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MY MOM'S BEST FRIEND

Tyler has a new crush: not on a cute girl at school or some super model in a magazine, but on his mom’s best friend, Minnie. She’s a mature woman with a nice body and a dirty mouth. She often spends the night when Tyler’s mom is out of town, making sure Tyler and his sister are safe and cared for.

One night, Minnie finds out Tyler’s mom never had The Talk with him. Tyler, now eighteen, thinks it’s silly that Minnie wants to have The Talk, but she has a lot more to say than Tyler is expecting—and she has a lot more to show.


CHAPTER I

I had always called her Aunt Minnie, even though she wasn’t technically my aunt. She wasn’t related to me by blood, even though I saw her at least once a week, every week since I was born.

It wasn’t until I was fifteen years old that I learned she wasn’t actually my biological auntie. I was stunned when my mom told me that Minnie was an old school friend, and not actually her sister. It was especially hard to believe because they had the same blue eyes and the same long, blonde hair—and they both looked very young for their age.

My mom had me when she was only seventeen, so by the time I was a teenager, I was constantly being asked if she was my older sister. Aunt Minnie looked a smidge younger than my mom, making her look even more like she could have been my older sister.

I wasn’t quite a teenager when my mom told me that Aunt Minnie couldn’t have kids. “Why not?” I asked.

“Some women just can’t,” my mom said—and it explained why Aunt Minnie was around so much, always treating my sister and I like we were her own children. She would take us to the zoo and to the science centre, and she would swing over in the afternoon to get dinner on the stove whenever my mom had to work late. When mom went away on business trips, Aunt Minnie would come stay at our house. She would wake us up in the morning, get us dressed, and feed us breakfast. She would even tuck us in at night: something she continued to do until we were basically adults.

It was a week before my eighteenth birthday when my relationship with Aunt Minnie got a bit awkward. It was nearly midnight and she was at the house, watching us while our mom was out of town. My sister had already gone to bed, but I wanted to stay up to play video games with my friends, online. “You have a test tomorrow—don’t think that I’ve forgotten,” Aunt Minnie said. “Pack it in and let’s get you to bed.”

I rolled my eyes. I was tempted to remind her that I was a year and a week away from being a legitimate adult in the eyes of the government, so I didn’t need someone enforcing my bedtime. But I knew that she was right, so I packed the game up, I brushed my teeth, and I went up to bed. Aunt Minnie came with me. As I slipped into my bed, she pulled my cover up to my throat. “Have a nice sleep, Tyler,” she said with a little smile. She leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead. And while she was leaned over, I could see right down her loose-fitted top. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her full tits were hanging down, nipples perked out. My heart skipped a beat and I couldn’t force myself to look away.

She looked down, realizing her breasts were visible to me. Then she laughed. “Oh, Tyler, don’t be naughty,” she said.

I bit down hard on my tongue.

“Your face is getting so red!” she said. “What’s the matter? They’re just breasts, Tyler. They’re a part of a woman’s body.”

I wasn’t able to reply, horribly embarrassed. I could feel the redness burning on my face.

“Have you never seen a woman’s breasts before?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. Aunt Minnie had always been forward; she wasn’t a shy lady by any means. In fact, she was a part-time sex education teacher at a rough and tumble public school downtown: not a job for any remotely shy woman. “I don’t know,” I said.

“I mean, I’m sure you’ve seen breasts online—but have you seen them in real life?” she asked.

I slowly shook my head, feeling ashamed. I would have never admitted it to my friends at school, so I had no idea why I was admitting it to her.

“It’s okay to be shy,” she said. “But sooner or later, you’ll need to demystify the female body, or you’ll be shy forever. You know, I dated a guy who lost his virginity to a prostitute. His dad hired him the prostitute for his eighteenth birthday. I know that sounds really strange, but he said that it was the best gift ever. After that day, he was no longer afraid of women.”

I nodded my head, still tingling with awkward nerves. “W—Why are you telling me this?” I asked. It didn’t help that I could see a pair of lumps on her shirt: her nipples pushing against the thin cotton of her top.

“Has your mom ever had The Talk with you?”

“The Talk? You mean The Sex Talk?” I asked. My voice cracked at the worst possible moment.

She giggled. “Yes, that one.”

I shook my head. “No, but I know all about it.”

“Do you?”

“Yeah. I’m not a little kid. I’m eighteen—well, I’ll be eighteen in a week. They teach us that kind of stuff in school… And everyone talks about it all the time.”

