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AUNTIE’S GIRL

By Blind Ruth


CHAPTER 1

WEARING GIRLS CLOTHES


There was no false modesty with Aunt Marcia; she put it plainly and firmly. In my house, there are no boys and I dont intend to have any. You, therefore, will be a girl. Understand, James?

When youre a little boy and your mother has just died and you have no other living relatives, you dont argue, even if you have reservations. Aunt Marcia was a tall, burly woman, my mothers elder sister and a spinster. They say she never married because of a hatred of the male sex. 

Aunt Marcia wasnt kidding. Within the hour of entering her house, I said goodbye to my male clothes forever. Maybe because of my young age, my transformation from male to female went smoothly and despite my initial reservations, I went without a fuss. This pleased Aunt Marcia; I think she was expecting some resistance, as at a later date, I discovered a paddle in her room, which was never used on my body. In fact, after a few days of no resistance on my part, Aunt Marcia showered me with hugs and kisses and promised to take me to a shop that specialised in pretty little girls dresses. I had never seen Aunt so happy before. Aunt told me from that point on, my name would be Josephine. So I changed my name from James to Josephine; since then no one has ever addressed me as James. 

The woman at the clothes shop commented that I looked a nice young girl. Aunt said she wanted the nicest, prettiest, frilliest frocks and lingerie in the shop. But of course, Madam, anything for the little Miss, said the woman who was known as Leona. Then she proceeded to show Aunt various frocks and dresses made of the finest materials. Aunt, of course, had me try every one on. I received a kiss from her as I displayed each one. Her eyes clearly lit up as she saw the skirts swish and swirl round my legs. Aunt bought a Page - 3
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number of dresses and promised Leona this would not be the last trip to her shop. By this time, Aunt Marcia was eying some pretty panties and petticoats, which she said I just had to have. 

Aunt Marcia that night placed all my frocks with loving care into my wardrobe. The lingerie was placed into the lavender-scented drawers of my dressing table. 

My boyhood was quickly evaporating. How lovely it was to be a girl, with soft lily white skin and lovely flowing hair. Aunt had already told me that I would be attending a special girls-only school in a years time. Meanwhile, she would teach me all she knew about how to be a girl. 

In connection with this, although I did not realise the connection at the time, a strange woman came to visit us one afternoon, for tea. A strange woman she was, almost from the Victorian era. There she stood in a fussy white satin blouse, with frills round the frontage, her hips and legs swathed by a long black pleated skirt, underlaid by petticoats which swished and crackled as she walked. You could see she was tightly corseted as her waist was nipped in. Her hands were encased in long black silk gloves; on her feet were high heel laced-up boots of polished black leather; the effect of the high-heels was to make her glorious bottom stand out. To finish this Victorian effect, her hair was tied up in a tight black bun at the back. Miss Agatha, for that was her name, would from time to time give me a look, then carry on talking to Aunt Marcia. Then Aunt led the woman to the study where an earnest conversation took place. I was left on my own for over a half-hour. 

Finally, Aunt emerged from her study with this woman. Josephine, soon you will be going to Miss Agatha Brutes school for young girls, where your education of becoming a fine young girl will continue. Isnt that right, Miss Brute?

Yes, of course. Our record is outstanding. As I explained to you, we specialise in girls such as Josephine. Have no fear, when we are finished, Josephine will be the perfect young lady. You understand, that will take many years.

Yes, Miss Agatha, I have every faith in you. Many mothers recommended your school. Your methods are well-known, and approved.

Good, then soon we shall see little Josephine at my school. With that, she ran a hand through my golden hair, which was by now long and soft. There was something strange about Miss Agatha and I felt a shiver run through my body. . 


CHAPTER 2

SCHOOL DAYS ARE THE HAPPIEST DAYS OF YOUR LIFE! 

The day came when Aunt Marcia took me to Miss Agathas School for Special Girls, as the sign on the entrance above the wooden gate said. Aunt drove her car along the pine tree-lined avenue leading to the school. 

I was to stay at the school as it was some hundred-mile distance from Aunts house. 

Aunt Marcia took my hand and led me into the dimly-lit corridors of the school. The corridors resounded to the noise of our footsteps, an eerie atmosphere to say the least. One could see classrooms as we walked through the corridor; the sound of girls voices drifted Page - 4
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from the various rooms. Then a deeper more womanly sterner voice was heard over the more shrill girl voices. What it was saying was hard to hear. 

Suddenly, Aunt stopped in front of a door marked in bold golden letters PRINCIPAL

MISS AGATHA. Underneath, it said, Please knock and wait till told to enter. It was several moments before a authoritarian voice answered, Come!

On entering, we saw Miss Agatha who was wearing the same severe and sombre black dress she had on when she came to visit last year. From behind her desk, she looked up at Aunt. Ah, Marcia dear, you have brought young Josephine. Then turning to a girl I had not noticed standing erect at the side of her, she said, Now Victoria, let that be a lesson to you. In the future, you will act like a proper young lady.

Victoria, who was sobbing and rubbing her backside, answered, Yes, Miss Agatha.

The strange thing about the timbre of her voice was that it sounded male. 

You may leave and go back to your class. Oh, tell Veronica to report here at once." 

Victoria had a black skirt tied at the waist with a white belt, something about which I was to learn more later. While Miss Agatha turned to Aunt Marcia all smiles. 

Little Josephine is here to start life as a girl. You have chosen wisely with this school. I do hope you are going to enjoy the many years you will spend here, Josephine. Of course you will be allowed to go home to your Aunt when we break at each quarter.

Miss Agatha put a hand round my waist and turned my head to look into her eyes. 

You will be a good girl, wont you, Josephine? I had nowhere else to look but into her eyes, a dark pool which stared into my body. I became even more frightened of Miss Agatha. 

Just then a knock at the door interrupted Miss Agatha. Miss Agatha boomed, Who is it?

Veronica, Miss Agatha.

Enter, Veronica. A tall girl, several years older than me, entered the room. Her uniform was the same as Victoria, only she had a red belt tied around her waist. 

Veronica, I am putting Josephine here under your care. Take her to be fitted with the school uniform and have her fitted out with the other items needed for the school. You will be responsible for her, understand? I do not want to hear any bad reports about Josephine, otherwise you will answer to me. Josephine, kiss your Aunt. You may not see her for some time.

I am sure Aunt Marcia regarded me as her girl; she was always kind to me, even though I had discovered that paddle which she never used. It was probably a safety measure in case I rebelled, which I never did. 

We parted company. Veronica took my hand. As we walked down the corridor, Veronica looked at me. Now listen, Josie, I want no nonsense from you. You do as I tell you. I dont want to end up in front of Miss Agatha for the likes of you, understand?

I meekly answered yes. Eventually we landed at a classroom converted into a school shop, with uniforms. I was fitted out with the same black uniform as all the girls, with a white belt. This I was told was for Novices, of which I was one now. I learned those with Page - 5
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blue belts were intermediates, of whom I had not seen any to date. Red belts like Veronica were Head Girls. I also learned that Novices wore white cotton knickers, Intermediates wore blue ones and Head Girls wore red knickers. I would wear white ankle socks and Mary Jane shoes; Intermediates were issued blue socks and Head Girls got red ones, although Head Girls were entitled to wear stockings if they wanted. 

Woe betide anyone who wore the wrong colours according to their station at Miss Agathas school. 

As I stood there getting fitted out, another girl entered and stood talking to Veronica. I noticed this girl also wore a red belt. 

You got landed with this one? Well, make her toe the line like I do with that brat, Victoria.

Yes, Wendy, I certainly will. By the way, what misdemeanor did Victoria get up to that she was sent to Miss Agatha?

Not making my bed to the standard I expected. She got a swatting from me before I reported her. But I made up some cock and bull story about her giving me cheek to Miss Agatha. You know how Miss Agatha is a stickler for discipline. Since Im a trustee, she took my word. As you know, Miss Agatha needs no excuse to use her cane.

Yes, youre right, Wendy, said Veronica but her voice did not sound convincing. 

Tuning to me, she said, Josie, quickly gather your uniform up and follow me to your dor-mitory. I followed Veronica up two flights of stairs. Veronica opened the door. 

On observing this dorm, I noticed it was for twelve persons with six beds with a locker at each bed down one side of the room. Opposite them was six more beds, laid out the same way. At the very top of the room was another room. This, I learned, was for the dorm mistress who was responsible for the discipline of all under her charge. 

This is your bed and locker. Sort your things out and wait here. Classes will shortly be dismissed; the girls will be here soon to prepare themselves for dinner. So saying that, Veronica left me on my own. 

I sat on my bed to reflect on the next ten or so years of my life. What was going to happen to me? What kind of person was Miss Agatha? Why was that girl crying in her study? 

So many questions and no answers. 

Just then my thoughts were interrupted as a girl came into the dorm. She held her hand out to me in a friendly way. 

Hi, Im Victoria. Welcome to Miss Agathas. I returned the handshake. She said, I do hope we will be friends. She was the one I had seen in Miss Agathas study. 

I must say that incident in Miss Agatha study had made me most curious. This school was such a strange place. I asked Victoria straight out, Was that was to be a lesson? Is that what Miss Agatha meant? And why is your voice so strange sounding?

Victoria looked at me. You are a innocent, arent you? I bet your aunt never told you the real reason why she sent you here.

What do you mean, Victoria?
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Well, for a start, every pupil here is a boy or should I say, has been a boy at one time. 

You see, some of them already have had a sex change operation, as you will before you finally leave here!

This shocked me. True, Aunt Marcia dressed me in girls clothes but now I was to lose my male member!? By the look of it, there wasnt much I could do about it. 

Victoria continued on, Today, I was caned by Miss Agatha for allegations that I gave cheek to a senior girl, which I never did. It was just Wendys way of seeing that I was one step nearer to the sex change op. You see, if a girl is sent to Miss Agatha too often, she will take notice of it. One night, an ambulance will turn up and that girl will disappear for a couple of weeks. When she comes back, she will be very docile, and will have developed breasts, although that may very well start to happen before she leaves here. 

