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Pantied By Grandma PART 2

BY BLIND RUTH

Nan Crowley, a grandmother obsessed by the fact that she had no sister, daughter, or granddaughters in her life, set about to change her grandsons into granddaughters. So far she has been successful, as her grandson Ian Crowley is now Jenni - who was castrated to preserve his/her female voice for the singing career she was about to undertake. When Jenni was fifteen, she was sent to Thailand for the full sex change operation. 

We have moved a number of years forward and Rosemary Crowley, who was once James, is now a librarian in hospital awaiting her own sex change operation. 

This will complete Nan�s dream but will she still manipulate their lives? 

WOMANHOOD FULFILLED

Rosemary Crowley lay in the private room at St. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

�Is he a nice man, Jenni?�

�Well, I think so, grandmother.�

�Are his intentions honourable, Jenni?�

�I think so.�

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

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

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

LOVE AND AN OPERATIC CAREER

Jenni Crowley had arrived back in Milan to resume her operatic career and to Luigi, the man she had fallen in love with. 

Jenni had been lucky to have been taken on as a young singer with the opera company she now sang with. Jenni was an understudy to the great diva Maria Scarlatti for over two years. Then Maria took ill while playing the leading lady in the opera �Norma.� As the understudy to the great lady, this was Jenni�s chance for fame. Jenni took the reins both hands to rave notices from the papers the next day. 

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

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

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

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

Jenni and Luigi were seen together all the time. One night after they had been to a high-class restaurant and dance afterwards, they arrived back at Luigi�s villa. 

Luigi poured out a white wine for himself and Jenni, put his arms round her waist and kissed her on the neck. Jenni was responsive and snuggled into his arms. 

When Luigi placed a hand inside her dress to slowly creep up towards her white satin knickers, Jenni stopped him. 

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

She wanted to remain pure for the man she loved and that man was Luigi. 

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

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

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

***

On one of her trips home, Jenni consulted with her grandmother not her parents as one might expect about the proposal from Luigi. 

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

�And who is this man, Jenni?�

�Luigi Francetti, the leading male singer in our company, grandmother.�

�I see.� Nan had seen his photo among the cuttings in the photo album she kept of Jenni. �Do you love him, Jenni?�

�Yes grandmother, I sincerely do.�

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

�Yes grandmother, I have, but it is hard.�

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

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

Eighteen months passed and an engagement was to be announced between Jenni and Luigi. To Jenni, there was only one place where it could be announced: at her grandmother�s. Nan was delighted that Jenni would announce it there to the press and media. All the family would be there, Luigi�s mother and sisters as well. At Jenni�s request, Betty Rutherford who was a girlfriend of both Jenni and Rosemary since all were little girls would be present as well. Betty Rutherford had blossomed since Nan last saw her as girl of about thirteen. 

No longer was she the same freckled and pigtail little girl. Betty was now a translator at the United Nations in New York for the British delegation. Betty was fluent in French, something she had perfected at her Swiss finishing school. 

Betty lived in the flat she shared with her French girlfriend, Chantal Darrell, who she had met at her Swiss finishing school. Chantal was a translator of English to French, so whether they were speaking French or English, the girls understood each other perfectly. 

Chantal was there on vacation and staying at Betty�s home, having been invited by Betty�s parents to stay there. Betty asked if Chantal could accompany her that day. That was no problem for Jenni or her granny. 

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

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

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

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

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

Then, Betty looking around the room, remarked, 

�Isn�t Luigi a handsome man?�

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

�Yes grandma, what a wonderful day I have had. 

Meeting up with Betty Rutherford again was like when Betty, Jenni and I were little girls.�

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

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

�Is it that you don�t like men, Rosemary?�

�Oh no grandma. That is not the problem. No man has asked me out yet.�

�There must be men who work at the library.�

�Yes, plenty, grandma but I think I am not noticed.�

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

�Oh grandma, you are so wonderful! How I can ever repay the best grandma a girl could ever have?�

Rosemary flung her arms round Nan and kissed her on the cheek. 

Nan thought that turning her grandsons into granddaughters was all the payment she needed. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE RING OF WEDDING BELLS FOR JENNI The romance of Jenni and Luigi was going along famously. The opera company was now on a tour of Australia and were appearing in the Sidney Opera House. 

They were playing �The Magic Flute� by Mozart. Jenni had the part of the Queen of the Night. Jenni Crowley was being hailed all over the world as the new diva, a worthy replacement for the great Maria Scarlatti. Jenni and Luigi were now engaged two years. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

A number of things had happened since Jenni Crowley�s engagement. Rosemary Crowley�s appearance had changed; she had had liposuction and intense

lessons on beauty treatment, dress sense and hair styling. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

�Then follow me, my dear.�

Jenni and her grandmother were taken to a cubicle by the elderly woman and seated. The woman left to fetch some article of clothing for the blushing bride. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After their shopping expedition, later that night after their dinner, Nan asked Jenni to come to her study. 

�Jenni darling have your mother or father had any talks with you about the sexual side of marriage?�

�No, grandma.�

�I see. I have here a book which I found helpful in my own marriage. It is no use to me now but I hope it will be helpful to you, Jenni.�

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

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

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

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

During the week of the wedding, Rosemary came to her grandmother�s to stay till after the wedding. Rosemary had taken a week�s leave from her job. She had now assistant head librarian of the county. Rosemary intimated to her grandma that her boyfriend would be at the wedding but in the meantime, he was at work. 

Nan was delighted to hear the good news. Rosemary no longer a wallflower and had blossomed into a pretty girl with a boyfriend on her arm. 

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

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

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

***

Nan now had a house full of woman; herself, her two granddaughters, Luigi�s mother and older sister Donna and younger sister Paola. There were two men there as well: Luigi and his best man Georgio Masconi. 

Luigi would not see his bride the night before her wedding and only at the altar. 

The morning of the wedding was a beehive of activ-ity in Nan�s house. All the women had to be up by 7:30 for breakfast, although Jenni was so excited she didn�t have any. Immediately after breakfast, Jenni returned to her room to shower and prepare her body for the coming day and night. After showering, she softly towelled her body and primed it to receive the talcum powder which she gently patted on with the large puff made just for that purpose. Lifting a small perfume bottle labelled �Coco Chanel,� she dabbed the contents on the pressure points on her body. She smelled heavenly. Jenni admired her powdered and perfumed body as she had every right to do. She was nervously looking forward to her big day and night. 

The other women had all dressed by nine o clock. 

Appointments had been made at the local hairdressers; that would be followed with their appointments at the beauticians. They hurried back to Nan�s for the fitting of the bride and bridesmaid dresses and for Nan�s outfit. 

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

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

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

Jenni, whose hairstyling was now finished, had moved on to the beautician parlour. Claire Dowling, who owned the shop, was going to give her personal attention. She was thrilled that the great diva herself was coming to her little shop for beauty treatment. 

Claire, a woman in her forties, sat Jenni on the plush chair and put a makeup towel round her neck. �I�m going to put skin cream on your face, dear. Just relax and we will get on fine. Take your mind off your big day for a while.�

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

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

She dipped a puff into the translucent powder bowl and softly spread it over Jenni�s face. Now she lifted a face brush and removed any excess powder off Jenni face. The surface of her face was now prepared to be painted on. Claire moved to the eyebrow shaping and eyebrow tint. The eyelashes she would leave for now. 

Pale pink blusher was applied to Jenni cheeks, although Claire thought Jenni did not really need any. 

�Suck your cheeks, in dear. That�s right. Your cheek bones are now prominent. All the better to receive the blusher.�

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

�What do you think, Claire? I�ll take your advice.�

Claire Dowling was thankful this young woman was taking her advice. Some girls just hadn�t a clue and would have put on that lipstick without consulting her. 

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

�Then the plum it is, Claire. You are the expert.�

Claire proceeded to apply the lipstick with the aid of the small lip brush. �What do you think of that, darling?� asked the beautician. 

Jenni looked at the large mirror in front of her. She was beautiful, pretty beyond her wildest dream. 

�Claire, you have worked miracles on me. I�m so grateful to you.�

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

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

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

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

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

Claire proceeded to paint the nails with the pearl nail polish. 

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

This Jenni did and Claire removed Jenni�s shoes to paint her toenails with the same shade of nail polish as her fingers. When it was all finished, Claire said, 

�There we are, dear. What do you think of my handi-work. Stand up and have a look.�

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

***

Rosemary and Betty were in Rosemary�s room changing into their beautiful white crisp and satin bridesmaid dresses. 

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

�Sure, then you do the same to mine.�

Betty Rutherford pulled the zipper and it got half-way up and stuck. 

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

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

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

�There we are, Rosemary, it�s up at your neck.�

�Is it? I�m afraid to breathe out in case the dress splits in two!�

Betty giggled. �I�ll say one thing, that bridesmaid dress is so tight it shows your best assets off nicely, Rosemary dear.�

�What if it splits when we are all in church?�

�Then everyone is going to see something they haven�t seen before.�

Betty Rutherford erupted in fits of the giggles. 

�Stop that, Betty, this is serious.�

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Betty Rutherford looked thoughtfully on the scene. 

�Come on, you two. Let�s get started or you�ll never get married, Jenni,� said Betty. 

Jenni and Rosemary laughed. �Where is everything, sweetheart?� asked Rosemary. 
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�Right here on the bed,� said Jenni, pointing to a number of articles lying on the bed. �I�ve kept to something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue. Okay girls, let�s start with something old.�

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

Give us hand, girls.�

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

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

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

�It is lovely, girls. Could you pull it any tighter?�

Jenni Crowley now knew how her female ancestors must have felt being encased in their crinolines, with their eighteen-inch waists. Nan had showed her photos of Victorian-era aunts with bustles to emphasise their backsides. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

�Who did you borrow it from?� Betty asked. 

�Donna, Luigi�s sister. We get on well with each other. She may be getting married in a year or so. She wants to play the field before she settles down.�

�You have had the old, the borrowed and the blue. 

The new must be your wedding dress,� said Rosemary. 

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

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

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

�Yes, I�m a big girl now. I think you can see that�

Jenni stood there upright, her breasts thrust out, her long slender legs encased in white silk stockings. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Betty added her approval. 

�Haven�t you forgot something, girls?� said Jenni, standing in her stocking feet. 

Both bridesmaids answered at the same time, 

�Shoes!�

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

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

�Of course,� answered her two granddaughters. 

Nan Crowley entered and stopped in amazement as soon as she saw Jenni. Jenni was absolutely gorgeous. 

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

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

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

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

The girls walked from the house down the sandstone steps. Chauffeurs held doors open for bride and bridesmaids to enter plush cars. Off went Nan and Camellia in their Bentley, followed by the bridesmaids�

vehicle. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jenni and her father left the car to go to an ante-room of the church to await the start of the ceremony. 

The bridesmaids were already there. Soon Betty and Rosemary were fussing round Jenni, adjusting her dress and sorting her veil. 

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

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

Nan snapped out of her daydream as Jenni reached the altar followed by the bridesmaids. How pretty the girls had turned out. She remembered Betty as a freckled faced kid in pigtails. Now she was a beautiful blonde. As for Rosemary, how much more womanly she looked since Nan had spent that money on her. 

Rosemary now had a boyfriend whom Nan would meet at the wedding reception. Could it be that the next wedding bells would be for Rosemary? 

***

The wedding was now over. Everyone was at the reception at a five star hotel, mixing and waiting for the meal to begin as waitresses went round with trays of drinks. Margaret Rutherford was looking for her daughter, a young man in tow. Margaret had him by the arm, not letting go till she found her daughter. She finally spotted her daughter. 

�Betty, there you are. I�ve brought Georgio Masconi to see you, no time like the present to get to know the best man. His English is not all that good but I think you can manage, dear.�

Betty was fluent in a number of languages although French was her number one. Georgio was glad Betty�s mother had brought him to see Betty although at first he did not like the idea of being dragged by some mother trying to get her daughter married off. 

