususlly a touch of the
maeculine in them, which was missing in Bebe. And thils, of course, was due
to his operation,

Mimi was intensely interested in bebe's operation, and asked all sorts of
questions about it from time to time. bebe told him that it had veen very =
painful and that he hac been a long time in bed, but that he had made a complet
recovery and was very hapuvy that he had haa his male organs completely removed.’
1t had made him almost completely a girl both in mind and body. 4ng he
pointed out the great convenience of it, He had noti:ing to conceal and
could appear absolutely nude among women and the secret of his sex not be
discovereds And he did not have to wear any tight, compressing elastic
bandages to cover and conceal t{jose parts which no girl ever hes, He
told about Gaby and his plan to go into the Folies as a chorus girl, and
siad how easy it would be with nothing to conceal. He could be in the dressing
room with the rest of the chorus girls and undress with impunity, which he
could not have done before. And how ruch better it would be when he
appeared on the stage in tights, or very scantily clad, in the manner of
Folies girls. :

Mimi listened to Bebe with rapt attention, and declared that he was
going to have one of those operations when he left school. Fifi, too, was
"all ears", but he declared that he never would submit to such an operation
and lose his manhood, even though he knew that he was destined to spend the
rest of his life as a girl. But if he only could have forseen the futurel
They ell tealked about the extreme discomfort of wearing tight bandages to
compress their organs,which never must show through their dresses., Fifi said
he often suffered real pain from the compression. This would be when he saw
a pretty girl who excited him sexually. He hed suffered this way very often
when in the company of the lovely Edne, whom he loved. It constantly
happened when he was playing the part of Edna's '"wife," for Edna was constantl¢
kissing and cragessing his little "wife" and arousing "her," {

And so both Mimi end Fifi realized the conveniences of the result of
a "total" operation, and the gmaxk great inconvenience of a "girl" having
male organs which must be compressed and concealed, without the slightest
bulge to betray "her," particularly in the tight, snug fitting dresses which
were in style. :

Bebe soon got into the swing of the school and found it pleasant enough
and v'ry interesting, t hough he was unaccustomed to the rigid disclipine.
At first his corsets distressed him and he disliked sleeping in them. Since
hils operation he had been content with a 20-inch waist, but Mlle. Brule had
immediately clapped him into the standard 18-inch corsets. His young body was
slender and supple, and he laced in easily, but he was uncomfortable for a week
ontwo, until his body adjusted i1tself and his walst became permanently .
reduced. DBebe'!'s breasts swelled out nicely, as did his hips and derriere,
and soon he had as pretty a little girlish figure as any "maiden" inthe
school., IHis hair grew rapidly and took on new luster, thanks to frequent
treatments in the beauty shop. He studied singing and dancing to prepare
himself for the stage. His nice soprano voice developed satisfactorily.
He had oodles of pretty clothes and jewelry, the gifts of Gaby, and was
lovely to look upon when dressed ror dinner--or at any other time, for that
matter, For a really pretty girl looks well in anything. _

Mimi, Fifi and Bebe continued to be the closest of friends. vebe wrote
Gaby about his new "girl" friends and she invited all .hree of them frequently

to spend week-ends with her at her Paris home. @é@ yas Gelighted,with these
pret%y "eiplsg.' The three of them were & most attT goulve oom% nagion, aﬁg
Jay fi

3
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perfect folls for one another, What pretty, euphonious names--Bebe, Fifi and
Mimi, And what pretty girls! The golden haired Bebe, the brown haired kimili anc
the black haired brunette Fifi. All pretty, each in his own style. 4nd the
Dlonde Gaby made a lovely iourth to thelr cuartet. She would Live the “girls"
tickets for the Folies, and they would {0 and. ses “ab; on the stage,and feel
very proud to linow her, the .ost femous and glorious besuty in all Faris,

k ovn to everybody either by sight, or through pictures sof. often printed

in newspapers and magazines. And then Gab; would ask the "girls” to visit her
in her dressing room and they woulc watch her drese and rnaked her costume
changes, with the help of her two mailds. This was particularly thrilling

to Fifi, who did not as yet know that Gab; had once been & man, like himself.
That secret was not revealed to the "girls" until later, except Bebe, of
course, who knew it. Y.s, Fifi got a thrill watching this beautiful woman

in deshabille, changing dresses, exposing her charms, Iie loved the intimacy

of 1%, and thought how fortunate he was to be a "girl" so thut he could thus
intimately assoclate with girls and women-=-a tning which a man could not do
unless he were a girl's husband or sweetheart.