“So do you know what breasts feel like?” she asked.

I froze. I had an idea, but I didn’t actually know what they felt like. I assumed they were like water balloons.

She giggled. “Are you shy around girls at school?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. Of course I was shy around girls.

“Well maybe it would help if you got a bit of the mystery out from your system. Give me your hands.”

I reached out my hands and she took them gently. She brought them to her stomach, just underneath the cut of her shirt. “Go ahead and slide them up. It will be our little secret,” she said with a big grin.

I bit hard on my tongue. My penis was throbbing and erect under the covers. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs, and then I began to slide my hands up. I blinked quickly and a whimper escaped my lips. I looked into Aunt Minnie’s eyes and then I looked away quickly, down at my lap. Suddenly, my fingertips felt soft, warm lumps. I paused.

“Keep going,” she whispered. So I slid my hands further up, curving over her breasts. I felt her hard nipples against my palms. She took her shirt and pulled it up so that I could see what I was touching. She had nice breasts: perky and big. “Squeeze them, Tyler.” I gently squeezed and learned that breasts aren’t really like water balloons at all. I heard myself moan. My cock throbbed relentlessly.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Just get it out of your system. Starting tomorrow, you’ll be more confident than ever before. Trust me.” Her smile was warm and comforting in a strange way. She didn’t seem to mind that I was fondling her breasts. I squeezed harder, pushing the line slightly to see where her line was. But she didn’t mind being squeezed hard. “I bet you’ll be bringing girls home by the end of the month.”

I laughed awkwardly, then I slipped my hands slightly to the side so that I could grasp her nipples between my thumbs and pointer fingers. I gently rolled and squeezed and pulled. I managed to elicit a slight moan out from her lips.

“Do you like my breasts, Tyler?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Would you like to stick your penis between them?” she asked.

I froze, no longer certain that I wasn’t dreaming. I stared into her eyes. I was terrified and overwhelmed and intimidated—but I did indeed want to feel her breasts around my cock. So I didn’t stop her when she started to pull the covers back over my body. She took my pyjama pants and pulled them down, making my erection flip out, slapping me on the abdomen. “Wow, Tyler. Look at your cock. It’s so big,” she said, slipping her fingers around it. She squeezed it firmly and gently pulled my foreskin back. “I had no idea you were so big.”

“Really?” I said. “I mean—am I really big?”

She nodded her head. “Definitely.” She gently pulled back and forth. I could feel my whole shaft tingling. I could feel my balls swelling. I tensed all over and bit hard on my tongue.

“I should tell you a secret, Tyler,” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked, trying not to come. I didn’t want to explode within seconds of her touching me. I had to last at least a couple of minutes. I didn’t want to hear her giggling at my premature ejaculation.

“I used to be a boy, too,” she said. Then she stood up and proved it. She pulled up her skirt and tugged aside her panties, letting a long shaft fall out. Suddenly my ears were ringing and my body was tense all over. I couldn’t even open my mouth to respond. It was real: I could see her gently swelling ball sack and her throbbing veins. Aunt Minnie was a tranny. And Aunt Minnie was hung like a moose. Her flaccid cock was much bigger than my erect cock. I whimpered awkwardly and remembered that her fingers were still curled around my cock.

“This probably feels weird right now,” she said, without putting her cock away; she continued to hold up her skirt so I could see it—and for some reason I couldn’t look away. “But you’ll be so happy that you’re getting all of these first times out of the way. First times can really hold people back, and they can put weird ideas in people’s heads.”

I still wasn’t able to respond.

“Go ahead and feel it. You’ll see that it’s not so weird. In fact, it’s not much different than feeling breasts, really. It’s just another body part.”

She took my wrist and guided my limp arm to her cock. I wanted to resist but I was still too shocked to react. She brought my hand right down to her cock. “Open your fingers up, Tyler. Don’t be afraid.” For some reason I followed her command. Her enormous horse cock pressed against the palm of my hand. Then she curled my fingers around it. It was warm and pulsing subtly. “See? Not so bad. Just another body part—no different from my breasts or my bum or my arms or my legs.” She used her hand to pull mine back, pulling her foreskin back to reveal her bulbous tip. I couldn’t believe how big she was.

I let go of her cock as soon as she let go of my hand. Then she let her skirt fall over her shaft, covering herself up, making herself appear entirely female once again. “What’s the matter, Tyler?” she asked.

“You—You have a dick,” I said.