Margaret left them, happy to see her daughter chat-ting in Italian to this hunk. Could this be the first step in marrying her daughter off? 

Meanwhile, Nan had been introduced to Rosemary�s boyfriend Dudley Flannigan. �What do you work at, Dudley?�

�I�m a civil servant, ma�am. I met Rosemary one day when I was checking out some of her library�s tax returns, didn�t I, darling?�

�That�s right. We have been going out for the last couple of months.�

�Good Rosemary, you seem like a nice couple.�

Nan was pleased Rosemary had found a nice man with a good job as a taxman. She could almost hear the tinkling of church bells again. 

The Master of Ceremonies clapped his hands. �Will all be seated as the wedding party come to the top table.�

After the meal came the usual speeches then the first dance by Jenni and Luigi, the best man and each of the bridesmaids. Then everyone took to the dance floor. In such circumstances it was not unusual to see some women dance with each other. So it was that Betty led her French girlfriend Chantal to the dance floor. They held each other tightly, looked into each other�s eyes and softly whispered endearments of love for each other in French. 

After a little while, Jenni having danced with many her father, her uncle and the best man, it was time for her to change into her going away outfit. A room had been set aside for her to change in and accompanied by the two bridesmaids, she made her way there. 

In the room, both bridesmaids set about undressing Jenni till she stood in only her knickers. Her wedding dress, veil, bra, then the pannier round her waist were removed. All those items, along with the silk stockings

and shoes, were put in a container which Jenni would keep in her house. A wardrobe opened and a going away outfit was removed; it consisted of a red satin dress, matching satin bra, petticoat and knickers, honey-coloured stockings and red shoes. 

The brassiere was fitted over Jenni�s firm breasts by her bridesmaids and the shoulder straps adjusted. 

�Step into these,� said Rosemary, holding a pair of luscious red satin knickers. Jenni did so as Rosemary worked the said knickers up Jenni�s body to her nipped-in waist. 

Jenni�s body brought out the beauty of the satin knickers to full effect. To Rosemary it was a joy to watch her cousin sway as she walked across the pure white carpet in these beautiful knickers. The knickers were overflowing in frothy red lace all over the legs, waist and everywhere. Rosemary had never seen such elegant knickers in her life before. She had noted them and would be buying a pair very soon. 

The bra and knickers now fitted, the four suspenders hung down, two at each leg, waiting for the honey-coloured stockings to be attached. With a stocking each, Rosemary and Betty were at Jenni�s feet eas-ing her into the stockings. 

�That is so tickly and so strange. I�ve never had a woman fit a stocking on me before.�

The stockings were now above the knee and the bridesmaids now pulled the elasticised suspenders down to attach them to the welt of the stocking. When both suspenders on each leg were attached, nimble fingers soon adjusted the tension and the stockings tight-ened on Jenni�s leg. Although Jenni would not say it to

her bridesmaids, there was something sexy about this performance. 

Betty had unzipped the red satin dress and held it open for Jenni to step into. This done, she zipped it up the back till the zipper reached Jenni neck. Jenni stepped into the red satin-covered shoes placed before her by her bridesmaids. 

�Give us a twirl, Jenni darling.� exclaimed one of the girls which she obliged. 

�Oh, you are so beautiful, �said her cousin. 

Betty lifted the room phone. �Reception says it will be a minute or two till your cab arrives. They will phone when it comes.�

Jenni looked at her cousin Rosemary. �That man of yours seems nice.�

�Yes, he is. We are going steady for the last three months or so.�

�Has Granny Crowley spoken to you about your boyfriend?�

�No, why?�

�When she does and I am sure she will have a talk with you about boyfriends, listen very carefully to what she says. I did and am very happy now with Luigi.�

Turning to Betty, Jenni continued. �You seen to have gotten on well with Georgio. He�s a nice man and handsome as well. You make a good pair.�

�He has asked me out for dinner this week before he flies back to Milan.�

�Yes,� thought Betty, �he is a nice man and we got on well.� There would be no doubt she would honour

that date. As far as men friends were concerned, he certainly was one of the best. But her heart lay somewhere else. Chantal was the woman she loved. She would keep up the pretence if only for her mother�s sake, but she would have to know the truth sometime. 

Just then the phone rang and the receptionist said the car had arrived. Rosemary held a light blue summer coat for Jenni to slip her hands into and ease over her shoulders. Jenni lifted a big red floppy hat she had bought for this occasion, and Betty held the going away case for her. 

The party made their way to the elevator. If Jenni and Luigi thought they would sneak out without notice, they were very much mistaken. As they exited, the hotel the wedding party were all there and confetti was scattered all over them. Shaking it off their heads, they got into the car. Betty having given the case to the chauffeur. It was placed in the trunk along with Luigi�s. The car made off to the sound of rattling tin cans as someone had tied them to the back fenders of the car. 

THE WEDDING NIGHT

The car reached the outskirts of the city where Jenni and Luigi would be spending their wedding night at the Ramada hotel before flying in the morning to their honeymoon destination. 

Their cases were lifted by the doorman who took them to the reception desk. Luigi tipped the man and the doorman tipped his hat as he left. Luigi informed the receptionist of who they were. 

�Ah, Mr. and Mrs. Francetti, the honeymoon suite is all ready for you. Please sign the register.�

Jenni thrilled as she signed her name Jenni Francetti. The receptionist hit the bell on top of the reception desk. A young bell hop appeared. �Jimmy, please take Mr. and Mrs. Francetti and their cases to the honeymoon suite.�

�Yes, ma�am.�

The honeymoon suite soon reached, Luigi put his hand in his pocket and gave Jimmy a large note. Jimmy put it in his pocket. He knew who the couple were; Jimmy always carried an autograph book in his back pocket because of the many celebrities who came to the hotel. He asked Jenni and Luigi for their autograph. 

Both signed with a laugh as Jimmy exited the honeymoon suite. 

�Let me take your coat, Jenni so we can make our-selves comfortable.�

�Yes of course, Luigi.� Jenni removed the red hat and placed it on top of the dressing table. 

There was a little bit of shyness between the newly married couple, however Luigi soon conquered his. 

Luigi desired the lovely body of his wife; she had kept herself pure for this moment. He now enfolded Jenni in his arms to which she was responsive. Their lips ten-derly met as Jenni looked up into her husband�s eyes. 

The kiss was long and lingering. Jenni felt Luigi�s fingers on the top of the zip at her neck. Ever so slowly, he began to pull it downwards. Shivers of sexual excitement were building up in her body. The zip pulled all the way down and the dress was helped off her shoulders by Luigi; he dropped it on the highly polished

pine wood floor where it would lie till the following morning. 

Jenni stepped out her dress. The nimble fingers of Luigi were at work once more, this time at the back of her bra, undoing the three hooks. Jenni eased the brassiere down her arms and let it also fall on the floor beside her crumpled dress. Jenni breasts were in Luigi�s hands. He was slowly manipulating her nipples which were becoming erect by her husband�s stimulation. 

�They are a work of art and all mine. Your breasts are a joy to handle.� Luigi lifted one of Jenni�s breasts and let it go. He watched the ample mammary fall, then rise stiffly to position, sticking proudly in front of her. 

By now the loving couple were getting very amorous and Luigi prepared to kiss Jenni�s breasts. This he did, his tongue flicking like some serpent over her breasts, then stopping, now sucking. All this time Jenni had her hands round her husband�s neck. She was breathing heavily and her eyes were closed. The licking stopped Jenni opened her eyes to see Luigi lift her and take her with his strong arms. He made towards the canopy covered four-poster bed. She let him do so without making a sound, kicking off her red satin shoes. Luigi placed her on top of the bed, put his hand on the waist band of her red satin knickers and started to pull them off. Jenni assisted him by rising to allow the knickers to be eased off her body; they were cast beside the rest of her clothing on the floor. Jenni lay on top of the soft silk sheets, with just her black lace-up corset and honey-coloured stockings on. 

Jenni watched as Luigi divested himself of his clothes. She saw his naked body for the first time. Just what would her husband do now? Jenni had not long

to wait. Luigi climbed on top of the bed and pulled her legs gently apart till he was looking at her vagina. He eased himself up till his face was right on top of her sweet pussy. Just what would her husband do now? 

she wondered. Her heart was beating fast. 

Luigi�s fingers parted the crinkly blonde pubic hair so that his flicking tongue could lick her gaping slit. 

Heaven was within that small cavern. Luigi knew if he kept on flicking the nub, it would expand to give Jenni much pleasure. 

Luigi need not have worried; Jenni was in pure ecstasy as her clitoris was becoming red and inflamed, erect with the agitation it was receiving from her husband�s tongue. She remembered how that clitoris was formed by Dr. Chu Hua Wong. She had told Jenni she would enjoy lovemaking with it. How right Dr. Wong was. From the way Luigi was licking her, she was about to explode. 

Luigi felt the little protrusion against his tongue. He opened his mouth to take it within to suck and lick. 

Jenni moaned, she could no longer take this. Her body was shaking. 

�Oh my god, Luigi, I can�t stand this anymore. Oh, oh.� Jenni had put her feet on Luigi�s shoulders and closed her thighs to clamp her husband�s head there. 

There was no escape for Luigi, not that he wished to. 

Even though Jenni was protesting and pleading him to stop, the expression on her face denied it. Truth be told, she loved every minute of it; the former boy was now being fulfilled in the role of a woman and loving it. 

Isn�t it wonderful being a woman? thought Jenni and she had not yet been entered by her husband�s penis. That joy was still to come. She had kept herself

pure as her grandmother had told her to but that was over now. She was going to let her inhibitions down. 

Jenni could hold back no longer and she released in a powerful orgasm. 

There was nothing for Jenni to do now but recover from her sexual excitement. Jenni felt pity for her husband; she had climaxed but Luigi hadn�t. But she knew her desire would heighten again soon and this time her husband would have the pleasure. 

Luigi rose. Jenni looked at his semi-erect member. 

To Jenni, it was magnificent in it�s present state but she knew it was to increase in size. Her mind went back to when she had something similar. She questioned her penis, and it was didn�t even compare in size to what she was now looking at. Back in these days she never had an erection; if she had had one, it would have shocked her grandmother to see such a bulge protruding from her skirt. 

She now knew why she and her mother had gone to Thailand for her to be castrated. She was glad that it had been done; because of it, her voice was preserved for her present singing career. Because of it, she now had a love of all things feminine. Shortly the final act of this play would be played out when Luigi entered her for the first time. It would mean that she was now a complete woman and no one could ever take that away from her. 

It was time to get down to serious sexual matters. 

That semi-erection of her husband had to be stiffened and hardened for her pleasure and Luigi�s. Her nipples were once again becoming rigid and Luigi was not even touching them! 

Jenni put her hands round Luigi�s back and pressed herself against his body tightly so that her breasts and stiff nipples were touching Luigi. Jenni watched in wonder to see this extension of her husband�s body slowly rise and extend itself to a longer length than she thought possible. As it rose, the girth also increased, then the purple-headed dome shone and glistened with a small droplet of clear liquid at the very top. 

She had caused that member to be stiff. It was the living symbol of Luigi�s desire to enter into her vagina. 

Everything was now ready for her husband to enter the ravine between her legs. As Luigi�s penis neared that goal, Jenni widened her legs to make that entrance easier to intrude. Jenni�s eyes widened as the ten-inch penis disappeared into her opening. 

Jenni now put her legs round Luigi�s back and managed to pull his penis another inch into her waiting re-ceptacle. Luigi now started rhythmic movements. His wife helped him; with each thrust from him, she pushed up to meet it. Jenni wanted this to never stop. 

Jenni started movements that stirred her husband into action again, followed by a very passionate kiss which Luigi hungrily returned. Her hair was messed up as Luigi affectionately ran his hands through it to moans and sighs from his new bride. Luigi�s feelings were being transferred to his erect penis which was now again ready for action. 

Luigi was sure that erect extension was now eager for more sexual excitement. Jenni felt the hard object within her. It seemed thicker and it filled her more tightly. 

