
A �NEW WOMAN� E-BOOK
Copyright© 2011, Reluctant Press

Reluctant Press presents:

Blind Ruth

Pantied by Grandma 2



Mags, Inc/Reluctant Press TG Publishers
This story is a work of fiction. Any similarity to

persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. All
situations and events herein presented are fictional,
and intended only for the enjoyment of the reader.
Neither the author nor the publisher advocate
engaging in or attempting to imitate any of the
activities or behaviors portrayed.

Persons seeking gender reassignment surgery,
hormone therapy or any other medical and/or
body-altering process should seek the counsel of a
qualified therapist who follows the Benjamin
Standards of Care for Gender Identity Disorder.

Protect Professional Fiction on the Internet
We need your help! We spend several hundred dol-

lars to edit, illustrate and typeset each story. It is impor-
tant, therefore, that everyone works to help keep
professional fiction alive on the Net.

The civil penalties for copyright infringement can
be severe, including substantial monetary damages, in-
junctive relief, and liability for attorneys' fees incurred
in prosecuting a case. In addition, criminal penalties
may be imposed if someone willfully infringes a copy-
righted work for commercial advantage or private fi-
nancial gain.

Mostly, though, we just want to be able to keep of-
fering this service to our authors and our readers.
Report stolen books by using the contact form at
reluctantpress.com or call us at 800-359-2116

Thank you.



Pantied By Grandma

PART 2

BY BLIND RUTH

Nan Crowley, a grandmother obsessed by the fact
that she had no sister, daughter, or granddaughters in
her life, set about to change her grandsons into grand-
daughters. So far she has been successful, as her grand-
son Ian Crowley is now Jenni - who was castrated to
preserve his/her female voice for the singing career she
was about to undertake. When Jenni was fifteen, she
was sent to Thailand for the full sex change operation.
We have moved a number of years forward and Rose-
mary Crowley, who was once James, is now a librarian
in hospital awaiting her own sex change operation.
This will complete Nan�s dream but will she still
manipulate their lives?



WOMANHOOD FULFILLED
Rosemary Crowley lay in the private room at St.

John hospital paid for by her parents, slowly opening
her eyes after the operation she had just received at the
hands of Dr. Newman. Among the smiling faces who
greeted her was her cousin Jenni. Jenni had flown in to
see her cousin and would fly back later that day for her
evening performance as Carmen in the opera of the
same name at La Scala Milan.

�Oh Rosemary,� proclaimed Jenni, �you have come
to join the wonderful world of womanhood. I just
know you are going to love it as I do.� Jenni Crowley
took her cousin into her arms and gave a kiss on the
cheek.

Rosemary�s parents and grandmother smiled
sweetly at the loving scene being played out between
the two girl cousins.

Nan was more than pleased at the outcome; in a
week or two Rosemary would be fit to resume her job
as the local librarian. No one would ever know that she
once was a boy. She was pretty but not as pretty as her
cousin Jenni, although Nan would never tell her that.

As the surgeon had told all that Rosemary needed
rest, kisses were given all around. Nan was giving
Jenni a lift to the airport to catch her plane back to Mi-
lan.

Nan and her granddaughter were having pleasant
conversation, then Nan asked, �Have you any boy-
friends, Jenni?�

Jenni hesitated for a minute. �Granny, there is a
man who has taken me out for dinner and a dance a
few times.�



�Is he a nice man, Jenni?�
�Well, I think so, grandmother.�
�Are his intentions honourable, Jenni?�
�I think so.�
�Good, you must keep yourself pure for the man

you marry. If he is the honourable man you say he is,
he will not touch your body. If he does, you must tell
him your body is to be preserved till you have a ring
on your finger. Then and only then can you give your
body to the man you love. That is the recipe for a
happy marriage, Jenni. It worked for me and there is
no reason why it should not work for you too, Jenni my
love.�

Jenni Crowley listened with interest to the wise
words of her grandmother. Her mother or her father
had never spoken to her in such a way before.

They arrived at the airport terminal and soon Jenni
was on her way back to Milan.

LOVE AND AN OPERATIC CAREER
Jenni Crowley had arrived back in Milan to resume

her operatic career and to Luigi, the man she had fallen
in love with.

Jenni had been lucky to have been taken on as a
young singer with the opera company she now sang
with. Jenni was an understudy to the great diva Maria
Scarlatti for over two years. Then Maria took ill while
playing the leading lady in the opera �Norma.� As the
understudy to the great lady, this was Jenni�s chance
for fame. Jenni took the reins both hands to rave no-
tices from the papers the next day.



Nan Crowley kept an album of press clippings
about her granddaughter Jenni and was as proud of
her progress as a singer. Maybe one day Jenni would
be hailed as a diva.