It is something that will happen to me no matter what but I want to have my male or-gans as long as possible. As a novice, normally you will not have the sex change till you become a Head Girl. But one or two have displeased Miss Agatha. You can tell who they are when we have our morning shower by looking around. There are more in the Interme-diary classes. One of the things you will notice, the Intermediate girls will all have developed breasts. 

You have been lucky to be assigned to Veronica. She is a kindly Head Girl and will not be so strict as some I can name.

Just then a woman came in the dorm. Stand up, girl. I will not have any of my girls slouching about. You must be Josephine. I am your dorm mistress. In the future, you will address me as Miss Souter, understand?

Yes, Miss Souter.

Good. I am responsible for discipline here and will not hesitate to use the cane if nec-essary, as Victoria will tell you. I hope youve learned your lesson, Miss Souter said, looking at Victoria Youre a disgrace to this dorm. Ive never had one of my girls sent to Miss Agatha before. For such behaviour tonight, you will receive six strokes of the paddle before all in this dorm.

Poor Victoria was in tears. Oh Miss Souter, please, no, not in front of all in the dorm.

I am determined to make an example of you to let the rest of the dorm know what will befall them should they step out of line. So saying, Miss Souter strode off without another word to her dorm room. 


***

All the other girls in the dorm came back from lessons and introduced themselves to me. The dorm was now active as the girls freshened themselves and prepared for dinner. 

There was no privacy and one could see all changing. 

Come on, Josephine, hurry up. Miss Souter will not stand for slowness, Victoria said. 

Here, I will give you a hand. She eased a black school frock over my head, and smoothed it down. Now took a brush and comb from off her bedside table and combed Page - 7
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my hair. Then, lifting a white ribbon, she tied it onto my hair. There, dont you look pretty?

I blushed as she took my hand and led me to the communal dining room. All within stood to attention till Miss Agatha entered with the other form mistresses and sat down. 

Then all the girls sat down. 

Miss Agatha spoke. I am sorry to say that today I had to cane one of our number, Victoria Summers, for insolence to Head Girl Wendy Anderson. I will not have such conduct here and those who disobey will be severely dealt with. So saying, she sat down. Miss Souter then rose. 

Miss Agatha, Victoria Summers will be dealt with by me with six blows of the paddle before the girls of her dorm.

Good, Evaline. I hope all the girls in your dorm will take note.

After these speeches, dinner was served in silence. 

After dinner, the girls went back to their various dorms for evening study and home work that had been set by their form mistresses. 

As I had not been to any classes, I had none. 

Josie, come and give me a hand with my studies, seeing you havent any. Victoria beckoned me to her bed. This I did and spent a hour with her. Victoria and myself were becoming very friendly. I had forgotten that Victoria was to get six of the paddle. 

After a couple of hours, Miss Souter clapped her hands Girls, study time is up. Make yourself ready for bed, then come into my room. Victoria is about to receive six of my paddle.

Miss Souter, in a long white cotton night dress, stood before her vanity beside a plush blue velvet-covered high back chair, on top of which lay a blue velvet cushion. She placed herself on the blue velvet cushion. Now she turned the chair so that all the girls would have a clear view of what was about to happen and proceeded to the matter in hand. 

Looking at Victoria in her beautiful blue nylon baby doll nightie with matching panties, she addressed her. Come over here, Victoria and bend over my knees.

It was obvious that Evaline Souter was taking great delight in the task she was about to administer. Dutifully, Victoria laid herself over Miss Souters knees. 

Miss Souter, now with a paddle in her right hand, lifted the baby doll nightie and pulled Victorias panties down to expose her rosy red bottom cheeks for all to see. Lifting the black leather paddle high above her head, with a quick motion she swiftly brought it down on Victorias derriere. This she repeated five times. 

From the look on Evaline Souters flushed face, one might say she was getting excitement, sexual excitement, from this administration of punishment. 

Let that be a lesson, Victoria, and to all you girls as well. Now off to bed with the lot of you. No more was said. 
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I could hear Victoria sob in bed most of the night and I felt sorry for her. I was now in fear of this place and the so-called teachers here. I could only wonder about what was to befall me here. 


***

Morning saw a flurry of activity as girls made for the communal bathroom and showers. As I washed myself and took a shower, I saw that Victoria was right; one or two of the girls were missing their male parts. No one took any notice of them. It was expected that was the way all of us were going! 

When finished, it was school uniforms on, then we made our way to the dining room for breakfast. After breakfast, Miss Agatha stood up to address the school. 

 Josephine Coles, stand up. This I did with all the school looking at me. Josephine, you will report to Miss Parson who will be your form mistress for this term. Turning to Miss Parson, she said, Ellen, I expect the best of manners from Josephine. You have my permission to cane her if she gets out of line. Ellen Parson nodded her head and beckoned me towards her. 

When dismissed, she held my hand tightly as I was led to the classroom. Ellen Parson was a pretty, small young woman in her twenties with sparkling blue eyes that stared into the depth of me. Still holding my hand as we entered the classroom, she said, Girls, this is Josephine. I want you all to make her welcome. All the time she was holding my hand, not letting me go. I could not break free even if I wanted to, so tight was her hold. 

Now Josephine, find yourself a seat, she said, letting go of her hold on my hand. 

Looking round the room, I spotted Victoria and sat next to her. Glad you picked me, Josephine. We will become girlfriends.

I discovered that Miss Parson had a quick temper and if any girl displeased her, she soon let them know. Miss Parson was primarily a French teacher, although was expected to teach other subjects; this morning it was math, something I excelled in, Miss Parson commended me in my knowledge of that subject. 

Victoria said that I had gotten off on the right foot with her, which was all to the good. 

Why? I asked. 

Because many teachers round here do not need a excuse to use the cane on you.

Oh. I thought maybe that was why Miss Parson had run her hands through my hair as she dismissed class. 

Victoria mentioned that tonight, I would be initiated into the club. What does that mean, Victoria?

All new girls go through it. It means that, in the dead of night, the girls in the dorm will take you to Miss Souters room, blindfold you and each will take a turn of slapping your bottom cheeks.

Will Miss Souter not have something to say about that?

Victoria laughed. Never, as she will not be there.
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How do you know that? I queried. 

Because every Tuesday night, Miss Souter sneaks away and heads for Miss Agathas room. Some of us followed her one night. She is usually back before we are awake, sometimes not, but she gives the excuse she has gone for a morning walk.

What does she do in Miss Agathas room, Victoria?

You really are an innocent, Josie. Why would she sneak away in the middle of the night to another womans room? Ill leave you to work that one out.


CHAPTER THREE

STRANGE GOING ONS AT NIGHT TIME IN THE DORM

I wondered what was to befall me; I could not go to sleep. Because of that, I did see Miss Souter sneak out of the dorm in her white cotton nightdress. Not long after that, I heard a voice say, Right girls, lets get her. Soon a crowd of girls had assembled round my bed. 

To Miss Souters bedroom! was said by a girl called Sally who, I was to learn, was the ring leader in such events. 

There was nothing I could do to stop them lifting me out of bed and taking me to Miss Souters room. Once there, my hands were tied behind my back and a blindfold put over my eyes. I was lifted and laid on to Miss Souters bed with one of the crowd holding my hands and top part of my body on the bed while my feet touched the floor. Of course, in this position, my rear end was a prominent target for their purpose. 

The leader, Sally, then spoke. Get that paddle of Miss Souters out of her bedside drawer, Abigail.

Now Josie, learn your lesson. This will be the first time you have received the paddle here at Miss Agathas but not the last, I can assure you. Be thankful it was your dorm friends and not one of the form or dorm mistresses. Now take that and that.

Every one in the room took turns at paddling me. Some tried as much as possible not to hurt me, and I thought I could count Victoria in that number. Others took a great delight inflicting punishment on me. 

When it was finally all over and the blindfold was removed, I was kissed by all on the cheek and received as one of them. Victoria was at hand with some soothing liquid to gently rub into my sore derriere Then she kissed it. 

Oh, you are a good friend, Vicky. I like you.

Thanks, Josie. I like you too. Together we will survive this hell hole.

The other girls in the dorm were more friendly to me after that paddling. I was to find that my classes were not all math, history and English when, one day, Miss Ellen Parson said, Girls, I hope you have all brought your makeup in with you.

I, of course, had no make up with me so I stood up. Miss Parson, I do not have any makeup with me.
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I see, Josephine. Never mind, we will issue some from the store. While I am away, I want to see your skills. Evette, stand up. Girls, I want you all to make Evette here as pretty as a picture by the time I come back.

When Miss Parson departed, there was a flurry of activity as all the girls set to work on Evette who, I have to say, was not the prettiest of girls. However, when Miss Parson returned, what a reformation! Evette had her hair all done up in bangs, there was mascara on her false eyelashes, her cheeks had been rouged up, lip gloss was on her lips, and she had on blue eye shadow. 

You have done well, girls. I have never seen Evette look so beautiful before. Give us a twirl, let the whole class see how pretty you are, Evette.

Evette gave a twirl around, her school uniform flew up, exposing her white knickers. 

All the girls clapped their hands and encouraged her for more, which she gladly provided. 

Evette had always been a loner and kept to herself but with the encouragement she was now getting, that was to change. 

Josephine, I have your makeup here. Let us now apply it to you and see how attractive we can make you.

I had the same treatment as Evette. Makeup, hairstyling, deportment and other girly things became more prominent in my life from that point on. Victoria and myself would spend time at night painting each others finger and toe nails. We would come to class with some sort of new nail polish or other cosmetics. 

Miss Parson would smile at us. Been doing your homework, girls? Let me see. Which we did. Oh, that is so nice. I have just the thing for you to try tonight, shed say, handing us a bottle of nail varnish. 


CHAPTER 4

THE DELIGHTS OF TIGHT CORSETING! 

It was about this time that Mss Souter called me into her dorm room. Josephine, I am about to measure you for corsets. Miss Agatha insists that all her girls here be fitted with such. This she did. One day, I was told to go to the Principal room. This was something all girls feared for to go there usually meant trouble. 