Jenni put the middle finger of her right hand in her mouth, wet it, then proceeded to put it in her husband�s anus. Luigi cried out, �OH! MY BEAUTIFUL

WIFE, GOD I LOVE YOU SO MUCH.�

Jenni was amazed she had done such a thing but not ashamed. Since it excited her and her husband, it would not be the last time! 

Luigi withdrew his limp, rapidly depleting member. Jenni, having been satisfied, lay still to recuperate her strength. After a bit, Jenni was ready to lead the way forward. She gently put her fingers on her husband�s member and it began to awaken to her touch. 

Jenni was getting much gratification from the fact that her husband�s limp penis was slowly becoming hard once more. She could even feel the girth thicken-ing to such an extent that it was forcing her hand open. 

Its length was now protruding beyond her clasped hands. It was now in such a state that Jenni knew it could once again enter her and give her pleasure again. 

Luigi�s passions were quickly being awakened by his wife�s gently ministrations to that part of his body which when erect would enter one of her sexual open-ings. But this time Luigi would attack from another di-rection. He took Jenni�s hand off his member, kissed her, then started to push her body round so she was facing the pillow. Jenni did not know what sexual delights her husband had in store but she was all for playing along. 

Luigi, having Jenni in the position he desired, lifted a pillow off the bed and placed it under her belly. This caused Jenni�s buttocks to rise off the bed and made it easier for Luigi penis to enter either of two apertures in Jenni�s body. Luigi focused his affections on his wife�s vagina, the spot he desired more than any other. Jenni
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was not adverse to the licking Luigi was administering to it. 

Jenni was not doing anything but letting her husband enjoy himself while she just lay there receiving her own enjoyment. Then Luigi made his mind up, and he elevated Jenni�s derriere higher than the pillow below her. Jenni did not know which of her slits it would enter Whichever one it was, she would do her best to assist him and try and enjoy it. 

She soon discovered it was her vagina he was taking from the back and Jenni found that this angle of attack allowed her husband to get further into her than he had from the front. If only her grandmother could see her now! Jenni just knew she would be happy to see her granddaughter so fulfilled. 

Jenni�s willing backside was being kissed all over by her husband as his rampant penis was having the time of its life pumping her. 

�I�m going to cum, my precious. I�m coming inside you, Jenni.�

�So am I, just let it go, my husband, I want it all in me NOW.�

Jenni pushed her backside harder against Luigi to receive the full force of her husband�s ejaculation. She had not long to wait; the full force of it came erupting like a volcano. 

***

The night of love had ended and two exhausted partners lay on the bed. Morning came and the maid knocked on the door, which aroused Jenni. �Who is it?�

�The maid with your breakfast.�

�Open the door and come in.�

The maid selected a key and opened the door. Lifting the tray, she placed it over Jenni and a sleeping Luigi. Both were naked and Jenni�s firm breasts were exposed above the satin bed cover. The maid ignored this sight; she had seen far worse in the bridal suite before. 

After the maid departed, Jenni shook her husband and Luigi slowly opened his eyes. 

�Breakfast, husband dear,� Jenni told him. She poured cups of tea out for both of them. Both ate breakfast without saying one word. Then Luigi jumped out of bed. 

�Come on, Jenni.�

�Where are we going, my husband?�

�Time to get out of bed and start our married lives together.�

�Yes, let�s.�

Jenni picked a dress from her case, a nice flowery summer dress patterned with purple lilacs on a white background. No need for a petticoat on this bright day or stockings; she picked open-toe sandals. Jenni was standing in her white silk bra and she lifted the knickers of the same design as her dress. These she pulled up her legs to fit snugly round her shapely rump, a sight which when Luigi spotted, it would soon raise an erection. That completed, the dress was slipped over her head and shaken down her body till it flowed over her curves. Now sitting on the soft chair in front of the dressing table, she put the white sandals on. All was now ready for her to apply her makeup, but first she ran her brush through her hair then combed it out. 

That sorted out, it was time to make her face pretty. 

Her grandmother had said she was a natural with

makeup. Nan Crowley carefully watched her as a little boy wearing girls clothes to see that she made no mistakes with her makeup, and would correct her if she did. These thoughts ran through Jenni�s mind; she had to thank her Granny Crowley for putting her in skirts! 

Her makeup perfectly completed, Jenni rose from the seat but not before Luigi walked over to his new bride and put a hand round her waist. 

�Don�t move, darling. I want you now.�

�Not now, Luigi. Look at the time,� she said as she glanced at the small watch on her right wrist. But even as she spoke, she could feel her husband lifting the back of her dress. She hadn�t really wanted him to stop and would make no attempt to stop him. Luigi pushed her forward so that she was leaning over the dressing table, her hands on the top of it and her bottom sticking out. This was the position that Luigi desired, to enter her pussy. 

Having lifted the back of the dress up, he placed his hands on her lovely purple knickers and started to pull them down. Jenni stepped out of them and heard Luigi�s zipper being pulled down and his trousers and underpants dropping. Next she felt a warm object rubbing against her nest. She braced her legs as her husband�s erection was about to enter her waiting pussy. 

Jenni felt the hardness of her husband enter its intended target and watched it in the mirror of the dressing table as it easily slid back and forth in the waiting opening. That only added to the sexual stimulation she was already receiving from Luigi. 

Both participates were now highly aroused and on the verge of climax when a knock on the door dis-turbed their erotic activities. 

Angrily, Luigi asked, �Who is it?�

�Jimmy, the bell hop, to take your cases to the lift. 

Your taxi is here.�

Luigi said, �Oh yes, come in.�

Jenni quickly lifted her knickers off the floor and stuffed them into the purse lying on the dressing table top. Luigi quickly pulled his trousers on. 

A few minutes later, Jenni and Luigi were in the back seat of the taxi. Luigi still hungered to embrace his beautiful wife. Jenni let him do so then she remembered she had no knickers on. Her husband�s hands wandered up her legs which had no stockings on. They met no resistance from a knickers and caressed her pussy. She knew the taxi driver would see all that took place in his mirror. Knowing that just made things all the more daring and exciting. Jenni widened her legs, knowing the taxi driver would have a full view of all that took place. 

HIGH JINKS ON THE HIGH SEA

Luigi and Jenni were in their cabin on the luxury cruise ship Caribbean Queen, about to embark for the West Indies. Of course such well-known personalities as them were invited to the Captain�s table on the first night of the cruise. The Captain asked them to sing, and they willingly obliged. 

The meal was delicious and after it, Jenni and Luigi danced the night away. Around midnight, they retired to their room with thoughts of more amorous adven-tures. No sooner had Luigi shut their cabin door when Jenni unzipped his trouser front; a stiff erection was in front of her eyes. Jenni immediately knelt on the car-

peted floor in front of Luigi and took the erection in her mouth. This was something she had dreamed of doing to her man ever since she had read about it in that book her grandmother gave her. 

In no time the large member was down her throat and Luigi was holding her head tight against him. With such quick action from Jenni, Luigi had no time to prepare himself to hold back and he could not. Endless streams of pearly white liquid filled her throat. Jenni almost choked and spluttered but could not now pull herself back as Luigi held her so tightly against his throbbing member. When Luigi had emptied all the se-men within him, he released her head. A completely filled and satisfied Jenni gasped for breath. 

One day on the calm seas of the Caribbean, Jenni saw no one was about on deck so she took Luigi�s hand and made for a deserted lifeboat. With the assistance of her husband, she undid the canvas cover over it and climbed inside. With the cover pulled back over them, no one would know there was anyone inside. Jenni wore a sleeveless flowery summer dress of white and matching open toe sandals . She was bare-legged, with nothing underneath except her white cotton knickers which were not long in being divested. Jenni carefully placed the knickers on the wooden struts which acted as seats in the lifeboat. 

Luigi was in a sleeveless shirt, shorts and sandals. 

He soon dropped the shorts and his erect member proudly exposed itself for action. It had not long to wait as Jenni took it in her hand and rubbed it up and down. Luigi stood, his erect member level with Jenni�s thighs. She opened her legs as an invitation to receive Luigi. Luigi was as impatient as she was and soon withdrew her hand to guide his member into her wait-

ing pussy. Jenni lifted her legs and rested them on Luigi�s shoulders. When her husband�s penis was fully, inserted voices were heard outside the lifeboat. It was an elderly couple commenting on the beautiful weather that they had at present. The couple were only a few feet from their sexual activities. This thrilled Jenni; if it hadn�t been for Luigi who had a hand up her open skirt holding her tight, and his other hand clamped over Jenni�s mouth, she would have let out a scream of ecstasy. Luigi heard her breathing heavily; he knew unusual situations like this always got his wife going. 

The elderly couple lingered there for a while which made Jenni try to hold her climax back as long as she could. What made it more exciting for Jenni was that she could not see the couple; her mind could only fantasise about who was outside the lifeboat. Jenni felt Luigi�s love pole easily glide in and out of her hungry love opening. 

Eventually the couple left, a relief to both Jenni and Luigi as they both released their pent-up sexual emotions in a crescendo of love. This situation was so mind-blowing that they decided it must be done again before the end of their honeymoon cruise. 

DISTRESSING TIMES FOR

ROSEMARY

One Sunday, Rosemary�s grandmother asked her to her study for a woman-to-woman talk. 

�Are you serious about this young man of yours, Rosemary?�

�Yes, grandmother, Dudley and I get on well with each other.�

�Good. Has he asked you to marry him?�

�Not as yet, grandmother.�

�Do you want to marry this young man? He does have a good job and you would make a good wife for him. I�m sure he knows that.�

Rosemary blushed. �I would willingly marry Dudley but he has not asked the question.�

�I see. Then you must do as your cousin Jenni did.�

�And what is that, grandma?�

�You must keep yourself pure and unsullied for the man you love. If you do this, the end result will be the same as it was for your cousin Jenni. Look how happily married she and Luigi are. I want to see you, like your cousin, go to the altar in pure white because you are a virgin. Understand, my beautiful Rosemary?�

�Yes, grandmother� Rosemary Crowley was more than touched by her grandmother�s speech and by the example set by her cousin Jenni. 

Nan hugged and kissed her granddaughter and both patted each other on the back. Rosemary left her grandmother�s mansion in a happy mood. 

That mood was not to last long for after a few months, Rosemary and Dudley had fallen over some trifling matter. The result was that they went their separate ways. Fortunately, Rosemary, thanks to Nan and the money she had spent on makeup lessons, hair styling, deportment, dress sense, and liposuction, was a desirable woman. 

It happened that the chief library in the city was to be refurbished. It was assigned to Rosemary as the city assistant librarian to catalogue the many valuable

books kept there. The library would be closed during the months it would take to do that. 

An expert on rare books was hired to assess the value of the books and work with Rosemary. He was Albert Pennington, older than Rosemary, divorced and handsome. 

Albert had an eye for the ladies; finding out that Rosemary was single and beautiful, it did not take him long to ask her out for dinner. Rosemary, overcome by his sweet talk, accepted. 

All went well on their first date at the high class restaurant and Albert, ever the proper gentleman, saw Rosemary safely home. Even the second date all was above board. 

On their third meeting, Rosemary trusted Albert enough to invite him in to her flat. 

�Would you like something to drink, Albert?�

�Yes sweetheart, what have you got?�

�It is mostly ladies� drinks; gin, wine but I do have a Bells whiskey I keep it for my father whenever he and mother visit me.�

�That will do, sweet woman. Pour it on the rocks and sit down here beside me,� Albert said, patting the settee beside him. 

Rosemary put two coasters on the low glass table in front of them, placed Albert�s scotch on the rocks on one and her drink on the other. She now sat beside Albert who wasted no time in putting his arm round her waist. Rosemary had no objections to that. Rosemary liked this charmer and had no hesitation to kiss him if he wanted. 

Albert Pennington certainly wanted that and much more. 