The leading male singer was Luigi Francetti, a
young handsome Italian man of about the same age as
Jenni. Luigi was more than taken by the beauty of
Jenni; she was younger and more beautiful than Maria
Scarlatti. There was no doubt that Maria was a marvel-
lous singer and deserved to be a diva but her looks
were fading. Luigi would rather hold and kiss Jenni
which he had to do in some scenes in various operas
than Maria who was old enough to be his grand-
mother.

Unfortunately, Maria developed cancer of the
throat which ended her career as a singer. A charity
performance of �Carmen� was put on for her. After the
performance, Maria congratulated Jenni and said she
was a worthy replacement for her. Jenni kissed the
great lady on the cheek and humbly said that Maria
was irreplaceable. Both women parted on the best of
terms, with respect for each other.

The kisses between Jenni and Luigi in the opera
looked real to the audience. They were. The couple was
falling in love.

Jenni and Luigi were seen together all the time. One
night after they had been to a high-class restaurant and
dance afterwards, they arrived back at Luigi�s villa.
Luigi poured out a white wine for himself and Jenni,
put his arms round her waist and kissed her on the
neck. Jenni was responsive and snuggled into his arms.
When Luigi placed a hand inside her dress to slowly
creep up towards her white satin knickers, Jenni
stopped him.



�Luigi, I thought you were an honourable man and
would not take advantage of me. You must not go any
further if we are to remain together.� Jenni Crowley
had remembered the wise words of her grandmother.
She wanted to remain pure for the man she loved and
that man was Luigi.

�You are right, Jenni. You must forgive me. I would
not wish to defile you in any way. It will never happen
again, believe me. I love you so much. Will you be my
wife?�

�This is so sudden, Luigi. I believe you and I love
you too but marriage? We are so young. I will have to
think about that. Let me have some time.�

�Of course, Jenni dear but I will accept you at any
time.� No more was said that night between the loving
couple.

***
On one of her trips home, Jenni consulted with her

grandmother not her parents as one might expect about
the proposal from Luigi.

Sitting in her grandmother�s study, Jenni told her
grandmother about Luigi�s proposal.

�And who is this man, Jenni?�
�Luigi Francetti, the leading male singer in our

company, grandmother.�
�I see.� Nan had seen his photo among the cuttings

in the photo album she kept of Jenni. �Do you love
him, Jenni?�

�Yes grandmother, I sincerely do.�



�And have you kept yourself pure as I told you you
should?�

�Yes grandmother, I have, but it is hard.�
�You are a good girl, Jenni. You will find your re-

ward for being pure as a married woman. The fact that
you did not act as some tart or slut will impress your
husband. Your love will only grow between yourself
and Luigi, I am sure. Remember, what transpires be-
tween a married couple behind locked doors is their
business and no one else�s. You must bring this man
here to see me. One more thing, I think it wise that you
have a long engagement, say a year or two, to get to
know each other better. Nowadays, couples have short
engagements, then they get married and divorced. See
that does not happen to you, Jenni.�

�Yes grandmother, you are so right.� Grandmother
Crowley would always now be the first person Jenni
came to with any problems but if she adhered to her
words, she would not have any.

Eighteen months passed and an engagement was to
be announced between Jenni and Luigi. To Jenni, there
was only one place where it could be announced: at her
grandmother�s. Nan was delighted that Jenni would
announce it there to the press and media. All the family
would be there, Luigi�s mother and sisters as well. At
Jenni�s request, Betty Rutherford who was a girlfriend
of both Jenni and Rosemary since all were little girls
would be present as well. Betty Rutherford had blos-
somed since Nan last saw her as girl of about thirteen.
No longer was she the same freckled and pigtail little
girl. Betty was now a translator at the United Nations
in New York for the British delegation. Betty was fluent
in French, something she had perfected at her Swiss
finishing school.



Betty lived in the flat she shared with her French
girlfriend, Chantal Darrell, who she had met at her
Swiss finishing school. Chantal was a translator of Eng-
lish to French, so whether they were speaking French
or English, the girls understood each other perfectly.
Chantal was there on vacation and staying at Betty�s
home, having been invited by Betty�s parents to stay
there. Betty asked if Chantal could accompany her that
day. That was no problem for Jenni or her granny.

On the sandstone steps outside Nan Crowley�s
mansion, Luigi Francetti, holding Jenni hand in his,
made the announcement that the couple were engaged,
then placed a diamond ring on Jenni finger. The couple
kissed to the clicks of the many cameras there. Photos
of the smiling couple appeared next day in the press
and on newscasts that night.

When the press finished, Nan put her hands up. �I
hope you all have the photos you want. We are about
to leave you for a private lunch. This is very much a
family affair. Thank you.� The press left and the wed-
ding party entered the mansion.