“So what? There are lots of girls in the world with them. They won’t hurt you. They can actually be a lot of fun—but you know that, because you have one.”

“I—I’m not gay,” I said.

“And I’m not a man.”

She stared into my eyes with that warm, harmless smile. How was she so careless? Why wasn’t this as terrifying for her? I had to admit that I was jealous; I went into school every morning thinking the day had finally come that I would ask a girl out on a date, but then I would see a girl and I would shut down entirely. I knew there was nothing wrong with me—sure, I was shorter than most guys and skinnier, but I wasn’t bad looking, and I had pretty good grades and lots of friends. I wished that I could have Aunt Minnie’s careless confidence. She didn’t even seem to be a bit put off by her hidden appendage; she owned it the way I wished I could own my petite frame. And maybe she was right: maybe it was no different than any other part of her body. Maybe I was learning an important lesson in a very awkward way.

“What’s on your mind, Tyler?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said.

She smiled and leaned forward. Her tits were still out, with her shirt pulled up around her collarbone. “Tell me: what do you want for your birthday?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said again. I couldn’t even think about presents. My mind was filled with sexual confusion. I was still mesmerized by her perfect breasts, but I could still feel that warm, squishy horse cock, as if it was still in the palm of my hand.

“Do you want me to get you a prostitute? It can be our little secret,” she said.

I shook my head quickly. “No—I don’t want that.”

“Are you afraid of being with a woman?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I—I don’t know.”

“Are you afraid that she’ll laugh if you come too quickly?”

“I don’t know.” My heart was pounding faster and faster with each passing second. I tried to look away from Aunt Minnie’s breasts, but they were just too perfect, taking up so much of my view. I wanted to squeeze them again. I wanted to roll her nipples gently between my fingers.

“Would you like me to suck your cock?” she asked.

My heart stuttered before plunging deep into my stomach. I cleared my throat and nodded my head. “O—Okay,” I said. Then I watched her as she slowly slid down, gently kissing my chest and abdomen before teasing my pelvis with the tip of he tongue. She used her manicured fingers to pick up my erect shaft, then she drew little circles around my tip using the tip of her tongue. I groaned. My head was spinning. Was this right? She was practically family—but even worse, she was technically a man as far as biology was concerned. Was I losing my sexual innocence to a biological male? Was I going to regret this for the rest of my life.

She opened her mouth and slipped my cock inside. Her lips pressed firmly around my girth and she began to bob her head. I watched as her back curves downward, making her look like a sexy kitten, bum perked up in the air. I couldn’t help but imagine her long bovine appendage dangling down, swaying from side to side. My legs trembled.

“Oh God,” I said. And then I came. I didn’t last long—not even a full thirty seconds once I was in her mouth. But my God, did it feel amazing! She gasped as my cock began to unload in her mouth, spraying the back of her throat. “I’m so sorry,” I said before I even finished coming.

She used her hand to squeeze my cock hard, pulling right to the tip to pull out the final drop of warm goo. Then she tilted her head back and swallowed my whole load before looking into my eyes with a smile.

“I’m so sorry. I don’t ever come that fast,” I said.

She giggled cutely. “I’m honoured that you came so fast. I consider it a compliment, and I’m sure most sane women would as well.” She leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the forehead. “Have a good night, Tyler. Get lots of sleep before your test tomorrow. Are pancakes okay for breakfast? I need to use up those last two eggs.”

She was acting as though nothing strange had happened, even though there was nothing at all normal about what had just transpired. My Aunt Minnie was a convincing transgender, and I’d just had my first sexual experience with her.


CHAPTER II

An amazing thing happened after that night: I suddenly wasn’t afraid of the girls in my class.

I’m not sure what happened; I’m not sure what changed. Maybe there really was something to Aunt Minnie’s mindset. Maybe she was right about needing to overcome the feminine mystery: taking girls down from the pedestal that society hoists them up on, at least in the eyes of young men. The girls in my class weren’t nearly as intimidating as Aunt Minnie. Now, I felt like I could see that they were all shy and lacking confidence. I began to notice them constantly fixing their hair and checking their makeup. When boys looked their way, they would tense up, and sometimes they would shut down completely. They weren’t much different than boys—and now I could see it.

After my first class I went up to a Sally, a blonde with thick eyelashes. Lots of guys liked Sally, and were always talking about asking her out—but nobody ever asked her out (maybe because I wasn’t the only shy guy in the school). She looked at me as I approached her. “Hi Sally,” I said.