�Rosemary you are a very beautiful woman, do you know that?�

Rosemary was more than flattered and exclaimed, 

�Oh Albert.� There were no objections by her as he lifted her chin and placed a kiss on her waiting lips. 

One kiss was not enough for Albert; many more were showered on the glossy plum lipstick-covered lips. Because of her response to his kisses, Albert decided it was time to go further as he desired the body of this pretty and beautiful woman. To this end, her knickers had to be removed. Slowly putting his hand on the beige coloured stockings and moving it up her leg, he felt the smoothness of the stockings which worked wonders on his stiffening member. 

Rosemary became aroused; as Albert�s hand touched the lacy frill of her black satin knickers, the voice of her grandmother sounded in her brain. �Keep yourself pure and unsullied for the man you love. 

Never let him touch your body till you are married and have that ring on your finger.�

She quickly put her hand on Albert�s �Please stop if you love me. I�m a virgin and must remain pure till my marriage day.�

�Yes of course, Rosemary,� he said and swiftly removed it from the lacy panties. 

But what Rosemary had said about being a virgin struck him dumb. She was over twenty-one; in this age there could not be many women who were virgins at that age. It had been a long time since Albert Pennington had had a virgin. But he would soon have Rose-

mary and with no dammed wedding ring. The rest of the night was spent in pleasant conversation. 

During work for the next few days all was well between them. It was just hard work cataloguing and assessing books. Even when Albert asked Rosemary out once more, their dates were pleasant; just a kiss or two, no more. 

Rosemary was glad for the respect Albert was giving her. It had been the right thing to tell him of the position she had to keep her virginity. After all, had not her grandmother told her to keep as an example the happy marriage of her cousin Jenni? 

Albert invited her to a quiet little restaurant for a meal and some dancing, then to his flat for a few drinks. It was a well-furnished bachelor flat with shelves full of books, which interested Rosemary. 

When Albert went to the cabinet to bring her a vodka drink, she looked over the many books within the selves, lifted one and perused it. 

�That�s a first edition of Dickens�s �Oliver Twist,�

Rosemary I acquired it at an auction in London. It�s very valuable,� said Albert Pennington. Rosemary put the book back. 

�That�s okay, Rosemary. You can take it home and look at it. After all, you are a librarian and will take care of it.� Rosemary thanked Albert for his trust. 

Albert looked at her and patted the seat next to him. 

�Sit here, sweetheart. You are one hell of a beautiful woman.�

Rosemary sat beside Albert, sipping her drink. She was not alarmed when he put his hand round her waist or even when he kissed her. She returned the kiss. 

She felt him slowly putting his hands on her smoky gray stockings. Nan�s words once again came into her mind. �I told you last time to stop that, Albert.�

�Aren�t you the pretty little prick teaser? I bet you get your sexual thrills with that line and some men are taken in with it. But tonight I�m going to have you right here on this divan, you whore.�

�Don�t Albert! Please do not do this.�

By now Albert Pennington was ripping the black dress off Rosemary. While she was putting up as much resistance as a weak woman could, she was no match for Albert. 

Rosemary was raped and there is no other word for it. After he finished, Albert threw Rosemary out of his flat. By this time she was in no position to know what was happening to her, poor woman. 

She staggered faint and bleeding, not knowing where she was going, still clutching the rare Dickens book. 

THE GOOD SAMARITAN

Richard Hayrick and his wife Vera were driving home after an evening out with friends. It was 2:30 in the morning. 

�That was a good time with Bill and Wendy, we must do it again, Dick darling,� said his wife Vera. 

�Sure was, honey.�

No more was said as Vera snuggled up to her husband. They were now nearing the exit where they would leave the motorway and get on Rochester Road which would lead them to their town some twenty

miles away. Rochester Road was tree-lined and in day-light was very beautiful. 

Richard Hayrick was going at a steady speed, his wife was looking out the side window at the brightly lit tree lined road when she thought she saw a human figure lying prone by a tree. 

�Stop! I think I saw something move at that tree we just passed.�

�Probably some animal been knocked down by a passing car, a dog or something like that.�

�No, it was too big for that. Turn around, I want to make sure.�

To please his wife, Dick did so. He expected it would be nothing of importance. 

As the car stopped, Vera quickly opened the door and ran to where the object she had seen was laying. 

Pushing the thing over, she exclaimed, �It�s a woman, Dick. My God, she is in some state. Quick, come over here.�

Her husband hurriedly left the car and looked at the battered body of the woman. 

�What will we do, Dick? She�s alive.�

�Help me carry her to the car, them we must get her to the hospital.�

They managed to put the woman in the back of the car and made off to the hospital. As they drove, Vera asked, �Who is she and who did this to her?�

�I don�t know. Right now the most important is to get her to hospital.�

�I found her clutching this.�

�What is it?�

�It�s a copy of �Oliver Twist�.�

�Give it to the cops, it could be important.�

No more was said as Richard Hayrick drove to St. 

John Hospital�s emergency ward. They were put in the waiting room as the patient was wheeled into a cubicle. 

They were there for an hour when a doctor came to them. 

�Are you this woman�s parents?�

�No� both replied. Then Vera told the story of how she found the woman. 

�I see. Then she is a mystery woman. The police will have to be called in. She has had sexual intercourse within the last few hours.�

�How do you know that, doctor?� asked Vera

�Swab tests confirm that but by the looks of it, she did not give it willingly. It�s possible case of rape.�

�Poor woman. God, some men are brutes. Is there no way we can find out who she is now?� asked Vera. 

�I�m afraid not but I would leave that to the police. 

You�ll have to give statements to them.�

�Sure, can we see the woman, doctor?�

�I see no harm in that. It might do something for her but be prepared for anything.�

Richard and Vera were taken to the private room where Rosemary had been transferred. In that room, Rosemary lay on a crisp clean bed, having been cleaned up. Vera asked the woman how she was. No reply. All Vera and Dick could see was a woman staring into space as if nothing was present in the room. 

�Doctor, can she not hear us?� asked Vera

�I�m afraid whatever ordeal she has gone through has affected her. It may take till her family is found that everything will click into place. This is not uncommon in cases of trauma. I had hoped seeing you would do something. It was worth a try. I�m sorry, you will have to leave. She needs sleep.�

As they left, Vera bent down and kissed Rosemary on the forehead. There was no sign of recognition, just wide staring eyes. Outside, Vera Hayrick was upset and started crying. Her husband put his arms round her to comfort her. 

�Dick, that could have been our daughter. I pity the woman and her mother and father. I only wish I could do something for her.�

By now the police had and arrived. Dick and Vera gave their statements and Vera gave the officers the book she found Rosemary clasping. 

***

As no one knew who this woman was, police enquiries were stymied. But police art experts were soon at work on the book. It did not take them long to deter-mined what they were looking at was a rare first edition of Charles Dickens� �Oliver Twist.� There could not be that many of them but it was not known who would have one in a collection of rare first editions. Whoever owned it was certainly not going to say a word. If only this woman could speak, but she lay in bed staring into space, saying not one word. 

The police decided that they would call the press and media in for a conference. Captain Webber who

was in charge of the case addressed the assembled re-porters. 

�Ladies and gentlemen of the press, I have called you here today about a rape. I would like for your papers and television stations to carry a photo of this woman. Tomorrow you may be allowed into her room to take pictures. I appreciate your co-operation. That is all, thank you.�

There was nothing much else the police could give the press; they were as much in the dark as anyone else. 

The following morning, the papers carried photos of Rosemary and the local newscasts showed pictures of her. Margaret Rutherford first heard the news as she sat in her lounge after dinner watching the television. 

She immediately went to her neighbour Nan Crowley who was in her garden pruning some roses. 

�Have you seen the newscast, Nan?�

�No why?�

�That woman who has been raped, they have put a photo out just now. It�s Rosemary.�

�WHAT? You must be joking.�

�Not one bit of it. Come in, the next news show is just coming on.�

Nan Crowley and Margaret watched it. Nan immediately phoned the police, telling them it was her granddaughter. In no time, a squad car was at Nan�s house to take her and Margaret to the hospital. The police wanted to confirm that it was indeed Rosemary Crowley. The doctor told Nan she may be in for a shock; the woman in the bed had not said a word since she came to hospital. 

Nan entered the room, accompanied by Captain Webber. Nan looked at her granddaughter and those eyes staring out in front of her. 

�It�s grandma, darling. You remember me, sweetheart. Please say you do, my little one.� There was no reply. Nan wept, now angry. 

�Who did this to you? Was it Dudley? I�ll kill him!�

Nan broke down in tears and had to be led away. 

�Mrs Crowley, could you tell me who this Dudley is?�

Nan gave all the details she knew about Dudley Flannigan. She didn�t know Rosemary and Dudley had broken up before Rosemary met Albert Pennington. 

After that, Nan phoned Rosemary�s parents who came to the hospital as fast as they could. 

Beth Crawley was clearly upset by her daughter�s condition. David Crowley consoled his wife. 

�Why can�t she say something, mother. Was it that Dudley?� Even she did not know Rosemary had another boyfriend. Rosemary kept her affairs close to her heart. 

For now there was not much that could be done for Rosemary; the doctors kept her under close surveil-lance. Nan phoned Jenni who was in the middle of re-hearsals with Luigi for performances of Mozart�s opera

�Don Giovanni.�

�Grandma, I shall come as soon as Luigi and I are free. That should be sometime next week.�

Margaret Rutherford phoned her daughter Betty. 

When Betty heard, she was more than upset. Betty had always admitted she was a lesbian; she and her girlfriend Chantal Darrell shared the same flat but she

would never admit to her mother that they shared the same bed. When Betty�s mother tried to get her married off to the best man at Jenni�s wedding, it could never be. But to please her mother she went along with it. Georgio, a nice man, treated her like a lady. Betty told him right away she was gay, their relationship should stop right there and then. Georgio thanked her for her honesty; they parted on the best of terms. Betty would always remember him as a good man and a friend. To please her mother, Betty would from time to time go out on a date with Georgio. She would always pay her share. 

Betty promised her mother she would fly from New York as soon as she was free. True to her word, a couple of days later, she stood at Rosemary�s bedside looking at her childhood friend. �Remember me, Rosemary? When we were little girls, we played together and had such fun.� There was no response from Rosemary, just a stare of her large eyes out into space. 

Beth Crowley put her hand on Betty�s shoulder. 

�You tried, Betty dear, as have many of us. We can only pray to God she recovers and becomes the happy woman she once was.�

�Yes Mrs Crowley, I will pray but there must be some way to help her, there just must.�

�The doctors have tried, Betty and are almost giving up.�

The women embraced and hugged each other with tears in their eyes. 

***

Captain Webber�s enquiries about Dudley Flannigan came to a halt. It seems he split up with Rosemary some time ago. It was back to square one. 

Then he discovered that Rosemary was the Assistant Librarian. Wasn�t that library being refurbished at present and wasn�t she cataloguing some of the rarer books with the assistance of some expert on that subject? �Books, books,� said Jim Webber to himself, �it is all to do with books. Let�s pull this Albert Pennington in and see what he has to say for himself.�

It did not take long to find out that Albert Pennington was the owner of the book found in Rosemary�s possession when Vera Hayrick discovered her lying prone beside that tree. Captain Webber knew he had his man. Captain James Webber wanted the bastard behind bars; he was a menace to every woman. The Captain had a daughter; it could have been her. He would get the bastard by fair means or foul. 

***

Betty Rutherford lay in bed at the flat she shared with her lesbian lover, thinking of Rosemary. There must be something she could do. 

Betty rose from bed and dressed it was time to go to the United Nations building for work. As she left the flat, Chantal was coming in from her shift. They kissed each other and exchanged pleasantries. 

�We never seem to have time to make love,� complained Chantal. 

�I know, darling. We must sort out some time together for our lovemaking, it�s been so long,� Betty replied. 

�How is Rosemary coming along Betty? She seemed a nice, friendly, woman.�

�Not so good, Chantal. She just stares out into space. I�m worried about her.�

�I�m sure she is in safe hands. There must be something they can do for her, dear.�

�I do hope so.� No more was said as Betty departed the flat for work. 

