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	I lived with my Aunt Nora. That's just how it was. I never knew my father and my mother was some kind of a career woman. So after about five years of "surrogate parenting," and being passed off from nanny to nanny, my mom decided I'd be better off with Nora, who always wanted a child but never found the right man to deliver such progeny. Now I was nineteen and in my second year of college, commuting from home and living with Aunt Nora.

	She had long raven colored hair that trailed down to her lower back and a body to die for. She dated often and I lost track of how many men she saw. She frequently tired of them after two or three dates. She wasn't interested in any longstanding relationships because she was only interested in sex; and she made it plain to me. She had a group of equally active friends, and she often went out with them to different clubs and social activities.

	I didn't date much at all, and I was always being peppered with questions about my dating life. She was very straight forward about it. She'd often say "David, you know you can bring home any girl you want, and I'll give you complete privacy to do what you want. Really, there must be some girl at school who you're interested in — I know you're not gay!"

	I would simply shrug my shoulders and move on to the next topic. To be honest, I wasn't interested that much in dating although I did have some desires. I always liked to fantasize about an older woman — you know, someone about ten or twenty years older than me; a woman with experience. Now while Nora strutted around the house scantily clad, I wasn't about to do anything crazy, although she did get me hard as a rock.

	I think she knew and maybe even felt sorry for me in some ways. So one day she approached me at dinner and the conversation drifted to my love life as it often did. We started off talking about the usual stuff — my day at school, some mindless chatter about her job as the secretary at an auto dealership where she often picked up single, and sometimes married guys who had plenty of money to spend on fancy cars.

	"David," she said. "What are your plans for this weekend?" I think she knew without even asking me. I was planning on doing nothing except study and play video games with my friends.

	"Well I have some news for you," she said. "Diane is flying in this weekend from Dallas, and she'll be spending a month here with us. Her house burned down last weekend. She's been living in a motel since then. Her dryer got clogged up with lint and it caught fire, so naturally I offered her to stay with us until her house could be repaired. Fortunately there was something left to work with."

	"Gee that really sucks Nora," I said. I remembered Diane from several visits — either seeing her with my aunt in Dallas, or a few times when she came here to visit. The last time I saw her was in Dallas two years ago, and my seventeen year old self went absolutely crazy. This woman was HOT. I mean, really hot. She was a gorgeous brunette with thick, long auburn hair that went down to the small of her back, a perfect figure, nice ass, and decent sized tits that always seemed to be erect. Just thinking about her coming here to stay was making my cock do somersaults. In fact, she became the object of all my fantasies.

	"Now you know I don't get much time off, and I know your winter vacation is coming up, so she'll be spending Christmas with us. Do you think you could spend some time with her during the day." She laughed. "Now it's not like I'm asking you to babysit or anything, just, you know. Go shopping with her or take her to a movie or a show or something. Don't worry, I'll give you money, although knowing Diane I don't think she'll let you pay for anything."

	"Uh yeah, I think I could do that." I started fantasizing, but who was I kidding. I don't remember her being the flirty type.

	"Um Nora?" I said.

	"Yes David?"

	"Just out of curiosity, I wonder if she's seeing anybody?" I regretted saying that even though I was dying to know. It sounded innocent enough, but of course, Nora, being who she was looked at me with a smirk. I turned beet red because I was thinking with my dick.

	"Why David, do you have some reason for wanting to know?" she said batting her long eyelashes at me.

	I cleared my throat, and quickly said, "l don't know, it might get awkward, that's all."

	"Awkward?" she said. "Why on earth would that be awkward? I mean Diane is my best friend. You know we speak on the phone all the time and we're practically family."

	"Yeah well, I mean . . . that's it," and I took a deep breath. "What if you know, she likes me and kind of puts some moves on me or something?"

	"David, that is very unlikely to happen because I know she's seeing a guy she likes and might just stick with. Secondly, she considers me like family, and by extension, you too."

	I immediately felt sooo foolish — my aunt was right. Besides, what woman would think I was attractive? I wasn't built up and I didn't work out or try to make myself "look hot."
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	She came on a Sunday. It was the week before Christmas. I had nothing special to do and no studying, so I busied myself with video games and TV. About one o'clock the doorbell rang, and Aunt Nora ran downstairs quickly and announced cheerily, "She's here!" I was in the living room. After hearing the usual welcoming chatter from the hallway, the two women came into the living room. It was like looking at twins — both women had similar hair colors and lengths, and similar body builds.