She smiled. “Hi Tyler,” she said. I was surprised that she knew my name, seeing as I’d never talked to her before, and she’d never paid any attention to me that I’d noticed.

“You look really nice today,” I said.

Then her face turned red and her eyes became wide and glossy. She stuttered and then she gently brushed her hair back behind her ear. “Uh, thank you,” she said softly.

I smiled and nodded, and then I walked away. It was the first time I’d ever complimented a girl before—and it was way easier than I thought it was going to be. I didn’t feel embarrassed and stupid. I didn’t feel like the whole school was about to start gossiping about me. And where did that confidence come from? Did it really come from my little encounter with my Aunt Minnie?

After that little encounter with Sally, I started noticing girls looking my way. Maybe Sally told her friends about my compliment; maybe she now had a crush on me, and her friends could detect it, so they were becoming competitive. I had no idea how powerful a compliment could be. So I decided to take it a step further, to see just how compelling my newfound confidence was. I found her the next day during lunch. I went up to her while she was with her friends and said, “Hey Sally, can I talk to you in the hallway for a minute?”

She nodded her head slowly. “O—Okay,” she said, beginning to glow. So we went to the hallway and I looked down at her tight, young body. Then I looked into her eyes with a smile. “You look really good in that dress.” It was a nice dress, and it looked new—maybe something she bought the evening before, just to impress me. I watched as her eyes glistened and she perked up.

“You’re really sweet,” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m just telling you the truth. Want to hang out after school?”

She nodded her head quickly. “Okay. Sure. What do you want to do?” I could see that she was toying with her fingers near her waist: a nervous tick. She liked me—it was obvious—though I don’t think she liked me until I walked into school the day before with that confidence that I never had before. Aunt Minnie truly had blessed me with a gift that was beyond any monetary value.

“We can just hang out at my place. My parents will be out until late tonight,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, agreeing to a one-on-one date without any hesitation. One of the more popular guys in the school was standing nearby as Sally walked away. He looked at me with a curious look—maybe even a jealous look. It wasn’t long before half the school knew that Sally and I were going out. As far as our fellow students were concerned, we were now boyfriend and girlfriend.

It wasn’t a long-lasting relationship. How could I possibly commit myself, now that I knew how powerful I was? I took Sally home and kissed her. She was my first kiss—but the kissing didn’t last long. I was quick to squeeze her tits and push my hand up her skirt and down her panties. Her pussy felt weird: much more rubbery than I was anticipating, but it got warm and wet fast. I pressed two fingers into her, the way girls did in lesbian porn, and then I quickly began to finger her. “Ouch!” she said. “That hurts.”

“It’s supposed to feel good,” I said.

“Well it hurts. Be more gentle,” she said. So I fingered her gently, and it wasn’t long before she got wetter. “I’m a virgin,” she said, looking into my eyes. “I want to stay a virgin—at least until we’ve been going out for a bit.”

I tried to convince her to spread her legs for me, but even the sight of my erect penis wasn’t quite enough to convince her. “I just don’t want everyone at school thinking I’m a slut,” she said.

“Whatever,” I said. “Well, you’ll still be a virgin if you suck my dick. Want to just do that?”

“I don’t know,” she said.

“My God,” I said, looking down her body.

“What?” she said.

“Sorry. You’re just so smoking hot. Your body—I don’t think I’ve ever been this hard before.” It was a lie. I was even harder just a couple of nights before, with my Aunt Minnie.

I watched as her cheeks turned red and her eyes flashed. Then, she looked down at my erection, bit her bottom lip gently, then sunk down. She grabbed my shaft firmly with her hand before bending over and pressing her lips around my tip. It was her first time touching a penis, and it was obvious. She was too gentle in some spots and far too aggressive in other spots. She would squeeze my tip uncomfortably, and then she would scrape my shaft with her teeth. I winced and squirmed, trying to ignore the occasional little bit of pain.

She grabbed the base of my cock firmly with her fist and began to pump while sucking my tip. It didn’t feel nearly as nice as when my Aunt Minnie was sucking me off. I tried to close my eyes, to go back to that moment with my Aunt Minnie. I suppose it wasn’t a fair comparison, seeing as Aunt Minnie had many years of experience and a cock of her own to practise on.

“Aren’t you going to come?” she asked after ten exhausting minutes of pumping and sucking.