It was in the middle of a speech from the French delegation Betty was translating to Sir John Head of the British team when it all fell into place. 

Betty Rutherford knew what she must do. It was a long shot, but she would try anything given the present circumstances of Rosemary. When the session was over, Betty immediately asked Sir John if she could take some leave to see a sick friend in the U.K. 

�Sure Betty, there are other translators. Take as long as you want.�

Betty went to the flat, packed, booked a flight to the U.K., then left a note for Chantal as to where she was going. She would phone her every night and update her on the situation. 

Betty phoned her mother to say that she would be coming to stay with her but did not know for how long. Margaret Rutherford was more than pleased to have her daughter at home once more. She could ask her how her romance with Georgio was coming along but she knew the main reason for her daughter�s visit was to visit Rosemary. Margaret cleaned out Betty�s

old room and all was soon ready for her daughter�s homecoming. 

***

Margaret was at the arrival lounge waiting for Betty as she emerged from customs. Hugs and kisses all round, then Margaret drove them to her Tudor mansion. 

�Where is daddy?� asked Betty. 

�He has gone with a trade delegation to the Far East, darling. I get so lonely without him. But never mind, I have my beautiful daughter here with me now. 

I have made a good meal for both of us tonight, dear.�

�Good mommy but you know the real reason I have come here is to see Rosemary.�

�Yes and that is very kind of you, but there has been no improvement since you were last here. I feel sorry for Beth. You know she asked the hospital for a bed to be put in her daughter�s room so she can ob-serve her day and night. She is tired out, poor woman, hoping for something that may never happen.�

�Don�t say that, mummy. Where there is life, there is hope.� Betty broke down in tears and Margaret consoled her daughter. No more was said. 

Margaret drove to the hospital and soon they were in Rosemary�s room. 

�Any change, Beth?� asked Margaret. Beth Crowley shook her head. She looked haggard and mentally drained with worry over her daughter. 

�It�s time you went home and had a rest, Mrs. 

Crowley,� said Betty. 

�I can�t leave Rosemary like this, Betty. Oh please God, help Rosemary�s poor soul.� She broke down in tears to be consoled by Betty. 

Then Betty went over to the bed Rosemary was in and looked down at her. She whispered in Rosemary�s ear, �It�s me, Rosemary. Don�t you remember me? We played together as little girls and had so much fun. 

Then when we became women, we were bridesmaids for your cousin Jenni. You were so beautiful that day, remember?�

There was not one bit of recognition on Rosemary�s part. 

�See?� said Beth, �nothing.�

That did not stop Betty. �I have brought someone to see you. She is just waiting for your kiss, Rosemary.�

Betty lifted her shoulder bag off the bedside table, unzipped it and withdrew a small doll. It was the Cindy doll they both had played with as little girls, which Betty now took with her everywhere as a mas-cot. She held it out to Rosemary. There was still no sign of recognition, nothing. Betty held the doll in front of Rosemary for a few minutes, looking into Rosemary�s eyes. 

She then put it down on the bed sheet beside Rosemary and with tears in her eyes, said, �It was worth a try.�

�You did your best, Betty,� said Rosemary�s mother Beth. 

But just then, there was a blink of Rosemary�s eyes and a hand reached out to touch the Cindy doll. 

Beth noticed it first. �She blinked. Look, she wants the doll. That�s right, sweetheart, hug the doll, hug

Cindy. She is your little baby. Look!� Beth, overcome with emotion, was hugging and kissing her daughter. 

�Get the nurse quick, someone,� said Margaret as she made out the door to the ward�s enquiry desk. 

The nurse quickly came with some others and called the doctor on her cell phone. 

Rosemary was now clutching the doll to her bosom, but still not speaking to anyone. 

�It is Cindy, darling, our Cindy. Remember, we washed her and dressed her,� Betty said. 

Rosemary hugged the doll again and stuttered, 

�C...cin...dy, Ci...ndy.�

�Yes that�s right, darling. Remember our doll, your little baby?� Betty took Rosemary into her arms, hugged and kissed her. 

The doctor Had work to do to bring this woman back into the living world. It was a shame but he would have to break up the loving scene. 

�Ladies, I�m afraid I shall have to ask you to leave, Rosemary needs some sleep after the excitement all this must have caused her. 

�Can I stay, doctor? After all, she is my daughter.�

�Of course, Mrs. Crowley. It will do her good to see her mother.�

�Betty, you were the one that awakened her from her slumber. Tonight I will keep watch, then tomorrow morning you can take over.�

�Thank you, Mrs. Crowley.�

Betty Rutherford helping her friend to say words again. It was like teaching a little child but finally Rosemary said �Cindy� without a stutter. That was a start, 

and from there, things progressed at a very fast rate. 

Beth Crowley came in one day to be greeted by her daughter calling out �Mother!� Beth was so happy and embraced her daughter. 

Beth appreciated all the work Betty was putting in to help her daughter but it was only the beginning. 

Betty said to her one day, �Mrs. Crowley, my leave is coming to an end. I must go back to work in New York. 

I would like to take Rosemary with me if I could.�

Beth would have liked Rosemary to stay with her but with the progress Betty was making, it seemed the best thing for all. 

�Yes Betty, take her with you. I�m sure she is safe in your hands. I will miss her terribly.� You can always come over and see her, and when she is back to normal, she will be come back to the U.K.�

Everyone was happy with this arrangement except Captain James Webber. �Goddamn, they�ve taken the only witness I have against that bastard.� He realised getting Rosemary to testify against Albert Pennington would not be easy as Rosemary may well not wish to see the man who raped her again. God knows what damage it could do to her brain. He would have to carefully think about this situation. 

One person who had constantly visited her granddaughter was Nan Crowley. She had to admit she had made a mistake in trying to get Rosemary married; that had gone pear-shaped. She was more taken with all the attention Betty Rutherford was giving Rosemary. They were something more than girlfriends. She knew Betty would be leaving to go back to the Big Apple so she asked Beth if Rosemary could stay with her till the day she went away. After all, Betty was right next door staying with her mother. 

�Yes mother, that should be fine. I can always call in till she has gone.�

Rosemary was now at Nan�s, a frail image of the woman she once was. She had a heavily bruised face from the struggle with Albert. Time would heal that but the mental hurt would never heal. Rosemary was given the room where it all started with Nan putting her in a skirt. Betty came every day; teaching her to speak was easier now. Rosemary�s memory was coming back and she began taking notice of all that was happening around her. 

After dinner one night, when Betty had gone back to her mother�s, Nan had a woman-to-woman talk with her granddaughter in her study. 

�Rosemary, I hope you are recovering from the trauma you have undergone. Things will get back to where they once were. But I think I must take some of the blame because I urged you to have a boyfriend. I should have shut up and let things go to their natural conclusion. You are now in the hands of someone who loves you. You do know Betty loves you, yes, Rosemary?�

Of course I do, grandmother and I love her. She is my best girlfriend.�

�I don�t think you understand, Rosemary. There is love and there is love. The type you are talking about is platonic. The love Betty has for you is an intimate, personal and physical love. But being the woman she is will not force it on you; she may never even express that love to you. I normally would not approve of such a love between women but I feel you have been let down by the male sex. All I want is your happiness.�

Rosemary felt uncomfortable with this talk and had never thought of Betty in the terms her grandmother was now talking about. To avoid any further discus-sion, she changed the conversation. 

�Grandmother, I went back to the library the other day to discuss my job. They were very nice and said they would hold my job open till such time as I was fully recovered. Then I called in at police HQ and had a talk with Captain Webber and explained my going to New York. He thanked me for coming to him but said without your testimony he cannot put Albert Pennington behind bars. 

�I said I didn�t think I could face that man again. 

�Captain Webber got to me and I reluctantly agreed to be at the trial.�

�That was good of you Rosemary. Now you will have peace of mind for your job. I have every faith about the progress you will make with Betty. Soon you will be the once bubbly woman you once were.� No more was said and both women retired to bed. 

A NEW STYLE OF LIFE BEGINS

FOR ROSEMARY

Betty and Rosemary arrived in the flat Betty shared with Chantal. Chantal greeted Rosemary. �How nice to see you again, Rosemary. Betty has kept me informed of your progress since she left. I do hope you are feeling better. I�m sure your time here will only help.�

Chantal now addressed Betty. �I have made up the spare room for Rosemary. I think she will like it.�

Chantal took Rosemary�s hand and led her from the lounge to a room off the passageway. 

The room Rosemary was led to be compact neat and very womanly with a single bed at a window; the bed had blue cotton sheets and matching pillow. There was a wardrobe to the far right of the bed and facing the bed was a dressing table with drawers where a woman�s underthings could be stored. 

�What do you think Rosemary?� Betty asked while putting Rosemary�s case on top of the bed. 

�Fantastic, I couldn�t ask for better if I was at the Waldorf. I�m going to love it here. And what�s more, I couldn�t ask for two better companions to spend my time with. Betty, you have been very kind to me. I�m so much bother to you.�

�Not at all, sweetness, no trouble at all. We will leave you to unpack and see you at dinner.� Rosemary gave kisses all round. 

Rosemary unpacked carefully, placing her things in the wardrobe or dressing table drawers. She then picked up the Cindy doll and placed it on the bed. That doll would be in bed beside her when she slept that night and every night from now on. It was funny how childish playthings brought her back to the real world from the nightmare she had come through. Rosemary hugged the small doll. She must look out something nice to wear tonight for the girls. 

Meanwhile, Betty and Chantal had gone to their room. As the door closed behind the pair, Chantal swept Betty into her arms. �It has been so long. I�ve missed you, Betty sweetheart.�

�I can say the same for you. I think my mother sus-pects something but she hasn�t said a word.�

�Let�s stop talking and get down to business, darling,� Chantal said as she unbuttoned her dress and

stood in her purple bra and knickers set which con-trasted with the pink flesh. Her honey-coloured hold-up stockings showed below the edge of the purple knickers. 

�Come on, dear,� Chantal said as she started to unzip the back of Betty�s dress. The dress was soon round Betty�s ankles and her pale blue knickers were quickly being eased down her legs. Chantal pushed Betty on the bed and widened Betty�s legs. Her head bobbed up and down as Chantal found Betty�s clitoris which was becoming erect. �I�ve dreamed of that ever since you have been away, lover,� said a highly excited Chantal. 

�God, you have one educated tongue, Chantal. It is mind blowing, sweetheart.�

Chantal knew from past experience that if she kept on licking, Betty would explode into one mind-blowing orgasm. And she wanted it badly now; this was a quickie because of Chantal urgency. But tonight they could linger in their lovemaking in their own room and bed. 

The sexual excitement and lovemaking over for now, both young women were changing into more suitable clothes to start making dinner. Chantal was a most excellent cook and chicken Maryland was on the menu tonight. 

With both women in the kitchen aprons, Chantal started the dinner. Betty assisted her and did what Chantal told her. Soon all was in the oven and all they had to do was set the timer and wait. While waiting, Betty made up a fruit salad and put it in the fridge. 

The two went to the lounge for a rest. After ten minutes, Rosemary entered, dressed in a tight black sequinned dress. 

Chantal glanced and commented, �Going somewhere, Rosemary?�

�No, just dressing for dinner, Chantal.�

Chantal looked at Betty who looked back at her partner. Both burst out laughing. 

�What�s the joke?� a puzzled Rosemary asked. 

�We didn�t know you were dressing up for dinner. 

There is no need to, just look at the state we are in. We never dress for dinner unless there is some special event. Do we, Chantal?�

Chantal added, �I don�t know, Betty, maybe we should start doing that. Rosemary has started a trend. 

Tell you what, as of tomorrow night, we both will dress for dinner and that�s final.�

The meal was delicious as was the fruit salad. Afterwards, all relaxed and talked. 

�I want you to do some exercise tomorrow, Rosemary, to get your strength back. We have a local gym we use from time to time,� said Betty. 