I stood outside Miss Agathas room with dread in my heart. I knocked and after a moment, Miss Agathas voice said, Come in. I entered and there stood Miss Agatha with Miss Souter by her side. 

Josephine, we have just received your corset this morning. Miss Agatha and myself will fit it on you, Miss Souter said, holding up a black whalebone lace-up corset. 

Come over here, girl and take that school uniform off. This I did and Miss Agatha wrapped the corset round my body. At the back of the corset hung laces which had been threaded through the rows of brass eyelets at the back. In the middle of the corset, two loops hung out either side at the back. 
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With Miss Agatha taking one loop and Miss Souter the other, both women began to pull the laces. When finished, Miss Agatha took both loops and tied them into a bow. 

I do like a tightly corseted girl, dont you, Evaline?

Yes, of course, Agatha. There is nothing nicer than to see a tightly corseted girl or woman.

Now put her school uniform on. This was done with care and the corset was smoothed down by both woman. There was a mirror in the room which I looked into. 

There was no doubt that my figure had changed. I remembered that day of a year ago when Miss Agatha came to visit Aunt and how nipped in her waist was. My own rear end was now prominent at the back, in front my abdomen had been pulled in to a flatter state. 

Tight corseting is good for young girls. It gets them early into that womanly shape we are determined for them to have, said Miss Agatha. 

Yes and her figure will fill out as she grows older. Think of her waist, her boson and buttocks, Miss Souter said with a sigh, apparently wishing she was young again. 

You will now be wearing corsets night and day. We have a special night corset here,

Miss Agatha said, holding up a purple corset. 

The girls in the dorm will help you put it on just as you will be helping them with theirs.

As I was dismissed and walked away, everything felt so different. With each step, the tightness of the corset made my backside move from side to side; I could not stop this sort of wiggle if I tried. Miss Agatha and Miss Souter exchanged smiles with each other as they watched me exit the room with my derriere swaying. 

Victoria was the first to notice. Theyve put you in corsets, havent they, Josie? There will be other changes in time.

Like what, Vicky?

Oh, like I told you, breasts, and a lot more.


***

It wasnt long after this conversation with Victoria that I noticed some changes to Victoria herself. She was developing breasts. This was not hard to see in the communal shower. 

I asked her about it one day when we were alone. I know I am developing breasts. I half-expected this after having been reported to Miss Agatha by Wendy.

What do you mean, Vicky?

Miss Agatha is putting me on hormones.

Can you not stop her, Vicky?

No. I suspect hormones are being slipped in my drinks or crushed into my food. I have no way of knowing for sure. Ive been here long enough to have seen this done to others.
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All I could say was, Oh.

The first year was coming to a end and I asked Aunt Marcia if I could bring Victoria home with me for the vacation. Victorias parents had agreed, provided Aunt Marcia approved. 

Marcia thought it was nice for Josephine to have a companion going through the same process as herself. 


CHAPTER 5

AUNTIES GIRLS

The day came for Aunt Marcia to collect Josephine and Victoria at the end of term. 

Having arrived, Marcia made immediately for Miss Agathas office. 

Ah, Marcia dear, come in. I wish to have a few words in private with you. Run along to your aunts car, Josephine. Both girls left and Miss Agatha was now alone with Marcia. 

Marcia as you know, while Josephine is here, changes are being made to prepare her to become a woman. Marcia nodded her head in agreement. 

We discussed this before Josephine came here. The first steps are about to begin while she is on vacation with you. I have here a small bottle containing hormone pills. Miss Agatha held up the bottle containing small pink pills. I want you to administer these to Josephine. The best way is to crush them up and slip them in her food, or to dissolve in her drinks. I also have some for Victoria. As far as Josephine is concerned, she will be nauseous for about a week. Put her to bed till this passes and say it must be a bug going around. There will be soreness around her breast area. This is to be expected as it is the beginning of her developing breasts. Victoria has already gone through this process, her breasts will continue to grow. You may have to buy her a larger brassiere. Keep both of them tightly corseted, it helps their figure.

Miss Agatha, I will see all that is done. The new term will see a different Josephine. 

Your words have made me so happy, this is the day I have been looking forward to.

As Aunt Marcias car sped away from the school, my thoughts were somewhere else, thinking about my clothes wardrobe. In it were beautiful and pretty dresses. I could now be rid of the dull uniform of the school. How right it was for Aunt Marcia to put me in these dresses and skirts. So what if I do have hormones and go through the whole process of becoming a woman in time. What a exciting prospect and future! 


***

I couldnt get to my room fast enough when we arrived home. Taking Victoria by the hand, I quickly headed for my room, opening the various wardrobes, pulling out dresses and laying them on my bed. 

Oh, what dress should I wear today? Arent they all so nice?
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Yes, the choice is hard, but doesnt that yellow satin dress look divine? Victoria had never seen so many pretty dresses and skirts. She had thought that her mother spoiled her, but her wardrobe was nothing compared to Josephine. Her aunt must want Josephine to become a girl quickly that she smothered her with so much beautiful finery. The gorgeous dresses and gossamer thin lingerie must feel like heaven to wear. 

Give me a hand to change into these dresses, Vicky.

This Vicky did, zipping up the back of Josephines dress. The yellow satin material of the dress felt so wonderful between Victoria hands as she helped Josephine into the dress. 

I felt little thrills run up and down her spine. These dresses were so much better than the dull, staid school uniforms I had so recently been dressed in. 

Victoria, if you like, you can wear any of my dresses you may want.

Oh, can I, Josephine? Youre so sweet, said my friend who at one time was a boy. I rather like that red silky one.

I picked it up off the bed and helped Victoria put it on. Just then came a knock at the bedroom door. 

Who is it? I asked. 

Its only me, answered Aunt Marcia, stepping into the room with something behind her back. Then she took it from behind and showed it to me. This is for you, Josephine, a nice dress for your vacation.

Oh, Aunt, its so nice, I said. Excitedly running up to my Aunt, I put my arms round her neck and gave her a kiss on the cheek. 

Marcia was serenely pleased the way things were going. Sending Josephine to Miss Agathas had been a good choice. I see you are already dressed, Josephine, so we will keep this dress for a very special occasion.

Aunt, I love you so much!

Marcia was glad to hear this and gave Josephine a kiss on her cheek. 

My, my but dont you girls look so sweet? Well, put some makeup on and in 15 minutes, dinner will be ready.

Makeup held no fears to us, we had sharpened our skills at Miss Agatha. Aunt was overwhelmed when we turned up for evening meal. 

You girls are a pretty picture. Who, may I ask, taught you to apply your makeup?

Miss Parson.

Then I must speak well of her when I take both of you back to Miss Agatha. Tomor-row we are going on a shopping trip. Wont you like that, girls?

Of course we did. 

Even at night, the wonder of being a girl never stopped for me, with the gossamer thin silk baby doll nighties. 
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***

At breakfast the following morning, Marcia watched with joy as the two girls took their corn flakes, the ones she had prepared with hormones crushed and dissolved in the milk. 

Its the start, she thought to herself, of Josephine growing into a girl and eventually becoming a beautiful young woman. Although Marcia had a hatred for men, she wanted Josephine to marry a man with plenty of money. She had a devious motive. While Josephine would live in luxury and want for nothing, she would make sure not to forget her old Aunt Marcia. Marcia deserved insurance for her old age. Josephine was that insurance. 

Marcia, lost in her dreams, almost forgot the time. She looked at her watch. Hurry girls, we have a lot to do today.

Soon all were ready and

Marcia drove off to the shop-

ping mall. On entering the mall, 

Marcia noticed that Josephine

and Victoria were holding

hands. That really tickled Mar-

cia; here were two girls, who

once were boys, holding hands

as girlfriends. She had to put

her hand over her month to

suppress her laughter. 

Now girls, we will make

for the lingerie department. 

Victoria dear, you really need a

bigger brassiere. Your breasts

are becoming a bit prominent. 

After all, you are a growing

girl.

Yes, Miss Marcia.

Marcia gave Victoria a look. 

Dont you think it would be

better to call me Aunt? So much

more friendly, Victoria dear.

Yes of course, Aunt Mar-

cia, Victoria said. Marcia

smiled, she had won a victory. 

It would be so much more eas-

ily to direct Victoria into her

way of thinking now. 

By this time the party, had

entered the lingerie depart-
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ment. A sales girl enquired as to what they were looking for. A brassiere for Victoria here. 

As you can see, she is a growing girl.

Yes, madam. If you will step into the changing room, I will bring a selection of our best brassieres to pick from. So saying, the sales girl left and quickly came back with a large number of bras of all shapes and sizes. Meanwhile Marcia had made Victoria take off her blouse. 

Oh my, she is a big girl up there, the sales girl said after looking at Victorias breasts. 

I think I have just the thing here. She held up a white bra. 

Marcia inspected it and held it. It looks a comfortable bra. Here, try it, Victoria.

The sales girl said in almost a whisper to Marcia, It has comfortable support for the fuller figure which she will surely grow into, madam.

She surely would if she kept getting hormones pumped into her. Of course, Josephine had started her dose although she did not know that. 

Marcia also picked some nice panties and slips for Josephine and beautiful hose for both girls. Josephine knew her Auntie was spoiling her, and she was letting her do so. 

Before leaving the mall, Marcia made for the perfume shop to buy a small bottle of perfume for each girl. After testing various perfumes on each girl, she decided on a perfume called Desire.


***

It was a couple of days after Josephine started on the hormones. One morning she complained to her Aunt of not feeling well. Oh poor dear, I think you should stay in bed for a few days. Ill get Dr Wood to come and have a look at you.

Dr. Jill Wood came and had a look at Josephine. Marcia had a word with her in private and explained that she had been administering hormones to her. Dr. Wood was not shocked at such a confession; she only wished more boys were subject to this treatment. 

After looking at Josephine, the doctor said to her aunt, Nothing to worry about, Marcia. A few days in bed will do her good. Its just a fever, all girls get that at Josephines age.

