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Pantied by

Grandma


PART 1

by Blind Ruth


PREPARATION

A GRANDMOTHERS DREAMS

Nan Crowley was reflecting on the past. Her husband Peter, many years dead, had provided well for Nan and his sons. A top class solicitor, he had handled many headline cases. A country house was maybe too big for Nan now that her family had grown. She was all alone in that mansion. 

Nan had a good life; she could not complain except for one thing. She missed female company, blood relations. Nan was the youngest of four having three elder brothers. Her mother always wanted a girl but when Nan came along, she had no more children. Her mother just adored her and fussed over her. But Nan wanted a sister to play with. She had plenty of girlfriends at school and was a popular girl, but that was not the same as a sister to confide in and discuss girlie matters with. 

As time went on, Nan married. She loved her husband dearly; it was a happy marriage. On the event of her first pregnancy, she thought, I will have a little girl I can fuss over and we will be so happy. It was not to be, however; a bouncing baby boy was born. Nan loved her son. In a year, Nan was again with child. 

Surely the third time she would have a daughter but she was denied that pleasure once more as a healthy boy was born. Nan Crowley was a very religious woman. God telling her that she was not to have a girl. 

She gave up thoughts about having a girl until her sons grew up and married. A granddaughter would come along, wouldnt one? Alan, her second son, married Mary and they had two boys, David, her eldest son, married Beth. Both mother and baby nearly died at birth. The birth resulted in a boy. The last hope for a granddaughter rested on Ian, the youngest of Nans sons. When he married Tina, this was Nans last hope. 

In a year, another grandson was born. When Ian lost money on a venture, money was tight so for now that was the end of their family. 

It looked like to Nan Crowley that was the last chance for a granddaughter. Nan had no sister, no

daughter, now no granddaughters. She so wanted a granddaughter to fuss over and love like her mother had done with her. 

Every Sunday after her family had been to church, her sons and daughters-in-law would come to her mansion for lunch; of course they brought their sons as well. Nan always wanted to see her grandsons and had many toys and gifts to give them every Sunday. But how nice it would have been if they were granddaughters. Still she loved them all. 


***

When her youngest son Ians own son, also called Ian, was around five years Nan Crowley noticed a fa-cial similarity to his mother, Tina. Every time when her son Ian and daughter-in-law came to her mansion, Nan would discreetly watch little Ian. His movements were gentle and girl-like. This was when he thought no one was watching him; around his boy cousins he was much more rowdy. Nan thought this was an act to show he was like his cousins. 

An unusual thought came into her mind. Maybe God had made a mistake in assigning his gender; he should have been a girl. But such thoughts were evil; as a religious woman, she should not even be thinking these things. They kept returning, however. here was only one way to resolve this problem; she must ask God for guidance. Surely He would give an answer. 

In church she would silently pray to God for some sign to say she was right or wrong about having such thoughts. Even at home she would pray daily for weeks on end. There were no signs, no reply, from God. Nan kept having dreams of seeing young Ian in

long flowing dresses made of the finest silks and satins of all colours. She as nice as any other little girl Nan had ever seen. 

Then it came to Nans mind. This was it, this was God telling her that a mistake had been made at young Ians birth; she must have it rectified. God had chosen her to make little Ian a girl. Nan was sure of that. 

Nan Crowley, humble woman that she was, must help God. She knew God was by her side, guiding her hand in every move she would make to bring her grandson into the world of girlhood. Nan felt relieved and relaxed now that she knew what she must do. But wait! Could it be that there were other mistakes among her grandsons? Nan was a now a happy woman. 

Forty-eight years of her life had all be leading up to this. The female company she sought was now coming. 

Her grandson or grandsons would be moulded into pretty, old-fashioned girls of yesteryear. 

Alan and Mary are what one may call a sporting couple. Alan played rugby at school and Mary played field hockey. In their married life they encouraged their sons in similar activities since they could walk. It was no surprise they were very active boys; games were part of their life. Both Robert and Bill were robust and boisterous boys around their cousins. Because they were three or four years older than their cousins Ian and James (son of David and Beth), they always won any ball game they played together. From Roberts and Bills appearances, one could see they were typical boys. 

Now that Nan was studying her grandsons for any sign of femininity, one of her tests was the kiss they gave her each time they greeted her. From Robert and Bill, this kiss was given reluctantly. Nan knew both

boys had been instructed by their parents that they had to kiss their grandmother as all their other cousins did. 

Nan could see this was a sissy thing for the likes of them but if their parents said so, they must obey. 

Nan marked the two off her list of possible grandsons to be feminine. While she loved them both and they would always be welcome in her home, they would no longer be in her thoughts for girlhood. 

On the kiss test, little Ian did as she expected. Nan was sure there would be no problem putting him in a frock when the time came. This would be a task that would delight her; she was already planning out her wardrobe of girl clothes in pretty colours and of the finest of materials. Little Jenni (the name Nan had decided for Ian) would be a delight to see as she walked around Nans mansion in the long flowing dresses. 

The surprise in the kiss test was to be James, the son of David and Beth, who kissed her and hugged his grandma most tenderly. It wasnt as if his parents had told him to do so; this was genuine affection. 

It was as if he needed someone to love him, which she would surely do. But there was more behind this need for love and affection from his grandma. Nan now studied her son David and daughter- in-law Beth. 

There seemed to be a strained relationship between them. Why should David and Beth seem so unhappy? 

Nan must investigate. One Sunday, she took David aside and asked him what was wrong with him and Beth. 

Nothing, mother, replied David. 

David, your mother has been around this old world long enough to know when there is something wrong in a marriage. Tell me the truth.

David Crowley could clearly see there was no use holding back the truth. 

Well mother, it is like this. Ever since Beth had her difficulties with the birth of James, she has had fits of depression and melancholy which I put down to the surgeon telling her she was to have no more babies or she could die next time. We have slowly sort of drifted apart since then.

I see. I am so sorry for both of you. There must be some solution to this problem. You were such a loving couple.

No more was said but Nan was thinking plenty. 

Could this situation be used to her advantage to bring young James towards girlhood and at the same time heal the marriage of her son? 

Nan Crowley was to spend many long nights giving thought to this problem. She thought she had the answer which would not only resolve the problem of her sons marriage but at the same time put little James into her hands and get him, like his cousin Jenni, to learn to love the dressers and frocks which would become her way of life. Rosemary, a nice old-fashioned English name seemed to fit James. God had been kind to Nan; she would now have two granddaughters. This was truly a wonderful gift from God. First, she must call a meeting of her son David and his wife Beth. 

Nan spoke first. Look Beth, David has told me all about your fits of depression. Lets not beat about the bush, do you love my son?

Yes mother, I do but I have these fits of depression when I think about how I can have no more children.

What if I said I would look after young James for two or three weeks. You and David could be together

alone without any disturbance. Maybe that could re-light the flame you both had for each other. I would look after James while you both sort out your differences. What do you say?

Could we have a day or two to think about this, mother? David asked. 

Sure. Think about it as long as you like.

A week later, Nan Crowley received the answer she was hoping for from her David. 

Yes mother, Beth and I will take up your kind offer. We have sorted out a second honeymoon for our-selves and have explained to James that he will be staying with his grandmother for a few weeks. He seemed rather taken with this idea and looks forward to staying here.

When shall I receive little James, David?

Next Sunday. Beth and I will be leaving on the Monday if that is all right with you.

But of course, David. I am sure you and Beth will patch up your marriage.

I do hope so, mother, for both Beths and my sake.

THE LONG JOURNEY TO GIRLHOOD

BEGINS

Nan was exceedingly happy that afternoon. The first part of her plan to enter little James into the delights of girlhood had succeeded. She reminded herself it was not her plan but God who had been guiding her hand. She was only executing Gods wishes. 

She would not buy any little girls clothes for Rosemary just yet. Before that, it would be explained to him/her why he should be wearing girls clothes. If she explained it nicely and gently, he/she would understand, right? 

The following Sunday as the family came for their Sunday lunch, it was sensed by her other two sons and daughter-in-laws that there was something wrong in David and Beth marriage when they indicated they were leaving little James with his grandmother and going on a second honeymoon. Nothing was said by anyone. Nan was certainly not going to tell them anything. 

David and Beth had brought a trunk containing little James clothes which Nan told them to put in the room she had prepared for James. To Beth, it looked a little feminine (which indeed it was, Nan having prepared it so) but she said nothing. 

David and Beth stayed a little longer after the others had left to say goodbye to their son and tuck him into bed. 

Now James, you will be a good boy for your grandma and do all she tells you, wont you?

Oh yes, mother, replied James. 

Thats a good boy, said Beth and she gently kissed James on the forehead. 

The following morning, Nan gently woke James for breakfast to dress him I can do that myself, grandmother.

Oh, can you, James? You are such a clever boy. 

When you are dressed, come to the living room for your breakfast, Nan replied to the small boy. At the same time, she observed her grandchild and how she could feminize him. It would be a challenge with James

unlike his soon-to-be female cousin, Jenni; he was not as small and petite as she. However Nan was sure she could rise to this challenge. It was God directing her hand; every word she spoke to little James was coming from God. 

Yes she must keep on even if she had to be some-what cruel to him/her at times. It would all be worth-while to see Rosemary enter the wonderful world of girlhood. 

James came to the living room in his grey short boys trousers held up by a belt with a matching grey blazer and an open neck blue cotton shirt. 

My but arent you a smart looking boy, James! exclaimed his grandmother. James smiled to his grandmother as he ate the corn flakes and drank orange juice given to him by Nan. 

James, how would you like to go for a walk in the woods on this bright and beautiful morning? There are so many wild animals to see around here.

Oh yes, grandmother! I would like that, he replied enthusiastically. 

Good, James. The fresh air will do you good. I see your mother has brought a pair of Wellington boots which will do nicely as it can be muddy sometimes. I dont think you will need a coat as it is such a warm day. Now let us get prepared. Bring your Wellingtons.

When both Nan and her grandson were ready, she took her grandsons hand and left the mansion to go for their walk. Nan had brought a picnic basket with sandwiches and cakes and a few cans of Coke for James. 

The wood was exciting to little James as he saw rabbits scamper and birds fly overhead. He tried to catch

the rabbits but they were too quick for him. Nan found a peaceful spot for their picnic. Soon sandwiches and cakes were being consumed with cans of Coke to wash it all down. 

Now was the time for Nan to put the first part of her plan into action. Putting an arm round young James, she asked, Do you love your mummy?

Oh yes, granny, I do.

Good James, that is as it should be. Does your mummy love you too?

James Crowley hesitated before he gave an answer. 

Well, I think she does, granny.

You do not seem to be sure, James. Does she kiss and hug you like all mothers should?

She did when I was younger but lately she has stopped that. Maybe she thinks I am a bigger boy and do not need that now, granny.

Oh does she indeed? You know when your father was a little boy like you, I still gave him a kiss and a cuddle.

James laughed. 

Nan carried on. Your mother should still be kissing and cuddling you, James. Dont you miss her love?

Nan said no more. She let little James ponder on this. Part One was finished, Part Two would come later that night. Of that Nan was sure. It was a very thoughtful James Crowley who left the woods hand-in-hand with his grandmother. 

Nan had prepared a sumptuous dinner for both of them that night with a trifle especially made for James. 

Did you like that dinner, James. I made the trifle just for you.

Oh yes, grandma. Then with a worried look on his face, he asked Nan, Grandma, does my mother really love me even if she is not kissing and cuddling me?

This was the question Nan was hoping to hear; she had devised an answer that she hoped would satisfy young James. Anything that transpired from it must come from young James even if Nan was prompting it. 

With a serious face, Nan looked at James. Your mother does love you, James, deep down. However you must remember that your birth could have cost not only your life but your mothers.

James looked at his grandmother with a troubled expression. This he had heard from his parents. As a young boy, he could not really quite understand it but he knew that it was serious. 

Nan carried on. James, your mother can have no more babies. I am sure she wanted a baby girl and a sister for you. Sadly, that cannot be. If she had had a girl, your mother would have poured out so much love for it. Do you understand, James?

I think I do, grandma.

Nan was going no further than that. James was a sensitive boy and she knew these thoughts would linger and disturb his mind that night. 

Its bedtime, James. Lets get you ready.

Soon, James was in his green pyjamas Nan tucked him in bed and gave him a kiss on the forehead. 

The following morning at breakfast, James asked his grandmother, Would my mummy be happier if she had had a baby girl, grandma?

I expect she would, James, but that can never be.

Would she love me if she had had a baby girl?

As I told you, deep down she does love you, only she is not showing it.

James started to cry. I want my mummy to love me and kiss me, grandma.

This was it. Nan now had James in her hands. She could now lead him from the path he had strayed onto, to the path to girlhood. 

There may be a way, James. It is going to take a lot of courage on your part. I dont know even if I should suggest it, James.

Oh please, Grandma. I want my mummy. I want mummy to kiss and hug me again, please, please grandma.

Her grandson James was slowly being lured into the trap Nan had laid down for him. Nan Crowley thoughtfully looked at her grandson before answering. 

Come over here, James.

This he did, then Nan, putting an arm round his shoulder, asked, Would you do anything to be hugged and kissed by your mother? I told you that deep down she does love although she is not showing that affection openly.

Oh yes, grandma.

Then, without question, you must do as I tell you. 

Have you ever worn girls clothes, James?

A red faced and embarrassed James hesitatingly answered, No.

If you really, really want your mummy to kiss you again and I know you do, then I think you will begin wearing girls clothes for the rest of your life.

Nan had expected some protest from James, however none came. Was this transformation going to be easier than she had anticipated? Nan on impulse hugged the little boy. 

Oh, you sweet little darling, I am going to help you regain love from your mummy.

Nan, looking at little James, then said, Darling, we must begin your long journey to girlhood, a journey you are going to love. However I do not think we should tell your mother just yet. We will tell her but only when we have prepared and perfected you in every way to be a girl.

A blushing James asked his grandma, Will I have to wear girls clothes, grandma?

But of course, James. There is no need to be ashamed of it. By the time we are finished, you will be proud to wear girls clothes. You will never want to take them off! But we have not as yet any girls frocks. I think it is time we went shopping for girls clothes, James, dont you?

James Crowley said not one word. He was being led into a world he knew nothing of but it seemed an exciting adventure. He was most curious about what it was like to be a girl, just what it was like to wear girls clothes, what it was like to be treated as a girl. If he had been reluctant to start, a slow churning of his insides was spurring him on. 