	"Look who's here David!" Aunt Nora said.

	"David! It's been so long! What has it been? Two years?" Diane said. I stood up from the couch and she kissed me and hugged me.

	"l heard about what happened to your house Diane. I'm sorry, it was a beautiful house."

	"Yes, well, I'm just lucky I wasn't home. Besides, I was thinking of doing some renovations anyway."

	I half laughed. "Oh see, I guess things worked out."

	"I'm glad your aunt invited me to stay while this stuff gets done — it'll be fun."

	"Yeah, that's great."

	"So David, I understand you're on your Christmas break. When Nora's out we could go Christmas shopping and do things. How does that sound?"

	"It sounds great. Aunt Nora and I were just talking about that when you called."

	"Good."

	"Diane, you must want to rest and relax from your flight. You want something to eat?" my aunt asked.

	"That's okay Nora. I'd just like to wash up and take a little nap."

	"Sure honey. It's so great to see you. I just wish the circumstances could have been better," Nora said, and they hugged, my aunt rubbing Duane's back reassuringly.

	"1'11 take your bags up to the guest room Diane."

	"Oh that's so sweet of you David."

	"Nora, you've turned David into a fine gentleman. I bet the girls in school are all over him."

	I pre-empted my aunt and said, "No, not really. I just haven't met anybody yet I'd like to go out with."

	"Well I think you're a very handsome young man David, so I'm sure you'll find someone soon that you can connect with."

	"Yes Diane, I keep telling him that." So I carried Diane's two suitcases up to the guest room which was right next to my bedroom. Diane was right behind me.

	"You know David, it's been two years since I last saw you and I can't get over how handsome you've become," she said, holding me at arm's length and looking me over. She placed her warm palm over my cheek. I was overcome , and I didn't know what to think. "1 think we're going to have a lovely week together, don't you think so?" I looked at her in stunned silence and she moved closer to me. I could smell the strawberry scent of her hair and saw her peach lip gloss up close. My cock was bulging through my sweat pants and I'm sure she could see it. I was so embarrassed. I wanted her in the worst way, but I wouldn't dare start anything. My aunt was right, she was practically family. Besides, she was twice my age — not quite forty. That however, was a big turn-on for me.

	Then she tugged on my t-shit and pulled me in and kissed me right on the lips! I didn't pull away either. Her hips were pressing into my front, and I knew that for sure she felt my cock. She pulled off my lips for a second and I could feel her warm breath on me. She looked at me, smiling, as if she was privy to a secret — something forbidden.

	Then she resumed kissing me and slowly her tongue slid out from between her tightly closed lips and went inside my mouth exploring. It wrapped itself around mine in an erotic oral dance of ecstasy. I could swear I felt a drop of pre cum come out the tip of my cock. She thew her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in close and I broke off, kissing her hair, her cheeks, and nibbled on her ear lobe which made her moan. Her hand slid down my front and went underneath the waist band of my shorts. She made a little sound as her fingers grasped a hold of my cock.

	"You're so big David," she said, trancelike. We resumed kissing and she was stroking my cock now through my shorts. Her pressure on my mouth intensified as did the speed of her stroking me.

	Then out of nowhere . . . she stopped. "Umm, you're delicious David," she said. "But you'll just have to be patient. Nora is expecting you downstairs and I need to take a nap." I was dumbfounded.

	Then why the fuck did she start with me like that? I was just on the verge of cumming in her hand! I nodded and said, "Okay Diane, that was very unexpected, but I liked it — very much." I wanted to keep the door open. I cleaned my face off from her lipstick and went downstairs. My aunt looked at me curiously. I tried not to let my emotions show which were running all over the place.

	"Diane and I were just catching up. She asked me about school and talked a little about her job."

	"Oh okay. For a minute I thought you got lost and didn't know how to find your way downstairs," she said with what I thought was a knowing grin. But she said nothing, and of course neither did l.

	The next day, Monday, Aunt Nora went to work, and Diane was still sleeping when she left. She had a work from home job in finance, having wealthy clients she managed money for. She was also into venture capitalism — whatever that was. I just knew from my aunt that she made a lot of money.

	I made my breakfast, and Diane came into the kitchen. She was wearing a pink satin robe with a sash that tied in front, and she was barefoot. I could see her incredible cleavage through the top of the robe, the rest of her breasts covered by a purple bra. Lord only knew what was beneath that robe.

	"Umm, the coffee smells great David. I don't suppose you'd make me an omelette like yours, could you?"