“Soon,” I said. “Keep going. Try to focus more on the tip here.” I pointed to the spot right under my tip. She started to jerk there with her fist, which felt a bit better, but she was still tugging too hard. I squirmed slightly, and then I tried to picture Aunt Minnie’s hot body. It was a minute later when I came, blasting Sally’s face with my hot load. She gasped and then recoiled, turning her head away and taking a few blasts in her hair.

“My hair!” she said.

“Sorry,” I said. But I had to admit: it was sexy seeing her with long streaks of cum on her face and hair. She tried to wipe it off, but she only ended up spreading it around.

I let her use our shower, and then she wanted to leave as soon as she was done. “Want to go see a movie with me tomorrow?” she asked as she stood in our doorway.

“Sure,” I said. Then she leaned forward and gave me a kiss.

“Great,” she said. “I can’t wait.” She smiled brightly, but I would forget about our little date plan. Now, with my newfound power, all I wanted to do was seduce women. It seemed so easy! Now that I wasn’t afraid of intimacy, I felt like I could easily get any girl in my school. I was already thinking about running over to Aunt Minnie’s house to tell her all about my new confidence. It wasn’t until Sally was gone that I realized I’d pulled my erection out in front of her without even thinking twice about whether she would laugh or think that I was small.

I took a deep breath and then I fell back on my bed with a big smile on my face. I pulled out my phone and went to Facebook. I looked up another girl in my class, Katie, and I sent her a message. “Hey Katie. I just wanted to let you know that I think your cute.” I pressed send without an ounce of hesitation. And it was fifteen minutes later when I thought about checking to see if she replied. She had.

“I thought you liked Sally,” she said.

“Sally?” I wrote. “She’s not really my type. I just talked to her yesterday, and I think I gave her the wrong impression.”

“So you like me?” she said.

“I don’t really know you. I mean—we’ve never really talked much. But I think you’re cute, and I’d like to get to know you.”

She replied with a blushing emoji. “Sounds like fun.”

I put my phone down and took another deep breath of cool air into my lungs. I felt like a whole new person. I felt invigorated. I felt like I had a whole life ahead of me that I didn’t know was possible.


CHAPTER III

It was three days later when I brought another girl home with me from school. I was holding her hand and telling her how nice her body was when I noticed Sally standing on my doorstep. She was ringing the bell and looking up at my bedroom window. I stopped suddenly, tightening my grip on my new girl’s hand so that she would stop as well.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

I had to think for a long moment, worried I would say the wrong thing. “That girl—she’s been stalking me for a while,” I lied. I couldn’t let my new fling know that I’d had a few flings over the past week. “Come on. Let’s go to the park instead. We’ll walk around until she goes away.”

As we turned around, Sally turned to see us. Our eyes met for a short moment. I was tempted to let go of my new girl’s hand, but I didn’t want to ruin my chances of getting into bed with her, so I kept holding on while we walked off to the park. Then I heard the front door of my house opening, even though I thought that the house was empty.

Aunt Minnie was home, and now she was staring at Sally. “Can I help you?” she asked, and then I couldn’t hear anymore as we’d walked out of earshot. My heart was puttering and stumbling. I didn’t like breaking Sally’s heart, but I couldn’t waste my opportunity with the cute blonde who currently wanted to suck my cock. By the time we got to the park, I forgot all about Sally. I sat my new fling down on a bench off a forested pathway, and then we started to make out. I reached my hand up her skirt and played with her clit while she moaned. Then, with a lot of convincing, I got her to bend over and suck on my penis—even though she was also a virgin. She was better than Sally, but still not amazing. She kept scraping my tip with her teeth, and she wasn’t comfortable sinking my cock very deep—my tip never even reached her throat.

But I still came, in her mouth. She gagged and choked, but she didn’t spit me out. “Swallow it,” I said. She looked into my eyes with a worried look. “Do it,” I said. She closed her eyes and winced while she tilted her head back. After the cum had gone down, she took a deep breath in.

“Ew!” she said. “That was disgusting.”

“Oh please. You liked it,” I said.

“No, I didn’t. It was gross. You came without even warning me!”

“I didn’t want you stopping before I came,” I said as I tucked my cock back into my pants. “Besides, I read online that it’s good for you, so you can thank me later.”

“You’re being an asshole,” she said.

“Excuse me?” I said. “Don’t be rude.”

“You made me suck your dick and now you’re treating me like shit.”

“Calm down, will you? It’s just cum. It’s not going to hurt you.”

“I’d like to see you swallow a bunch of cum.”