Nan saw the curious look and expression on the little boys face. This child had not even had a skirt on him yet the signs were good. 

Nan Crowley knew this transformation of her grandsons could not all be done by herself; she would need help from other people, male and female. What she wanted was old-fashioned girls clothes of Victorian vintage. This would be no problem as she knew a retired seamstress who made Nans own made-to-measure clothes. She got on rather well with Barbara who although she was retired, still had a clientele of lady customers with rather strange tastes in clothes. Believe it or not, there were still women who wanted crinolines with bustles and even knickers to wear underneath their crinolines. Nan herself was a lover of that type of knickers, having a large collection of them. 

Come along, James, we have no time to waste.

Where are we going, grandma?

We are going to get you fitted out in beautiful girls clothes. You want that, dont you?

Yes, I suppose I do, grandma.

Of course you do. You want your mother to kiss and cuddle you again, Nan sternly said. 

There must be no backsliding now, she had to drive little James onward to girlhood. This was what God wanted. 

Having put a powder blue coat on, Nan lead James by the hand to her car. Away they went to a nearby town where Nan knew a shop that specialised in little girls clothes. 

There they stood before the window, a delightful display of a multitude of girls clothes for all ages. The

colours, the frills, the fashions the lace, the silks and satins just begged to be fitted on Rosemary. This was what she/he had been born for. 

James had never seen such a mixture of dazzling colours before. These were girls clothes, so unlike the dull boys clothes he was now wearing. A certain feeling was expanding within him to try these girls clothes on! 

Hand in hand, James was led into the shop by his grandmother. It had various departments which specialised in all the different aspects of girls dress: skirts, school uniforms, shoes, boots, and undergarments of all sorts. 

Nan spotted an elderly lady. Nan came straight out with it to the woman. I wish to purchase some girls clothes for my grandson here. You said you desired that, didnt you, James?

James meekly whispered yes. He did so want to try these girl clothes on. 

I see, madam. As you can see, we have plenty of then. What size is he? We will start from there.

Nan was not sure except that he was maybe a plumper than the average little girl his age. 

Well, Rosemary has never worn girls clothes before. Could you take her measurement, please.

There, she had said it, revealing to James his female name from now on. James reasoned that if he was to please his grandmother and mother, it was only natural he would have a girls name. Rosemary sounded nice and feminine, yes he/she liked that name. 

Let us go into this vacant cubicle madam and take Rosemarys measurements. This the sales woman did. 

Now madam, have you any dresses in mind? Have you spotted anything you desire or has little Rosemary said anything to you?

Nan bent down to Rosemary/James. Did you see anything you liked Rosemary?

James, who now knew he was to be called Rosemary, whispered into his grandmothers ear, The pretty blue dress, grandma. It looks so nice.

Nan kissed little Rosemary on the forehead. Yes, my pet, you already have good taste in clothes. I just know that dress was meant for you.

Turning to the saleslady, she said, Rosemary wishes to try on that blue dress she saw in your window display.

Excellent choice! She will look ever so pretty in it. I do think, madam, that it would be more fitting if I also brought some girls underclothes as well so she will not look out of place in a girls clothes.

But of course. You are so right. That will also have to be purchased. I will undress Rosemary and prepare her for everything.

Rosemary was excited to see and feel and touch the soft material that girl clothing was made of; Nan was excited to see her grandson in little girls clothes for the first time. 

The saleslady knew she had a sale from the expres-sions on both of her customers faces. She expected this would not be the last time she would see this pair. She went to get that blue dress and she had some nice frilly knickers and petticoats to go with it. 

The sales woman came back to the cubicle with an armful of dresses and underclothes and placed then on a chair. She also held out a large towel to Nan. 

Would you please undress the little lady her underpants, then hold up this towel so she can remove then. After all, we gentleladies do not wish to see such disgusting male bits on the little lady, do we, madam?

No, they should never have been on her in the first place.

This stripped Rosemary down to her short underpants. The saleslady now gave Nan a pair of blue satin knickers. And what knickers they were. Around each leg they were fringed with blue frilly lace. 

Nan felt the fabric. A broad smile came to her face as the dainty, delicate and pleasurable satin passed through her fingers. Nan remembered her own childhood and how her mother always picked such exqui-site underwear for her to wear. Now little Rosemary here would be subjected to the same treatment. 

The saleslady smiled. You like it, madam? she asked in an innocent voice. 

Yes, I certainly do and so will Rosemary, Im sure.

Reluctantly, she gave them to Rosemary for she wanted to feel these wonderful knickers forever! 

Now madam, if you will hold up this towel in front of Rosemary, she can take her boys underpants off and replace them with the beautiful girls knickers. 

We do not want to see her boys parts, do we, madam?

Rosemary, now holding the pair of knickers, proceeded to take her boys pants off. She was feeling the soft satin kept wondering if this was how she would be

dressed for the rest of her life. If so, she should savour the first moments before they touched her body. Even if she would have a lifetime of wearing delightful girls underwear, this would be her first time. 

With her hands on the waistband, she started to pull the knickers up her legs. The soft feel of the lace as it brushed over her bare legs gave Rosemary a luxuri-ous, even sensual, feeling. The knickers were slowly pulled over her waist so that Rosemary could have the full benefit of their pleasurable effect on her. There were more delights to follow. 

The saleslady looked at Nan who had removed the towel. Doesnt she look ever so sweet, madam?

The saleslady was holding a blue petticoat which she had scrunched up, ready to place over Rosemarys head. This she now eased over Rosemarys head, then placed her arms through the shoulder straps. Then she watched the petticoat slither and slide down Rosemarys body till it stopped just below her knees. The blue lace edging tickled Rosemarys bare legs, much to Rosemarys and the salesladys delight, not to mention Nan Crowleys. 

I have pale blue matching ankle socks to go with the petticoat and dress. If the little girl will sit on the chair, I shall slip them on, followed by the nice Mary Jane shoes. They are blue too.

The saleswoman never mentioned that these shoes were what were called in the trade Nancy shoes.

Maybe the word Nancy would not favour her customer and she could lose a sale. But the word Nancy certainly fitted this little boy. No doubt his grandmother had plans for one of those sex change operations for the little lad for sometime in the future. 

The saleslady was correct, that was all being planned in Nan Crowleys mind. For now, though, Rosemary had to run the full range of girlhood. Besides, Jenni had yet to come into the picture. These two would run hand-in-hand together through the wonder-land of girlhood. 

The all blue satin dress was lifted off the chair by the saleswoman. 

Just feel it, madam. So soft and pliable. Little Rosemary here was just made for it, dont you think, madam?

Nan watched the saleswoman start to place the dress over Rosemarys head and let it fall down her body. This blue satin dress had six buttons in a vertical row to be buttoned up which would pull the dress together at the back. Just below where the first button at the waist was, two long blue trailing ribbons attached to the dress. 

The saleswoman turned to Nan and asked, Would madam like to do the honours? But of course she would. 

Nan Crowley slowly started to button up the gor-geous dress. Nan wanted to savour this first experience, to feel the small shivers she knew that Rosemary was going to experience. As each blue button was slipped into the stitched satin loop on the opposite side of the dress, Nan was pleased to feel her new granddaughter tremble and convulse in anticipation for the next button to be fastened so that the soft material could caress her back. That task now completed, Nan gave Rosemary a sweet and gentle kiss on the back of her neck, causing more shivers from her granddaughter. 
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But the excitement was not yet finished for grandmother and granddaughter. The ribbons hanging from the back of the dress had still to be pulled together, tied and made into a beautiful blue bow. 

Taking both the hanging ribbons in her hands, Nan pulled and pulled them together. She could hear her granddaughter gasp. It might hurt Rosemary but it was for her own good. Nan tied the ribbons together, then formed a large bow at the back of the dress. From there, the ends of the ribbons hung down to the hem of the dress. 

When this task was completed, the saleswoman said to Rosemary, Turn round and show your grandmother just how pretty you look, my dear. The saleswoman had figured our that Nan was the little sissys grandmother. The sales lady wanted to see the expres-sions on both the sissys and grandmothers faces. She only wished she had a camera to capture them. 

Now Rosemary, walk back and forth to show the pretty dress off to your grandma, said the saleslady. 

This Rosemary did to soft rustling and swishing sounds as the dress swirled and brushed against her legs. This was music to Nan Crowleys ears. Jubilation and excitement welled up within Nans body so much so that she just had to hug and kiss her new granddaughter. 

It had not gone unnoticed by Rosemary that she had indeed pleased her grandma. How much more would her mother love her now that she wore girls clothes? Rosemary returned the kisses. 

Would madam like to purchase a blue girls coat to match the dress before you leave?

That object was bought too, along wih a long white silk nightdress with patterns of Teddy Bears printed on it. Nan had tried to think of everything to feminise her grandson. But even so there were a number of details still to be dealt with. For a start, that hair of Rosemarys

was short for a girl. It could be left to grow long but it still worried Nan. Also, it would not do Rosemary any harm to lose a little weight. Nan would have to give her some slimming pills for weight loss and a wig till such time as her hair grew long enough. 

Now that she had James/Rosemary in girls clothes no way did Nan want to see him/her in anything but them! In fact, the boys clothes that the saleswoman had returned to Nan were going in the fire as soon as they returned home. 

On the way home, they made a stop at the herbalist shop where Nan purchased a box of slimming pills which she told Rosemary were for herself. They would be ground up and slipped into Rosemarys orange juice each morning. Then they went to the wig shop where Nan enquired about wigs for children. The woman there showed Nan a large selection of wigs for girls. 

Before they left the shop, Rosemary already had a very curly blonde wig on her head, a delightful girlie wig that was what she needed. She looks so much better now, thought Nan. 

Is the little girl going to a party, maam? queried the shop assistant. 

Not yet but she could be in the future. Yes, she really could. After all, Rosemary had to mix with and be accepted by her own kind, which was how she would progress into girlhood. 

Both Nan and her new granddaughter were at home having dinner. Rosemary delightfully nodded her head this way and that way to the many questions her grandmother asked her. Nan was delighted to watch her granddaughters golden curls flow through the air as she nodded her head. 

Darling, it is getting near your bedtime. We will soon ascend the stairs to your bedroom and get you ready for bed.

Oh grandma, I was enjoying myself in these nice girls clothes. Do I have to take them off?

Yes darling, I am afraid you will but you have the lovely nightdress still to wear. Go upstairs and wait for me while I make some hot cocoa for both of us before we both retire for bed. Will you do that for your grandma?

Oh yes, grandma Rosemary said in an excited voice. She was more than eager to wear such a fine nightdress. Would it feel the same as all these nice girls clothes had been on her? 

Nan Crowley made sure she ground up the slimming pills and placed them in a cup for her granddaughter. Nan, now in her granddaughters room, opened the bed drawer. Holding up the silk nightdress and placing it on the bed, she proceeded to help Rosemary remove her girls clothes. Lifting the long white silk nightdress, she helped Rosemary into it and smoothed it down her body. 

Arent the little teddy bears nice, Rosemary? And isnt this nightdress so nice for a pretty little girl such as you?

Rosemary asked her grandmother, I am pretty, grandma? She had never thought about boys being pretty, but maybe she wasnt a boy anymore but a girl. 

All the girls she had ever seen were pretty, werent they? 

Of course you are, Rosemary, as pretty a little girl as your old grandmother has ever seen. Dont let anyone tell you otherwise. Come over here, darling.

Nan took the little boy/girl into her arms and show-ered her with kisses. As she did so, she whispered into Rosemarys ears, My granddaughter, my granddaughter.

Let us sip our cocoa. Then I will tuck you in bed and you can get some sleep. I expect you have been excited all day, havent you, Rosemary? Its nice being a girl and you have lots more girlie excitement to come as the years pass by.

Nan felt little shivers pass through Rosemarys body and it pleased her because she knew the excitement of the day was getting to little Rosemary. 

Nan now held the bed sheets open for Rosemary to slip herself into, tucked them around her, gave her a sweet little kiss on the forehead and retired to her own room. Now that she had some time to herself, Nan Crowley could write up her observations of this monu-mental day. She now had the first of her grandsons into girls clothes. It was a start but Rosemarys journey had only begun. 

Nan Crowley now had a purpose in life, a purpose that would drive her on and on till both her grandsons became girls, then through time become women, and beautiful women at that. Oh how happy she was as she visualised the beautiful and pretty women Rosemary and Jenni would be and turn many a mans head. In the morning, Nan planned to paint a picture of her granddaughter. Painting was a hobby of Nan. The nearby woods would make a nice setting for her painting. 

***

Next morning saw Nan up bright and early, getting out her painting kit, brushes, pallet, canvas and easel. 

Nan took them into the woods to the spot where she would be painting little Rosemary. Then it was back to the mansion and up to Rosemarys room. 

Did you have a good sleep, Rosemary, and nice dreams?

Yes, grandma. I like my nice nightdress it tickled me all night.

Good. After breakfast, we are going to the woods. 

You are going to have your picture painted by me so that your mummy and daddy can see it, sweetheart. 

Youll like that, wont you?

Ive never had my picture painted before, grandma.

Then its time. A pretty little girl should have her picture painted.

No more was said as they finished their breakfast, Nan cleared the dishes and had Rosemary help wash them. Rosemary she had to learn these things. 

When all that was finished, it was time to go to the woods. Nan set up her easel and canvas and stool to sit on as she painted Rosemary. When all that was done, Nan set about positioning Rosemary. First she opened her purse, produced a large blue ribbon and tied this into the top of the wig which she had put on Rosemary that morning. Nan placed Rosemary in the pose she wanted her to take as she painted. 

Even with the sorting out, Nan was not pleased. 

Come here, darling.

Nan produced a comb, took the wig off Rosemarys head and started to comb it out to her satisfaction, teasing the curls till they were nice and springy. Then she placed the wig back on top of Rosemarys head. 

Thats much better, my lovely one. Youre just a little darling, arent you? Now shake your head, sweetheart.

Why asked the innocent child. 

Why? I am telling you to, that is why, Rosemary.

Nan was becoming annoyed that this child was challenging her authority. Rosemary would have to be put in her place; she had to do as Nan wished or she would never reach girlhood. 

Rosemary was a little frightened of her grandmother. She had never seen Nan angry before and meekly started to shake her head. This was something like the pose Nan wanted to capture. Those long flowing curls, that smiling face, her bright blue eyes, they were all there. However Rosemarys cheeks looked a little pale but Nan would soon take care of that. Walking over to the little tot, she pinched both her cheeks. 