However Victoria was not so sure and mentioned this to Josephine that night before both went to bed. 

Josie, I think your aunt has started you on hormones. These are exactly the same symptom I had when hormones were administered to me.

Josephine had a long think over Victorias words. If this was true, it would be absolutely pointless to have any more thoughts of remaining a boy. Her body would be useless as a man. Her Aunt obviously wanted him/her to be a girl for some reason. Josephine knew her Aunt loved her so she decided she would try her best to fulfill this wish of her aunt. Being a girl would not be so bad. Her Aunt had been so kind to her when she kept dressing as a girl. What was wrong with that? Josephine liked being pampered by her Aunt. So she would complain no more. 
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CHAPTER 6

THOUGHTS OF AUNT AND JOSEPHINE


Aunt Marcia looked on with delight at the progress Josephine was making into girl-hood. It had been money well spent to buy that book Observing Boys in Girls Clothes by Dr. Josephine Water. Marcia was so fascinated by this book that she read it from cover to cover and practiced it on her Josephine. 

Dr. Water had made a study of boys put into girls clothes by mothers, aunts, and guardians. Dr. Water had discovered that the younger a boy was put in girls clothes, the better the chance of him remaining that way. This did not mean that person would have a sex change operation. Many did, but others would be happy just to dress in girls clothes and live their life as a woman. 

In Dr. Waters follow-ups, these boys grew up into beautiful women. A certain type of man was attracted to them: men who knew there was something different about these woman, but could not figure out what it was. It kept alive the mystery of their relationships. 

What would being subjected to all things female do to a boys mind? For starters, it got rid of violent emotions in favor of more peaceful thoughts. What could be wrong with that?. 

Dr. Water felt that one should not use force in putting a boy in girls clothes, but reward them with kisses and hugs, tell them how pretty they looked in frocks or skirts. Good things happen with such treatment. That was one reason why Marcia had never used the paddle on her Josephine. Slowly, she saw the benefits of that approach as Josephine was responding that love. She knew that Miss Agatha was a hard disciplinarian; she would have to have a word with her, that was not the way she wanted things with Josephine. She would not take Josephine away from Miss Agatha, the academic qualities of Miss Agathas school were well known, and could help Josephine to get a job of importance where a better type of man would see her as a potential bride and wife! 

As these thoughts went through both Aunties mind, Josephine returned to Miss Agathas school. This term saw a different Josephine, a more studious Josephine. Her Aunt had told Miss Agatha in no uncertain terms that she wanted no canings for Josephine. 

Agatha reluctantly agreed, after all, Josephines aunt was paying good money. 

Not caning Josephine just meant some other girl would get it from her, probably Victoria, Agatha thought to herself. 

Meanwhile Josephine gave careful thought to her future. While she liked makeup and beautiful clothes, there was more than that to being a woman. She watched with interest the development of her body; her breasts were not large or small but ample. With the tight corseting, her waist was drawn in. But as she looked at Victoria, Josephine could not but think she would be a big breasted woman with a large derriere. 

She knew she could never have children, which saddened her. Her studies were leading her towards medicine in some way, becoming a doctor perhaps, which she mentioned to Miss Agatha when asked what she would like to be when she left school. 
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Miss Agatha said, We must prepare you for all the exams that you must pass to go into medicine, which pleased Josephine. 

Miss Agatha wanted all her girls to do well in the outside world, as she had done herself. 

The years now rolled on and Josephine had now developed nicely into a woman, with one excerption: she had not had the sex change operation. This was soon to happen. Aunt Marcia came to visit her one day, most unusual during term. 

Josephine was summoned to Miss Agathas office. When she arrived there, Miss Agatha spoke. 

Josephine, your Aunt has come here to have a word of importance with you. I suggest that you have a walk round the gardens with her and let her explain what this is all about.

Josephine and her Aunt made their way out to the garden. There was a bench by the rockery. Marcia motioned Josephine to sit. 

Josephine, as you know, soon you will be having the sex change operation, which will make me very happy. I hope it will also make you happy. Ever since you came to me, Ive wanted this. Tell me darling, are you also are looking forward to your operation?

Josephine knew her aunt would be more than happy for her. And now that she had given up thoughts of remaining male, she too was happy to have this operation and was looking forward to it. 

Josephine put her hands round her Aunts neck. Oh yes, Aunt Marcia, if this makes you happy then I am happy too.

Marcia hugged Josephine and kissed her on the cheek, as tears rolled down her cheek. 

You have made your Aunt so pleased with you.

There was a bonding between Aunt and niece that was never there before. 

I shall pray for you, Josephine and the sacrifice you make for me. I will not forget, it youll see.

Josephine told Miss Agatha there was no need for her to take her away by night. Just tell her which day the operation was due and she would come willingly. 


CHAPTER 7

LIFE AFTER THE OPERATION


The operation was now over and done with. Josephine carried on with her studying and passed her exams with flying colours. All was now ready for her to go to university and study medicine to become a doctor. 

She shared a flat with three other girls, one being Victoria who also had passed her exams. Victoria had come to study archaeology at university. The other two girls, Flo and Liz, were also medical students. 
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Josephine and Victoria never let the other girls know what they were. There was no need to because on seeing them, one would never know that they were transsexuals. 

After Josephine had been in the flat some six months, one day at lunch in the university cafe, a fellow student came up to Josephine. Josephine can I make a date with you, say at the Saturday night disco.

This took Josephine completely by surprise. She stuttered out, Yes, I suppose so.

Good. Then Ill pick you up about seven, okay?

Josephine had never given Philip Richards much of a thought at university. She had never given any boy a consideration really. There was no time to, her head was always in her books. 

Josephine became frightened. It was not her appearance or speech that worried her, she was more than passable. It was the fear that she once was a boy, if he kissed her, what feelings would go through her? Would she reject such advances? Maybe nothing would happen on the first date. She would just have to play it by ear. 

Josephine told Victoria all about her date and her fears. 

Honey, you have nothing to worry about. You look good. Who will ever know what you once were? Go out and enjoy yourself, girl. Victoria gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek. They were girlfriends. 

That had not really eased Josephines mind. She was still trying to cope with what might happen if he kissed her. Could she resist such a kiss? 

She had kissed another girl, Victoria. That was different, it had only been on the cheek. 

And they were girlfriends anyway. Her mind was in a state of confusion, but she had accepted the date, no pulling out now. 

Phil Richards came calling that Saturday to find Josephine nicely dressed for him. They drove to the disco, parked and made their way inside. There were many there who knew both Josephine and Phil and said Hi to both of them. 

The night wore on and Josephine and Phil hit the dance floor many times. Then the time came that Josephine feared: going home to her flat. When they reached the flat, Josephine invited Phil in for a coffee. They were the only ones there as all the other girls had other arrangements that night. 

Philip put his hand round her waist. This made Josephine most uncomfortable. It was as if he owned her, however she made no move to take his hand away. Josephine entered her kitchen and put the coffee percolator on. Josephine brought some cups, saucers, a jug of cream, and a bowl of sugar on a tray, and placed the tray on a low table before Phil. Phil patted the cushion beside him on the sofa for her to sit beside him. This Josephine did. 

Philip again put his arms round her waist. Josephine now was most uncomfortable. She poured out the coffee. They both drank and made small talk. 

It was after the coffee Philip made an advance on Josephine. Josephine immediately put her hands up to push Philip away. 

Stop it, I dont like that. Please leave me alone, she said, which not only surprised Philip but Josephine herself. Silence followed. Philip made a excuse and left. Josephine Page - 19
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made to her room, fell on the bed and cried into the pillow. What was wrong with her? 

What harm would one kiss do? Every time she thought about it, her stomach turned. 

The following morning when Victoria returned home after a late night party, she found Josephine sobbing in her room. 

Whats the problem, Josie?

Josephine blurted out all that had happened the previous night. 

There there, you poor dear, Victoria said, giving Josephine a pat on the back. 

What am I to do, Vicky? I dont feel it is right somehow. I will apologise to Philip but I dont want another date with a boy, for now anyway.

I can see you re upset, Josie. Maybe its better you forget about boys for the present. 

Come on, lets

make some breakfast. Maybe itll make youll feel better.

It made no difference to Josephine, last night kept nagging in her mind. Was she becoming like her Aunt, who she knew had a hatred for men? Was this an inheritance handed down from generation to generation? She would have to investigate further, question her Aunt. 

Josephine knew that, unlike her, Victoria had no worries about the male sex. Victoria had been bedded many times at parties she attended, by many men. She had never wanted to be a girl, that was her parents wish, but now that she was a woman, she was determined to enjoy it while she could. One day she would be married and that would come to an end, so for the present, she wanted to have a ball. 


***

So it was on Josephines next vacation at her Aunts that she put the question straight to Marcia. 

Aunt Marcia, you do not like men. Can you tell me why?

Marcia gave Josephine a look. Josephine, would you ask such a question?

Hesitatingly, she told her Aunt Marcia all about that date with Philip Richards, and how she felt uncomfortable with him as he endeavoured to kiss her. 

Marcia was glad things were going in that direction. 

Well, Josephine, there are women who find it hard to come to terms with the male sex. 

As you indicated, when he had his arms about you, you felt that he owned you. I have always been an independent woman, and never needed the support of a man. This has been a trait in our family; some of your Great Aunts never married, never felt the need. In a way, this has passed on to you. As you once were male, it probably feels like an abomina-tion to kiss someone of the sex you once were.

This led Josephine to another embarrassing but important question. Aunt, you must have had sexual longings, urgings. How did you satisfy such feelings?
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Its no mystery that some of your Great Aunts had companions of the same sex. I also have had companions of my sex from time to time as well.

Josephine never asked any further questions; she now knew her Aunts sexual inclina-tions. Was she the same way? She never had that sort of feeling towards Victoria or the other girls she shared the flat with. For now, she would forget such thoughts as she had exams to worry about. Maybe once she had a job, she would return to the subject. 

Josephine planned to apply for a job as a junior doctor in a hospital to gain experience after she passed her exams. Her goal was to be a partner in a general practice, however she needed money for such an ambition. 