“Don’t be gross,” I said, looking away. “I’m not gay. Just admit that you liked it.” I looked down at my watch. “You know what? I just remembered that I have a big project due tomorrow. I should get home to finish it.”

“For what class?” she asked with narrowing eyes.

I hesitated for a moment, trying to think my lie through. “Biology. We have to make a diagram of photosynthesis.”

“I didn’t know you were taking biology,” she said.

“Well I am. Why are you being so weird? Don’t tell me you’re going to end up being a stalker too.”

“Whatever, Tyler,” she said. “Just do me a favour and don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Whatever,” I said. And then I went home. Aunt Minnie was sitting in the living room when I walked in. I smiled at her and then I tried to make a quick pass to the kitchen.

She didn’t get up, but she did say, “Tyler, can I talk to you for a minute?”

I stopped and felt a cold tingling creeping down towards my toes. I bit my lip, forced a smile, and turned to Aunt Minnie. “What’s up?” I asked.

“There was a girl from your school here today. Sally.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Yeah. She’s a bit of a stalker.”

“Is she? Because that’s not what she told me,” Aunt Minnie said, raising her eyebrows. That awkward chill crept down my spine again. Now she was staring into my eyes, making me feel small, sucking all of that confidence out of me—the same confidence that she bestowed onto me.

I cleared my throat and squirmed slightly. “Well, she’s weird. I wanted to see other girls.”

“Tyler, you can’t treat women like that. It’s not right.”

“Why not? She got to have some fun. It’s not like I promised I was going to marry her. I just complimented her and then we fooled around a little bit. I can’t help that she got an idea in her head.”

“How would you like it if someone treated you that way?” Aunt Minnie asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I wouldn’t care,” I said with my head tilted up. “She got to have the same fun that I had, so she shouldn’t be complaining about anything.”

Aunt Minnie shook her head slowly. “Go to your room,” she said.

“Are you serious?” I asked. My body tensed up. I was an adult! How could she be grounding me? She wasn’t even my mom—or technically a family member at all.

“I said, go to your room. You’re grounded.”

“For how long?” I asked. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue as I fought away the urge to yell at Aunt Minnie. It wasn’t fair. I wasn’t lying when I said that I couldn’t help what ideas went through Sally’s head. It wasn’t my fault that she got some idea in her mind that we were going to be a couple. All I did was compliment her… and I suppose I bailed on a date that I promised we would go on. But what difference did it make? She hardly knew me, so how could she become so attached to me? How could one little compliment drive her so insane?

I went into my room and paced around, trying to let my anger settle. I had to think of a way to convince Aunt Minnie that I wasn’t some sort of misogynist pig. I had to figure out a way to make her think that there was just some big misunderstanding, and that I actually really respected women. If she wouldn’t believe me that Sally was a lunatic, then maybe I could convince her that I really was sensitive to Sally’s feelings, and that I really understood what she was going through.

There was a gentle knock at the door. “Come in,” I said. Aunt Minnie opened the door and took a step in. She was holding a bag. “What’s with the bag?” I asked.

She pulled out a pair of my sister’s high heels.

“High heels?” I said.

“If you’re going to insist on treating women like objects, then maybe you need to walk a mile in their shoes.”

“Oh, I see,” I said. “It’s a metaphor. Okay. You want me to put them on and walk around the block or something?”

She shook her head. “No. I want you to feel like a woman.” Then she reached into the bag and pulled out a pair of panties. There was more in that bag: a whole outfit she’d picked out from me. She wanted me to wear my sister’s clothes—and my sister’s panties!

“Gross! My sister wears those,” I said.

“They’re clean, Tyler. They aren’t going to hurt you. So get undressed and put them on.” She tossed them to me and I reluctantly held them up. They were white and tiny, with a little pink flower right on the crotch.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“I’m serious. The other option is we get your mom involved. I really don’t want to have to tell her what Sally told me.” I felt my skin turning cold. What did Sally even tell Aunt Minnie? How much did Aunt Minnie know? I looked down at the panties. They were soft and they smelled like my sister’s perfume. I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating—but I really didn’t want to have my mother involved, so I gave in.

“Fine. I’ll put them on. You can go now.”

“I’m going to stay. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” she said with a little wink. My stomach groaned. Now I was undressing in front of Aunt Minnie, pulling down my jeans and then my boxers, revealing my flaccid cock, which was still a bit red from my latest fling’s awkward blowjob. I pulled my knees up to my chest and then I pulled the panties up my legs. They were tight, hardly containing my cock and ball sack. Aunt Minnie smiled at the sight of my sissy lower half. “Take off your shirt too,” she said. So I groaned and pulled my shirt off, tossing it onto the ground with the rest of my clothes. Now I was practically naked, wearing nothing but my sister’s white panties.