They came up a bright red to a cry from Rosemary. 

Dont cry, darling. You look ever so pretty now and you do like being pretty, dont you?

Rosemary stopped and started to think. Her mummy would want her to be a pretty girl, wouldnt she? Then mummy would love her and hug and kiss. 

This cheered Rosemary up no end. Nan came over to her, took a big hanky out her purse and wiped the tears from her eyes. 

A big smile spread over Rosemarys face. This was what Nan had been hoping for. Of course a little girl or boy being required to stand still would be restless. 

Nan was not adverse to coming over to her granddaughter and giving her a smack on the bottom of her blue satin dress to keep her still and motionless. 

After an hour, it was time for a break. The hamper was opened. Sandwiches and a can of Coke for Rosemary were taken out. Then it was back to painting. 

Nan knew Rosemary was going to be a tired little girl that afternoon so after another hour, it was time to stop and take her granddaughter home for an afternoon nap. Leaving all her painting materials in a bush for the next day, Nan now took Rosemarys hand and they started to walk home. 

As they left the woods and crossed the bridge over the stream they came across a large mock Tudor house on the other side of the road. A woman was cutting the hedge. Nan stopped to have a conversation with her. 

Thats a very big hedge to cut, Margaret. I know a handyman who will do that cheaply if you are interested.

Do you, Nan? I would be ever so grateful. Ralph is busy at the office. What with him flying all over the place, he never has any time.

Margaret Rutherford had moved in about six months previously. She was a pretty young woman with a small daughter. Nan had gotten on well with her. They had been in each others homes a few times for morning coffee and a chat. 

Margaret noticed the girl standing quietly at Nans side. Is that your little girl, Nan?

Nan Crowley laughed. Oh no. I think I am too old to have children now. It is my granddaughter Rosemary. Say hello to Mrs. Rutherford, Rosemary. Nan

added that she was looking after her granddaughter as her parents were having a well-earned holiday. 

Rosemary politely said hello to Margaret Rutherford. What a nice little girl, Margaret thought. 

Turning to Nan, she said, You know I have a little girl, Betty. She gets lonely at times because there are no other little girls for her to play with this place so re-mote. Would you like to bring Rosemary over some day so they can play together, Nan?

That was a good idea, thought Nan. Wasnt she thinking just the other day that Rosemary should be mixing with her own kind? 

Rosemary needs her afternoon nap but what about tomorrow morning around ten o clock?

That would be just fine. I think these two will get just along fine, Nan. Well see you both tomorrow morning.

With a wave, Nan and her granddaughter left. Another idea had sprung up in Nans mind. Why not paint Rosemary and Betty hand-in-hand in Margarets garden? 

LITTLE GIRLFRIENDS

It was breakfast time again. Nan had spent much time in Rosemarys room making her the most perfect little girl she could. Rosemary had only one dress, the blue one, but she liked it very much. It made her feel so nice when she wore it. It was very different from the rough boys clothes she wore before. What would it be

like playing with another girl? she wondered. What sort of toys did this girl have? What was it like playing with a doll? 

Nan had once again tied the blue ribbon in Rosemarys wig and the big floppy bow made her look absolutely marvellous. 

Nan, hand-in-hand with her granddaughter, walked the short distance to Margaret Rutherfords mock Tudor home. They came to the large oak door and Nan knocked on the door. In a short time, some steps were heard. The door opened and there stood Margaret with a small girl at her side. 

Do come in, Nan. This is my daughter, Betty. Say hello to Mrs Crowley, Betty.

The little girl almost whispered her greeting to Nan who patted her on the head. Betty was more interested in the child standing beside her. Nan could see that and quickly introduced Rosemary. 

This is my granddaughter Rosemary, Betty. I hope you two girls will get along nicely and play together and have fun. Shake hands, Rosemary.

This the two little girls did as mother and grandmother led them both to the living room. Margaret made some coffee for herself and Nan and orange juice and cookies for the girls. After that, Betty whispered something in her mothers ear. Margaret Rutherford laughed. Ok sweetheart, I suppose it will be alright.

Turning to Nan, Margaret said, She wants to take Rosemary to her room and play with her dollies. Is that alright, Nan?

Yes, of course. Rosemary left her dolls at home, didnt you, Precious? to which Rosemary nodded her head. 

Betty slipped her hand in Rosemarys and the two small girls left to go to Bettys room. Nan was glad to see that Rosemary had been accepted as a girl by Betty. 

Once in her room, Betty went to a cupboard and brought a medium-size doll out. 

Lets play with my dollies. Rosemary, do you have any nice dolls?

Rosemary knew she had not any but was not going to let her new playmate know that. Oh yes, I have big ones. I like your doll. Its different playing with other girls dolls. What do you want to do, Betty?

Let us dress Cindy up and take her for a walk in the garden. I have some nice clothes for her in my chest of drawers.

Betty was taking dolls clothes out of the drawers. 

Rosemary watched, fascinated by all this. Betty started with Cindys underclothes: a little white garter belt, beige stockings, a matching white bra and slip. 

It is such a hot day, we will put the white summer dress on her. Rosemary, you put it on her with the white sandals.

Betty handing the items to Rosemary who was delighted that she was being brought into this girls game. She slipped the summer dress over Cindys arms, then put the sandals on her feet. 

You take one of her hands. I will take the other and we will take Cindy for a walk into the garden.

Both girls emerged from the room with the doll between them. They passed through the living room where their mother and grandmother were chatting and sipping coffee. 

Where are you going, Betty? queried her mother. 

Taking my dolly to the garden, mummy, answered her offspring

Alright darling but do not go beyond it. Mummy will come in a little while with juice for you and Rosemary.

Margaret, turning to Nan, said, It is best they stay in the garden. There are some strange people around these days. One hears some tales of children being led away.

You are quite right, Margaret. I would never forgive myself if anything happened to Rosemary.

Both women carried on their conversation, drifting to other matters. Meanwhile, two little girls were happily skipping through the garden with Bettys dolly between them. 

Coming to a bench on the lawn, Betty exclaimed, 

This is a nice spot to sit and talk with Cindy. Has Aunt Rosemary a nice kiss for Cindy?

Rosemary kissed the dolls cheek, followed by Betty. Both girls chatted to the doll as if it was real. 

Time flew by; they didnt noticed Margaret and Nan come with orange juice and jelly for them. 

With a small spoon, the girls were trying to feed the doll to much laughter from their elders. Nan, looking at Margaret, said, Im sorry Rosemary and I will have to leave you soon as I want to finish my portrait of her as soon as possible. It is going to be a surprise for her parents. It certainly would be. They had never seen their offspring in girls clothes before. 

I didnt know you painted, Nan, said Margaret

Oh yes. We were coming back from the woods yesterday where I had my first sitting with Rosemary. 

That is where we will be going now.

Would you object if Betty and I come with you? I promise we will not be a hindrance to you.

Of course not. You are more than welcome.

Rosemary and Betty with their mother and grandmother made their way to the spot where Nan had started her portrait of Rosemary. Recovering her painting materials from the bushes, Nan set up her easel and canvas. 

Do you mind if I have a look, Nan? said Bettys mum. 

Please do.

Margaret Rutherford stepped back and looked at the painting from all angles. It was good and she told Nan so. 

Did you take up painting seriously, Nan?

No. It is just a hobby.

Nan carried on with her painting, setting Rosemary in the pose she had put her in yesterday. Rosemary did not fidget or move. She kept the pose, not moving a muscle, remembering the smack on her bottom she had received from her grandmother the day before. 

Grandma could be funny like yesterday but at other times she could smother Rosemary in love and kisses. 

It was best to do as grandma said and receive her love. 

Nan was engrossed in her painting, glad that Rosemary was not moving like yesterday and also glad she had given her a smack. It made Rosemary more obedient to her wishes. 

A thought came to Nan. Stopping for a rest, she said to Margaret, How would you like to bring Betty and her doll along to my home tomorrow? I will paint both her and Rosemary together with the doll. I could set out a blanket on the lawn. The girls could have a picnic with the doll. You can have the painting after I show it to Rosemarys parents.

That would be ever so kind of you Nan but I must pay you for it.

Not at all. It will be my pleasure.

Nan Crowley had ulterior motives. She was using Betty and her mother for her own ends. It was okay to show a painting of Rosemary in a skirt to her parents but it would be even more convincing to show her at play with a real girl like Betty, wouldnt it? 

The painting was almost finished so Nan was calling it a day. She would take the portrait home and do the finishing touches there. All four were now relaxing and sitting on a large blanket that Margaret had brought along, eating sandwiches she had also brought. 

Have you any name for your painting, Nan? queried Margaret

Yes. Girl In A Blue Dress.

Meanwhile, little Betty informed her mother that from now on, Rosemary was going to be her best girlfriend. 

Oh, is she? Then you better kiss her. That is what best girlfriends do, sweetheart.

Nan then said to Rosemary, Do you want Betty to be your girlfriend?

Oh yes, grandma.

Then you must also give her a little kiss on the cheek.

Rosemary did so, to the delight of Nan? Rosemarys introduction to girlhood was going but Nan must still keep the pressure on her charge for now. 

LIAR, LIAR, PANTS ON FIRE

The day came where Rosemarys parents would be coming home and Nan Crowley was ready for them. 

Rosemary had been prepared by her grandmother to give the right answers to her parents. Rosemary would innocent in her answers to any questions her parents could ask. Not so for Nan. She would be lying up through teeth but with the blessing of God, she believed. Rosemary had started down the road to girlhood. There was no stopping now. 

Rosemarys parents, having arrived home, made a phone call to Nan that they were on their way over to collect James. 

David and Beth arrived and Nan took them into her living room. They explained that the holiday had done them good, their marriage was patched up and they were now on the right road. 

Im so glad to hear that all is well and that you have sorted out any differences you may have had.

We have brought you a few presents for looking after James and a present for James. Where is he? said Nans son David. 

Ah, well, there have been some changes to James since you left.

Beth jumped in with a worried look on her face. 

Has something happened to him? Is there anything wrong?

Well no. You agree that James is a sensitive boy, yes? Nan said, looking at her son and daughter-in-law. 

Yes, answered Beth, but what are you leading up to, mother?

I am glad you two have patched things up but you were subject to fits of depression werent you, Beth?

Yes but what has this to do with James?

James is sensitive. He thinks you do not love him because of your depression and that you hate him for being a boy. James has told me this has affected him. 

He has altered. 

But I do love him, mother. What do you mean it has altered him?

Before answering that question, I want you both to look at these pictures I have recently painted. Study them closely.

Nan brought two paintings out from a nearby cupboard; the painting of Rosemary and the one of her

with Betty on the lawn. 

Look closely at these paintings, then I will ask you some questions.

This Beth and David did. 

Now who do you think the little girl in blue is? 

Tell me, David.

I dont know, mother, some local girl. But what has this to do with my son James?

Now you tell me, Beth.

Beth hesitated before answering. If I didnt know better, Id say there is some resemblance to James if he was put in a skirt.

You are correct, Beth. It is James, however he is now known as Rosemary. Let me explain. Do you think your fits of depression went unnoticed by James? They did not and when he received no kisses, no loving, from his mother, he felt he was being rejected by you.

But I always loved my son even if I was not showing it.

Of that I have no doubt, Beth, but we are talking about how it affected James. Having heard that you could have no more babies, he thought he was being rejected because he was not a girl. If he could become a girl, maybe his mummy would love him again. He told me so. He was convinced dressing as a girl would make you love him. I could not see my grandson like this and whether you think it wise or not, I bought him some dresses. I have to say that since I put him in a frock, I have never seen Rosemary so happy. I think to deprive her of her skirts would do irresistible damage to his mind.

Nan was aiming her story at Beth; she thought as a woman she would be more sensitive to her pleas. Nan was not worried about her son. If she had Beth on her side, that would be half the battle to enter Rosemary into the ranks of girlhood. 

Beth was now in tears. Oh mother, I have been worrying about my own problems and not seeing my son had his own worries about his sexuality. I am to

blame. Nan was pleased with this response from Beth. 

She had her and could manipulate her like a puppet on a string. 

PLEASE, PLEASE, LET ME SEE MY SON!

whined the distraught Beth. 

Your daughter, corrected Nan. 

This was the moment Nan had meticulously prepared for. She knew Margaret Rutherford was coming that morning to leave her daughter in the care of Nan. 

Ss she had business to do that day in town and thought that her daughter was in good hands and would play with Rosemary. That was exactly what both children were doing on the lawn at that moment; the Cindy doll was receiving plenty of attention from both girls. 

Come here and observe. Nan was standing in front of the big window that looked out on to the very large and spacious lawn. There, on a blanket, sat Rosemary and Betty with the Cindy doll, dressing it happily and chatting as little girls do. 

Dont spoil her happiness. Try and understand your new daughter, if not for your sake, for Rosemarys.

I expect he is playing with another boy in a dress, isnt he? said Rosemarys father, not at all pleased to see his son looking like a girl. 

Beth gave her husband a look. You heard your mother. We do not want to upset her balance of mind. 

Just hold your hands out and kiss her, understand?

By the way, that is a real girl. You see, your new daughter is being accepted by her as a girl, added Nan. 
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Now, let us meet Rosemary. She has been afraid of you coming so put her mind at ease and welcome her with kisses. You too, David.

The three left the mansion to go out to the lawn. 

The two little girls never noticed them, so engaged with the doll were they. Rosemarys parents watched in silence till Nan interrupted their playing. 

Rosemary, your mummy and daddy are here.

Rosemary stopped her playing and looked up. 

Mummy!

Nan gave Beth a look. She knew what to do so she held out her hands and beckoned her new daughter into her open arms. Rosemary ran into them and was sweetly hugged and kissed by Beth. 

Oh mummy, you are not cross with me because I am wearing a dress, are you?

Of course not. It is such a pretty dress on such a pretty girl, my daughter. Who bought this dress for you?

Grandma, Mummy. Nan had indeed bought the dress. This was a shiny yellow gold dress that bal-looned out as Rosemary ran to her mother, letting Beth see the pretty white laced petticoat and a hint of matching knickers. Beth was getting used to the idea of having a daughter; her worry would be her husband. 

Just then Nan interrupted her thoughts. Hasnt Daddy got a kiss for his beautiful daughter?

A reluctant father gave a peck on the cheek. Nan was not satisfied. Surely Daddy can do better than that for his daughter.