Jenni�s parents had hired a catering company to
prepare and serve the four-course meal. Betty
Rutherford, a pretty woman sitting between Rosemary
and Chantal, was in a pleasant conversation with her
old girlfriend Rosemary. �Do you still have that Cindy
doll, Betty darling?�

�Of course Rosemary dear, it shares my bed every
night.�

�Does it? I always liked that doll. There was always
something special about your Cindy. It always at-
tracted me.�



Then, Betty looking around the room, remarked,
�Isn�t Luigi a handsome man?�

�Oh yes,� said Rosemary in admiration of her
cousin�s fiancé. She was wishing she could have a boy-
friend like Luigi. Rosemary had her operation a few
years ago and now her mind was turning to thoughts
of the male sex. She had never had a boyfriend.

A toast was given to the happy couple to which all
clinked glasses. Then Nan rose. �I think the happy cou-
ple should all give us a song. Don�t you think so, every-
one?�

�Luigi my son, if only your father were here to see
the happy day. You sang so well when you were a little
boy and sat on your father�s knee. Yes, Luigi and Jenni,
sing us a duet,� said Camellia Francetti, Luigi�s mother.

The couple rose and sung a number of songs to-
gether to applause from all. Jenni and Luigi smiled into
each other�s face. They were so in love. Nan was happy
that she and Camellia got on well with each other.

But Nan was a little worried about Rosemary, her
other granddaughter. Rosemary, it seemed, had no
boyfriend. When the celebrations were over, Nan
would invite Rosemary to her study and have a little
talk with her about boyfriends. In a year or so, Nan
would attend the wedding of Jenni and Luigi. Would-
n�t it be nice if another wedding followed in another
year for Rosemary? It�s hard work planning out the
lives of your granddaughters!

Before the family gathering broke up, Nan invited
Rosemary to come to her study alone.

�Rosemary dear, did you enjoy your cousin Jenni�s
engagement party?�



�Yes grandma, what a wonderful day I have had.
Meeting up with Betty Rutherford again was like when
Betty, Jenni and I were little girls.�

�I am glad, Rosemary. Who knows, maybe in an-
other year or so it will be your engagement party.�

�I wish for it too, grandma but I do not have any
boyfriends yet.�

�Is it that you don�t like men, Rosemary?�
�Oh no grandma. That is not the problem. No man

has asked me out yet.�
�There must be men who work at the library.�
�Yes, plenty, grandma but I think I am not noticed.�
�I see. Then you must smarten yourself up. I have

to say, Rosemary, you do look like a frump. I�ll tell you
what, I will pay for you to take a course in makeup and
dress sense. We�ll get you a new hairdo and before you
know it, all the men will be running after you. What do
you think?�

�Oh grandma, you are so wonderful! How I can
ever repay the best grandma a girl could ever have?�
Rosemary flung her arms round Nan and kissed her on
the cheek.

Nan thought that turning her grandsons into grand-
daughters was all the payment she needed.

Rosemary could be made beautiful with skill and
patience. She could be moulded into a real beauty but
Rosemary would have to put a lot of hard work into it
herself. Nan would certainly see that she did.

What fun it would be if she could marry off Rose-
mary. There would be even more wonderful grand-



mother-of-the-bride outfits. The thought of that
brought a smile to Nan�s face.

Rosemary Crowley now found herself in an inten-
sive course of beauty treatment, colour co-ordination,
dress sense courses and non-stop attendance at the
hairdressers, all paid by her grandmother Nan. But it
was well worth the effort as colleagues at work noticed
her new appearance; a cheeky office boy even gave her
a wolf whistle. Rosemary scolded him but deep down
was rather pleased.

But Nan was not yet finished with her granddaugh-
ter. Since she had put James, now Rosemary, into
skirts, there had always been the problem of her
weight. Nan arranged for Rosemary to go to a clinic
that performed plastic surgery; a slim, fresher Rose-
mary emerged a week later to kisses from her mother
and Nan.

Rosemary�s love life took off; she now had a num-
ber of boyfriends. Many men were asking her to din-
ners, dances and events. But Rosemary was not
complaining.

Let us now leave Rosemary and her male admirers
and follow her cousin Jenni.

THE RING OF WEDDING BELLS FOR JENNI
The romance of Jenni and Luigi was going along fa-

mously. The opera company was now on a tour of Aus-
tralia and were appearing in the Sidney Opera House.
They were playing �The Magic Flute� by Mozart. Jenni
had the part of the Queen of the Night. Jenni Crowley
was being hailed all over the world as the new diva, a
worthy replacement for the great Maria Scarlatti. Jenni
and Luigi were now engaged two years.