“Happy?” I said.

She looked down my body, still with that grin on her face. Then she shook her head. “We can do better,” she said. “All of that leg hair has to go. A proper girl shaves her legs smooth. Let’s get you into the bathroom.”

“Shave my legs?!” I said. “I have gym class tomorrow. I can’t have shaved legs! Are you crazy?”

She widened her eyes, as if to remind me that the other option was getting my mother involved, so I groaned and threw my head back. “This is a cruel punishment!” I said as I marched off to the bathroom. Aunt Minnie came with me. She closed the bathroom door behind us and then she shimmied out from her leggings. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m going to show you how to properly shave your legs,” she said. She ran the tub and then she pulled off her panties, letting her long horse cock fall out. The sight of the swaying appendage made my heart palpitate. I gasped and looked away quickly. I’d somehow forgotten that she was a biological male—and I’d forgotten that she was hung like a farm animal. She stepped into the tub, splashed some warm water on her legs, then she reached for a bottle of moisturising cream. “The warm water will make the skin soft, and the cream will make the hairs soft,” she said. “Then it will be easy to get a nice, close shave.” She grabbed a razor and demonstrated, pulling up from her ankles in elegant strokes. She made it look easy. “Now take your panties off and hop into the tub.”

We switched places. She didn’t bother putting her panties back on. Instead, she stood next to the tub with her hands on her hips while her giant cock hung down, acting as a serious distraction. I looked down at my legs. How was I going to explain my new hairlessness to my friends? Could I get away with wearing sweatpants for a couple of weeks, until my hair grew back? I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, then I started to shave away my leg hair. It was horrible, watching as it clumped up in the water and washed down the drain. The next ten minutes was brutal—and it wasn’t as easy as Aunt Minnie made it look. She was so elegant with every stroke, but it wasn’t quite that easy. I didn’t have the muscle memory that she had from years and years of leg shaving.

But I managed to get my legs smooth—though it wasn’t enough for Aunt Minnie. “And now your crotch,” she said.

“My crotch? Are you joking?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I’m not joking. Shave your crotch. If you’re going to really feel like a woman, you need to look as much like a woman as possible. Now carefully shave your crotch.”

So, with my Aunt Minnie watching, I gently pulled that razor around my cock and balls, removing my pubic hair. I felt so stupid lifting my shaft up to shave underneath it. I felt even stupider when Aunt Minnie insisted on helping me shave my taint and butt crack. She had me bend over and then she went in with the razor, using her free hand to move my ball sack to the side. She really spread my butt cheeks to make sure she got all the hair.

“Now your armpits,” she said. I hesitated and thought about fighting, but I decided to keep my mouth shut. I just played along. Once we were finished in that bathroom, I was hairless everywhere south of my nose. She handed me my sister’s panties. “Put them on.”

I rolled my eyes and pulled the panties up, over my freshly shaved cock. It was a weird feeling: the soft cotton against the newly exposed skin of my pall sack and my pelvis. It was only a minute before the panties began to ride up my butt crack. I had to pull them out.

“Now what? Are you happy yet?” I asked.

“Now we go back to your room to put on the rest,” she said.

“Whatever,” I said. I brushed by her and went back to my room. She joined me a minute later, still without her panties on, still with that gigantic cock swaying from side to side. I had a feeling that she was keeping it out to intimidate me. She knew that it made me feel awkward and uncomfortable, and maybe she got a kick out of that.


CHAPTER IV

Dressing me up like her little pet doll wasn’t enough. She went and got some makeup and she told me to sit down so she could doll me up. I refused at first, of course, and then she reminded me of her threat to tell my mom about the way I treated Sally. And now I was beginning to wonder if she would ever be satisfied with my punishment. It hardly seemed fair that she was allowed to keep moving the goal line further and further, even though I’d already done everything she originally told me to do.

I felt so foolish as she leaned down and brushed makeup onto my face. I found myself staring at her dangling tits and her perky nipples, feeling conflicted because I could also see her horse-sized appendage swaying between her legs.

“This isn’t right,” I said.

“You need to learn to treat women properly. You can either let me teach you, or I can fill your mom in and she can pick an appropriate punishment.”