�You take good care of me Betty. I appreciate all the trouble you go to over me.�

�You�re precious to me, Rosemary.�

Betty made some coffee for all before everyone retired to bed. 

In their double bed, Betty snuggled up to Chantal. 

�We have always been honest with each other, haven�t we?�

Yes, of course. So what have you to tell me, darling?�

�It is just this, I am in love with Rosemary. She does not know that and probably never will as I do not intend to tell her.�

�I see. Well, we always said we both would not stand in the way if one of us fell for another woman. 

You are free to leave me at any time. Do you desire her in every way a woman can for another woman?�

�I do but as I said, that may never be fulfilled. 

Promise me that you will not say one word of what you have heard tonight.�

�Yes, I promise. I love you, Betty.�

The conversation ended there and both women fell asleep. 

***

Rosemary�s stay at Betty�s followed a routine of getting up early in the morning, putting a track suit on and jogging down to the local gym with Betty. She�d have a workout, then go back to the flat for breakfast with Betty and Chantal. At night, after Betty came home from work and they had dinner, it was being read books by Betty and she having to read them back. 

It was being like a schoolgirl again, but Betty took great care that she got all correct. Rosemary was more than grateful for all the hard work Betty was putting in for her sake. 

But Rosemary�s kept wondering why Betty giving her so much attention. 

Rosemary wondered what physical love between women was like. It was something that had never entered her mind before. After her ordeal with Albert, 

heterosexual love was vanished forever for her. There was nothing resembling love in the attack her body was subjected to by that brute. Captain Webber may have been worried about her giving evidence in the trial of Albert Pennington but as long as Betty was there by her side she had the strength to put him in jail. 

Rosemary now read a number of books concerning love between women. 

It happened one night at dinner. Betty said she was changing shifts at the U. N. Chantal was not in the least bit happy about this news. 

�Does that mean we will hardly see each other again?�

�I�m afraid so, sweetheart.� Nothing more was said but it was clear Chantal went to bed in a bad mood. 

This was understandable as Chantal was very sexually active with Betty and wasn�t looking forward to a change in her routine. 

This change of shifts meant Betty being on nights and coming back to the flat early in the morning. That would be followed by the workout with Rosemary, breakfast, then bed. As she snuggled between the bed sheets, Chantal was leaving to start work. 

At night after Betty left for work, Rosemary found Chantal very irritable but said nothing to her. However when Betty was around, it was a different story; the couple seemed so loving with each other. She sometimes spied them holding hands when they thought she was not looking. 

It led Rosemary to think they were in a relationship. 

Curious, one day when both Betty and Chantal were absent, she decided to look in their room. The first thing that struck her was that there were no single

beds, only the one enormous double bed. On inspect-ing this bed further and looking under the pillows, she found two beautiful nightdresses, one a short cream satin baby doll nightie trimmed in cream lace; the other in a dreamy green colour with a little white bow at the bosom. 

Looking round the room, there was a dressing table near the window with makeup cleansing creams and lotions on top and what looked like a makeup box. But if it was a makeup box, it certainly had an odd shape; it was twelve inches long, four inches wide and four inches deep. The box was of mahogany and highly polished with a hinged lid. It certainly was a curious looking object which focused Rosemary attention. What kind of makeup would this box contain? 

Curiosity got the better of Rosemary. Opening the hinged lid, she was most surprised to find what appeared to be a male member. It was highly polished in mahogany like the box that contained it. The object was beautifully carved in the finest detail of the penis. The penis was some ten inches long with a girth of five inches, a beautiful shaped dome at one end and testicles at the other. 

Rosemary was looking for the first time in her life at a dildo. She had heard of such items being used by women for their pleasure and assumed this had been used by Betty and Chantal. But this was more than an ordinary dildo. It lay on pure white silk with a very small vial beside it. On inspection by Rosemary, she found the bottle contained lubricating oil. And on the inside of the box�s lid was a long inscription in French on a silver plate. This indicated to Rosemary that this dildo must belong to Chantal and she was correct. 

Rosemary had learned French at the Primrose Boarding School for Girls. She read the inscription. 

�This is a family heirloom of the women of the Darrell family. This instrument of sexual gratification is said to go back in time to the court of King Louis the Sixteenth and his Queen, Marie Antoinette. The Ladies of the court used this instrument amongst themselves, including the Queen herself with one of her favourites. 

It said to have been modelled on one of the Ladies�

husbands or lover who must have been very well-en-dowed. During the French Revolution, it was found in the boudoir of the Duchess, a woman well liked by the Queen. The finder kept it for herself and so it entered the Darrell family. To whoever now owns this instrument, may you have sexual pleasure using it and having it used on you.�

Rosemary having read the inscription, lifted the dildo out of the box and ran her fingers over the smooth surface. She lusted to have this instrument of pleasure used on her. It may look like a male member but was not joined to a male body. Seeing this object re-awakened Rosemary�s interest in sex but not with a man. This time it would be with a woman, and the only woman it could be was Betty. Betty cared for her, had done so much for her and was leading her back to full health. Rosemary not only lusted for this dildo but also lusted for Betty and wanted Betty to be the one to use it on her. But just how could she get Betty to make love to her if Betty was not going to make a move? She would have to encourage Betty somehow. 

Just the sight of this dildo was doing things to Rosemary. She quickly put it back in its case and shut it before she was tempted to put it between her legs. She

could feel her knickers dampening with sexual secre-tions from the excitement she was getting just thinking about this dildo inside her body. 

***

Rosemary thought the fact that Betty was now on shifts could work to her advantage to seduce her and make Betty admit that she desired Rosemary�s body. 

To seduce Betty, she decided to wear clothes of a more revealing nature. Low-cut dresses showing more of her breasts, miniskirts showing her legs off and a hint of her knickers. This excited Betty but she was doing her best to keep her emotions under control. Maybe, thought Betty, it was that Rosemary was trying her best to seduce her but if she was, she would have to make the first move, not Betty. Betty would not want to give the wrong impression. 

Rosemary was finding this seduction hard going; try as she might Betty was ignoring her advances. One afternoon when Rosemary knew they both would be alone in the flat, Rosemary was going to flaunt herself to Betty. After their early morning workout at the gym when Betty had gone to bed, Rosemary went to the hairdressers. Her hair now all nicely fluffed out, she headed to the beauticians. The lot had been arranged: makeover, manicure, pedicure, eyebrow shaping and tint plus eyelash tint. Rosemary went back to the flat and sorted out her clothes for this sexual seduction. 

She took a lovely bubble bath, powdered and scented herself. She was now ready for dressing in the daring clothes she had looked out for this occasion. No brassiere was put on as her firm breasts would hold out the dress in front of her. She pulled a pair of black

shimmering silk knickers up her legs. They were filled out by her plump backside to good effect. To match these kickers, she donned a pair of black nylon hold-up stockings with lacy tops in a very intricate pattern. 

Rosemary looked at herself in the long cheval mirror and was most pleased with the image. Her full breasts were erect, her firm and red-tipped nipples protruded, expecting the gentle touch of Betty. Her curved legs were encased in the black nylon hold-ups and her prominent bottom was nicely packaged inside the black silk knickers. No petticoat was needed, just the black sequinned dress that she now slipped over her body and smoothed down. The black glossy shoes with four-inch heels followed; this made her look taller than Betty. 

Rosemary had preserved her fine clothes while she cooked with a very large apron that covered her beautiful dress. Betty would not see her revealing dress until just before the meal. 

Betty in her working clothes, a black skirt, white button-up blouse, black stockings and flat black low heel shoes, sat at the table, waiting for Rosemary to serve the meal. As Rosemary came from the kitchen, Betty could smell the delicious aroma of her perfume before she could see her. Then Rosemary emerged from the kitchen with a tray containing two plates of steak pie, fries and peas. The sight of her in that tight dress did things to Betty. She wanted to rip the dress off Rosemary. It was taking all her will power not to do that but she held on for now. 

Rosemary seeing her ploy was not working must try something else. Going back to the kitchen, she came back with a bottle of red wine and two glasses. 

�I�ll just pour two glasses of wine out for us, Betty.�

She stood in front of Betty and leaned forward so that Betty could not help but see right down the deep valley between her breasts. Betty held her hands tight; she mustn�t touch the delicious sight in front of her no matter how tempting. 

Rosemary sat down. What did she have to do to entice Betty�s hands on her tempting breasts? 

�Oh for God�s sake, Betty, don�t you want to make love to me? Aren�t my breasts good enough for your touch?�

This was the sign Betty Rutherford was waiting for. 

She needed no second asking. 

�Say no more. To hell with the dinner, let�s go to my bedroom NOW.�

No further words were spoken as Betty led Rosemary hand in hand to the bedroom Betty shared with Chantal. What Betty had wanted all these years was right in front of her She lost no time unzipping Rosemary dress and kicked it away when it hit the floor. Before her was the sight she had always longed for: Rosemary with uncovered breasts in just her fancy knickers, hold-up stockings and shiny black high-heeled shoes. 

Without a word, Betty pulled Rosemary to her, running her fingers over the erect nipples to gasps from Rosemary. Betty�s mouth targeted the red protrusions of Rosemary�s nipples and sucked with much pleasure. 

As each teat got the attention it was craving, a red im-print from Betty�s lipstick was left there as a reminder that it was being loved by another woman. When Betty had her fill of Rosemary�s breasts, her hand found its way inside the waistband of the black silk knickers to

slowly feel between Rosemary�s legs. They soon found the chasm they sought and entered to the enjoyment of both participating parties. 

By now Betty had manoeuvred Rosemary onto the double bed and removed her knickers. There was no stopping her now; she opened Rosemary�s legs and put her head between them, parted the pubic hair on Rosemary�s pussy to allow her tongue to enter it. And enter it did to moans of pleasure from both women. Rosemary eased herself off the bed to let Betty�s tongue go further inside her and sighed as it did so. 

There was more much more she wanted Betty to do to her and her body lusted to have that dildo inside her. Maybe not today but she would have it sooner or later and Betty would be the one that would do it. 

Rosemary was just starting her journey along the road of being a lover of her own gender. 

But forget about her dreams, the present was all that mattered for now. Rosemary was now coming to a climax, a mind-blowing one. Betty was now receiving one hell of a climax from Rosemary, the likes of which she never had received from Chantal. 

Betty had been waiting years for this and thought the day would never come, but now that it had, it was worth waiting for and that was only the beginning. 

Now that both women had been satisfied, Betty put her arms round Rosemary and spoke for the first time since they had their womanly encounter. 

�Well, I think you can see that I do want to make love to you. I think I just proved it, don�t you think so, lover?�

�I�ll tell you when I�ve recovered my breath,�

laughed Rosemary. 

�Now that we have started, there is a lot to learn, sweetheart. I love you Rosemary and always have since we were little girls, but i would never say so. You would have to be the one to express your feelings. Now you have done so and I thank you for that, Rosemary.�

Betty then placed a gentle kiss on the forehead of Rosemary. 

�Now that we are being honest, Betty, I am willing to learn all I can about this love of one woman for another. I must tell you, one thing has fascinated me since I discovered it.�

�And what is that, Rosemary?�

�That large dildo that belongs to Chantal, I would like that in my pussy, that�s what.�

�And so you shall but not today as time is short. It will soon be time for me to go to work.�

Both women rose, tidied themselves up and dressed. 

Next morning, Rosemary lay in bed waiting for Betty returning from work. All through the night she lay awake, thinking of Betty and how wonderfully she had made love to her. She ached to be held in her arms once again and receive her loving kisses. Then she heard a key turning in the lock to the apartment�s door, Rosemary quickly rose from bed and, in her short violet see-through nightie, quickly made to the lounge where she knew Betty would be expecting to see her in jogging outfit. 