A red-faced father gave a wet kiss as Rosemary put her hands round his neck. Little Rosemary was happy that her mummy and daddy liked her in a frock and she was happy to be wearing one. She also knew that

soon she would be leaving her grandmas house and would maybe see her new girlfriend Betty again soon. 

Rosemary expressed these fears to her mummy and daddy Nan reassured her that mummy and daddy would be at her mansion every Sunday and she could play with Betty. Maybe next time she would have her own doll to play with. That pleased the small new girl who was playing happily with her companion again. 

Lets leave the girls. I want to have a serious talk with you, Beth, about Rosemary. This is womans talk, David, so I am afraid you are not privy to it.

Why, mother? Am I not his father? queried David

That is just it, David. You are calling Rosemary

he when it should be she. Only we women can understand these things, right Beth? Beth nodded her head in agreement. 

I think it is best if you stay here and try and bond with your daughter, David. Beth said. 

Beth followed Nan to her study. Nan pulled up a comfortable seat beside Beth. 

Beth, I think we women have a better understanding of young Rosemarys situation than does my son. 

You did the right thing getting David to try and bond with Rosemary. What do you think?

Yes mother, but now that we have arrived at this situation, where do we go from here? Is Rosemary to remain in skirts for the rest of her life?

My dear, I know you are an intelligent woman and understand these things. I know you love Rosemary as she is, in a frock. Dont you see this is the only way forward for her? I know you do. To emphasis her point, Nan patted Beth on the back of the hand. They were in

unison. Rosemarys fate was sealed even if she did not know it. 

Had you any plans for Rosemary after primary school, Beth?

Yes, as James we were going to send him to an all-boys boarding school.

I think perhaps you should consider sending her to a girls boarding school.

You are so right. We will start looking around for such a school. It is only fitting for her now in this situation.

Have you thought of her future, Beth?

What do you mean, mother?

Rosemary is so happy in girls clothes, shouldnt we go further than that?

How much further can we go, mother? Beth was not quite getting what Nan was hinting and Nan saw that. 

Dont you think that Rosemary should enjoy the full benefits of womanhood, dear? Do you know what I mean? FULL WOMANHOOD.

Beth now knew what Nan had in mind. You mean deprive her of her maleness? He would grow up to be a woman with breasts and all that we women have.

Exactly there is no use in her being an imitation woman. She has to be the real thing, hasnt she?

Well...I suppose you could be right but to deprive her of her male bits I...dont know. Well maybe...

You know Im right, Beth. Nan pressed her point home. 

Dont be so glum, Beth. Cant you visualise what a beautiful daughter Rosemary will turn out to be? Think of all the things you can do together that only a mother and daughter can do. I just know she is going to be a delightful daughter to you. What fun you are both going to have as you watch her grow up. Think about choosing dresses together I know you are going to love her. Nan Crowley could see her daughter-in-law was now hooked in. That battle had been won. 

But there are other matters to discuss about Rosemary I have put her on slimming pills, although she does not know it, to lose some weight. I would suggest that you take her to a gym to lose some weight. What do you say?

I could do with losing a bit of weight myself, Beth laughed. What else would you suggest?

A large doll, a pram and a Wendy house should be in your thoughts.

Yes of course. Beth Crowley was now captivated at the prospect of having a daughter. 


***

The next Sunday as the family gathered together for their usual Sunday lunch, there was silence and some amount of embarrassment. There was young James dressed in a frock when lunch was served Beth stood up and gently tapped her tea spoon on a cup for attention. 

I have a very important announcement to make. 

As from today, I wish it known that my son is now my daughter and should be addressed as Rosemary. As

you will have seen in church, she is now dressed in skirts and will be for the rest of her life. That is all.

There was deadly silence till Nan clapped her hands. 

Well said, Beth.

One or two members of the family joined in but Nan heard Robert and Bill, sons of Alan and Mary, whisper to each other, A right little poof he turned out to be, to giggles from both of them. 

Nan Crowley was absolutely furious. Did you hear that, Alan? Mary, you should be ashamed of your sons.

Please forgive my sons, grandmother, but what can I do? Mary replied. 

Ill tell you what you can do. Stand up, Robert and Bill. You too, Rosemary. Now I want both of you to give Rosemary a sweet kiss on the cheek and say you love your cousin. Do it now.

Both boys looked at their mother. Do we have to do this? they asked. 

Yes, you do. I want no further shame. Havent you done enough damage. Kiss Rosemary now.

Rosemary Crowley sweetly held her cheek forward to receive the kisses from her cousins. After receiving their kisses, Rosemary returned with some of her own to many blushes from Robert and Bill. 

And the rest, snapped Nan

Please, Cousin Rosemary, can you forgive both of us for calling you that vile name? one of the boys said. 

Yes but you must always give me a kiss on the cheek every time we meet and tell me how pretty I am, said a smiling Rosemary. 

Later that day when she was alone with her grandsons, Nan whispered to them, How does it feel to kiss a poof? You know it is only a poof that kisses a poof.

Nan left them red-faced. She was protecting Rosemary from any further chidings from these awful boys and expected no further name callings from the two. 

Nan then congratulated Beth for being so brave as to put James/Rosemary in a skirt then tell everyone this would be how Rosemary was going to be for the rest of her life. 

I decided to grab the bull by the horns. There may be some whisperings like we have just witnessed but in time it will all die down and Rosemary can get on with her life. I had a talk with the headmistress at Rosemarys primary school, a very understanding woman. 

She has no objections about Rosemary coming to school in a skirt. She took Rosemary to her class and explained to all this would be how she was and anyone calling her names would be severely dealt with by her. 

Yesterday, Rosemary and I went on a shopping ex-pedition. We looked for a girls school uniform and some other clothes. We purchased the usual white button-up blouse and black pleated school skirt and matching blazer with the school arms on the top pocket. I also purchased white socks and two pairs of cotton knickers; one white, the other black. After buy-ing that lot, we looked around for frocks for Rosemary. 

Thats when we found the red spotted dress she is wearing today. Rosemary liked that and she looks sweet in it, doesnt she, mother?

Yes, she really does, Beth.

Nan was happy that Beth had taken over from her. 

Just then, Rosemary came up to her mother and whispered something to her. 

Yes darling, we will do that. Tell daddy to get it. 

Now off you go. Turning to Nan, she said, She wants to go round to her girlfriend Betty. Would you take her mother? She has something she wants to show her. You know she never stopped talking about her girlfriend Betty all week. She couldnt wait to come here and play with her.

Yes, I will take her but you must come as well and meet Margaret and Betty. They are both nice.

Nan Crowley, her daughter-in-law and granddaughter, were soon standing in front of the large oak door of the mock Tudor house. Margaret Rutherford answered their knock and introductions were given between Beth and Margaret. 

Margaret looked at Rosemary who was holding a large doll. What a nice doll. What is her name?

Rebecca, Mrs Rutherford, said Rosemary politely. 

Is it really? I think Betty will like playing with it. 

Betty, come and see who has visited us, Margaret shouted for her offspring. 

A freckle-faced little girl in pigtails came running to her mother. When she saw Rosemary, a big smile broke out on her face. Rosemary, I missed you. You have brought your dolly! Lets go to my room and play with it and Cindy. What is your dollys name?

Rosemary told her as the two little girls went hand-in-hand to Bettys room. 

Margaret smiled. Betty has done nothing but talk about Rosemary all week. She missed her. They make a good pair.

Rosemary did the same, said Beth. 

The two mothers had gotten off on the right foot and saw eye-to-eye. Nan Crowley now saw herself free to concentrate on her second target for girlhood her grandson Ian, or Jenni as she had determined to re-name him. It was not as if she would stop interfering in the progress of Rosemary. She would step in if she thought Beth was not doing the right things concerning Rosemarys advance to girlhood and, eventually, womanhood. 

But little Ian he had so much going for him to be made into a girl. That would all be to Nan Crowleys advantage when she got her hands on him. 

FIRST IT WAS JAMES, NOW IT IS

IANS TURN

Tina Crowley did not know at the time when she put forward her sons name to be a member of the local church choir that she had played right into her mother-in-laws hands. Tina herself had at one time been a member of her local operatic society; she was a very good singer. Her son as a boy was also a good singer. As well as his being in the choir, Tina had arranged for Ian to take singing lessons. 

Nan Crowley knew that at some future date, she may have the chance to look after young Ian, maybe only for a few hours. She had to be ready for such an occasion and to move quickly when it came. 

A trip to her seamstress friend Barbara was in order; she had some underwear to pick up anyway. 

At Barbaras house, Nan said, Tell me, Barbara, do you have anybody ordering childrens clothes from the Victorian era.

No, not really. As you know, most of my customers are elderly ladies so it is really not called for. Why do you ask?

Would you make childrens clothes of that era if asked?

I would have to consider it but who would want such clothes in this modern day?

I would be interested, Barbara. I have a granddaughter and would just once like to see her in an old-fashioned dress and underwear to match.

Would you really, Nan? Thats nice Id need measurements of the little girl.

No problem. I have them here.

It is a challenge but seeing you are an old customer, I will give it a shot. I will look up some fashion books on Victorian clothes for children. No more was said and both women shook hands on the deal. 

It was fortunate that Nan ordered the clothes she wanted because the opportunity she was looking for came quickly. 

Tina Crowleys father died. When Nan was informed by Tina, she was most sympathetic. 

Is there anything I can do to help, Tina?

Possibly. I didnt want to ask you this but we really do not want to take young Ian to the funeral. He is so young. It is not a matter of going to the funeral and

leaving right away. I will have to stay for a day or two with my mother as my sisters are comforting her at present. Grandmother, could you look after Ian till we come back?

Of course I will. You and your husband go off to your fathers funeral and leave young Ian here. It will be no problem. What Nan was hoping for had fallen into her lap. She was now all prepared to feminize her grandson. 

The next day saw Tina and Ian drop their son off at Nans. Tina kissed her son and told him to be a good boy while he stayed with his grandmother. Tina and Ian Sr. said they would be back as soon as possible and would phone him every night. 

Nan calculated that young Ians parents would be away for at least three days, She must not delay, there was work to do. 

Ian have you seen your room?

No, Granny, I have not.

Then I shall take you there. The room was the same one Rosemary slept in which had been made into a girls room with a dressing table and mirrored wardrobe, a single bed, satin sheets, and a soft white fitted carpet. 

Here we are, Ian. Isnt this a pretty room? Do you like it?

Yes, Granny. Its nice but different from my own room.

After looking round the room, Nan took young Ian to the kitchen where she made some tea for herself and a glass of orange juice and cookies for Ian. 

Let us go to the living room, Ian. I have some clothes I wish to look at. Off they went, Nan and her grandson, hand-in-hand. Nan had already set out the Victorian clothes Barbara had made for her. 

Here we are. Now let me see. Nan was holding a Victorian girl dress before young Ian. What do you think of that, Ian?

He laughed, Its ancient, Granny.

It is indeed but it is what I wore when I was a little girl. How I would like to wear it again. But as you can see, it is too small for me now. Such fond memories that would bring back. I wonder... Nan was now looking fondly at Ian and holding the dress against him. 

You know, I do believe this dress would fit you. I know boys dont usually wear girls frocks but I would so like to see it one more time. Could do your old granny a favour by trying it on? Would you do that, Ian?

By Ians reckoning, it would not be so bad wearing a girls frock. He had seen his cousin James, now Rosemary, wear girls clothes and she was pretty. So why should he not do the same? Besides, it would cheer his granny up to see this dress once more on someone. 

Okay, Granny, why not?

We do have to do this right. Youll have to wear the little girls underclothes as well. That is only fair, Ian.

Ian Crowley supposed Granny was right. Besides, the underwear looked tempting with all those lacy bits and the frills. It was so different from his plain looking boys clothes. So Ian did agreed to be dressed as such. 

Nan smiled. This was going to be a piece of cake compared to Rosemary and it was not really all that hard getting her into girls clothes. 

Lets go to my room, Ian. Soon, grandmother and child were in the room and Nan was taking Ians clothes off. 

Nan pulled a pair of crimson knickers up young Ians legs to his waist. Then she carefully pulled the crimson ribbon that was threaded through the frilled knickers legs. Then she tied the ribbon into a bow just above the knee. How sweet, how pretty, it all looked. 

Then the matching heavily frilled and lace petticoat was slipped over his head and straightened down Ians body. The matching frock was then put on him. Ian was told by his granny to sit on the chair in front of Nans dressing table. A white pair of ankle socks was followed by Mary Jane shoes. 

Nan lifted the brush and comb off the dressing table and started to comb Ians hair. It was longer than Rosemarys and she could do something with it. Having combed it to her satisfaction, she started to tease it out. 

Ian who had been docile till then, asked her, What are you doing, Granny?

Just combing and teasing your hair. We want you to look like a girl. After all, there is no use wearing girls clothes if you dont look like one, is there, Ian?

Granny, is Rosemary now a girl, seeing that she is wearing skirts?

Of course she is. Would she wear a skirt if she was not one. She just loves her frocks.

Lifting an Alice band, Nan placed it over Jennis hair at the front to hold it in place. Her long golden locks fell over Jennis shoulders. 

Now a nice little single row pearl necklace was clipped around the small neck of Ian/Jenni and a golden bangle was placed on her left arm. 

Now darling, have a look at yourself in the mirror. 

You look nothing like a boy, do you?

Young Ian Crowley was studying himself in the mirror. He had to agree with his granny; the reflection looked nothing like him. It was as if he was looking at some little girl he had never met before, and a pretty little girl at that. He shyly looked at Nan. Is it really me, Granny?

Of course it is, Ian. Dont you think you are too pretty to be a boy?

Of course he was too pretty to be a boy but them he could do nothing about that, could he? 

Ian, I want you to sing for me the song you sang so nicely in the church choir. Please, you do it so nicely.

Nan had placed Ian in front of her. The little darling standing there in the crimson dress looked lovely to her. Now before you sing one word I want you to place your hands in front of you. Clasp your fingers together as if in prayer. Thats it, now sing.

Little Ian now proceeded to sing the song. Nan Crowley closed her eyes and heard the beautiful tones coming from not a little boy but a girl. There was no way that young Ian could remain a boy with a voice like that. Tears slowly ran down Nans cheek at hear-ing these sweet girls tones coming from her grandson. 

Ian stopped his singing. Granny, why are you cry-ing?

Please carry on singing, Ian. It is nothing. Its just your old grandmother is a bit sentimental, thats all.