	"Oh sure Diane, it would be my pleasure."

	"Good. So David, how did you sleep?" I knew she was referencing the cock block of yesterday. I tried to be nonchalant about it.

	"Oh, I slept fine, and you?" Of course I was lying. I jacked off to her three times — at least.

	She began touching her body through her robe and her long hair fell down her front in her cleavage. "Well to tell you the truth, I was very charged up from our little spontaneous encounter yesterday." Great, I thought. Then why the fuck did she stop? I felt as if I was caught up in a game in which there was no way out.

	I moved over to the stove and mixed her omelette and poured her a cup of steaming coffee. When I placed the mug on the table, she got closer to me and placed her index finger on my nose. "l know I frustrated you yesterday David," she said mischievously.

	"Then why did you do it?"

	"That's just my way of testing you David. I thought maybe because of our circumstances you wouldn't want to play," she said coyly.

	I thought that was a plausible explanation. "So did I pass 'your test?"' I asked.

	"Oh for sure David. The question is exactly how far do you want to go?"

	I didn't know what to say. I felt slightly embarrassed, thinking of my inexperience with women. So we finished eating and she asked me, "So what shall we do today? Nora won't be back until at least nine o'clock tonight. She told me this is her "iron day" in the showroom — a twelve hour shift."

	"Uh, go shopping maybe?"

	She laughed. "There's plenty of time for that. Besides, I'm getting wet just thinking about you David."

	That caused a chill to go through me, and looking at her sitting there, a grin spreading across her face got my rod as stiff as a flagpole.

	She reached for her bag next to her seat and took out a pack of long, 120mm all-white cigarettes. Now it just so happened that I was one of those guys with a huge smoking fetish. Since middle school the sight of very sexy, attractive women smoking always got my cock very hard. Now was no exception. She saw me staring at her; no doubt she knew my secret because she was smiling at me as she seductively puffed away, and stroked her breasts with her free hand.

	"Why don't we go upstairs David and finish what we started?" she said in her soft, cat-like voice.

	"Uh sure . . . I'm all in!" I was practically shouting, and then realized how immature I must've sounded. This was after all, the first time I was with a woman. I wonder if she knew that.

	She laughed and stroked my face with the hand holding the cigarette. I noticed the lipstick coating the white filter and got even harder if such a thing was even possible. "Such a sweet boy you are David."
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	She led me upstairs holding my hand. We went into her room, and the bed was just as she left it when she came down, unmade. I stood in front of the side of the bed, and she sat down, and went to work on the tie of my sweatpants I slept in and pulled them down to my thighs. They fell the rest of the way to the floor. All the time she never took her eyes off mine. She took a seductive, slow drag of her cigarette and blew the smoke into my face. "Here David, I know you're dying to take a drag," she said. "Come on David, I see how you look at me when I smoke." So she knew. Nothing more needed to be said, and she put the half-finished cigarette up to my lips. I took a drag, smelling her cherry red lip gloss on the filter. My cock was now throbbing as I took a drag and did a French inhale.

	She laughed. "Humm, I can tell you're no beginner at this David."

	"Oh yeah, I dabble in it a bit - my Aunt Nora doesn't know I smoke."

	"That's okay, it'll be one of our secrets dear." She took her cigarette back, took a final drag and stubbed it out into the half-filled ashtray on her night table. Then she stood up and kissed me even harder than yesterday; the smells of smoke and her hair shampoo intoxicating me. Her tongue again wrapped itself around mine and soft moans came out of her mouth. Her arms wrapped themselves around my shoulders, and her hands were rubbing my back. Then her lips came off mine and she kissed my neck, rubbing her soft, luxurious hair on me as well.

	Her hand was now grabbing my cock in her fist. "Nice cock you have David. Those girls in your school don't know what they're missing out on." She began stroking the soft, sensitive flesh on the underside of my cock. She took her place back on the bed and pulled me right in front of her so that my cock was right in front of her mouth. Then her lips played with the tip of my cock, bobbing on and off, teasing me, and she laughed softly. I just wanted to grab her head and push it onto my shaft.

	As soon as the thought passed my mind, she came closer to me and took the head of my cock in between her glossed lips. Her lips maintained a tight seal and her tongue slithered through and wrapped around my head and went around it like a brush causing drops of pre cum to leak out. I was moaning and my head was thrown back.

	After my cock tip was nice and wet, she placed my whole cock inside her entire mouth, bobbing up and down it. I heard slurping noises coming from her. Then she playfully bit down on me, which made me hiss between my teeth. She went faster and faster and I met her thrusts with my own, pushing my hips into her face and pulling back.