***

Now was the time for a sad goodbye from Josephines best girlfriend, Victoria. Victoria was now on a team led by Professor Edward Jones, leaving on an expedition to the Valley of the Kings in Egypt, where a new tomb had been found which had the world of Egypto-logy excited. 

Josephine had already applied for a job in Southern General Hospital as a Junior doctor for which she had been accepted. With Victoria leaving, Josephine had to find a flat of her own during her stay at the hospital. Josephine found the everyday work in the hospital most interesting and enjoyed the variety of cases dealt with at the hospital; this experience would come in very handy when she became a GP. She got on very well with all her work colleagues; some even asked her for dates, which she declined. That same worry was again raising its ugly head and Josephine still had no answer. She was managing life without men, like her Aunt. 


CHAPTER 8

JOSEPHINE BECOMES A PARTNER


After five years of hard work and saving every penny, Josephine decided that the time had come for her to seek out that practice she had always wanted to work in. Having searched through the medical journals, she found a country practice that looked most promising and applied for it. 

Dr. John Maxton, now in his sixties, wanted a young active doctor to eventually take the practice over in a few years when he would retire. John Maxton had already inter-viewed a number of applicants but none came up to the standard he was looking for. 

When Dr. Josephine Coles arrived that day for discussions about becoming a junior partner in the practice, John Maxton was most impressed with her smart appearance. 

When he asked about her experience, Josephine told him of her hospital work. Josephine added that she knew that running a practice like this would be different but she was more than willing to learn. 

John Maxton was really impressed by this young woman who had more determination than some of the men he had talked with. 
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Dr. Cole, you could be called out at all times of the night, and you have to be prepared to go long distances with a smile. But you seem keen enough for me. You can stay here till you can get yourself fixed up with a house or cottage. Jenny, my house keeper, will look after you till then.

Josephine was more than delighted to come here. Dr. Maxton said he intended to retire in 3 or 4 years time. Josephine just fell in love with this practice out in the country. If all went well, Josephine would spend the rest of her life in this practice. 

Having looked round for some months, Josephine found a beautiful cottage not far from a river and put a down payment on it. She was sorry to leave Dr. Maxtons house; he was a pleasant man and made her feel at home but she would see him during the week at surgery. Once Josephine had settled in her cottage ,she would invite Aunt Marcia to spend some time with her. Aunt Marcia was her only relative. Josephine could forgive her Aunt for all she had put her through; the male she once was had been long forgotten. 


***

Marcia was more than pleased when Josephine phoned her inviting her to come and stay in Josephines cottage. Her Josephine had made a success of herself in this world. She would always regard her as her girl. 

When Marcia arrived, as Josephine had expected, her Aunt smothered her with presents, presents aimed at her very femininity: dresses of silk, satin, velvet, pretty frilly panties of all colours and materials, as were the brassieres, delightful slips and petticoats, all of which Aunt Marcia just had to see Josephine try on. 

Marcia asked if Josephine had any boyfriends yet. She answered no, which pleased her Aunt. 

Aunt Marcia was pleased on how Josephine had turned out; in a few years this practice would be all hers. Josephine had filled out nicely. There was only one thing Marcia did not like; Josephines breasts had not filled out as much as Marcia had hoped. To Marcia, if Josephine had larger breasts, it would give her a fuller, more womanly figure. Marcia would have a word with her about breast implants. After all, with Josephine being a doctor, she could make arrangements, she would know the right people to ask. 

Josephine was not all that concerned about her breast size however she would have implants if it pleased her Aunt. One of the students in her medical school class had become an eminent figure in the world of cosmetic surgery. 

She made arrangements to see Dr. John Ronald. Josephine knew just what size of breasts she wanted. If she was going to have breast implants, she wanted them to be ample, not too small and not overly large. John Ronald brought out a file of photos from which Josephine made her choice. Arrangements were made for Josephine to come to the clinic for the operation. 

Josephine told John Maxton that she would needed a few days off. Dr. John said she should take a week; she was a hard worker and had gone a year without a break and de-Page - 22
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served some time off. The operation went well and Josephine was pleased with her breasts. Aunt Marcia approved too. 


CHAPTER 9

A NEW PATIENT


About two years after Josephine became a partner, Dr. John said to Josephine, We have a new patient who wants a medical check-up. She stays some distance away in the country. I told her I would send my partner to check her. No need for her to come here.

Dr Josephine now had a folder containing Belinda Woodburns medical record. She seemed to be a healthy woman from the notes in this file. 

Josephine made arrangements to visit Belinda Woodburn and gave no more thought to it. 


***

Belinda Woodburn was a divorcee in her early thirties. There had not really been anything wrong with Jim. Things were just not working out between them. There was, Belinda thought, a certain something missing in the marriage, which she could not put a finger on it. She and Jim parted on the best of terms, she had no grudge against him. Everything between them had been split evenly, which left Belinda reasonably well off. 

Belinda wanted to get away from it all, which was why she brought the beautiful cottage in this lovely rural area. She had phoned Dr Maxton for a check-up. Thee wasnt anything wrong with her that she was aware of. As a free woman starting a new life, she just wanted to make sure she was in good health. 


***

Josephine made arrangements to visit Belinda Woodburn on a Wednesday afternoon. It would be the usual: blood pressure, a sample of her urine, a jag for four samples of blood which she would send to the local laboratory for tests. 

Josephine had driven some 20 miles over the wild moorland when in the distance she spotted Belinda Woodburns cottage. After parking her car on the driveway, she took her bag containing all the things needed for the check-up. Walking up to the door, she lifted the brass lion head knocker and knocked twice. In a short time, a woman opened the door. 

It was obvious she had been doing house work as she had an apron on and her hair was done up in curlers. 

Dr, Cole here to give you a check up, Ms Woodburn.

Oh yes, doctor. Come in. Sorry for my appearance. Belinda led Josephine into a spa-cious luxurious lounge

If you give me a minute, doctor, Ill put something respectable on and make a cup of tea.
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Josephine looked round this room. By the look of it, this Belinda did not lack for money. Belinda entered the room carrying a tray with cups, saucers, a milk jug, bowl of sugar, and a plate of cakes. She set it before Josephine on the low table before her. 

Josephine observed Belinda Woodburn. This woman was extremely attractive, beautiful even. Belinda Woodburn hypnotized Josephine like no other woman had ever done before. 

As they sat sipping tea and eating cakes, Josephine ran through what was involved in the tests and put Belinda at ease. Josephine could see from the look of Belinda that she was in first class condition. However Belinda was quite right to have a check-up. That way would have a up to date record on her. 

Josephine had seen many men and women naked; it was part of her job and she thought nothing of it. However, when it came to Belinda Woodburn, everything changed. 

The whole beauty of this woman completely captivated Josephine. She was glad when Belinda clothed herself. 

From my examinations, you seem a very fit woman. I will inform you of the results. I would not worry.

With these words, Josephine made an exit. 


***

The naked sight of Belinda Woodburn did not leave Josephines mind. She fantasized over this woman, something she had never done before with any man or woman. This woman was different to Josephine she was a goddess. However, to touch her could mean the end of a very successful career. Josephine wrestled with her thoughts, she had no interest in men. Her previous experience confirmed that. Dr. Josephine Cole came to the conclusion that for her career, it would be better not to see Belinda Woodburn again. Dr. 

Maxton would see her from now on. 

Yet Josephine could not get the thought of Belinda out of her mind. Was this why her Aunt Belinda had put her into female clothes as a boy? Josephine was perhaps fighting against something inborn in all of the female line of her family. The situation left Josephine in a state of puzzlement. There was only one thing for Josephine to do: devote herself to her work to drive any thought of Belinda out of her mind. It wasnt working. 


CHAPTER 10

A STRANGE DESIRE


Belinda Woodburn had been sent a letter to call for the results of her recent tests by Dr. 

Cole. 

Dr. Cole, having been given the results by Dr Maxton, said, I wonder, John, if you could see Ms Woodburn and have a talk with her about these results?
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John Maxton felt that since Josephine had originally attended to this woman, then Josephine should also give her the results of her tests, and he said so. Josephine had been put in a corner and there now was no way out. A task she was not prepared for faced Josephine. 

Josephine was looking at a most beautifully dressed Belinda in a black lace camisole embellished with sequins and bead detail. Below, she wore sash-tie georgette trousers, with wide sash belt and elasticised waist. Over this was a purple crochet cardigan. On her feet were strappy open toe sandals with a heart shape diamante clasp, showing her pink painted toenails. It was a summery outfit which certainly enhanced her curved body and had Josephines heart pounding. The delightful smell of the most exquisite perfume drifted round the room. Expensive, no doubt, thought Josephine. Golden ball drop ear-rings swung from Belindas earlobes, and a she sported a golden link necklace. 

Josephine, looking at her computer, said, Ms Woodburn, as I anticipated, your results are first class, and you have the all clear on health.

Good, but you must stop calling me Ms Woodburn. Belinda will do if you dont mind, darling.

It was not done for doctors to call patients by their first name. 

No more was said and the talk ended and Belinda Woodburn left the surgery. 


***

That night Belinda Woodburn stood in her bedroom before the cheval glass mirror ad-miring her naked body. She had attracted many men in her time before she married Jim Woodburn and had had many affairs. Those came to an end when she married Jim; she was true to him. 

She had seen that look in Josephine Coles eyes before but it was in mens eyes, never a womans. It delighted her that a women could think she was desirable. 

The thought of having an affair with a woman excited her, just thinking about holding another woman gave her goose bumps. She figured that, given half the chance, Dr. Cole would be more than willing to have sex with her. 

With these thoughts, she made her way to the bathroom where a hot steaming bath lay in wait for her. Lying in the bath, Belindas thoughts again drifted to Josephine and the sex she now wanted with that woman. 