This young child just had to become female; Nan had no second thoughts about that. Should he remain male what a loss to the world it would be to be deprived of such a sweet singer. At puberty, that voice would break. To Nan, that would be a waste of a good voice. She could not let that happen. There must be some way to prevent that. 

That night, Nan thought deeply about her grandsons voice. If she was to remain as Jenni, her voice would have to be feminine anyway. That could be fa-cilitated by voice therapy. But what she had in mind was something permanent. Then she hit upon the solution but she would keep it under wraps for now till the right opportunity came. 

During his stay with his Granny, Young Ian Crowley was never allowed to wear anything else but the girls clothes his grandmother had placed on him. 

When he asked if he should put his boys clothes on, Nan pleaded with him not to. It would make her so happy if he kept wearing his frock. Besides it was only for a few days anyway. God was guiding Nans hand in every move. By telling a lie, she was only helping him, wasnt she? 

In a few days, Ians parents came back to collect him with thanks to Nan. Nan had told little Ian that maybe it would be better if he said not a word to his parents. 

Ian liked wearing the dress. If his parents found out about it, he may not be allowed to wear a dress ever again so not a word was said by him to his mother and father. That was much to Nans delight but they would have to be told at some time. Nan had plans to tackle her daughter-in-law Tina first about Jenni. 

***. 

The parents of Rosemary and Ian were leaving their offspring more and more often with Nan. Rosemary had been by now well started on her way to girlhood. 

Jenni was being well prepared for her start; Nan was putting her in other girls clothes to no objections by Jenni. Jenni Crowley rather looked forward with excitement to such visits to her Granny to the extent of rush-ing to the room she stayed in when she was with Nan and picking the dress she wanted to wear that day. 

Nan knew she had a natural there. 

Then came the day that Nan had hoped for. Jenni had been left with Nan by Tina for the day. About noon, Beth phoned up. 

Mother, can you look after Rosemary. Something has come up. David is away and I have to go this afternoon.

To Nan, this was no problem. If she played this right, she would have both of her grandsons being her granddaughters together for the first time. 

Near noon, Nan gathered Jenni who was dressed in a pretty yellow frock, white ankle socks and black Mary Jane shoes. 

Jenni, I have a surprise for you. Go to your room and stay there till I call you.

Jenni, curious to know what this surprise was, did as her Granny told her to do. 

When Beth and Rosemary arrived, Rosemary was dressed in a red coat with a doll in her hand. When Beth took the coat off, it revealed a pretty flowery dress with a rose pattern. Rosemary of course had a kiss for her grandma. 

Oh, how pretty she looks, Beth. Im so proud of my granddaughter, but we must have a talk about her future soon. I know you are in a hurry, so off you go.

As soon as Beth left, Nan hung the coat on the stand, then took Rosemary by the hand and led her into the living room. 

Rosemary, I have a surprise for you today. I think you will like it.

What is it, Grandma, another doll? Rosemary said hopefully, clutching the one she had in her arms. 

No Rosemary, something better than that. Today you are going to meet your cousin Jenni. Isnt that nice?

Rosemary Crowley gave her grandmother a funny look. She had heard her parents say that sometimes old peoples minds play funny tricks. 

But Grandma, I dont have any girl cousins.

Ah, but you do now. You are going to meet your cousin Jenni Crowley. Come with me.

Taking Rosemary by the hand, Nan led her towards the room Jenni was in. 

Jenni, are you there?

Yes Granny, come in.

There sat Jenni at her dressing table, admiring herself in the mirror. Turning around to face her Granny, she saw Rosemary there. Rosemary did not recognise her cousin Ian and was confused as to who this girl might be. 

Nan quickly put everything right. Rosemary, this is your cousin Jenni. You would remember her as Ian Crowley when dressed as a boy. Young girls such as

you dont shake hands. Kiss your cousin on the cheek. I want you girls to do that now.

It was two hesitant cousins who came to meet each other. Placing their hands round each other, they hugged and kissed each other on the cheek shyly. 

There, that wasnt so bad, was it, girls? Youre going to be good friends forever, love and look out for each other. Nan was happy both of her protégés were progressing towards girlhood. 

Rosemary Crowley was full of questions for her Grandma and her new cousin Jenni. Grandma, is Ian to be permanently dressed in girls clothes same as me?

Yes, but not just yet. Rosemary, can you keep a secret? You are not to let anyone know about your cousin Jenni just yet, okay?

Yes, Grandma.

Rosemary was pleased that her Grandma had put trust in her to keep a secret and that she now had a girl cousin in whom she could confide. 

Jenni Crowleys ears picked up at the mention of her being permanently put in girls frocks. She had thought it had all been to remind her Granny of the by-gone days of her childhood. But the good news was that she could play with Rosemary as a girl. 

Nan put her arms round her two granddaughters. 

This was what she had planned for, but this was only the end of the beginning; there was much to do yet. 

Nan was interrupted by Rosemary saying, Can I take Jenni to Bettys please, Grandma?

What a good idea. Ill come with you and introduce Jenni to Mrs Rutherford. Then you must intro-

duce Jenni to Betty. Little Rosemary was pleased her grandma was delegating that duty to her. It showed her Grandma loved her. 

Soon the party was in Margaret Rutherfords living room. Margaret, this is my other granddaughter, Jenni, who has come today to play with Rosemary. Say hello to Mrs. Rutherford, Jenni.

This Jenni did. She shyly received a kiss from Margaret who then called on her daughter to come and see who was here. Betty Rutherford appeared with a doll in her hand and saw Jenni. Rosemary quickly and proudly said, Betty, this is my cousin Jenni. Betty, copying her mother, gave Jenni a kiss on the cheek. 

Oh, isnt that sweet, Nan? said Margaret

Yes, I think Betty is going to get along very well with both of my granddaughters.

Has Jenni got a doll with her? queried Betty. 

No, she left it at home, answered Rosemary covering for her cousin. 

You and Betty have enough dolls for all of you. 

Rosemary can share hers with Jenni, cant she, Rosemary?

Yes Grandma, Jenni can play with my Rebecca.

Rosemary had to show Jenni how it was like being a girl. Rosemary, now hand-in-hand with her cousin, followed Betty out to the luscious lawn, dragging their dolls with them. Nan was happy to see that Jenni and Rosemary seemed to blend in with each other and that Rosemary seemed to protect her cousin. 

Out on the lawn, Rosemary knew that Jenni had never before played with a doll and was instructing how to dress her. Jenni loved this. This really was fun, 

better than all the rough stuff her boy cousins Robert and Bill were always doing with her/him. Nan and Margaret eventually came to the girls with Coke and cookies. 

Have you had a nice day, Jenni? asked her grandmother. 

Oh yes! Its fun playing with Betty and Rosemary. 

Can I do it again please? she said, looking at Nan. 

We will see. It depends on a lot of things, Jenni.

Nan had a lot to do on that score. First she would arrange a meeting with Beth to discuss a lot of matters about Rosemary. Then there would be a lot of persuad-ing to do with Tina about her offspring. Jenni would be the first to have changes in her body; Rosemary would be much slower, like a normal girl into womanhood. 

Whereas Jenni had to be quicker for a very important reason of which we will hear soon. 


***

It was at one of their usual Sunday lunches that Nan asked Beth for a quiet talk. Both women retired to Nans study. 

Beth, could you give me an update on the progress of Rosemary? I see her every time she is here but that is not the same as a loving mother such as you, dear.

Nan who had started the whole process with her grandson, now her granddaughter, was letting Beth think it was all her idea. 

Well, we have found a private school, the Primrose Boarding School For Girls. The headmistress, Miss Alexandria Fisher, is a very nice and understanding woman, but I hear she is a bit of a disciplinarian. If it

helps Rosemary to gain the required grades, so much the better. A little bit of discipline never harmed anyone.

Very good, Beth, said Nan, thinking she would have to meet this Miss Alexandria Fisher and have a talk with her regarding discipline for Rosemary. 

Beth continued, We are looking for a child psychiatrist for Rosemary who may be able to explain matters to me and David better.

After going this far with James/Rosemary, a shrink might undo it all. Nan was not going to let this happen. 

Beth dear, I think I can help there. Could you leave that matter with me? We both want to do what is best for Rosemary, dont we?

Yes, of course, Mother. All I want is what is best for my daughter.

Nan Crowley gave a sigh of relief. She had saved the situation for now. She had someone in mind who would lean towards what she suggested. 


***

Gabriel Watterson was most surprised to hear from Nan Crowley about having a talk with him about a very important matter. Gabriel had known Nan since he was a boy, she being a close friend of his mother. In fact, Gabriel owed a lot to Nan. When his mother died, he lived on his own, his father long gone before that. 

Nan visited him from time to time. She knew that he was studying medicine and finding it hard money wise, he having no income. Nan took pity on him and advanced a considerable amount of money to tide him

over. As a result, he thought most highly of Nan and her kindness. 

Gabriel Watterson was now a well respected psychiatrist although, it has to be said, not a child psychiatrist. When Nan called at his office, Gabriel made her most welcome. 

Pleased to see you again, Nan. Ill get my secretary to make some coffee and we can talk. Polite conversation passed between the two till Gabriels secretary came with the coffee and biscuits. 

Nan, please tell me why you wanted to see me. Is it just for old times or is it something more serious? 

You know I owe a lot to you.

Yes Gabriel, it is something serious. I dont know where to start.

Is it to do with you?

No, it is my grandson. He now dresses in girls clothes and is called Rosemary.

Gabriel interrupted Nan here. You know I am not a child psychiatrist.

I know that Gabriel but I trust you more than any ordinary psychiatrist. Please help me for old times.

Nan played the part of a distressed grandmother so well that Gabriel was taken in. He remembered her kindness to him when he was struggling with money matters. 

Well, okay Nan, but I would have to see this child and access their mental condition. For all I know, this could be righted and Rosemary could go back to being a boy. But hat is pure supposition. 

Nan wanted to hear that James/Rosemary would have to stay a girl. So now it was bribery time. 

Do you have the latest equipment here for your studies into the human mind, Gabriel?

No, I wish I did. Although I am successful, I do not have that kind of money.

Such a pity. I would like to help you. I want to see advances in the studies of the human mind that will be a help to all mankind. My grandson is a girl, I am sure of that. You will have no doubt when you see her, Gabriel. We could help one another, I am sure.

Gabriel Watterson was no fool. He could see what Nan Crowley was suggesting. 

Yes Nan, I think we see eye-to-eye. Let us make a date to see little Rosemary and her mother here soon. 

From what you tell me, she must be an ideal candidate to be a girl, lucky boy!

Nan Crowley was happy with the results of the meeting. It certainly paid off to be kind to the son of an old friend. Beth was told all was arranged for her to take Rosemary to see Mr. Watterson. Nan wanted Rosemary to look her best for the interview with Gabriel so a new outfit was bought for her granddaughter. Nan told Beth she would accompany both of them to Mr. Watterson. 

Before departing to see Gabriel, Beth and her daughter first came to Nans mansion. 

Nan said to Beth, What have you done to Rosemary. She looks so different.

You noticed, Mother. Well, we did want to look nice for Mr. Watterson so I put some makeup on Rosemary. I hope not too much, a little powder on her face
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and rouge on her cheeks, thats all. Oh, I had her hair styled now that it is longer, too. Isnt it nice, Mother?

Nan approved. It helped her case for her granddaughter, not that it needed help because Gabriel Watterson was already in her pocket. 

Nan, Beth and Rosemary were shown into Gabriel Watterson office by his secretary. 

Nice to see you again, Nan. Ladies, please take a seat. This must be little Rosemary. Thats a nice doll, Rosemary. What do you call it?

Rebecca, Sir.

What if I was to take it from you? Gabriel was speaking in a menacing tone, rising from his seat and putting out his hands just to do that. Rebeccas reaction was to clutch her doll to her heart in a protective motion. 

Gabriel noted that Rebecca reacted in typical female fashion to protect their young. Maybe this child did have female tendencies. 

Turning to Nan and Beth, he said, I will have to do a few medical tests on Rosemary, in private you understand.

Yes, of course. Be a good girl for Mr. Watterson, Rosemary and do everything he says, said Beth. 

In Gabriels examination room, he instructed Rosemary to take off all her clothes except her knickers. This she did, folding each article of clothes and placing her Mary Jane shoes beside the folded clothes. Gabriel watched this with interest before giving her a full check-up. 

Rosemary, go behind the screens and give me some urine, he said, handing her a container to pee in. 

Rosemary, take down your knickers. Rosemary obeyed, having been told by her mother and grandma she had to do all that Mr. Watterson said. 

Gabriel Watterson had expected to see some padding either on her body or in the knickers around Rosemary tummy area but there was none. Gabriel came to the conclusion that Rosemary/James had been so long in girls clothes she was getting used to them. It was not as if the thrill of wearing skirts and frocks was not there anymore but Rosemary was maturing and could keep such emotions under control. 

Okay Rosemary, put your clothes on now and play with your doll while I have a talk with your mummy and grandmother.

Gabriel returned to his office where Nan and Beth were in deep conversation about Rosemary. 

Ladies, I have done a number of tests on your daughter. I conclude that she does need to advance on her way to girlhood. I would suggest she go forward much as a normal girl would. I think it best if she starts on hormones now but in small doses, increasing year-by-year till puberty. Then we will have to consider a few operations, such as breast implants depend-ing on how her breasts have developed by then. Then there are nose and cheek bone operations to consider before the sex change. By that time, she will be well prepared and know exactly what is before her. How are her academic studies going, Mrs. Crowley?

We have enrolled her in the Primrose Boarding School for Girls. It was recommended for students getting high grades.

I see. Have you any questions for me, ladies?

When will Rosemary start the hormones, Gabriel?

asked Nan. 

Right away. He opened a drawer in his desk and handed Beth a medium-size bottle containing white pills. 

Give Rosemary two pills in the morning and two at night just before she goes to bed. I suggest you tell her these are vitamin pills for now. There are side effects. Rosemary will become effeminate as time goes. 

Her penis will shrink, which I would imagine will not worry you too much, will it, Mrs. Crowley?

Whether it worried Beth or not, Nan was highly delighted. Nan then asked What about her voice, Mr. 

Watterson?

Courses on speech therapy should start now. It will become second nature to her by the time she develops into a young woman. Does that answer your question?

Yes. Gabriel, you have been most helpful. I think we must try and help you with your studies into the human mind, dont you think so, Beth? Lets make a little donation, eh, Beth? To the fund you just set up the other day, Gabriel, a most worthy cause.