	It was too much for me and without warning I shot at least three loads of cum into her mouth. She took it all and didn't allow one drop to fall out of her mouth. Slurping and sucking it was like this was the nectar of the gods she always wanted. She stood up abruptly and kissed me, giving me a taste of my own cum. At first I was hesitant, and I backed off for a split second, but Diane would have none of that, and she held the back of my head and kept my face planted on hers, her cumcovered tongue sweeping around my mouth. I quickly became accustomed to the taste of my own cum; the sweet saltiness of it, and kept kissing her. Something was happening to me; what, I didn't exactly know. I did know that it felt good.

	She pulled off me but stayed very close to my face and said softly, "David you taste delicious," and playfully tugged at my t-shirt. "Take your shirt off David," she said, but it was more like a command.

	I was putty in her hands. "Now let's get you nice and relaxed." She rubbed my hairless chest around and around and pinched the skin between my breasts, as if she was examining me. She laid me down on the bed and continued rubbing my body and squeezing my shoulders and chest, really relaxing me, giving me a good massage. All the time she was kneeling over me on the bed with me, letting her long, smoke and strawberry scented hair wash over my bare chest and face. She had all the turn-ons I craved: The gorgeous body, the smoking and the fact that she was twice my age — I loved every minute and didn't want this day to end.

	"Here David," she said grabbing her pack from the night table. "Let's have a cigarette together." She lit us both up with one flick of her lighter, and she called something to my attention that I was unaware of, and she laughed. "David, do you know you hold the cigarette just like a girl??"

	Embarrassed, I said defensively, "No I don't!"

	She laughed and said "Yes you do David. But it's okay. I like men who can be, shall I dare say 'effeminate.'"

	I was silent and turning red. "It's nothing to be embarrassed about David. I think it's cute. Lots of men have smoking fetishes. I've just never been with one before, that's all," she said and leaned in and gave me a lingering kiss on my lips. So she lay her head on my chest, and we smoked in silence as her hand rubbed me.

	Then she stood up and pulled me off the bed. "Now I want you to fuck me David. Do you think you can do that?" It was more of a rhetorical question because there was no way I would leave without doing exactly that.

	"1'd love to Diane. I thought you'd never ask!" and she smiled at me. She slipped out of her pink robe, and she was wearing a purple G-String which matched the color of her bra which she let fall to the floor.

	"1'd like you to fuck me in the ass David." I wasn't sure I heard correctly. People do that? I said to myself. I was hopelessly nawe, and Diane was my teacher.

	"Sure, let's do it." One look at my hard, stiff cock told me I was ready, and she gave me a few strokes on it. She stood on the floor beside the bed and reached into her dresser drawer and pulled out a tube of lube jelly.

	"Here honey, just spread this over my ass and put your finger in my cute little ass."

	She bent over the bed and moved the strap of her G-String over a butt cheek as I squeezed out a good amount of the gel.

	I rubbed it into her up and down her taint, and stuck a lubed finger in her ass which made her stiffen and moan. "Oh God

	David, I want you inside me cumming."

	This excited me more and I squeezed out some more and placed it over my cock getting it nice and slippery.

	I parted her ass cheeks apart gently and moved in placing my cock tip over her tight little ass. I went inside her, and she gasped. The feeling was better than her lips, better than anytime I did it myself. It was incredible. I went in deeper and deeper, slowly going in and out. She pushed back on me each time I thrusted and soon we got into a good rhythm.

	After a minute or so of this, no more, I exploded deep inside her letting out a wordless scream. I kept going, the feeling of my warm cum surrounding my cock. Then she let out a long moan and stiffened. It made me go faster and faster, but I had no more jizz to give; I had exhausted myself. My thrusting slowed, and she came off me and stood up and faced me. I

	saw white rivulets of my cum leaking down the insides of her thighs.

	Again, she pulled me in closer to her and kissed me hard, rolling her tongue around mine. Then she broke off me gently and asked me. "So how did you enjoy that David? I know that this is the first time you've been with a woman."

	"Was it obvious?" I asked, feeling somewhat ashamed.

	"Oh no! Honey you were terrific. Without a doubt the best I've ever had," and she kissed me again, harder this time.
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	A few days later, in the middle of the night, I was asleep, and I felt my bed move. Both of us hid our experience from Nora successfully. I supposed that for Diane stuff like this game of deception was routine, but it was new for me.