One night after their performance, the two were re-
laxing in Luigi�s hotel room, having a glass of white
wine. Luigi looked at the shapely figure of his be-
trothed. �Jenni darling, we have been engaged for over
two years. I think it is time we married. I cannot live
without you, my precious. If it makes it any better, I
will even go on bended knee.�

Jenni laughed. �There is no need for that, Luigi my
love. Yes, the time has come for our nuptial. We could
do it right here in Australia but I want to be a white
bride with all the trimmings, at home with my mother,
father, grandmother and cousin there to see my happy
day.�

�I cannot blame you for that. I would wish my
mother and sisters to be there as well.�

�So when can we sort out a date? I would like to be
a June bride.�

It was now November; the tour would finish in
May at Boston. They would be free till the 27th of June
that year, then head back to the La Scala Milan.

It was decided that the 10th of June would be the
ideal day for their wedding. There would be plenty of
time for Jenni to come home and, with her mother and
grandmother, pick out her trousseau. She would have
two bridesmaids and they would be her cousin Rose-
mary and best girlfriend Betty Rutherford.

***
A number of things had happened since Jenni

Crowley�s engagement. Rosemary Crowley�s appear-
ance had changed; she had had liposuction and intense



lessons on beauty treatment, dress sense and hair
styling.

Jenni�s parents were now divorced and it all traced
back to Nan although she may not have realised it. She
had steered Tina, Jenni�s mother, into having Ian, now
Jenni, castrated without her son Ian knowing. When he
found out, there was one hell of a scene between him
and his wife. Matters between the two were not on the
best of terms although they remained united till after
Jenni left school and began her career as an operatic
singer.

Tina even blamed herself for what happened to her
son. She took all the blame and Nan let her. All Nan
Crowley was interested in was having granddaughters
any way she could. And if it meant Jenni�s parents had
to be divorced, so be it.

Her son had married another woman whom Nan
did not approve of. Tina had gone to live with another
man. Nan Crowley never considered herself the one
who should have shouldered the blame.

Why couldn�t they be more like Rosemary�s parents
who, after a bad start to their marriage, were now a
happy couple with a loving daughter, Rosemary?

When Nan received the phone call from Jenni about
the forthcoming marriage, she was highly delighted es-
pecially as Jenni had phoned her before calling her
mother. Now it was time to plan Jenni�s trousseau and
her own outfit for the wedding. She would see to it that
Jenni�s parents spared no expense on their daughter�s
wedding even if they were separated. Nan was going
to have a wonderful time going through the high-class
clothing shops trying on various outfits. She would try
them all till she found the perfect fit and approved of it.



At the beginning of June, Jenni arrived to stay with
her grandmother, not her parents who were living
apart. This pleased Nan immensely; she could weave
her spell over Jenni. Luigi had gone home to his
mother�s but would be here for a week before the wed-
ding with his mother and sisters. All would be housed
in Nan�s mansion as she had plenty of spare rooms; the
mansion had never been so full since Peter, her hus-
band, died.

The first week of Jenni�s visit, for Nan and her
granddaughter, it was a round of going to bridal outfit-
ters. The landed in a shop called �Your Wedding Day.�

It had to be a white bride�s dress agreed to by Jenni
and Nan. Nan said to her granddaughter, �White for
the pure virgin you have kept yourself, Jenni.� Jenni
blushed at her grandmother. Nan looked at her. �Don�t
blush, Jenni dear, be proud of yourself. I would expect
Luigi will as well when he sees a virgin lying on the
bed with open arms, awaiting his love.�

The white satin wedding dress had a long train and
a veil to cover Jenni eyes. The woman outfitter inti-
mated that Jenni would need to come back as she
would need some slight alterations to the dress. No
problem, everything would be all right for the big day.

The elderly woman fitter whispered something in
Jenni�s ear to a fit of giggles from Jenni.

�Then follow me, my dear.�
Jenni and her grandmother were taken to a cubicle

by the elderly woman and seated. The woman left to
fetch some article of clothing for the blushing bride.

�What was all the whispering about, Jenni?� asked
a curious Nan.



�Oh grandma, it is ever so funny. She asked me if I
had any scanties to wear for my wedding day. I said no
and here she comes with a box full of them.�

The elderly woman was indeed carrying a box full
of knickers in all colours and made of the finest silk,
satin, nylon, and rayon, some trimmed in lace. Brussels
lace, Chantilly lace, round the legs and waist. They all
looked delicious to Jenni. Just what would happen to
them on the wedding night would be another story.