That would be most welcome. Every little bit helps. Gabriel Watterson was very quick on the up-take and got the meaning of Nans suggestion. 

Mother, I will make a little contribution as well.

That is very kind of both you ladies. It certainly helps me out.

Ill send a cheque through the post, Gabriel, said Nan with a knowing nod. 

Me too, added Beth. 

Nan left Gabriels office relieved. That was one problem solved; now Rosemary was headed forward into girlhood. This Miss Alexandria Fisher was next in line to be dealt with. Nan had some ideas she wanted to discuss with this headmistress. 

OLD-FASHIONED VALUES

The Primrose Boarding School for Girls looked very imposing. The old ivy-covered building loomed high above the luscious green lawn in front of it. It was even more so as one approached it from the long driveway with fir trees either side of the driveway. Then, sud-denly, there it was. 

Nan parked her car, then walked over the granite chips and up the twelve sandstone steps to the massive oak door. Nan stood there, waiting for someone to open the massive door. Eventually the door was opened by an elderly woman in an old-fashioned maids uniform. She had on a long, black, stiff skirt down to her ankles. She wore black womans boots which laced up the front, a white button-up-the-front blouse, a white apron over her black skirt, and a white headdress. 

Yes, who are you and what do you want? the woman sternly asked. 

Nan answered, telling who she was and why she was there. 

I see. Miss Fisher is expecting you. Follow me and I will take you to the headmistress room.

Nan followed behind this woman at a brisk pace, walking over the alternating black and white marble

squares in the passageway. As they approached the headmistress room, a girl was seen leaving the room, wiping her tear-stained face with a white lace handkerchief. 

The maid knocked on the door, then opened the door and led Nan in. 

Mrs. Nan Crowley to see you, maam.

I am so glad to meet you, Mrs. Crowley. Please takes a seat.

The maid interrupted. Do you need me for anything, maam? Can I be excused.

Yes Elsie but take little Doris to the nurse. She didnt look all that well when she left here just a minute ago. A knowing glance passed between the headmistress and the sternly-dressed maid which Nan didnt notice. 

We do like to take care of all our girls, Mrs. 

Crowley said Miss Alexandria Fisher. Now how can I be of help to you, Mrs. Crowley, asked Miss Alexandria Fisher, a tall, distinguished, figure of a woman with dark staring eyes and shining raven hair tied in a bun at the back. She was dressed in a sombre black skirt, white blouse, black stockings, and black flat shoes. 

Before answering that question Nan looked this woman up and down and summed her up. Alexandria Fisher was just the kind of headmistress she was looking for, a disciplinarian and a user of the paddle, she was sure. 

Miss Fisher, as you know, I am the grandmother of Rosemary Crowley who will be coming here next term. 

There are one or two things I would like to ask you about Primrose School.

I can understand that. You only want what is best for your granddaughter. This school has the highest standards of education anywhere in the country. That is proven by the number of students who have reached high positions in government. You need have no worries, Mrs. Crowley.

I see. What about discipline here? I am a believer in spare the rod and spoil the child.

Miss Alexandria Fisher gave Nan a most peculiar look. I am not sure what you mean, Mrs. Crowley. We take good care of all our girls here.

I am sure you do but a little bit of the paddle never did anyone any harm. Nan, looking around as if to see no one else was there, opened her handbag and took a bundle of bills out. 

Can you keep a secret, Alexandria?

It depends on what that may be, Mrs Crowley.

Im sure you can. My granddaughter Rosemary Crowley is actually a boy!

Miss Alexandria Fishers mouth dropped. She was about to say something until she saw Nan pushing a very large bundle of bills towards her. Both womens eyes met. 

Nan spoke. Its a hundred thousand, Miss Fisher, all yours for keeping your mouth shut. But also to see that Rosemary is well-disciplined. Old-fashion values is what we want nowadays, do you agree?

Alexandria hand was already reaching over the table to grab the unexpected loot and put it in her table drawer. 

Yes, Mrs. Crowley. I agree with you one hundred percent. I will see to it personally that Rosemary will be paddled if she steps out of line.

To Alexandria Fisher, the fact that Rosemary Crowley was a boy would make it all the more enjoy-able. So the little Nancy boy liked wearing girls clothes? No problem but he/she would have to pay the penalty. Maybe the sissy would get a thrill from being spanked in girls knickers. 

I look forward to Rosemary coming here next term. I can assure you she will have to toe the line, otherwise I definitely will use the paddle.

Nan Crowley had assessed up Miss Alexandria Fisher correctly; this woman just loved using the paddle on her pupils. This meant that when she was at home at the holidays, Rosemary would seek all the love and affection she could get from her mother and grandmother. They of course would console the little boy/girl and tell her how lucky she was; the punishment could have been worse if she was a boy! 

Nan left Primrose School happy in the knowledge she was going to have a loving granddaughter always seeking her grandmothers affection. Now that problem was out of the way, it was time to concentrate on Jenni. Well, not so much Jenni but her mother, Tina. 

THE PRICE TO PAY FOR A GOOD

SINGING VOICE

Nan Crowley had invited her daughter-in-law Tina over to her mansion for afternoon tea. Ian/Jenni was at school and Tinas husband was at work. 

Both women were now in Nans study. Nan brought a tray containing a tea pot with cups and sau-cers, a milk jug, a sugar bowl and a plate with cheesecake. Having poured out cups of tea for themselves, the women chatted about this and that. Then Nan turned the conversation to the serious matter of Ian/Jenni. 

Tina darling, I have asked you along this afternoon to discuss the future of young Ian. As you know, I am interested in all of my grandchildren. Id like to know if there is any way I can be of help.

Well Grandmother, there has not been a great deal of thought put into that at present. Ian is so young. 

When he goes to school, there may be something that he wishes to study, like engineering or medicine. Who knows?

I see. Tell me, Tina, what do you think of your sons singing voice?

It is very good, excellent in fact. He is taking singing lessons with an excellent teacher.

I agree with you. Young Ian has talent, of that there is no doubt. I heard him sing like a nightingale the other day. It is a pity such ability as he has should be lost to the world, Tina.

Whatever do you mean, Grandmother?

Tina, what will happen to Ians voice when he reaches puberty?

Yes, I see what you mean. His voice will break but there is not much one can do, is there?

Oh, but there is. Ian could become not just a singer but a great opera singer, one that people will flock to see. Why should the world be denied his talent? Surly

you would not have got him singing lessons if you did not think the same thing I do.

But Grandmother, there is nothing that can be done about that.

Wrong, Tina. Being in the Operatic Society, you must have seen something there you dont want to lose.

Tina was being pushed by her mother-in-law so Nan could gently steer her into what she wanted. 

I would dearly love my son to be an operatic singer and be appreciated by the world.

And have the same sweet girls voice that he has now, not a mans voice, added Nan. 

Tina stopped speaking for a moment and looked at her mother in law as if she was insane. 

Impossible.

Not so, Tina. You are well acquainted with singing and the history of it. Tell me, what do you know of men who can sing like a woman?

Tina was silent for a few minutes, thinking very seriously. Then she answered, There is only one thing that comes to mind.

And that is? interrupted Nan. 

The only men that I know who have retained their childs voice are castratos although the last castrato to sing was over a hundred years ago.

Precisely. That is what Ian must become to preserve his wonderful voice and it must be done quickly.

A castrato!? You know what that means and what a sacrifice for my son it would be. It doesnt bear thinking.

Yes, Ian will have to be castrated, but think of the gift you will be giving to the world. Think. You can manage him, train him, and be the guiding forces behind him. Dont let this opportunity slip from your hands.

Nan Crowley could see from the look in Tinas face that she had almost convinced her. 

But grandmother, castration... That means the... 

loss of his TESTICLES!

But the sacrifice must be made. Why should the world be deprived of that magnificent voice that will be a joy for all to hear.

But he would have to be castrated very soon. One never knows for sure when puberty will start.

Of course, the sooner he is castrated, the better.

My husband will never allow such a thing.

Does Ian have to know? Everything could be all over by the time he finds out.

Oh, I dont know, Grandmother.

Tell you what, sleep on it and come back in a few days. But if you do not do this, you may rue this lost opportunity forever.

A worried Tina left her mother-in-law, seriously contemplating her sons future as an operatic singer. 

Nan Crowley knew she was going to get Ian/Jenni into skirts full-time. Castration would lead to emascu-lation, resulting in the loss of masculine feelings. Nan

expected young Ian/Jenni post-castration to play with the girls at school and mix with them. 

After castration there would come a time when Jenni could no longer hide her girlish side from her mother. Nan could be very devious to get what she wanted and what she wanted was to have granddaughters whatever way she could. They may be boys now but bit-by-bit they would become girls, lovely young women. Nan sat in her study cheerfully planning future events in the live of Rosemary and Jenni, her granddaughters. She had so much to do. It made her happy to think about and plan their futures. 

Tina Crowley came back quicker than Nan had anticipated; the next day in fact. It looked like things were going to go at a faster pace; so much the better as far as Nan was concerned. 

Good morning, Tina. So nice to have your company and what can I do for you today? Nan led Tina into her study and bid her sit down on the Hepple-white mahogany chair opposite her own. 

Tina, why you have come back so soon after our talk last night?

Grandmother, I have been thinking since last night. You are right, Ian does have a good voice. As you and I know, that voice may be lost forever. There is very little time to lose if it is to be preserved. Tears formed in Tinas eyes as she said these words. 

Am I a bad mother for thinking about what should be done now, Grandmother?

Nan raised herself from her chair, put her arms round Tina, and whispered, Of course not, Tina. You are only doing what is best for your son. Not many

mothers would take such a drastic action. It is the right decision. You are only thinking of Ians future.

Hadnt pretty little Tina fallen right into Nans trap with a bit of coaxing by Nan herself? Tina even believed that she was responsible for the whole thing. 

Grandmother? Tina queried. 

Yes, Tina?

How exactly am I going to get Ian castrated, I mean I do not know how to go about such a thing.

Tina dear, do not worry about that; leave it all to me. But first, dont you think we should talk with Ian to prepare him for what is about to happen to his body? For the moment, I would not say one word to your husband.

I think it best we both speak with my son.

Yes, bring him next week. That will give me time to sort out an operation for him. I think I know someone who can help us there.


***

When Gabriel Watterson received another phone call from Nan, he knew that he would have to do her a favour. He knew that Nan was not going to be talking about the weather. 

Soon Nan Crowley sat before Gabriel in his office. 

How can I be of service to you, Nan?

What a nice office you now have, Gabriel. And in such an up-market district. I expect you now have the funds to explore further into the mind for the benefit of all mankind. I am thinking of donating again for your

noble work, Nan said, reminding Gabriel of the very generous amount of money she had given him. 

Thank you very much for your kind donation, Nan. And what can I do for you today? He had sorted out that grandson of hers Rosemary and set him on his way to become a girl. What did she want now? 

Nan came straight to the point. Is it possible that you could arrange a castration, Gabriel!?

But I thought we agreed that Rosemary would be on hormones for now and that when the time came, she would have the full sex change operation.

It is not for Rosemary but my other grandson, Ian, who will eventually be called Jenni.

Gabriel Watterson looked at Nan Crowley in amazement. Just how many of her grandsons was she planning to turn into girls? 

Nan explained the whole situation with Ian and how his mother suggested castration to preserve his voice and further his/her singing career. 

But Nan, no one is castrated nowadays, well, not in this country. Besides when did the last castrato sing?

That does not matter, Gabriel. I know you cannot do the operation. I want to know if you can suggest someone who can do such an operation.

What you are suggesting is highly illegal. Should the authorities find out, that person may be prosecuted.

Nan completely ignored that answer. How soon do you think we can get someone, Gabriel?

Well, I suppose the young boy and his mother could be flown to the Far East where the operation could be done with no questions asked.

Good. Ill leave all the arrangements in your capa-ble hands. Keep me informed. The sooner it can be arranged, the better. I think I must send another donation to your fund. I feel in a generous mood today.


***

The following week, Tina and her son Ian were both in Nans study in serious talks. 

How would you like a holiday in Thailand, Ian?

asked Nan in a friendly way to her grandson. 

Tina quickly cut in and answered for him. He is just going to love it, Grandmother. He has never been there before. Neither have I

Good, now run along, Ian, and play with some of the toys in the room you stayed in the other month. I have many things to discuss with your mummy.

Ian left to go to that room knowing there were dolls and many other girls things there, and that his mother did not know that. He couldnt not dress in the girls clothes in the wardrobes, but to play with the dolls would do for now. 

Meanwhile Nan sat and talked with Tina. 

You have spoken with your husband about the forthcoming trip to Thailand, Tina?

Yes, Grandmother. He is agreeable. He thinks I am taking Ian for a holiday. Besides, he is up to his ears in work and will be away from home some of the time so it suits him that I am not in his way.
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You know what to do when you are there?

Of course, Grandmother. Ill tell Ian he has to have a medical check up because the best doctors in the world are there. They will find something wrong with him which requires an urgent operation. When he awakes from the operation, he will find his testicles gone. I will tell him not to worry, all will be alright and that is that.

Very good. I have the plane tickets for you and young Ian right here, Nan said, handing the same to Tina. 

That part of her planning had gone well there would of course be repercussions when Ian found out the real truth of the holiday. But by then it would be too late to change matters; the damage would had been done and Ian/Jenni would be well on her way to girlhood. 

Nan Crowley sat back in her chair and gave a sigh of relief. She was happy God had been kind to her. But there was only time for a brief moment of relaxation. 

Soon it would be Rosemarys first term at the Primrose Boarding School For Girls. 

THE NEW GIRL

Rosemary Crowley, in her primrose yellow uniform, pleated skirt, yellow blouse, yellow ankle socks and black flat girls shoes, stood between her mother and grandmother on the top step of the main entrance to the Primrose Boarding School For Girls. She looked up at the tall imposing figure of Miss Alexandria Fisher

who would be her new headmistress. Miss Fisher held her hand out to welcome Beth and Nan. 

So this is little Rosemary, said Alexandria Fisher, patting her on the head. Turning to Elsie the maid who stood by her side, she addressed her. Take Rosemary and her case to Dormitory B and introduce her to Mrs. 

Robinson, her dormitory mistress.

Elsie raised her eyebrows in surprise as she looked at Miss Fisher. 