	Tonight it would go farther than I could have imagined.

	I felt the weight of the bed shift from underneath me and a hand started rubbing my chest and slithered down to where my cock was and began rubbing. I opened my eyes, after first thinking I was dreaming, and I saw Diane lying on the bed next to me, the moonlight coming through my blinds giving a glow to her long, auburn hair. Her hand was over my mouth, and she was giggling.

	She whispered loudly: "We don't want to wake Nora!" I couldn't agree more. That was the last thing I wanted to do. Now I was fully awake, and my cock was overjoyed at the possibilities which now became reality. She got on top of me, supporting herself with her elbows and she was wearing the same pink, satin robe, opened completely. She wasn't wearing a bra, and she lifted my t-shirt up and placed the tip of her erect tits over my face. I took each one in my mouth, suckling and biting gently, using my tongue to circle around each one, eliciting sweet sounds of contentment from her. Just then something was happening to me that could be considered inappropriate in some circles — I was falling head over heels for her.

	I reached up and twirled her luscious hair between my fingers. Then she kissed me hard on the lips, sending electric sparks through me, and gently caressing the inside of my mouth with her tongue. I had no doubts now about how she felt for me. Diane wasn't the type of woman to play games.

	She came off my mouth and moved down me, kissing my bare chest and neck. I was wearing boxer shorts which she pulled off me, then placed her lips over my cock, licking and sucking. She was teasing me, and I got the urge to place my hands on the back of her head and push down over my cock, but it wasn't necessary. It was like she could read my mind and before I could let the urge pass, my entire cock was in her mouth. She had her lips closed tightly around me and her tongue was working its magic on me. I felt the pre cum leak out of me.

	Suddenly she pulled off me. I was surprised like, what the fuck? Did she want me inside her again? "David, do you really enjoy me?" she asked gently.

	"Of course Diane," I said in a whisper. "What's wrong?"

	"Nothing honey, nothing at all. I only want you to please me, that's all. I'm just afraid that you won't be able to."

	Now she had my curiosity on overdrive. "What do you mean Diane?"

	"Let me show you," she said, getting off me and standing by the side of the bed. She let her robe drop to the floor and she was wearing just an emerald green G-String that I could see in the moonlight shining through my window. She looked at me and bit her lower lip and smiled. She had her thumb hooked into the laced band of the pouch.

	She wiggled around and pulled it lower, and I couldn't believe what I was seeing. My first impulse was to get up on my elbows and look at her sideways, which I did. My eyes were popped wide open because right in front of me stood the largest cock I'd ever seen! She let the G-String fall to the floor, and she stepped out of it.

	"Diane — what the fuck!?" I said in a loud, hoarse whisper. "You have a…cock?”

	"Well yes David. I believe that's what it's called. You see I'm a transgender woman, or as I like to call myself, a 'shemale,' you know, like in Thailand."

	"OHMYGOD!" I blurted out. "Does my aunt know??"

	She laughed. "Of course Nora knows. I transitioned during college; my second year. It was shall we say, very difficult back then. I used HRT, but I always liked the idea of keeping my cock. It does come in handy."

	"Did you, I mean . . . did you two do anything, you know, like sexually?"

	She laughed. "Yes as a matter of fact we did. Our relationship was just friendly before I transitioned., but we became close afterwards. It's okay, we're very open and just come together whenever the mood hits."

	"But, but what about us?" Now I was really frightened.

	"What about us David? Nora doesn't have to know anything definitely yet. She knows I'm kind of sweet on you, and knowing her, I don't think she'll be very surprised. So we're okay. You know how open minded Nora is, don't you?"

	"Yeah, I suppose so. But it still feels kind of strange, like I'm intruding on your relationship."

	She sighed and reached down for her G-String. "Well David, if you're going to be immature and uncomfortable about it, we can forget this ever happened."

	This was too much for me, because I wanted her more than anything, so I jumped out of bed. This was it for me. I made my choice. I needed her. She was the only woman who ever made me feel good about myself. I took her in my arms and kissed her deeply, her cock was touching my stomach, and I grabbed it while we were kissing which made her moan. It was all like some kind of weird dream.

	She leaned into me and whispered into my ear. "l want you very much David. I wasn't going to let you get away from me that easily you know. I knew that you would come around sooner or later. Even if you had let me walk out of the room, sooner or later I would have you. We're in too deep to let go."

	"Yes," I said, kissing her face and neck. "You're right."

	"Now David, I'd like to fuck you."