�Oh grandma, I just do not know which of them to
buy.�

�Buy the lot. I am sure you are going to have plenty
of fun wearing them for the man you love!�

�Yes but which one will I wear on my wedding
day?�

Nan Crowley laughed, �You are going to have fun
finding out.�

After their shopping expedition, later that night af-
ter their dinner, Nan asked Jenni to come to her study.
�Jenni darling have your mother or father had any
talks with you about the sexual side of marriage?�

�No, grandma.�
�I see. I have here a book which I found helpful in

my own marriage. It is no use to me now but I hope it
will be helpful to you, Jenni.�

Nan opened a drawer in her mahogany tam-
bour-top bureau and withdrew a hard back book of
about 300 pages entitled, �What Every Married
Woman Should Know.�

�Take it, keep it and always refer to it.�



Jenni took the book and later that night had a look
at it. It was not as she thought a book solely about the
sexual side of marriage. It had chapters on cooking,
how to make your own clothes, knitting, and how to
make your husband happy in bed. A chapter outlined
how to bring up your baby.

Although this book was over 30 years old, the ad-
vice given was as good today as hen. There were illus-
trations giving various sexual positions which Jenni
took good notice of. As her grandmother said, what
transpires between consenting married couples is of
their interest and no one else�s. Jenni was not going to
hold back the night of her honeymoon. Jenni was look-
ing forward to the first night of her marriage after look-
ing at the erotic pictures in that book.

During the week of the wedding, Rosemary came to
her grandmother�s to stay till after the wedding. Rose-
mary had taken a week�s leave from her job. She had
now assistant head librarian of the county. Rosemary
intimated to her grandma that her boyfriend would be
at the wedding but in the meantime, he was at work.
Nan was delighted to hear the good news. Rosemary
no longer a wallflower and had blossomed into a pretty
girl with a boyfriend on her arm.

Betty Rutherford had also come home to her
mother�s for a few days till after the wedding. She had
brought her French girlfriend Chantal at the request of
Jenni. Betty�s mother Margaret was more than pleased
to see her daughter, but it was more than five years
since Betty had left home and there was no sign of a
boyfriend. Margaret supposed there was plenty of time
for that but she still worried. There must be plenty of
young eligible bachelors where she worked. If Rose-
mary Crowley could catch a man, there was no reason



why her daughter could not. To Margaret, as to Rose-
mary�s grandmother, she did look like a bit of a frump,
but in the last year or so she had blossomed into a
beautiful woman.

Hmm, wasn�t Luigi�s best man a hunk? What was
his name again? Georgio Masconi. So he was Italian
like Luigi. That would be no problem for her daughter
who spoke several language. Margaret must do her
best to get them together. After all, if the Crowley girls
could entice a man so could her daughter.

***
Nan now had a house full of woman; herself, her

two granddaughters, Luigi�s mother and older sister
Donna and younger sister Paola. There were two men
there as well: Luigi and his best man Georgio Masconi.
Luigi would not see his bride the night before her wed-
ding and only at the altar.

The morning of the wedding was a beehive of activ-
ity in Nan�s house. All the women had to be up by

7:30 for breakfast, although Jenni was so excited she
didn�t have any. Immediately after breakfast, Jenni re-
turned to her room to shower and prepare her body for
the coming day and night. After showering, she softly
towelled her body and primed it to receive the talcum
powder which she gently patted on with the large puff
made just for that purpose. Lifting a small perfume
bottle labelled �Coco Chanel,� she dabbed the contents
on the pressure points on her body. She smelled heav-
enly. Jenni admired her powdered and perfumed body
as she had every right to do. She was nervously look-
ing forward to her big day and night.



The other women had all dressed by nine o clock.
Appointments had been made at the local hairdressers;
that would be followed with their appointments at the
beauticians. They hurried back to Nan�s for the fitting
of the bride and bridesmaid dresses and for Nan�s
outfit.

Nan was getting a new hairdo, sitting next to Ca-
mellia Francetti, Luigi�s mother. The hair dryers over
the women�s made so much noise that Nan could not
make out what Camellia was saying. �What�s that you
say, Camellia?� said Nan.

�I said I�m looking forward to being a grandmother
like you, Nan only you�ll be a great grandmother by
then.�

Camellia did not know the secret about Jenni and
would never know if Nan or Jenni could help it. Nan�s
planning with her granddaughter Jenni had gone so
well, she would let nothing spoil it now.

Jenni, whose hairstyling was now finished, had
moved on to the beautician parlour. Claire Dowling,
who owned the shop, was going to give her personal
attention. She was thrilled that the great diva herself
was coming to her little shop for beauty treatment.
Claire, a woman in her forties, sat Jenni on the plush
chair and put a makeup towel round her neck. �I�m go-
ing to put skin cream on your face, dear. Just relax and
we will get on fine. Take your mind off your big day
for a while.�

Jenni did just that as Claire set about massaging
Jenni�s face. Claire dipped her hands into the jar of
moisturising cream, then softly worked the cream into
her client�s skin. Claire left Jenni�s face for a minute or
two to let the cream seep through the pores of her skin.