Yes, thats right, Elsie, Dormitory B. Nothing but the best for Rosemary here, Miss Fisher said, at the same time fixing her eyes on the maid. 

Nan knew nothing about this Dormitory B but from the eye contact and brow raising between the maid and headmistress, there must be something unusual about it. 

Rosemary dear, kiss your mother and grandmother. You will not see them till the end of this term,

said Alexandria Fisher. 

This Rosemary did. Elsie, carrying her case with one hand and holding Rosemary with the other, led her away through the long marble tiled corridors to Dormitory B. 

Elsie kept looking at Rosemary. There must be something different about this girl. No first-term girl was ever put in Dormitory B on arrival. Dormitory B

was the dormitory every girl in Primrose feared to be in. 

The reason was that only those who had been disciplined by Miss Alexandria Fisher a number of times were put there. Alexandria called them Bad Girls

and those there were singled out for the paddle of the headmistress. But no girl was ever put there unless she

had been to the headmistress at least three or four times. So why this Rosemary put there? Elsie could not figure it out. 

On arrival at the dormitory, Rosemary saw twelve beds, six on each side, each with a locker and bedside table. At the front of the dormitory was a room sepa-rated from the rest of the dormitory. On the door was a sign which read Mrs. Robinson, Dormitory Mistress. 

Please knock and wait till told to enter. Elsie did and after a few moments, a voice bade her enter. 

Inside was a small stout woman sitting in front of a desk, writing in a diary. 

Rosemary Crowley, Mrs. Robinson, said Elsie. 

Fannie Robinson stopped writing and looked up at Rosemary. The first words she uttered to Rosemary were not the least bit welcoming to a first-term girl. 

Stand up, girl. Head up, shoulders straight, chest out. I will not have girls slouching in this dormitory. 

Understand. The small piercing eyes of Fannie Robinson sent a chill through Rosemarys body as she was looked up and down by her new dormitory mistress. 

Follow me, snapped Mrs Robinson. The party was led by Fannie Robinson to an empty bed. 

Elsie, help her unpack her case. Now addressing Rosemary, Fannie said, When that task is finished, you will stand perfectly still and upright. Speak to no one till I come to take you to the headmistress. Do you understand, girl?

Rosemary, frightened by the aggressive manner of Fannie Robinson, stuttered, Yes, Miss.

Fannie Robinson glared at Rosemary. That is not how you address me, girl. It is Yes, Mrs. Robinson. It

is a good job that you are going to see the headmistress and learn some manners. Now address me again, girl.

This Rosemary did. Fannie Robinson left Rosemary and Elsie sorting out the locker and bedside table. 

When they were finished, Elsie left Rosemary standing erect at her locker. By now, other girls had entered the dormitory. 

Elsie glanced once again at Rosemary as she left. So Fannie Robinson was taking this girl to see the headmistress. That could only mean one thing; she would receive the paddle from Alexandria Fisher. That was always what girls in Dormitory B received when Fannie Robinson took them to see the headmistress. But this girl had only arrived; she had done nothing wrong yet to receive the paddle . 

So there stood Rosemary Crowley saying nothing as other girls entered the dormitory, went to their bed places and unpacked their cases. While the other girls as of yet knew nothing of this new girl, they did know about the type of punishment given out by their Dormitory mistress and knew that being forced to stand and say nothing was part of it. They had sympathy for Rosemary; it was something many had suffered before. 

Rosemary stood there for a very long time; her legs were beginning to ache. Eventually, Fannie Robinson emerged from her room. 

Come here, girl, we are going to see the headmistress now, she said in a gruff voice. 

The girls looked at each other but said nothing; they very well knew what that meant. Poor innocent Rosemary did not. 

Fannie Robinson led Rosemary through various passageways till eventually they stood before the head-

mistress door. After Fannie knocked, the voice of Alexandria Fisher bid them enter. 

This is the girl you wished to see, Alexandria. 

Now that all the visitors have left, I have brought her to you.

Thank you, Fannie. I have put her in your dormitory so you can keep an eye on her. I have reports she is a very naughty girl. That sort of behaviour will not be tolerated at Primrose.

Yes, Headmistress. I will keep a special lookout on her. But dont you think that she should be taught a lesson before she does any mischief in Primrose?

Perfectly correct, Fannie. I must have disciplined girls here who obey their superiors. I would say a little punishment is in order to teach them what is in store should she step out of line. So saying, Alexandria Fisher opened a drawer in her desk, took out a black leather paddle and laid it on her desk top. 

Do you see this, Rosemary? Miss Fisher said, holding up the paddle. This is what naughty girls de-serve on their bottoms.

Rosemary, trembling in fear, answered, But Im a good girl, Headmistress.

Did you hear that, Mrs. Robinson?

I certainly did. She dared to answer, back inso-lence of the highest order. There can be no mistake, she has to be punished at once, Headmistress.

A lot more than I intended. This is a very naughty girl indeed. Im afraid it will be the silver cords for her. 

Ive never used them first time on a girl before, have I?

No Headmistress, you have always been kindness itself. A smile passed between Alexandria Fisher and Fannie Robinson. 

Another drawer in Alexandria desk opened and some silver and satin cords were taken out and placed on the desk top. 

Rosemary did not know what was going to happen next but had not long to wait as Fannie Robinson held her hands behind her back and Alexandria Fisher tied a satin cord around them. She then found her feet bound together with another satin cord. 

Fannie Robinson knew what to do next as she had done this many times before. Pulling a chair in front of the headmistress desk, she sat down, pulled her black pleated skirt to above her knee, and looked at Alexandria. The headmistress led Rosemary who could only hobble towards Fannie, then Alexandria placed her over Mrs Robinsons knees, face down. 

Fannie Robinson lifted Rosemarys yellow skirt over her back, exposing her yellow cotton knickers and placed her hand over Rosemarys back, holding her in a vice-like grip. 

Miss Alexandria Fisher lifted the black leather paddle off her desk top and walked to where Rosemary lay over Fannie Robinson knees, raised the paddle and gave Rosemary a mighty thwack on her knickers. But one swipe would not be enough for Alexandria Fisher. 

If this sissy liked wearing girls knickers, he/she had to pay the price for his fun. 

Fannie Robinson had been informed by Alexandria of the status of Rosemary Crowley and she would be punishing the Nancy boy for his fun. She had been

handsomely paid by Alexandria to keep her mouth shut about Rosemary. 

Rosemary Crowley did not know it but she had been put in the hands of the two most severe disciplinarians in Primrose School. And what she received on her first day would become commonplace as time went on. It only made her more docile and loving towards her mother and grandmother when quarterly terms were over and she at home once more. 

This only played into Nan Crowleys hands; she now had one truly loving granddaughter. 

On receiving her punishment, Rosemary, accompanied by Fannie Robinson, returned to Dormitory B and was left her at her bedside, sobbing. The other girls there gathered round her and sympathised with her. 

All in the dormitory had been to Alexandria Fishers room many times before and knew the procedure. 

What did you do wrong? asked one girl

Nothing at all, replied Rosemary. 

It is most unusual to receive the paddle the very first time you are here. We all know you havent had time to do mischief, said another girl. 

You havent even been to a class yet. What is your name? added another girl. 

Rosemary told all present her name. 

Well Rosemary, we all welcome you here but you have been put in the worst dormitory in the school. 

You see Miss Alexandria Fisher puts only the girls she takes great delight in punishing here. Our Form Mistress, Mrs. Robinson, also gets enjoyment using the paddle on our backsides.

Theyre both sadists, said another girl bitterly. 

Before the day was out, Rosemary found herself in Mrs. Robinsons room. She lectured Rosemary about being a naughty girl in front of the whole of Dormitory B. 

Turning to all assembled, she said, I want all you girls to understand this is the punishment you will receive if you step out of line with me.

Come here, Rosemary. Stand up straight and obey my commands.

Frightened but obedient, Rosemary stood before Fannie Robinson who sat on a chair in front of her writing desk. 

Bend over my knee, girl.

Fannie Robinson, as she had done in the headmistress study, had drawn up her black pleated skirt to reveal her black stockinged legs. 

As Rosemary placed herself over Mrs. Robinsons knee, her yellow skirt was pulled up by Fannie Robinson to reveal her yellow cotton knickers to all the girls present. Mrs. Robinson lifted a paddle. She now set about spanking poor Rosemary; there was no doubt Fannie Robinson was deriving much mental pleasure from the act. When Fannie Robinson physically and mentally exhausted herself, she stopped. Her face showed a wide grin from the pleasure that act had given her. 

During that first year at Primrose, Rosemarys body underwent changes. Her breast area became very sensitive to touch; small mounds were forming there. Rosemary found her penis becoming smaller to such an extent that she had to sit to urinate. She was still taking the vitamin pills her mother said she must take to keep her strength up, little suspecting that they were the

cause of the feminisation of her body. Of course, Nan was more than delighted to see the changes in Rosemarys shape every time she came home at the end of term. 

THE FEMINIZATION OF IAN

Tina and her son had arrived back from Thailand, the operation successfully completed. Ian didnt really understand it all but his mummy said it was all for his own good. An unusual feeling came over Ians body from time to time. He felt strange desires now like wanting to wear girls clothes all the time. His grand-

mother Nan had put him in girls clothes from time to time, but this was different. He really wanted to become a girl now. 

At school, he played with the girls all the time; he was accepted by then as an effeminate boy. Two of the girls, Marjory and Trish, really liked him. He was different from the other boys some of whom would pull their pigtails. Not Ian. Ian knew he could always put girls clothes on at his Granny Crowleys house. He now wanted to wear girls clothes all the time but had none of his own. With the friendship developing between him and the two girls, it was no surprise that he asked them if they could supply him with a dress. 

Oh, you are a funny boy, giggled Marjory. 

Ive never seem a boy in a dress, chuckled Trish. 

Ill tell you what, Ive an old dress you can wear but you have to promise that Trish and I will see you in it, said Marjory. 

Okay, bring it to my play shed in the back garden of my house tomorrow after school, said Ian. 

Its a deal. Ill bring knickers, a petticoat, socks and Mary Jane shoes as well.

The two girls looked at each other and burst into fits of laughter. They were going to see a boy in girls clothes, something they had never seen before. They were sure no other girls in the school had seen a boy in a skirt before. They were privileged. 

The day came and Ian led the girls into the play shed Marjory had a rucksack on her back containing all the girls clothes Ian desired. Both girls helped Ian into the red satin petticoat and matching knickers, then the red polka dot dress, to much laughter. 

He must have a girls name. Think of something, Trish.

No need to, its Jenni, answered Ian. 

Well, thats as nice a name as any, Jenni.

Both girls giggled. 

She must have flowers in her hair. It will make her look so nice, said Marjory. 

Come on, Jenni. Both girls took Ian/Jennis hand and led her into the garden. They started to pick daisies, then made a garland placed it on top of Jennis hair. 

Oh, she does look nice, said Trish. 

Yes and so girlie, replied Marjory. 

Again both girls burst into laughter and giggles. 

Tina Crowley was making dinner. She could here laughter coming from the play shed of her son. She took some ice cream from the fridge and cookies out to the shed for her son and companions. 

On arriving there saw three little girls playing, one with a garland of daisies on top of her hair. That one seemed to be the centre of attention of the other girls. 

Have you seen Ian, girls? enquired Tina. 

Oh, you mean Jenni. She is right here beside us, Mrs. Crowley, giggled Marjory. 

Where? said his mother. 

Here, both girls said, giving Jenni a nudge on the shoulder. 

Tina Crowley stared in disbelieve at the third girl. It was her son and no mistake. 

He is funny for a boy, said Marjory. 

But he looks even better as a girl, Trish com-mented. 

Tina stood there, not knowing what to say. She should have known what castration would do to her son. Tina was so centred on furthering a singing career for her son that she had been blinded as to the consequences of that act. 

Come along, Ian. It is time for dinner.

Tina took her sons hand and lead him away. 

Will we see Jenni again? asked the girls. 

Tina Crowley said not a word as she left the girls. 

She was in a dilemma and completely blamed herself for it. Although her mother-in-law was the real culprit in this turn of events, it was Nan she turned to for ad-vice. 

When Nan heard the wonderful news of Ian/Jenni wearing a frock, she calmed Tina down. Tina was blaming herself for what had happened, not remembering Nan had prompted her all along the way. 

Tina dear, you must not blame yourself for all this. 

No harm has been done. Ian seems quite happy in a skirt. Maybe it is fate. Nan gave her daughter-in-law a hug. 

These things cannot be changed. You must accept him as, what did you say he called himself? As if Nan did not know but she wanted to hear that name from Tina. 

It is Jenni, Grandmother.

Ah yes, Jenni. It is a nice name for a girl. But you must realise the consequences of what has happened now. I think his life as a boy is coming to an end and that of a girl is beginning, Tina.

Whatever do you mean, Grandmother?

For a start, her voice is going to be feminine. In male company, she will sound most strange if dressed as a man. Dressed in female clothes, she will easily be accepted as a woman, besides for a boy, Jenni is small and, dare I say, girlish. I suggest you bring her up as a girl and dress her as such. Then when the time comes, go ahead with the full male-to-female operation.

But Grandmother, what about my husband? He is going to be absolutely furious when he finds Ian has been castrated.

It is too late to worry about that now; the deed is done. Tell him, then on Sunday after lunch, I will have a talk with Ian and explain the situation calmly to him and discuss what now has to done.

Yes, Grandmother, you are so much better in explaining these things than I am.

When Tina left, Nan poured herself a glass of red wine and sat in her study, sipping the wine and thinking how well her plans had gone. Two grandsons were now well on the way to becoming girls and, eventually, beautiful young women. Rosemary was now a very obedient young girl, thanks to the bribe given to Miss Alexandria Fisher and the spankings she received from her. There were now no arguments about anything Nan might ask her to do. There would be no trouble with Jenni; she was a good girl and so feminine. What a beautiful woman she would turn into. 

Then there were the forthcoming marriages; surely at least one of her granddaughters would marry. Who could resist their female charms? It is busy work being a grandmother with two beautiful granddaughters. 

Marriage, there was something else she would take de-

light in fixing. Nan was already thinking about what sort of dress a grandmother should wear at the wed-ding of her granddaughters. 


***

Sunday lunch came. Tina Crowley and her husband were not on speaking terms, which did not surprise Nan. After lunch, Nan asked her son Ian to come to her study for a talk. Nan asked him what was on his mind, as if she did not know. 

Nothing at all, Mother.