On entering, Betty was surprised to see Rosemary in her nightie �Aren�t you ready for your morning at the gym, sweetheart?�

�No, I�m ready for something else.� Rosemary pulled Betty to her, eased the black jacket off Betty�s

shoulders and unbuttoned her white blouse. Then, taking her hands, she led Betty to her own room. There Betty stood in a white bra, black skirt, stockings and low black pump shoes. Rosemary quickly unclipped the back of Betty�s bra to feel the Betty�s nipples. How hard they were becoming in her moist hand, and how glad Rosemary was that she had aroused that passion in her lover for her. 

Not wasting one moment, Betty pushed Rosemary onto the bed and soon had a hand on Rosemary�s pussy. There was nothing to stop her as Rosemary did not wear anything under her violet nightie. 

Rosemary widened her legs to let Betty have easy access to that spot which was aching to be touched by her lover. And when Betty had her fingers inside that vital spot, Rosemary moaned in pure pleasure. 

Betty needed no encouragement; to hell with the gym this morning, this was what she had dreamed about all these years. 

Rosemary snuggled up to Betty. She was so safe in her loving arms; warm feelings of contentment ran through her body. Would that she could stay and live with this woman for the rest of her life. 

Excitement was coursing through Rosemary�s body as she passionately kissed Betty. Betty could feel the excitement of her lover which caused her fingers to be more vigourous in the deep love cavern within Rosemary�s body. 

Rosemary pushed her moist cavern onto the active fingers of Betty. Rosemary knew she could not hold back any longer, try as she might. 

By this time, Betty had drained all the love juice Rosemary had in her, and she lay breathless in bed beside the woman who had given her so much pleasure. 

�I love you so much, Rosemary,� whispered Betty. 

�And I love you,� answered Rosemary. 

In a way, the situation Rosemary was in was similar to her cousin Jenni�s. She would be faithful to one woman in a homosexual partnership, while Jenni was faithful to Luigi in a heterosexual way. 

�Betty, I�m thinking about staying here after the trial. With my qualifications, I should be able to get a job here and we can live together.� Then it occurred to Rosemary that there may be one hitch to that solution. 

�Betty, what about your relationship with Chantal. Is this going to break that up?�

�No, we have an agreement with each other. I shall discuss this with Chantal but I see no problem.�

�Good, then we can start looking for a flat of our own. I have plenty of time to do that and find a job. I have never been so happy in my life, darling.�

Rosemary looked longingly at Betty. �There is just one thing. Before I leave this flat, I want to fulfil a fantasy.�

�And what would that be, sweetheart?�

�That dildo I mentioned before. The more I see it, the more I desire it within me. I could put it in me any time, but I will have much better enjoyment if the woman I love is the one putting it in to me.�

�Then you shall receive it in all its glory. I think Sunday night will be a good time. Chantal will not be here.�

***

Before Sunday came, Rosemary received a phone call from Captain James Webber saying that the trial of Albert Pennington was about to take place in two weeks time. Would she be there? 

Yes, she answered, the woman she loved would be by her side and she would have no hesitation about testifying against him. That relieved James Webber�s mind. They had DNA and blood samples from the torn dress Rosemary wore when she was assaulted, but they were useless if she dropped the charges. Now Webber had the bastard nailed and could put away and pre-venting him from harming any other innocent women. 

He expected the usual charges from the defence that she had encouraged him but Webber was sure Rosemary was a strong woman and would refute these charges. 

***

The night was approaching when Rosemary would receive that which she longed for, and for the occasion she had looked out an outfit which she thought fitting for that situation. Her pussy was going to be pene-trated by a dildo that even a queen had received much pleasure from. She had to buy an outfit fitting for a queen, something in royal blue and made of velvet. She found one with all the underwear to go with it, along with blue shoes and even blue silk stockings. 

So that night as she dressed for dinner, Rosemary took time to preparing herself for a wonderful night of woman-to-woman love. She took a long lingering bub-

ble bath, leisurely soaping herself all over, taking particular care of her breasts and the valley between them. 

The leisurely bath over, she had the pleasant task of powdering and pampering herself with laven-der-scented talcum powder. Before putting any clothes on her body, she gave herself a small squirt of that delicious Eau De Cologne to heighten her womanly attributes. 

Having wrapped her dressing gown round her body, she set off to her room and sat in front of the dressing table, skin creams set in front of her. Rosemary had learned well from the makeup lessons her grandmother had paid for. She opened jars of moisturising creams, then softly applied it to her face. Her face now prepared for her makeup, a powder puff was dipped in the translucent powder and dabbed on the face, then smoothed over by the puff. A brush was taken from the brush container and the excess powder was brushed off. She looked at her reflection in the dressing table mirror and was pleased. A brown eyebrow pencil shaped them into an arch, then a royal blue eyeshadow was applied to her lids. The eye shadow would complement the blue dress she would shortly be wearing. Next came the black mascara that would sweep her eye lashes up into a curve. Then the final touch, a pale pink blusher was applied to her cheek bones. 

That all finished, Rosemary stood up to look at herself in the nude. Her youthful body was outstandingly pretty in the pose reflected in the cheval glass mirror in front of her. Her firm breasts needed no bra as they stood out in all their dignified beauty. Rosemary slipped the black silk knickers up her legs, then pulled them over the garter belt. Sitting down on the cush-

ioned chair in front of the dressing table mirror, she took the pair of blue silk stockings off the top of the dressing table, scrunched one up, put a toe into it, then rolled it up her leg till it reached to above her knee. 

Pulling one of the garter tabs down, she put the knob of it behind the welt of the stocking. This she repeated with the other two garters, then did the same to the other stocking. 

The blue velvet dress was pulled over her head. 

When the dress was fitted, it looked as if she was moulded into it. It was a dress she would find much difficulty walking in as she would soon find out. But that problem was not here yet; Rosemary was in the middle of trying to work out what type of jewellery a Queen like Marie Antoinette would wear for the delights of receiving a dildo. Possibly pearls? Yes, she thought, the triple pearl necklace and pearl stud earrings in her pierced ears, a gold bangle and rings. 

Rosemary had the pearls all right and a bangle. It wasn�t gold but it would have to do. She had some rings, not expensive but they would have to do as well. 

Having clipped the necklace round her neck, she inserted the stud earrings into her pierced ears, took all three rings and placed them on her fingers. 

There was one ring with a blue stone; this she placed on the third finger of her left hand. Rosemary slipped her feet into the blue flat shoes matched the blue velvet dress she was wearing. 

All was now ready for her to be seduced by her girlfriend Betty. The seduction couldn�t come quick enough for Rosemary. They would have to go through the niceties of having dinner together before the evening�s �main event� could begin. 

Betty looked quite attractive in a white dress of nylon a white beaded necklace and white drop earrings which moved as she turned her head. The meal was served up by Rosemary, who tied a serviette round her neck to save her pretty blue dress from being spoiled by any food that might fall on it. 

Betty had produced a bottle of red wine before the meal and poured two glasses one for then to drink with their meal. Rosemary served the roast meat, potatoes and peas and they talked of pleasant things of matters of the day. It was a very enjoyable meal and Betty com-plimented Rosemary on the excellent dinner. 

Then the conversation turned to more serious matters. 

�Rosemary, dear?� said Betty. 

�Yes?�

�Rosemary dear, are you wearing the fancy knickers of the other night?�

�Yes, why?�

�They are coming off!�

�You say the nicest things, Betty, but when?� Rosemary giggled in anticipation. 

�As soon as I can get my hands on them, that�s when.�

�Well, if you are going to do that, you�ll have to catch me first.� Rosemary rose as if to run away but the tightness of her dress was a hindrance to her progress. 

However she did make it to the room Betty shared with Chantal before Betty threw herself at her. Both landed on the double bed, giggling and laughing. 

�Got you and now that I have, your fancy knickers are coming off.� No sooner said than done as Betty reached under Rosemary�s dress and started to pull the black silk knickers down and off Rosemary. 

Then Betty did something that Rosemary had never seen before. She held the knickers to her nose and in-haled the aroma emitting from the gusset. 

�Why are you doing that, sweetheart?�

�To savour the sweet bouquet of your body, my precious one.�

�Oh,� was the only reply Rosemary could give. 

Betty pushed the tight dress Rosemary wore up her body to her waist. 

�Don�t take it off, Betty. I want this dress on when I receive the pleasure that surely will be mine when that heavenly gift given to Chantal enters my body.�

Betty said nothing but let her fingers wander idly over the Rosemary�s pubic hair. There was no doubt Rosemary was loving all this; her body was crying out to be entered by the weapon at presently concealed in a highly polished mahogany box. Betty knew she had Rosemary worked up so she rose from the bed and walked slowly towards that box which lay on the dressing table. 

Rosemary watched the slow steps Betty took towards the box, her insides churning with anticipation. 

Betty stopped at the box, opened the lid, and withdrew the large dildo taking time to let Rosemary see it. Then taking the small vial inside the box, she slowly dripped the lubrication onto the mahogany-shaped penis. Then she started to rub the lubrication into the wood. Betty did this deliberately letting Rosemary watch as she rubbed the dildo slowly through her hand not once but

again and again. It was building up tension in Rosemary, just what Betty wanted. 

�Are you ready to receive this, Rosemary darling? 

It�s waiting for you at any time, just say the word.�

�I want it now. Quick! I need it now. Hurry.�

�Not so fast, my sweet one, beg for it.�

�Please don�t taunt me any more. I need it. I want it now. Oh please, please.�

Betty ran her hand up the blue silk stockings on Rosemary legs and could feel her legs trembling. Rosemary seeing the dildo, opened her legs to receive this wonderful instrument. 

�Wider!� demanded Betty for she was going to make this event something Rosemary would not forget. 

Rosemary obeyed. She was now in position to receive this dildo to its maximum effect but it had not entered yet. She looked down; it was on the verge of entering her love spot. Rosemary shut her eyes as the first inch entered her. She was in pure ecstasy. It had been worth the wait; the length and girth filled her insides completely. 

Rosemary�s eyes were closed so she could not see Betty studying her closely. Betty, in her lovemaking with Chantal, had never seen such intensity from the use of the dildo. Chantal who was very sexually active never betrayed anything like what she was seeing from Rosemary. 

The dildo was fully in, right up to the carved testicles and Rosemary was now distorting in ecstasy. Betty twisted it this way and that way to uncontrollable wriggling from Rosemary. 

Betty was fascinated by the up and down movements of the one she loved and she wanted Rosemary to explode. Betty herself was becoming sexually excited just from watching; she could leave the dildo inside Rosemary and attend to her own needs. She was fully dressed but it did not take her long to put her fingers inside her knickers, put a finger in her slit and work herself to a pitch. She watched as Rosemary took the dildo and moved it inside herself to moans of excitement. 

Betty lay on the bed beside Rosemary. Betty�s hand was on hers pushing that dildo in and out of Rosemary�s pleasure opening. The climax of both of these lovely ladies came simultaneously in a volcano of passion. 

***

It was a few days later when Betty had some time to talk to Chantal. She explained the situation between herself and Rosemary. It was no surprise to Chantal as Betty had previously confessed her love for Rosemary. 

�We said we would not stand in each other�s way should something like this occur. I wish you and Rosemary all the best. I�m sure I will find someone else.�

�We will move out as soon as we can find a flat and Rosemary finds a job; she is working on that. We have high hopes that will be solved when we return from her trial in the UK. We will be leaving for that at the end of the week. Rosemary wants to visit her parents and grandmother, and I want to see my mother and father. I will be at Rosemary�s side, giving all the support I can.�

�You have found your partner for life, Betty. A better woman you could not find. I only wish I could find someone like that.� No more was said; the women were parting on happy terms. 

Betty and Rosemary arrived in the UK and went to Sunday lunch at Nan Crowley�s mansion. Sitting at the table before lunch, Rosemary stood up and called for attention. 

�I have an announcement to make. This family has always been very honest. My mother said that I would be dressed as a girl and brought up as such. I was accepted as such, then Aunt Tina said the same about my cousin Jenni and she is now a very happy married woman.� Jenni nodded her head as she put her hand in Luigi�s. 