Claire cleared the cream off Jenni�s face with a paper
towel.

She dipped a puff into the translucent powder bowl
and softly spread it over Jenni�s face. Now she lifted a
face brush and removed any excess powder off Jenni
face. The surface of her face was now prepared to be
painted on. Claire moved to the eyebrow shaping and
eyebrow tint. The eyelashes she would leave for now.
Pale pink blusher was applied to Jenni cheeks, al-
though Claire thought Jenni did not really need any.
�Suck your cheeks, in dear. That�s right. Your cheek
bones are now prominent. All the better to receive the
blusher.�

That task completed, Claire lifted a light red
lip-liner and outlined Jenni�s lips to receive the bright
red lipstick. �You don�t think this shade of red is too
much?� questioned Claire

�What do you think, Claire? I�ll take your advice.�
Claire Dowling was thankful this young woman

was taking her advice. Some girls just hadn�t a clue and
would have put on that lipstick without consulting her.

�I would advise you to have the plum-coloured lip-
stick but you are the customer and it is up to you.�

�Then the plum it is, Claire. You are the expert.�
Claire proceeded to apply the lipstick with the aid

of the small lip brush. �What do you think of that, dar-
ling?� asked the beautician.

Jenni looked at the large mirror in front of her. She
was beautiful, pretty beyond her wildest dream.
�Claire, you have worked miracles on me. I�m so grate-
ful to you.�



�Thanks dear but we haven�t finished. Now for the
false eye lashes, manicure and pedicure. You�re getting
the lot.� Jenni giggled. Wasn�t it better being a woman
than what she may have been as a man.

Claire with a pair of tweezers lifted an eyelash from
the small box that contained them and squeezed a
small amount of glue on the underside of the lash.

With the tweezers, she gently placed the lash on top
of Jenni�s existing lash, then performed the same proce-
dure with the other.

Claire had a bowl of lukewarm water into which
she placed Jenni�s right fingers.

�Let them soak for a while, dear, then we will start
painting them. You said the pearl nail polish, yes? Ex-
cellent choice, it should go nice with the wedding dress
and pearl necklace you said you would be wearing.�
Claire proceeded to paint the nails with the pearl nail
polish.

After she finished, Claire remarked, �Wave your
hands about to help them dry.�

This Jenni did and Claire removed Jenni�s shoes to
paint her toenails with the same shade of nail polish as
her fingers. When it was all finished, Claire said,
�There we are, dear. What do you think of my handi-
work. Stand up and have a look.�

Jenni Crowley loved her reflection. Claire Dowling
had made her feel like a true woman. Nothing could
spoil her day. She was going to be a June bride. Jenni
was so happy.



***
Rosemary and Betty were in Rosemary�s room

changing into their beautiful white crisp and satin
bridesmaid dresses.

�Can you help me zip up this dress, Betty?� asked
Rosemary.

�Sure, then you do the same to mine.�
Betty Rutherford pulled the zipper and it got half-

way up and stuck.
�I can�t get it any further, Rosemary, it�s stuck.

You�ll have to breathe in or you�ll never get this dress
on.�

�That�s all we need on Jenni�s wedding day. I�ll
try.� Rosemary drew her breath in and Betty pulled the
zipper with all her might then with a great rush, the
zipper was up to Rosemary�s neck.

�There we are, Rosemary, it�s up at your neck.�
�Is it? I�m afraid to breathe out in case the dress

splits in two!�
Betty giggled. �I�ll say one thing, that bridesmaid

dress is so tight it shows your best assets off nicely,
Rosemary dear.�

�What if it splits when we are all in church?�
�Then everyone is going to see something they

haven�t seen before.�
Betty Rutherford erupted in fits of the giggles.
�Stop that, Betty, this is serious.�



�I know, darling. If bad comes to worst, I�ll carry
some safety pins in my purse. Don�t look so glum. It
may never happen.�

�I�ll be glad when this is all over, I tell you. It could
put a girl off getting wed.�

Betty, standing there in her white knickers and
matching brassiere, said nothing and straightened out
her own dress.

�Give us a hand, darling. I think I�m lucky, this
dress fits perfectly.�

And so the two beautiful bridesmaids soon were
ready. Lifting their dresses to above their knees to keep
them from getting dirty, they made their way to Jenni�s
room to help her into the bride�s dress.

After they knocked on the door, Jenni bid them en-
ter. Jenni Crowley stood in her white silk robe, her
slim, naked body silhouetted by the robe. Both Rose-
mary and Betty stopped, overcome by the beauty of
Jenni.