	"What?"

	"Come now David. I know you love me, and I want to show you how explosive real love can be with a woman like me.

	Once you have a taste, it's like Eve with the apple. You know, it's an acquired taste."

	How could I argue with the proposition. Like I said, I was willing to see this through to the conclusion.
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	So she pulled me into her, and we stood there locked in a kiss, and I grabbed her bobbing cock again. "l want to feel your lips on me first David," she said. So I got down on my knees on the carpet of my bedroom and she moved in closer to me until her she-cock was touching my lips. She pulled away and came in again, teasing me, wanting me. So I wrapped my fingers around the massive cock and placed it to my lips, licking them first. At first it was strange, something forbidden, but I liked it.

	I stuck out my tongue and I went around her head slowly. She stiffened and placed her hands on my head, pressing it down. I took all of her in my mouth then, sucking and going up and down. Then I tasted a sweet-salty mix; her pre cum. I increased my speed, and I thought she would explode in my mouth, but she pulled off me suddenly. I looked puzzled and she said to me "David remember what I said earlier?" Yes I did remember, and I asked her what would she like me to do.

	"Just bend over the bed David," she said. As soon as I did that, out of the corner of my eye I saw her reach into her black leather bag and pull out the tube of her lubricant jelly. She squeezed some into her hand and I felt a wet and cold sensation over my asshole and up and down my taint. Then she rubbed some on her cock.

	"This may be hard at first David, but I promise you you'll love it."

	"l trust you and love you Diane," I said.

	She stood behind me and gently parted my butt cheeks and I felt the tip of a very large and wet cock press against my cherry asshole. Then she went in slowly, with just the tip at first, and I stiffened, and my fists grabbed the bed sheets. I felt a fullness, and pain at first, and then more pain as she went in deeper. As she thrusted harder and faster inside me an incredible thing happened: The pain became mixed with a pleasure I had never known was possible. Consumed by my love for her I ignored the pain, and I trusted her words to me.

	She was moaning with pleasure and pressed her nails into the sides of my butt cheeks. Then she let out a whispered gasp and I felt a flood of warm, thick cum enter me and fill me up. As she kept on thrusting, I felt some leak out and run down the inside of my thighs. Almost at the same time, I felt a ball of fire welling up inside me. My cock was stiff and suddenly I exploded on top of my sheets. We both came at practically the same time. It was so incredible. I was hooked. Her thrusting slowed down and gradually she stopped and pulled out of me causing more cum to leak out. This was, as I would learn later, my first "sissygasm."

	Now out of me completely, she asked "How did you enjoy that David?"

	"Oh my God Diane, you're wonderful." In my excitement I stood up and faced her. Both of our cocks were wet and warm, and they touched each other as I threw my arms around her shoulders and kissed her deeply.

	Now I remembered something that Aunt Nora told me; that Diane was in some kind of relationship, so I asked her.

	"David . . . I was, until met you." This guy was into trans women and all, but he just didn't set off any sparks for me. Not like you do." that put my fears to rest. "You are the only man in my life David. I want you to really know that" she said, and kissed me deeply again. "We'll be together for a while until my house is ready and then I want you to come to Dallas and visit me without Nora. I think she's mature enough to understand."

	"Are you going to tell her about us?" I asked with a hint of fear in my voice.

	She laughed and smiled at me, stroking my cheek with her fingers. "What do you think I should do? I think it will become obvious fairly soon what we're about David. There's nothing wrong with it. Love is neither right nor wrong — it just happens."

	"Yeah, I suppose so. Just not tomorrow, ok? I have to let this sink in," and I laughed. She reached into her bag and took out two of her long cigarettes for both of us, and lit us both up.

	She studied me and did a snap French inhale. "Do you ever think you might be interested in 'dressing up', David?"

	Actually the thought did cross my mind. "Yeah, I might . . . I think."

	"That would be great," she said with an evil smirk on her face. "This is exactly how I started long ago — with a trans woman. I think you could really be beautiful."

	Now I had something to think about. The months seemed to fly by — actually three months, and then Diane's house was ready for her to move back in. There was no hiding our relationship from Aunt Nora, and she was cool enough not to flip out about it and make it a big deal. I mean technically both Diane and I were adults, so what could she do?

	I did visit Diane in Dallas every couple of months or so, and after college graduation, a job opened up in Dallas in advertising and I went out there. Of course, I lived with Diane and began my transition. She was there for me every step of the

	The whole thing I think was the right person coming along at the right time.
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