The thoughts had her fingers going under the soap bubbles to play with her excited pussy. Belinda played slowly with her pussy lips, gradually bringing herself to a slow cli-max. She lay there for some time, recuperating and recovering her strength. Then, slowly, she ascended from the bath, water dripping from her naked body. Lifting a blue fluffy towel, she patted herself dry. Taking a tin of lavender-scented talcum powder, she sprinkled some over her body and rubbed it softly and lightly into the skin. It was so nice to be a woman and pamper yourself. Now she was ready to slip into her black nylon baby doll nightdress and matching panties. 
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Lying in bed, she thought out a plan to seduce Josephine Cole that had her stimulated once more. Belinda was more than keen that she would succeed in her plan to seduce Josephine. 


***

Dr. Cole was on her way to Belinda Woodburns cottage. A call had come in from Belinda Woodburn saying that she had fallen from a ladder while painting the outside of her cottage. The call said that she was limping. 

Dr. Cole was glad to be on her way to see Belinda Woodburn once again although she would have preferred different circumstances for this visit. 

The door was opened by a limping Belinda in a pant suit, who took Josephine into the lounge. Let me see your right leg, Belinda, said Josephine. 

Belinda was bare-legged, no stockings, all part of her plan. Dr. Cole told Belinda to sit on the nearby easy chair, which she did. Now take your sandal off.

Josephine Cole was holding the slim soft foot of Belinda between her hands, the pink painted toenails wriggling. 

Nice, arent they, Josephine? Why

not stroke them? Go on.

Josephine felt a tremble run down her

spine. There was nothing wrong with this

woman, no bones broken, no swelling of

the foot. This woman had deliberately

called her out; there was nothing wrong

with her. Josephine wondered if she

should take this offer and see what tran-

spires. Taking the pink painted toenails in her hand, she slowly caressed Belindas

big toe. Belinda was not adverse to such

treatment and wiggled the toe within Jo-

sephines hands. Belinda, raising the foot, brought it to Josephines lips. Josephine

could see the purpose intended and

brought her red lips down on the upper

part of the pink painted big toe. 

Belinda looked down with pleasure at

the blonde-haired Josephine kissing her

big toe. Her seduction was winning and

the decision not to wear any stockings

had been inspired. 

Why not kiss them all, Josephine

dear? Which was just what Josephine
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was about to do. Belinda thought how nice it was to be in control of such a beautiful blonde. 

No words were spoken between these women, it all seemed to come automatically. Josephine sensed what Belinda wanted her to do next, which was to raise herself up and sweetly kiss her on the lips. For Belinda, it was as if the flood gates had opened. Josephine showered kiss upon kiss on her. 

To Belinda, there was something unique about this woman. She had never had any feelings towards her own sex before, but this was different. 

Belinda with her arms around Josephines waist, was retuning kisses with pleasure. 

She could see Josephine was feeling as much pleasure as she was. 

Anyone watching would have seen two beautiful women loving each other. What a wonderful spectacle. 

Belinda was sure she had found a new and exciting kind of love, a sexual love, which she had plenty of time to explore. 

Belinda took Josephines hand and indicated that they were going to her bedroom. For the first time since they kissed, Belinda spoke. That was nice, wasnt it? You certainly do something to me!

To Josephine, the sound of Belindas soft, sultry voice was like manna from heaven and she had to obey. 

Belinda bedroom was the most luxurious Josephine had ever seen. It had wall-to-wall thick soft blue carpet and a walk-in wardrobe containing the most marvelous dresses of all colours and materials. Her lingerie was also kept there on hangars: slips bras, and panties. 

There was a dressing table with various creams and powders, eye shadow, mascara tubes and wands, and to crown it all, a four-poster bed, with the finest satin pillows and sheets all in pure virgin white. 

This all made Josephine ashamed of her own wardrobe. She had let herself go since the operation; being busy in her job was no excuse. However, she did not know that Belinda Woodburn thought that she looked beautiful. 

Belinda, standing behind Josephine, put her hands once more round Josephines waist. 

You look so wonderful, dear, there is something special about you. You know I have never given any woman a thought till I met you. I want nothing more than to ravish you. 

Can you not see the flames of love in my eyes? Come here, my beautiful one.

Josephine turned and looked at Belinda, excitement coursing through her body Do it, do it, take me, Im all yours, Josephine said Belinda Woodburn needed no second calling and in a frenzy soon had ripped the blouse and brassiere off Josephine, and was pulling her toward the bed. Belinda soon had her hands on the elasticized waistband of Josephines skirt. This was soon wrenched down, revealing Josephines little blue panties. 

Belinda nuzzled the red-tipped breasts, occasionally flicking her tongue over the nipples, much to Josephines delight. 

Page - 27

AUNTIE'S GIRL

BY BLIND RUTH

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

Josephine lay on the bed, letting Belinda do anything she wanted to do. And Belinda did, squashing Josephines nipples with her own excited nipples. Belindas trembling hands slipped under the blue panties, fingers exploring, seeking, till until the wet, slippery entrance of Josephines love grotto was found. Fingers slipped inside to a intake of breath from Josephine followed by, OH, OH and a smothering of kisses on Belindas lips. 

After a few minutes of this excitement, Josephine love juice came gushing into the palm of Belinda. Belinda eagerly sucked on Josephines nipples again. The episode ended as two exhausted women lay on the bed, panting. 

Belinda rose from the bed, took Josephine by the hand and made to the bathroom. 

Turning on the shower, she pulled Josephine with her under the hot spraying shower. 

Both women giggled as the water ran down their bodies. 

They toweled each others body down, and laughingly sprinkled talcum powder on each other. 


***

That was wonderful, darling, we must do it again soon. Josephine, stay here tonight.

Josephine thought it over. There was no reason why she could not stay the night with Belinda. Yes of course, Belinda, if you have a bed to spare.

Bed to spare? Youll be sleeping with me.

That was just the answer Josephine had hoped for. Thoughts ran through Josephine mind. Why did she want to make love to this woman and not some other woman?. She knew that her Aunt Marcia would be more than pleased now that she had a woman companion. Her biggest worry was about whether she should tell Belinda that she once was a man. Maybe at this stage of their relationship, it would be better not to say anything and see how matters turned out. 

Belinda Woodburn was absolutely spellbound with this woman. There was a something strange, mysterious, about Josephine that she just had to get to the bottom of. 

Im sure you must be exhausted with the strenuous workout we both have had. Lets make some dinner. Okay by you, Josephine?

Sure but drop the Josephine bit. Plain old Josie will do okay.

Sure, doctor knows best, Belinda laughingly replied Soon the salad was ready and Belinda took it out to the patio where a table and chair lay and put it on the table. Belinda then made to the kitchen once more, opened the fridge and took out a bottle of white

wine, a bottle opener, and two goblets from the kitchen drawers. 

There we are, Belinda said, pulling the cork out, pouring the wine into a goblet and handing it to Josephine. They raised their goblets and clinked them together. Heres to us and may we have a long and happy relationship, Belinda said. 

Josephine added, Yes. To us.
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During the meal that both women became more chatty and found out they had neither had ever had any sort of sexual relationship with another woman before. The L word

was never mentioned. They were, as Josephine said to Belinda, women companions. 

Belinda then told the story of her marriage and that she and her husband had parted on the best of terms. Josephine in turn told of her study at university and becoming a doctor. 

She left out that she had been born male and about her schooling at Miss Agathas along with other boy/girls. There was no need for that at present. 


CHAPTER 11

A SURPRISE VISIT FROM AUNT MARCIA

Josephine and Belinda had now been together for six weeks or so. This particular week Belinda was sleeping at Josephines house. Belinda was waiting for a tired Josephine to come home for dinner. Josephine usually phoned in on her mobile on the way home. That was a signal for Belinda to run a hot bubble bath for Josie. 

On this day, as Josephine arrived home, she was soon into the bath with the scented bubbles, having a long relaxing soak. Meanwhile, Belinda putting the finishing touches to the beautiful dinner she had prepared. 

Just then, the phone rang. Belinda lifted the phone and answered it. Hello, this is Dr. 

Coles residence. Who is calling?

From the other end of the line, a female voice answered. This is Josephines Aunt Marcia. May I speak to her?

Belinda replied, Josephine is taking a bath now. Hold on and I will tell her.

Going into the bathroom, she saw the lovely Josie with soap suds running down her body. Josie, your Aunt Marcia has just phoned. What shall I tell her?

Just tell her Ill phone her back, darling. Which Belinda did. 

Marcia hung the phone up with a lot of curiosity in her mind. Who was this other woman? She would quiz Josephine when she called back. 

Josephine duly returned the call. Yes, Aunt Marcia, you called?

Josephine dear, I was wondering if I could come and stay at your place for a few days, if you dont mind. Its so long since Ive seen you. You know youre my favourite girl.

But of course, Aunt. Stay as long as you like, Josephine replied. 

Thats very kind of you, I do not want to be a burden to you.

Youre not a burden at all, Aunt Marcia.

Marcia couldnt help but slip in, Was that your cleaning woman who answered the phone?

Josephine never thought anything about it as she replied, Oh, that was Belinda, my companion, Aunt.

Oh, I see. She sounds a nice woman. I expect I will meet her when I come to stay.
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No more was said as both parties hung up their phones. 

Marcia was thinking, A companion, a woman companion? Maybe this vacation will be more interesting than I thought. Is Josephine to be added to that long list of female family members who have had women companions? I guess time will tell.


***

That night as Josephine and Belinda lay in bed in their beautiful matching nightdresses, Belinda said, Your aunt sounds like a nice woman, Josie.

Yes, she is, darling. No more was said as Josephine smuggled up behind Belindas back and put her hands round Belinda waist. The two promptly fell asleep. 

Next morning, Josephine, after her coffee and rolls, sat at her vanity, making herself up. 

She took more time and care over her makeup since Belinda came into her life. She selected her outfit for the day: a white chiffon blouse and black skirt, black shoes and stockings, all nice and prim and proper. 

When she was finished, she lifted her brown doctors bag and went through the lounge to exit the front door and make for her car. Belinda gave Josie a light kiss on the cheek. 

Have a good day, darling, Belinda waved as Josephines car left the driveway. 