The girls would watch the show from the wings, with the actors, actresses
and chorus girls brushing past them or surrounding them, with a geeat
rustling of skirts, and a strong odor of perfume and make-up. Gaby introduced
them to a2 number of those in the company, a nd when it became knovm that they
were IrienCs of Gaby, everybody became friendly with them. Our three "girls"
especially studied the chorus girls at this close range, a nd noted how
pretty they all were, though they looked rather odd in their heavy stage
make-up, with mascara-ed eyes, plenty of powder, rouge and lipsticls,
whifh were necessary b:-hind the strong foot-lights. And, as the show went on,
they noticed how thelr costumes- not only the chorus girls', but the other
women's, including Gaby's--became more and more scanty, until, in the
final scene, they had 1little on, much to the joy of the audience, which was
composed largely of men,

"Do youthink we would have the nerve to go out there on the stage like
that?" Bebe asked the others--for they had talked 1t over with Gaby, and all
three had decided to become Folies stage beauties,

"I wouldn't mind a bit," said Fifi. "I should love to have the men
stare at me and admire my body. Ang I think we three would be as pretty as
any of them."

"I don't think I would mind, either," sald the more timid kimi; "at least

after I got used to it. But I think i1t would take a lot of nerve the first %
time," ;

"After we had been rehearsing with all the other girls for weeks, I am
sure we would feel at home in any costume, and not mind it," said Bebe..

After the show Gaby would teke the girls out to supcer, usually escorted
by one or more male admirers, and they would have a lovely time, usually
dancing witn the men, when there was .rmusic,

i When the Christmas holidays came, Yaby invited all three girls to spend
them with her and they had a delightful time in Paris, with much social
gaiety, as Gaby knew everybody, and introduced the "girls’ and saw to it
“that they had male partners and male attention wherever they went.
It was during this period that Gaby confessed to Fifi and Himi that she had
once been a male, and had submitted to the same operation as Lebe had
undergone., She strongly urged the two zirls to have it done, ofiering to
arrange it and pay for it. For she had taken all three under her wing, as her
protégés, and they were to go into the Folies chorus, and perhaps later rise
to' stardom. Iimi agreed eagerly, but at firs® 'ifi demurred. but the three
others kept at him, presenting all the arguments in favor of it, and they
were so logical, that ifi finally agreed though rather reluctantly. e
thought of ‘his darling Ldna. o longer could he be a rusband, ané only a wife,
and an imitation one at that. Yes, he would have to gilve up Ldna, and all
other women in the future. But he rcalized the cesirability of the operation.
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way--as man to man--though he could not bring avout that relstionship, because
of his leminine beauty and sex appeal. lie could not be a "zood fellow"--no,

he was a lovely girl, who delirhited men. Put he played along withi the others),
flirting with the men and acting the part of a real cirl witi. a nen. lie ot
much fun out of it,and often was amused 2t the wey ren mece fools of themselves
over & pretty gsirl. Later, he lownd in the chorus a beautiful girl who was

of a lesbian nature, and who became’ stuck“on ¥ifi, so they took to rooming

together, znd Fifi was quite haryy. That is 21l the history of our three
girls thet I know about, except that they continued in the “olies for some
Years and pose above th. czorus and :ot morc important roles, as Gaty had
done. They joired the Club Femina, znd were imriensely popular there bdccause
of their rood looks. The: zot a sreat kick out of essocicting there with
the nien who were "permanents", lil:e thermselves. They nade many friends and
had a pleasant soc ther.

In our next cl [ will tell avout two more of the new "sirls® wWro,
cime to the school already transfornmed into cirls--ILucille anc Violet, née

Aene,
(To be continued)
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