Rosemary broke the spell. �Isn�t Luigi a lucky man
to have such a beautiful bride? Come here, my beauti-
ful cousin.�

Rosemary swept Jenni into her arms and, for the
first time in her life, kissed her cousin on the lips. They
had kissed many times but never on the lips. Jenni re-
turned the kiss.

Betty Rutherford looked thoughtfully on the scene.
�Come on, you two. Let�s get started or you�ll never get
married, Jenni,� said Betty.

Jenni and Rosemary laughed. �Where is everything,
sweetheart?� asked Rosemary.



�Right here on the bed,� said Jenni, pointing to a
number of articles lying on the bed. �I�ve kept to some-
thing old, something new, something borrowed, and
something blue. Okay girls, let�s start with something
old.�



Jenni removed her white silk robe and stood naked
before her bridesmaids. She lifted a small black lace-up
corset with four suspenders hanging from it, two at
each leg. �Grandma Crowley wore this on her wedding
day and insists I wear it today. She has done so much
for me that it�s only fair that I wear this for her today.
Give us hand, girls.�

Rosemary and Betty stepped forward and assisted
in wrapping the corset round Jenni�s waist. Then, tak-
ing the two laces at the back of Jenni, Rosemary pulled
tighter and tighter till Jenni�s waist was nipped in.

�What do you think of that, Jenni?� her bridesmaid
asked.

It was uncomfortable, thought Jenni but it was her
wedding day. As long as Luigi saw her beauty, that
was all she cared about.

�It is lovely, girls. Could you pull it any tighter?�
Jenni Crowley now knew how her female ancestors
must have felt being encased in their crinolines, with
their eighteen-inch waists. Nan had showed her photos
of Victorian-era aunts with bustles to emphasise their
backsides.

Jenni could only think of how these aunts must
have been on their wedding night as their husbands
undid the many hooks and eyes to remove that wed-
ding dress, then the corset. They must have been worn
out by that time, too tired to copulate with their beauti-
ful willing bride. Jenni burst out laughing; her brides-
maids could not understand why.

Jenni sat on the chair before the dressing table and
asked Rosemary to lift the pure white silk stockings off
her bed. Rosemary scrunched them up one at a time;
Jenni placed a foot in its stocking and let her cousin



pull it up her leg till it reached the dangling suspender
and put the rubber knob of the suspender behind the
welt of the silk stocking. Once there, the metal eye hole
of the suspender was placed over the protruding knob
and the knob pushed into it. This was done to all four
suspenders. Each suspender was adjusted.

�Now for something blue. Hand me the blue satin
knickers, Betty.�

This Betty did and Jenni stepped into the blue
lace-frilled legs and wiggled them up her sumptuous
body.

�I think Luigi will have an erotic time removing
these knickers,� Rosemary dared to say with a giggle.

�Oh, you cheeky thing,� Jenni said with a guffaw,
hoping Luigi would do just that.

�I don�t think I would go as far as my great aunts
with a bustle but I picked up something at an antique
shop. What do you think?� Jenni was holding up a
pannier. �Could someone help me fit this on me?�

Both bridesmaids helped tie it around Jenni�s waist
so that it hung at her bottom. When her wedding dress
was fitted, a puffing out around the Jenni�s hips would
be seen. Jenni hoped that would give her hus-
band-to-be an erection.

�Now for something borrowed. Give me that gar-
ter, Betty.� Jenni was handed a large garter of white
lace bordered with a band of red lace and small bows
of red on the inside. Jenni stretched the garter, placed
her right foot in it, took it up just above her knee and
let the elastic go. the garter fitted tightly there.

�Oh, Luigi is going to have an erotic time removing
your knickers and garter tonight,� Rosemary dared to
say again.



�Who did you borrow it from?� Betty asked.
�Donna, Luigi�s sister. We get on well with each

other. She may be getting married in a year or so. She
wants to play the field before she settles down.�

�You have had the old, the borrowed and the blue.
The new must be your wedding dress,� said Rosemary.

�Yes, that�s right, but also this brassiere my mother
bought me for this special day.�

Jenni now lifted a white silk brassiere off the bed
and eased her breasts into the cups. Then putting her
hands behind her back, she connected the three hooks
and eyes to each other. That task now completed, she
adjusted the straps on the bra till her breasts were held
firmly in front of her and her nipples proudly pressed
against the silk material. Jenni remembered the day
when Rosemary and Betty said they were big girls as
they now wore bras. She now proudly turned to show
off her bra.

�Oh, you are a big girl now!� Both of her brides-
maids laughed, remembering when they teased Jenni
because she was not wearing a bra and they were.