Is that so? Then why are you and Tina not on speaking terms? You cannot pull the wool over your mothers eyes.

Its our son, Mother. That bitch of a wife of mine has had him castrated. Now he wants to wear girls clothes and be called Jenni!

I see, Ian, but it is too late to change matters now. 

Ian is a very sensitive boy and all sorts of damage could be done if you scorn your son. I think it best you treat him as a girl and bring him up as such. I know it will be hard for you but you must show that you approve of what he now is.

Ian Crowley thought long and hard. 

You mean another boy/girl in the family like David and Beths Rosemary?

Exactly, but you must stop calling Rosemary a boy/girl. It has been agreed between David and Beth that in time, Rosemary will have the sex change operation. That is what should happen to Jenni. Cant you see that, son? There is no use leaving her half-man, half-woman. Like Beth, you must dress Jenni in female

clothes. At our lunch next Sunday, I want you to introduce her as your new daughter.

I cant do that, Mother.

I expect Tina will not hesitate to do so. You must stand up and support your wife and new daughter, Jenni. You must, son.

Ian Crowley was trapped. He knew his son was more than determined to wear girls clothes and would shame him by turning up dressed as a girl the following Sunday. 

Ian meekly answered, Yes Mother, you may be right.

Nan Crowley had conquered once more, her obses-sion driving her on. It was Gods will and she, His ser-vant, was carrying out his instructions. 


***

Things were not going well in Ian and Tina Crowleys household. They would soon be sleeping in single beds. They had reached an agreement for the sake of their child; outwardly they must look like a happily married couple. They also agreed that, because of Jennis condition, a singing career was a must. Ian realised that there was no going back and began to accept that his son Ian was now his daughter Jenni. As his mother said, who knows what damage could be done to Jenni if her parents were always fighting. Sexual relations between Ian and Tina ceased. Ian could never forgive Tina for what she had done to his son, now his daughter. 

However Ian was sensible enough to realise that Jenni should be brought up in a female environment. 

When push came to shove, Ian loved his child, whether was male or female. 

Because of Jennis singing abilities, it seemed the correct thing to further her career to send her to a boarding school which specialised in singing. 

For the forthcoming family meeting on Sunday, Ian left the purchasing of girls clothes for his daughter to Tina. He told her to buy the best for his daughter; no expense should be spared, she had to be pretty. As Jennis parents, they would be proud of their new daughter. 


***

Tina Crowley certainly did her daughter proud that Sunday. There were whispers among Jennis aunts and uncles at the table till Tina rose. 

Grandmother and all here assembled, I want to present my new daughter Jenni. I want everyone here to accept her as such as we all did with David and Beths daughter, Rosemary. Shortly, Jenni will be leaving to go to a school where her voice will be trained for a career in opera. I do not have to tell you all what a beautiful voice she has.

Then Beth stood up. May I be the first to congratulate Tina and Ian for accepting their new daughter, Jenni I think I can speak with some authority, having experienced the same difficulties with my Rosemary. I will give her and Jenni all my support as I am sure will Rosemary to her new female cousin.

Beth then gave Tina a hug and a kiss on the cheek, then did the same to Jenni. Dont you want to welcome your new girl cousin, Rosemary?

Yes, of course, Mother.

Rosemary was wearing her school uniform of yellow skirt and blouse with the Primrose crest on the top right hand side of the blouse. Rosemary kissed her cousin Jenni on the cheek. Jenni Crowley stood up to receive the kiss, dressed in her newly-purchased green dress which rustled as she rose, much to her delight. 

Her mummy had bought a nice multicoloured beaded necklace; she had her ears pierced and wore matching multicoloured dangling earrings. 

Jenni received many kisses that day from other aunts and uncles, even her two cousins, Robert and Bill. They had previously kissed Rosemary on the cheek so it did not seem unusual anymore to them to see boy cousins become girl cousins. 

After lunch, Rosemary remarked to Jenni, Lets find Betty Rutherford and play with her.

Yes, lets. I havent seen her in a long time.

So off the two cousins went, hand-in-hand, to Betty Rutherfords home. 

On their arrival, Margaret Rutherford, Bettys mother, opened the door. 

Yes girls, what can I do for you?

We have come to see Betty.

Im sorry, Betty is not in at present but do come in. Margaret Rutherford led the girls to the living room and asked them to sit on the couch. 

Betty should be here in the next hour or so. Her father went yesterday to collect her at the Swiss boarding school she now attends. They were staying overnight at Bernie, then flying here this morning. They should be home soon. Would you girls like some lemonade and cheesecake while you wait. We can have a chat?

Yes, please and thank you, Mrs. Rutherford, both girls replied. 

Then you just sit there and Ill fetch it.

As Margaret brought a tray containing the straw-berry cheesecake and glasses of lemonade, she looked at the cousins. 

What do you girls intend to do when you leave school? Margaret Rutherford asked. 

Mommy and Daddy are sending me to a boarding school for singing, Mrs. Rutherford, answered Jenni. 

Yes, I expect they would. You have such a lovely voice, Jenni. You sang nicely last Sunday in church. 

Would you sing for us now, dear?

I would be more than pleased to do so, Mrs. 

Rutherford.

Jenni stood up, taking the pose she had been taught by her singing teacher, clasping her hands together in front of her. Then she began to sing Ave Maria.

When she finished, Margaret Rutherford clapped her hands and said, Delightful, Jenni. What a good singer you are. You will go far.

Jenni blushed and answered, Thank you, Mrs Rutherford.

Just then the door opened and Betty Rutherford and her father Ralph entered, hand-in-hand. Betty rushed to her mother and received a kiss and a hug. 

Look who has come to see you, darling, said Margaret Rutherford. 

Betty turned round and for the first time noticed Rosemary and Jenni. 

Oh, how wonderful, my girlfriends are here to welcome me. Betty Rutherford gave Rosemary and Jenni each a kiss on the cheek which both girls returned. 

I expect both you and Daddy are hungry. Ive cooked something nice for you, said Margaret Rutherford. Then looking at Rosemary and Jenni, she said, Would you girls like to join us for dinner? Ill phone your grandmother to let her and your mothers not worry.

Thank you, maam, both girls replied. 

Ill have to change out of my school uniform. 

Mother, can Jenni and Rosemary come with me to my room?

Of course, darling. Margaret saw no harm in her daughter changing out of her school uniform in front of the Crowley girls. After all, they were growing up and her daughter and Rosemary and Jenni would have seen girls changing in their dormitory before. 

In Bettys room, the girls were looking through Bettys wardrobe, taking dresses and frocks out. Betty was holding a lovely pink frock against herself. 

Oh, thats a pretty frock, Betty, said Jenni. 

I like it too. Such a nice dress, Rosemary said, feeling the fine satin. 

Okay, for my girlfriends, Ill wear this one to-night.

Betty then proceeded to undress in front of the girls till she stood in only her bra and knickers. 

Oh you have a bra like me, Betty, exclaimed Rosemary. 

Mother bought it for me last time I came home. Its nice, isnt it?

Ill have a brassiere too, someday, Jenni interrupted, jealous because she did not have a bra. 

Of course you will, Jenni, but for now only we big girls wear bras.

Then let me see your bra, Rosemary, Jenni haugh-tily said. 

No sooner said than done. Rosemary unbuttoned her school blouse and exposed her yellow brassiere. 

She wanted her girlfriends to see she was a big girl now and proof of that was that she now wore a bra. 

Oh, that is a nice one, exclaimed Betty. 

Yes, I think it is too, answered Rosemary. 

Jenni said nothing but wished the day would soon come when her mummy would buy her a bra. 

After dressing, Betty proceeded to unpack her case. 

Rosemary spotted a doll within the case I see you still have Cindy. Thats nice.

I take her everywhere as a sort of mascot. She even comes to bed with me. But as we are big girls now, I no longer play with my dolls. But it is fun to remember good times when I played with my best girlfriends, you and Jenni.

Are we really your best girlfriends? asked Rosemary. 

Of course you are. I have another girlfriend at school. Chantal Darrell, a French girl who helps me with my French studies. She is nice and I hope to bring her with me at the end of some quarter term.

Yes indeed, Rosemary was developing. Her mother, Beth, noticed that when Rosemary came home at the end of term from Primrose School. That week, Beth took her daughter to a corsetiere for a fitting of a brassiere. 

Is this her first, madam? asked the woman fitter. 

Yes, she has grown very fast since she last came home from school. Beth she said to herself that she should have realised such a change would happen with the amount of hormone pills Rosemary was taking. 

I will measure her around the breast area, then I will have some idea as to what type of brassiere is needed. This the woman did, then she left and came back shortly with a box containing a number of brassieres. 

Ill try this one on her first. The woman lifted a white bra out of the box. How does that feel, dear?

asked the assistant. 

Its a bit tight. maam.

I see you need a bigger bra than I thought. Try this one. The woman lifted a slightly bigger bra out the box. How is that, dear.

Much better, maam.

Good but I think I have something even better here. The woman lifted a yellow bra edged with yellow lace to match the yellow school uniform Rosemary was now wearing, then fitted it on Rosemarys breasts. 

Oh thats darling! exclaimed Beth. 

Im glad you like it, madam. This bra can also be let out when she grows bigger to allow for breast expansion!

That is a good idea. We will take it. It even matches her school uniform.

Mother and daughter were pleased with their purchases. Rosemary was happy she was like some of the girls in the dormitory she had seen wearing brassieres. 

During the quarter-term holiday, Margaret Rutherford asked the mothers of Rosemary and Jenni if she could take their daughters with her along with Betty to a few places of interest like the British Museum and Library and the Victoria and Albert Museum. 

Margaret liked the Crowley girls and thought they would be good company for her daughter. From that point forward, at quarter-term holidays, Betty, Rosemary and Jenni were always seen together. 

Nan also invited Margaret and husband Ralph, along with Betty, to her Sunday lunch. 

TIME TO CHANGE SEX FOR JENNI

Jenni Crowley had been at the Quattro Rusteghi School For Singing in Rome for the last three years. She was now fifteen. 

To Nan Crowley, it seemed that now would be a good time for Jenni to have her operation. Nan knew that Jenni would become a famous operatic singer and be hounded by the press and media. It would be better that she have her operation now. She knew that she had Tina, her daughter-in-law like a puppet on a string. Tina would do her bidding. Her son, Ian, could never forgive his wife Tina for castrating his son. With difficulty, in time, Ian had accepted his new daughter Jenni. 

One Sunday after lunch, Tina and Ian were in Nans study for a very serious talk. 

Ian, Im so glad you have accepted Jenni as your daughter. You have done the right thing and given her your support. As you realise, Jenni is neither completely male nor female so it is time something is done about that.

Yes Mother, but what do suggest should be done?

I think now is the right time for Jenni to have the sex change operation. Dont you think so, son?

She is such a frail girl, Mother; could her body stand that type of operation? Besides, dont people who change sex have to have hormones or something? Im no expert about that.

I would not worry too much about the operation. 

She would be under the care of some of the best surgeons in the world. As for hormones, Tina and I took her to a specialist. In preparation for the operation, she has been on hormones for the past year.

Ian, who was now furious, turned to his wife. You bitch! I was not told of any such operation or that my daughter was on hormones. Dont I have a say in the life of my daughter? You disgust me, I cannot trust you with my daughter. In the future, I have to know about anything concerning Jenni, understand bitch?

Tina Crowley had never seen her husband in such a bad temper before and cowered before him. 

Nan was happy with the present situation because it was she who had arranged everything. But she had to press her point home. 

But you do agree that something has to be done for Jenni s sake? Your wife has arranged everything whether you agree or not.

I dont want to stand in the way of Jennis happiness. Go ahead with the operation. What is the process from here on, Mother? Ian Crowley was ignoring his wife and directing all his questions to his mother. Nan was quite happy about that. It put her in charge of the situation. 

I think in, say, three or four months time, it could be arranged for Jenni and her mother to fly to Thailand so the operation can take place. That would fit in nicely with her next quarter-term holiday.

Thank you, Mother. This woman, with my permis-sion, can accompany my child for that period of time.

Ian was completely snubbing his wife. Tina was now in tears and Nan offered her a white lace handkerchief to dry her face. 

Nan Crowley was in complete charge of the situation and the first of her grandsons would become her granddaughter in all ways. Little Jenni, so small, so frail, so pretty, so sweet, was now developing female charms. Her body was taking the required female shape. Nan had spotted Jenni when she thought no one was looking, spying herself in the mirror and proudly looking at her budding breasts. 

Yes Jenni Crowley was a big girl now, she thought to herself, like her cousin Rosemary and girlfriend Betty Rutherford. Her mother and grandmother had even taken her to be fitted with a brassiere that time she came home on quarter-term holiday. She could not wait to show Rosemary and Betty the nice white lacy bra with the small bow between the cups. That would show them she was a big girl now, just like them. 

***

It had been explained to Jenni a long time ago that because of her castration, the complete change over to female would have to take place. That did not seem to worry her; the castration was making her effeminate anyway. To her, the operation couldnt come quick enough. 

Nan had always intended to be at Jennis operation; she wanted to see her dream come true, or at least the first part of it. The second part would be Rosemarys operation. 

Nan accompanied her daughter-in-law Tina and soon-to-be granddaughter Jenni to Thailand. The three settled into a five-star hotel in Bangkok where later that night they met Dr. Chu Hua Wong, a pretty, small, Chinese woman who would perform the operation at her clinic in the outskirts of Bangkok where Jenni, her mother, and grandmother would stay till after the operation. 

At dinner that night, Dr. Wong made Jenni familiar with the procedure and eased any worries that her mother and grandmother may have had. All were taken with the doctor and put their trust in her. 

And so the operation took place. When Jenni drowsily awoke after the operation, there at her bedside stood her grandmother with a broad smile on her face. Taking Jenni into her outstretched arms, she hugged and kissed her. 

Nan whispered softly into her ear, My beautiful granddaughter, I welcome you into the world of womanhood. Ive waited so long for this moment. Tears filled Nans eyes. This was her moment. 

Dr. Chu Hua Wong, standing beside the bed, said, 

Im afraid, ladies, you may have to go. It has been a long, tiring operation for Jenni. Besides, you will see her as a woman for the rest of your life.

Dr. Wong tucked the bed sheets around Jenni and gave her a kiss on the forehead before all left the bedroom. 

So we leave Nan Crowley for the moment, happy in the knowledge that the first of her granddaughters had arrived. The other would surely follow in time. 

To be continued
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