Josephine had made up her mind that Aunt Marcia would be told in private all about her woman companion, if she had not already guessed. 

Belinda had made the spare room up for Marcia. She knew Josie had been brought up by her Aunt Marcia. Would Marcia be offended at such goings on and threaten to leave? 

Belinda must try and make a good impression on her. 

Aunt Marcia arrived that afternoon and parked her car in the driveway, Josephine was still in the surgery so the only one at the cottage was Belinda, who answered the door chime. 

You must be Josies Aunt Marcia. Come in. Im sorry Josie is still at the surgery, Mon-day is a busy day. Belinda offered her hand to shake. Marcia took it and returned the shake. Taking Marcia by the hand, Belinda led her into the lounge. Take a seat while I make us some coffee. You dont mind me calling you Marcia?

No, of course not, dear and Ill call you Belinda.

Belinda left to go to the kitchen. She put the percolator on, took the cheesecake from the fridge and put it on a tray with some cups and scones. 

There we are, Marcia. Belinda lay the tray on the low table before Marcia. 

Belinda, I was wanting to have a talk with you when Josephine wasnt here. If you dont mind, Ill come straight to the point. I hope what I say will not upset you.

By all means, Marcia, please do.

I can see why Josephine made you her woman companion. You are beautiful.

Belinda blushed. 
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Dear, you must know that you are attractive, but Josephine picked you for more than beauty. I take it that Josephine has told you all about the meaning of being called a woman companion in our family.

No, Im afraid not, replied Belinda. 

Its a sort of password in our family. It means that you are sleeping with Josephine, arent you, dear?

At this, Belindas face became red. 

No need to get flustered, dear. I myself have had a few Lady companions. Much better than a man, much, much better. When Josephine said she now had a woman companion, I knew that implied a lot more than companionship; it meant sexual relations. I hope this little talk has not shocked you. I have always been a straight talker.

Yes, Marcia, I am Josephines woman companion. Thats so much nicer than the other words for our relationship.

I think you will find Josephine is more than your Lady companion. She he is something special! Marcia replied, putting an emphasis on the word special which Belinda picked up on. 

What do you mean by special, Marcia?

Nothing. Maybe I have said too much already, Marcia said, letting the conversation rest there, taking her leave and going to the spare room. 

Her answer left an unanswered question in Belindas mind. 


***

Josephine took a few days off to show her aunt some of the scenery. It was on the way home from one of these trips that Aunt Marcia put it to Josephine. Had she told Belinda anything of her life with her and of her schooling at Miss Agathas school? 

Not yet, Aunt Marcia. Why?

I happened to mention to her that you were a special woman, but I said no more.

I see, Aunt. I will explain my situation to her in time, at the right time.

Aunt was right, she always was. 

Belinda got on well with Josies Aunt Marcia, although she wondered about Marcias relationships with other woman. Judging by her build, she must have taken the male role. 

The mystery surrounding Josie had not yet been resolved. What was so special about Josie? 
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CHAPTER 12

WHAT IS THE THIRD SEX? 

Aunt Marcia had left Josephine some two months when Josephine decided that the time had come when it would be best that Belinda be told all about herself. Of course it could very well mean the end of their relationship. 

So it was one night after dinner that Josephine said, Belinda, I have something to say. 

You remember when my Aunt Marcia was here and she said there was something special about me?

Yes Josie, I remember it well, go on.

Well, I am not the woman you think I am. You see I once was male. I think its best to start from the beginning. It all started when my mother died. Aunt Marcia was the only living relative I had, she brought me up as a girl.

Josephine told the whole story about her Aunt, Miss Agathas school, university and becoming a partner in Dr. Maxtons practice. Apart from her Aunt Marcia, Belinda was the only other person who knew her story. 

I love you, Belinda and I would really be hurt if you left me. You are the only one for me, but I can understand if you want to leave me.

Belinda had expected something unusual after that talk with Marcia but never in her wildest dreams had she expected this. She always knew there was something mysterious about Josie and this was it. 

All that youve said has come so quick, I need time to think it all out.

Yes, I understand. Go home, and whenever you have come to a decision, let me know.

Josephine was thinking that that might be the last time she would ever see Belinda. After Belinda left, Josephine made for her bedroom, fell upon the bed covers and cried her eyes out. 


***

Meanwhile, Belinda had some restless nights, tossing and turning in her bed. She kept telling herself that she had been attracted to Josie. She had had a sex change, not because she wanted to, but because her Aunt wanted it. Josephine was not male, but to Belinda, she was not exactly female, either. What was she? 

Then it came to Belinda in a flash of light, Josie was what the ancients called the Third Sex, a sex few have had the privilege to become intimate with. There was the explanation before her eyes. What a fool she was. This was what she had been trying to find all of her life, a goddess. No, not a goddess or a god, a deity neither male or female, combined in one body. 

This was something she must cherish for the rest of her life. 
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***

It was with some surprise that Josephine came home one day to find Belinda in the lounge. Belinda had been given the key to the cottage some time previously. 

Belinda, what are you doing here? Josephine asked with astonishment. 

Am I not welcomed here any more, Josie?

Of course you are, Belinda. I thought we had reached the end of the line after what I told you a few days ago.

I think I would be making a big mistake if I did not stay with you. Men never gave me what I wanted, there was always something missing. With you, I have it all. What more could I ask for?

Belinda and Josephine held their arms out to embrace each other. 

I have made a beautiful dinner. After that, I think we should have an early night, dont you?

Josephine nodded her head. 


***

Josephine sand Belinda were highly sexed that night. They made their way to the master bedroom. 

They fell onto the bed covers. Belinda was on top, pushing Josies legs apart, lying between them and positioning herself so her pussy was touching Josies. There was something different now that Belinda considered Josie a member of the third sex. 

Mild whispering from Josephine: I love it, darling. Please keep on doing it, please.

Belinda had no intention of stopping; she too was enjoying this sex play. 


***

Morning saw Belinda wake up to the delightful sight of Josie naked at her dressing table, putting on her makeup. Josie had picked up a small waist cincher, wrapped it round her waist and was now clipping the iron stud buttons into the holes at the front. 

Belinda, lace me up.

Belinda needed no second asking. Soon she was holding the black laces which had been threaded through the eyelets at the back. Belinda, holding them at the middle of the cincher, started to pull. When she considered it tight enough, she tied the laces in a bow. 

Where did you learn about waist cinchers, Josie?

From Miss Agathas school, she was very fussy about her girls being tightly corseted. 

At Miss Agathas, we had to wear full-length corsets, from the bosom to just below the waist.
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Oh I see, said an astonished Belinda. 

Josephine had stopped wearing corsets at university. Since Belinda came into her life, she had started again, however. Now that Belinda had come back into her life, she must do all she could to keep her. 

Belinda had stopped pulling the laces. She gently kissed Josie on the back while one hand slipped down between Josies legs and into her pussy. Josie gasped and made no move to remove the digits as they diddled within her. She was going to be late for surgery, but there was nothing to be done, she was loving every moment. 

What a wonderful sight for a voyeur: Josephine naked except for the waist cincher, legs wide, with Belindas hand in her pussy. 

Belinda now took the opportunity to view the wonderful body of Josie, a person of the third sex, her eyes slowly traveling down her body from face to feet. Her blonde hair was combed magnificently over her shoulders with the ends curled up. She had an oval-shaped face, soft blue eyes, arched brown eyebrows, natural ruby red lips with no lipstick. 

Moving down, her eyes beheld the golden bush that lay between Josies legs, a bush covering the treasure behind the golden curls, the nub of which was becoming erect, stick-ing out from between the golden curls. Belinda wanted to drive her head amongst these golden curls. 

This was third sex, this was third sex love. How honoured, how privileged she felt just looking upon this sight, and it was hers, all hers. 


CHAPTER 13

A BODY SWATHED IN FUR


Belinda thought it out well. It was expensive, but she could afford such a luxury. Josie was worth it. She found her true love within that exquisite body. 

One day, Josephine arrived home to a delightful dinner served and made by Belinda. 

When the meal was over, Belinda said, Close your eyes, I have a surprise for you.

Josephine complied. On opening her eyes, she found Belinda had placed a very large parcel in her hands. The parcel was wrapped in red, tied with pink ribbons in a bow. Josephine was about to untie the bows when Belinda stopped her. 

No, Josie, leave it unopened till bed tonight. Wear nothing else but what is in this parcel. Understand? Josephine nodded her head in agreement. 

Josephine wondered what was within this large box. It was just another of the surprises Belinda seemed to be showering on her lately. 


***

Belinda had gone to bed with nothing on to watch Josie unpack her present. The pink bows were quickly drawn apart. With rustling sounds, the fancy red paper was ripped off Page - 34
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to reveal a plain brown box. When the top was lifted off, more tissue paper quickly dis-persed with. There in all its glory was a mink fur coat. 

Belinda, this is magnificent. You shouldnt have! I will have much pleasure wearing this for you tonight.

Its not real fur. Animal rights and all that.

Who cares? Its the thought that counts, Belinda.

Get it on, Belinda said, anticipating the wondrous sight of Josie naked save for the fur of this exquisite coat. 

Josephine divested herself of her clothes and stood there naked before Belinda, exposing her body to her. 

Josephine, holding the coat to her self, felt little thrills ran up and down her body as the fur touched it. When she put it on, the fur would be on the outside. The coat was lined with the finest of brown silk, the same colour as the outside fur. Slipping her arms through the arms of the coat, once more thrills coursed over her body as the silk rubbed it. 

All this was watched by a highly aroused Belinda. She became even more so when she observed Josies clitoris had an erection. 

Belindas excitement could not be contained any longer. 

Come over here, darling, and stand before me.

Josephine gladly obeyed, and was rewarded by the feeling of Belindas arms round her, and her hands on her buttocks. Belinda soon had her face enveloped in the golden bush from which Josies little nub stood erect. Belindas tongue flicked over the inflamed nub to moans from Josie. That caused Josie to open her legs so that Belinda could have further ac-cess to all she desired, which did not go unnoticed by Belinda. 