�I now declare my love for Betty. After the trial, we will be setting up house together in New York. She has given me all the support I could wish for during this stressful time. I hope this family will accept our relationship.�

There was silence for a few seconds. then Jenni rose. 

�Well said, my cousin Rosemary. I will be the first to congratulate you and Betty.� Jenni then gave Rosemary and Betty a kiss on their cheeks. Others round the table clapped at Jenni�s gesture and followed her example by kissing the happy couple. 

The meal finished, Nan asked Jenni, Rosemary and her partner Betty to her study. They all knew from past experience it must be something serious. 

In her study, Nan bid all to take a seat on the chaise lounge. 

�Usually when I ask you to come here, it is for a serious talk. Not so today. You girls have made me so

happy with how your lives have turned out. Your career as an opera singer has been a great success, Jenni and from what I see you have a happy marriage. You took my advice. I gave the same advice to you, Rosemary; unfortunately it was not to be, but you found a strong woman in Betty who nursed you back to health. 

I do not blame you one bit in falling in love with her. I usually don�t approve of that type of relationship, however one can be wrong. You will remember your grandmother in the years after her, girls, won�t you? I only did what I thought was in your best interests.�

Both women put their arms round their grandmother and kissed her on the cheek. �How could we ever forget you, grandmother?� Rosemary said. 

�I have something here I wish to give to you both.�

Nan Crowley went over to a cupboard and took out a large painting of Rosemary and Betty when they were small girls. 

�This is yours. I no longer need it. Hang it in your new home, I still have that painting of you as a small girl, Rosemary, to remind me of that time.�

�Thank you, grandma. We both will treasure it, won�t we, Betty?�

�I�m sorry, Jenni, I have nothing for you.�

�Grandmother, you have given me your love. That is more than enough.�

Tears formed in Nan Crowley�s eyes; she was so proud of her granddaughters. It had been hard and sometimes a struggle to mould her two grandsons into girls, but she knew she was obeying God�s wish and rectifying his mistake. 

And didn�t they both look so pretty today in their lovely summery outfits; Jenni in a white flouncy dress

and Rosemary in a sleeveless yellow dress with a white flower pattern. Nan could now rest in happiness. Her work was done. Rosemary�s trial would be here in a few days and Nan would be there to see the man who defiled her granddaughter put in prison. 

THE TRIAL

The trial of Albert Pennington was to start the following day and Rosemary and Betty were staying at Nan Crowley�s mansion. It was an environment that Rosemary felt safe in. Betty had told her mother of her relationship with Rosemary. Margaret Rutherford had not at first accepted that her daughter was a lesbian, but she saw that Betty was a protective woman around Rosemary and had nursed her back to full health. 

There must be something good in their relationship. As far as Margaret�s husband was concerned, she would soon talk Ralph into accepting his daughter as a lesbian. Betty had also told her mother that after the trial she and Rosemary would be setting up house together in New York. 

Nan Crowley could see that her granddaughter and Betty were very happy around each other as they un-ashamedly held hands. 

The trial started. When Rosemary was put in the box, the defence for Albert Pennington, as expected, attacked Rosemary on her morals. Did she not encourage him? �Well he would say that, wouldn�t he?� Rosemary said. She would never do such a thing and had been brought up to be pure till she married. The defence thought they had made their point and stopped there. 

The prosecution then called a character witness, Nan Crowley, who said she had spoken to her two granddaughters Jenni and Rosemary of how they must keep themselves pure and unsullied for the man they married. It had worked for her and Jenni Francetti, her happily married granddaughter. Rosemary had always been a good and loving granddaughter and Nan was sure that she would never entice any man with sexual favours. 

That sort of witness blunted the defence�s attack on Rosemary�s character. Then the defence thought they had Rosemary when they brought Dudley Flannigan forward as a witness. Had she not had other boyfriends before Albert? She was not an innocent woman with re-gard to sexual matters. They questioned Dudley about their relationship. That was when they should never have used Dudley. 

Dudley said he found Rosemary a very honest woman and would have nothing to do with any sexual relations whatsoever. They had broken up but that had nothing to do with sex. There were other matters that had nothing to do with that and they parted on the best of terms. 

Captain James Webber watched Rosemary and how she kept close to Betty and seemed to get strength from her to give witness against this Albert Pennington. He knew they were in a lesbian relationship and if it wasn�t for that dammed man, she could maybe have married some nice guy. Captain Webber had the DNA, fingerprints, clothing samples and more to prove Albert Pennington guilty. He was sure the jury was on his side and things were looking like it would be another job well done. He was right; the jury found Albert Pennington guilty. 
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The judge in his summation said, �The world must be rid of monsters like you who prey on innocent women, defile them and ruin their lives. I do not know what irreparable damage you have done to this young woman but whatever sentence I give to you will not be enough. I sentence you to thirty years in prison. Take him away.�

As the man who raped her was led away, Rosemary was clasped in the strong arms of Betty. Love showed in the eyes of Rosemary, who had stared into space when she was in hospital till Betty came to her. The sight of the Cindy doll broke that silent spell and the healing love of Betty brought her back to the living world. 

There was no doubt Rosemary owed a lot to Betty. 

She was glad she had shown her love for Betty. 

The trial over, Rosemary was consoled by her family: mother, Beth, cousin Jenni and, of course, her grandmother Nan. 

Both Rosemary and Betty had a few days left before returning to New York. They did the rounds of visiting and saying good-bye to their mothers for it maybe sometime before they would see them again. 

At last they were back in New York; a flat had been found, along with a job for Rosemary at a library. They had their own little love nest. As for Chantal, she soon had another woman sharing her bed. Betty doubted if it was love. To her is seemed like just mutual sexual enjoyment between two women. Still, if they were happy, it mattered none. 

The relationship between Rosemary and Betty slowly changed. Betty started to wear ladies trouser suits to work and slacks and pant suits around their flat. It was clear Betty was becoming a butch lesbian and liked a femme woman around her. She bought Rosemary many pretty clothes. To be honest, Rosemary liked acting the part of the femme partner in their relationship. Rosemary had always liked female clothes, the prettier the better. Her grandmother Nan had taught her a liking for beautiful dresses. In public, Betty would typically be dressed in a woman�s trouser

suit and Rosemary in a pretty dress. At their flat, Rosemary would always do the cooking and tiding up the flat. If there were any sort of male jobs to do, Betty would the one who did them. 

In their sexual relationship, Betty would take the aggressive part while Rosemary was a submissive, gentle partner. That made it a happy relationship; Rosemary always had the feeling that Betty would keep her from any harm, as she snuggled in the loving arms of her protector. 

Betty purchased a plastic dildo. That night she used it on Rosemary to which she got no response. 

�Honey, I thought you liked a dildo in your pussy. I bought this especially for you.�

�I love you, Betty and I know you are trying your best to please me, but I am afraid that heirloom of Chantal�s spoiled me for anything else. That is the one that gets me going. Sorry, darling.�

�I�ll see what I can do.�

Betty had a talk with Chantal who had no objection to loaning the desired dildo to Betty. Chantal made the point it would only be a loan for a few days as she needed it for her own partner. Betty was happy with that and asked if the dildo might be borrowed for special occasions like birthdays. 

Betty had other thoughts about how to excite Rosemary in a more male way than a dildo; she would experiment with that. Betty did not tell her lover that she had in her possession that famous dildo. It would be a surprise to Rosemary. 

THE RETURN OF AN OLD FRIEND

The night Betty kept the dildo hidden in their bedroom till it was time to use it. Later that night after dinner, Betty made the suggestion that they both retire early to bed. That was usually a signal to Rosemary that Betty intended to be sexually active. 

Rosemary squealed in delight, �Oh yes, darling, let�s get undressed right away, dive under the bed clothes and see what transpires.�

�Good,� said Betty. She took Rosemary�s hand and led her to their pretty pastel pink room. Betty�s hands were soon divesting Rosemary�s clothes from her body to no resistance. When Betty had Rosemary naked, she flung her on to the bed, followed by herself. 

When Betty thought Rosemary was about to reach full pitch, she stopped and got a disappointed reply from Rosemary. �Come on, Betty, don�t stop now.�

�Don�t worry, lover, I�ve got a surprise for you.�

Betty, by now without a stitch on, slipped out of the satin bed sheets and walked over to their dressing table where a cloth covered the mahogany box containing the royal dildo. Betty�s body shielded it from the sight of Rosemary. Taking it from the box, Betty turned to face Rosemary. 

�Look Rosemary, an old friend has returned to give you pleasure.�

Rosemary�s eyes lit up. �Give it to me right away, darling.�

�Not so fast. It has to be prepared for your ecstasy.�

Betty was not going to be rushed. She withdrew the small vial containing oil and dripped it onto the instru-
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ment. She could see Rosemary was yearning for it. 

Betty slowly rubbed the slippery substance into the wood, paying particular attention to the fat bulbous

dome-like head. Betty could see Rosemary was getting worked up and desired this instrument in her as quickly as Betty could put it in. But that was not going to be Betty�s way. She wanted her lover to have a mind-blowing climax. She herself would have sexual relief from just watching this woman explode. 

Betty watched Rosemary�s eyes become larger, then she closed them as if in a trance. Rosemary fantasised that she was Queen Marie Antoinette of France and that the instrument which had been used among the Ladies of the court of King Louis the sixteenth was now being used on Her Majesty the Queen by one of her favourites. Betty considered the time was ripe. 

Betty held the dildo high aloft and walked to the bed. Ss Rosemary opened her eyes, there before her was what she desired most at present. 

�Kneel to receive the gift that is fit for a queen. It�s waiting for you. That�s a good girl, push your derriere high in the air to receive your friend.�

Rosemary could hardly contain herself as she felt the well-lubricated instrument touch the flesh of her bottom. She wanted to shove her anus up and impale the dildo all the way inside her. But she knew her partner would tease her and work her up . She could now feel the rigid hard dome at her entrance. If she pushed it would go all the way, but not yet, Betty would scold her; she was in charge. The dome slowly worked its way in till Rosemary perceived the soft ridge below the dome head inside her. She wanted to push down and have the whole of the dildo inside her. 

�Oh for God�s sake, Betty, I want it all now.�

�Well, you are not getting it all now. Lie back and enjoy it as I have my own pleasure watching you con-

tort and wriggle in passion in anticipation of that which will eventually give you such joy.�

Betty was ever so slowly working the large dildo into Rosemary, then at last it was fully into her, right up to the testicles. Betty then pulled it quickly out to the tip of the dome. She aggressively shouted, �Now push and push hard if you want that pleasure fit for a queen. DO IT NOW.�

Rosemary needed no second order. She pushed and pushed and the wonderful feeling inside her derriere increased as that marvellous instrument lodged itself inside her, but not for long as Betty quickly withdrew it out to the verge of Rosemary�s anus. 

�Push!� Betty demanded and the same procedure started once again only at a faster pace. 

Sweat was now running down Rosemary�s face. 

Rosemary was completely oblivious to everything except her own pleasure. 

Rosemary was in writhing uncontrollably on the bed, panting and breathing heavily. Betty smiled at her but she was too far gone to realise she was looking at her. 

�It�s coming, baby, you are the Queen. It is all for you. Show your favourite how much you love her. 

That�s it, my Queen.� Betty withdrew the dildo from Rosemary�s body with a plop and an exclamation of delight from Rosemary. 

Betty had drained her sweetheart; for now there was nothing left to do but rest. Rosemary snuggled up into the safe arms of Betty. That was how the morning sun found them. 

Like her cousin Jenni who would be faithful to her husband Luigi, Rosemary would be faithful to one woman all her life. 

A CONTENTED GRANDMOTHER

Nan Crowley reflected back on her life. It had been a happy one, but the thing that pleased her more than anything was that she had two loving granddaughters. 

It had been a hard struggle transforming her grandsons into granddaughters but it had been all worth it in the end. 

Nan had completed God�s work and could rest in peace knowing that her two loving granddaughters would be happy ever after. 
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