�Yes, I�m a big girl now. I think you can see that�
Jenni stood there upright, her breasts thrust out, her
long slender legs encased in white silk stockings.

�Can you put the triple row pearl necklace on Jenni
and clip it at the back, Betty?�

Betty Rutherford lifted said necklace off Jenni�s
dressing table, placed it around her neck and fastened
it at the back. As this was being done, Jenni took the
matching pearl drop earrings and put them in her
pierced ears. Jenni had her engagement ring on the
third finger of her left hand and had not been removed
it since it was put there; soon it would be joined by her



wedding ring. The next piece of jewellery would be a
plain golden bangle given to her by her father. She
wriggled her small right hand into the bangle. With all
jewellery on, it was time to fit her dress.

Betty and Rosemary held the white satin wedding
dress between them, holding it open so that Jenni could
step into it. The top was eased over her shoulders by
her bridesmaids, then the procedure of buttoning the
back of the dress up began. This dress, unlike her
bridesmaids�, buttoned up from the waist to the shoul-
ders. The buttons were many and close together. It was
a slow job as each button was carefully slipped into its
corresponding loop at her back but it was all worth it
as the shapely body of Jenni filled out the dress.

That task completed, it was time to fit Jenni�s head
dress. It was gently placed on top of her head so as not
to spoil her new hairdo. A veil covered her face and the
back of the head dress fell to her shoulders. A trailing
train was now attached to the back of Jenni�s wedding
dress.

�Isn�t she a real beauty?� commented both her
bridesmaids. Give us a twirl, Jenni, please.� Jenni
walked up and down the room with a swish and a rus-
tling of the dress.

�I�d like to be a fly on the ceiling at tonight�s activi-
ties in the honeymoon bedroom.�

Betty added her approval.
�Haven�t you forgot something, girls?� said Jenni,

standing in her stocking feet.
Both bridesmaids answered at the same time,

�Shoes!�



A pair of white satin shoes with four-inch heels
were lifted from under the dressing table and fitted on
Jenni�s feet.

Nan knocked on the door and asked, �Can I come
in, girls?�

�Of course,� answered her two granddaughters.
Nan Crowley entered and stopped in amazement as

soon as she saw Jenni. Jenni was absolutely gorgeous.
To Nan, it was worth all the effort she had put in
changing her grandson into her granddaughter Jenni.

�Come here, my darling. I have never seen a bride
so beautiful before. Let me give you a kiss and a cud-
dle.� Nan embraced her granddaughter with a tear in
her eye. Jenni returned the kiss on the lips of her
grandmother. No stronger was the bond between
grandmother and granddaughter than that moment.

�Jenni, your beauty almost made me forget why I
came here. Your father is waiting with the Rolls Royce
to take you to church. And you bridesmaids, your car
awaits as well. I was so overcome with Jenni beauty, I
didn�t notice how pretty both of you were. Give an old
woman a kiss, come here.�

Nan looked at her watch. �Come on, girls or you�ll
all be late.�

The girls walked from the house down the sand-
stone steps. Chauffeurs held doors open for bride and
bridesmaids to enter plush cars. Off went Nan and Ca-
mellia in their Bentley, followed by the bridesmaids�
vehicle.

Jenni sat down and carefully adjusted her wedding
dress around her. Her father, Ian, gave her a kiss, then
remarked, �You are a beautiful woman, Jenni. When I
see you as you are now, I am reminded of your mother.



You even look like her. I shall be a proud man leading
you to that altar.�

�Oh daddy, I wish you and mummy were back to-
gether again. I love both of you. Can�t you try just for
me?�

�Darling, I wish it could be so too but I love another
and your mother has also found someone else. But
please do not let this spoil your happy day. You love
this man, Jenni?�

�Yes daddy, I dearly love Luigi. He is the only man
for me, daddy.�

�That is good and you certainly have my blessings
and your mother�s too.�

�I am so glad. Luigi will make me a happy
woman.�

Jenni and her father left the car to go to an ante-
room of the church to await the start of the ceremony.
The bridesmaids were already there. Soon Betty and
Rosemary were fussing round Jenni, adjusting her
dress and sorting her veil.

The music started. Jenni�s father led her to the door
in preparation for the wedding ceremony. The church
usher opened the door and Ian led Jenni down the
church to the altar.

Nan Crowley once more admired her granddaugh-
ter. She remembered Jenni as Ian; he was so easy to put
in a frock. Look how much she had blossomed! She re-
membered the day she had dressed Jenni in that beau-
tiful sparkling red velvet dress with matching knickers
and petticoat underneath. She had paid well for her re-
tired seamstress friend Barbara to make it. Nan just
loved spending her money on making her grandsons
into granddaughters. It was what she lived for.