As Belinda made love to a person of the third sex, nothing was too good for Josie. 

Belinda felt as though her lovemaking had been lifted to higher level, as it should be with someone who is more than a mere mortal. 

From that point on, Josephine knew there would be something extra special in their love making when Belinda asked her to wear that fur coat. 


***

It was not long after the fur coat incident that Belinda asked Josie if she would ask her Aunt to come and stay with them for good. This took Josephine by surprise, although she had nothing against her Aunt Marcia living with them. Josephine knew that Belinda got on well with her Aunt. 

Soon Marcia was installed in the spare room made for her by Josephine. Marcia wanted to pay her way so she would cook and clean the house. It cheered Marcia up to see Josephine and Belinda go hand in hand to their bedroom at night. This is what women companions should do, she thought, remembering the love shared between herself and her own companions. 
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CHAPTER 14 SADNESS FOR JOSEPHINE

Life does not always run smoothly, a sad fact which Josephine was about to find out about. It was during one of their sexual frolics one night when Josephine placed a hand on Belindas breasts and felt a lump on one of them. Josephine carried on as if nothing was wrong. 

She had a most restless night. The lump on Belindas breast worried her. As a doctor, she had come across this many times. It sometimes meant breast cancer. 

There was no pleasant way she could put this to Belinda. Marcia noticed the following morning that Josephine said nothing during breakfast, unusual as Josephine was usually bright and breezy in the morning. 

That day, Josephines heart was not in her work. Maybe, just maybe, the tests would show nothing, but Josephine was clutching at straws. 


***

It had been a few weeks since Josephine had felt that lump, yet she had not approached Belinda on the subject. Her sex play ceased on the breast area. She had to tell Belinda, she just had to. 

Belinda, Josephine said one night. 

Yes, darling?

I think its time I gave you a check-up.

Oh do you? Where do you want to start? Belinda, thinking this was some sort of sexual game, took Josies hand and placed it between her legs. 

No, Belinda, I mean a proper medical check-up.

Josie was serious which disturbed Belinda. 

In the morning, nothing was said. Josephine left as usual for work and made the neces-sary arrangements with the local hospital for a cancer scan. 

She also asked the consultant if he would give the results to her before revealing them to Belinda. 

Josephine informed Belinda that arrangements were made for the following week for her to go the hospital for a health check-up. 

Why cant you do it?

This was a question Josie had been expecting and she had not really prepared how to answer it. 

Well... its sensible that you should have a yearly check-up and the hospital can do more extensive tests than I can. Nothing to worry about.

But Belinda was worried. Josie had never asked her before to have a health check, although she had plenty of opportunity. 
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Josephine promised Belinda that she would stay with her till all the tests were over. 

Later that day, the consultant took her into his room. He addressed Josephine in a very serious voice. 

Dr. Cole, Im afraid Belinda has cancer in the breast. Im so sorry. All is not lost, though. We will run a course of radiotherapy. There is hope.

Thank you, Mr. Welsh for your confidence. I will relay the results to Belinda. Josephines heart sank as her eyes filled with tears. 

Belinda, of course, asked Josie what the results had shown. There was no use in delay-ing the results although Josephine would have preferred better surroundings than a hospital. 

Listen, darling, there is no

way I can put this to ease the

pain. You have cancer in the

right breast.

Belinda opened her mouth

to say something, but fell into

Josies arms sobbing while Jose-

phine held her tight, patting

Belinda on the back. 


***

The hospital sent a letter to

Belinda for another appoint-

ment with Mr Welsh. With Jo-

sephine beside her, Belinda sat

before Mr Welsh who spoke. 

Mrs. Woodburn, I have given

considerable thought to your

condition. I will operate to re-

move the growth, but I think it

best that we start you on a

course of radiotherapy. I do not

know how your body will

stand up to this and there are

many side effects that can arise

from this. That does not mean

that they will. I am sure Dr. 

Cole can advise you of them.
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CHAPTER 15

THE BATTLE OF THE BIG C

Dr. Josephine Cole certainly knew the side effects of radiotherapy, she had seen it all before. Belinda attended the hospital for her course with Josie beside her. It was obvious the radiation was having severe unpleasant side effects. 

Belinda was fatigued most of the time, with nausea and vomiting. The worst of all was the loss of hair. 

Josephine has arranged for her partner to take over the practice while she devoted all her time attending to Belinda. Marcia saw the pain Josephine was going through and was sympathetic to Josephines position. She herself had gone through something similar when Barbara, her last woman companion, died of a heart attack. She loved Barbara so much she hadnt had a lady companion since. 

Every time Josephine saw the now bald-headed Belinda, tears were in her eyes. Belinda could see this. 

Look Josie, stop that if you love me, Belinda said as she lay in the arms of Josie. 

Its just that you feel so weak and frail, and I love every bit of you, even your bald head, at which Belinda roared with laughter. This did not stop Josephine from kissing the hairless spot. Which would not be bald long as Josephine had an idea for that. 

The following night at a lovely dinner prepared by Marcia, Josephine said to Belinda, 

Shut your eyes and hold your hand out. I have a surprise for you.

Belinda did and Josephine placed a little cardboard box in her hands. 

Go on, open it," urged Josephine. 

On opening the box, Belinda withdrew a beautiful blond wig. Its lovely, darling, and what I really need for now.

Here, let me put it on, Josephine said, placing the wig on Belindas bald spot. Doesnt she look gorgeous, Aunt? My dumb blonde, she said, giving Belinda a kiss. 

Marcia looked at the tear-filled eyes of her girl as she placed the wig upon Belinda head. Marcia nodded her head. 

Darling, you can be any type of woman you want. From a dumb blonde to a redhead, brunette, whatever you want, said Josephine. 


***

The day of the operation was coming near, a mastectomy for the removal of the right breast, the thought of which, Josephine knew, would be worrying Belinda. 

Thoughts began going through Josephines mind of how their relationship would go after the operation. There was no doubt in Josephines mind that, whatever happened, she would spend the rest of her life with Belinda. 

Page - 38

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

Josephine was led to make a very serious decision which would affect not only her life but Belindas as well. And so it was one day that Josephine sat Belinda down on the sofa. 

Belinda, I have been considering our relationship and have come to the conclusion that our relationship should be cemented. The only way I know to do that is to to marry.

Belindas jaw dropped in surprise and she opened her mouth to say something. No words came out for over a minute. 

I am absolutely flabbergasted. I dont know what to say, Josie.

Well, do you or do you not want to marry me? Its as simple as that.

Of course I do, but can two women marry each other? I mean Ive never heard of it.

Of course they can. We live in the modern world, there are countries where such matters are possible, Canada, Spain to name a few. Say yes and we will go off on holiday to-morrow, okay?

For the first time in months, Josephine saw a little smile on Belindas face. 

Belinda was happy that with all her trouble, Josie wanted to marry her. That meant so much to her. It eased the pain going through her body, for a little while at least. 

Yes, yes of course, darling.


***

A party of three women arrived in Canada, Josephine, Belinda, and Aunt Marcia, whom Belinda had asked to be her bridesmaid. Marcia was more than honoured. 

Fancy me at my age being a bridesmaid, Marcia giggled.  Things are so different from my time. Two women being married! I only wish I could have done the same with my beloved Barbara, Marcia reflected. 

A quiet ceremony took place with three women in white dresses, two of whom exchanged wedding rings. All three stayed for a few days, then returned home. 

Josephine knew she had done the right thing in marrying Belinda. The colour returned to Belindas cheeks as her worrying eased off. 

The mastectomy operation was now upon Belinda. As Josephine promised, she would be in the operation theatre to watch over her. She had made arrangements with Mr. Welch to be an observer at the operation. 

Belinda was sure that Josie would hold her hand during the operation and guide her safely through the it. 

Mr. Welch explained to Belinda that he would also be doing a mammoplasty to recon-struct the breast. It was explained to Belinda that there were sometimes complications; the operation was not always

successful. Belinda gave her consent. It was worth the risk in her eyes. 

Much to Belindas and Josephines relief, the operation was a success; there were no side effects. Belinda stayed a few more days in hospital and went on a course of chemo-Page - 39
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therapy as a precaution, but Mr. Welch assured her the cancerous growth had been removed. 


***

Josephine started to go to the local church. She had never considered herself a particularly religious person although Miss Agatha would head all her girls as they marched into the local church. Josephine did believe in God and felt her life had been planned out, even if Aunt Marcia had made her a woman. That was also in Gods plan and she bore no grudge against her Aunt. 

To Josephine, all that had happened to Belinda was a sign God had delivered her lifes love, but maybe she had a price to pay for such. 

Josephine thought deeply about what Gods plan was now. In a flash it came to her, why had her life been guided toward studying medicine to be a doctor? Why had her lover developed cancer? In Josephines mind, it all pointed to one thing. She would devote her life from now on to the study of cancer and its cure. This meant a big sacrifice, her practice would be given up. She would apply to one of the cancer research charities for a job. The salary would be less than she earned in her practice. 

Money is nothing when you have satisfaction in trying to save peoples lives. This, Josephine concluded, was her way forward as decided by God. An inner happiness came upon her. 

Belinda and Aunt Marcia were delighted that she was doing such a good and noble thing. Both knew there would be scarcity, money wise. Belinda offered to become her sec-retary and take notes and type any reports that may be needed in her work. 

Her chemotherapy now stopped, Belinda looked a pale imitation of the woman she once was. But the love she received from Josie was uplifting and had helped her fight the Big C. This was not sexual love but real woman-to-woman love, which none but women can understand. 

The name of Dr. Josephine Cole may not be well-known in the fight to end cancer, but she is doing her bit to end this misery for all. 

As for Belinda Woodburn, she is happy helping her Josie, the woman who gave her her life back. 

As for Josephines Aunt Marcia, she never regretted her decision to put her Josephine into girls clothes and making her a woman. The benefits were there for all to see. Perhaps Josephine as a man might not have chosen the path she was on, to conquer cancer. This, to Marcia, justified her decision. 

The End
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