I sighed. Now she was just repeating herself. “Well, I don’t see how this is going to teach me anything. It’s just humiliating. Is that what you want? You want me to be humiliated? Did I really make Sally feel like a boy being forced to dress up like a girl? Is that the takeaway here?”

Aunt Minnie smiled with thinly pressed lips. “Do me a favour and speak in your best girl voice. And sit up straight. Girls don’t slouch the way you’re slouching.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. Then I propped myself up. “Happy?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Very happy,” she said with a little wink. “Now I’m almost done. Because you look so pretty, I might just let you squeeze my breasts. Would you like that, Tyler? And remember to answer in your best girly voice.”

I shuddered. My toes became cold and my lips became dry. I cleared my throat. “Okay,” I said softly.

“And would you like to come inside of my ass?” she asked.

Now I was frozen, waiting as her words bounced around in my skull. Did I hear her correctly? Did she just ask me if I wanted to fuck her in the ass? I looked into her eyes. She was staring into my eyes, waiting for my answer. She had a small smile on her face. She looked calm, as if she just asked me if I wanted pancakes or waffles—and nothing more than that. I cleared my throat again. “O—Okay,” I said.

She had a fit body. Her ass was perfect. And even though I knew that she was a biological male, I still wanted to fuck her. I wanted to grab her long hair from behind. I wanted to pull while I sunk my cock into her butthole. I wanted to pump until my cum was oozing out from her moist cunt. I groaned and bit my lip, trying not to get an erection in my little outfit.

“Well, I’ll let you squeeze my breasts and I’ll let you come in my tush, but only if you suck my penis. And you have to get me erect first.”

My heart skipped a beat. Now my lips were truly dry, on the verge of cracking. My throat was dry too. I had to clear my throat a number of times, and then my head started to spin. “Y—You want me to suck your cock?” I asked.

She nodded her head with that slight smile, as if she wasn’t suggesting something totally crazy. I looked down at her long shaft and remembered our awkward encounter the week before. I remembered holding her cock while she told me that it was just another part of her body, no different from any other part. Could I suck it? Was it worth what she was offering? I looked at her perfect tits, and then I imagined my cock being squeezed tight by her firm anal walls. I really did want to fuck her in the ass—I wanted it more than anything in the world. “O—Okay,” I said, still stuttering like an overwhelmed pre-teen.

“Okay, come over to the mirror with me, where you’ll be able to see yourself.” She helped me to my feet and walked me over to my own closet mirror. I stopped at the sight of myself, suddenly filled with terror. I was hardly recognizable—but I really looked like a chick. My face was soft and cute and my body was tight and petite. I could suddenly feel all of my newfound confidence fluttering away from me, leaving me with a terrible dread. Why did I look so girly? Do all men look this convincing with a bit of makeup and a cute outfit? “Like what you see?” she asked.

I shook my head. “I look silly,” I said. But it wasn’t true: I looked far from silly. I looked better than most of the girls in my grade. In less than an hour, I’d undergone a full transformation. I no longer recognized myself, even though I was still there, under a thin layer of makeup: a bit of eyeliner, a bit of eye shadow, and some simple contouring.

“Drop to your knees with your side to the mirror, girly,” she said. “Be sure to get into a position where you can watch yourself.” I slowly sunk to my knees. She stepped forward, bringing that swaying cock closer to my face. It suddenly looked enormous: even bigger than before. It had a long curve to it, and its tip was massive, bulging out from her tight foreskin.

I grabbed it gently, worried it would feel gross. But once my fingers were on it, my heart settled. I remembered that it really was no different than the rest of her body: just warmer. I gently pulled back her foreskin, revealing that massive tip. I lifted the mighty cock up, feeling its impressive weight. Then I carefully pulled my hand down, feeling her thick, bulging veins. It already felt hard, but that was just because it was so dense. I brought my hand to her tip and I began to massage, clenching with a firm gentleness. I could feel the throbbing intensifying. I could feel her girth expanding after just a few pumps. She liked the way I stroked her. It helped that I had a cock of my own, so I knew just where to rub and massage; I knew what felt good.

I looked up at her perky tits. I loved seeing them from that angle. They looked so full and round and intimidating. I wanted to bury my face in them. I wanted to suck her nipples. I wanted to press my cock between her wobbly implants and I wanted to come all over her face. But then I remembered her back door offer. I took my free hand and reached around, feeling the firmness of her bum as I reached for her crack. I pressed my fingers into that crack and slid down until I found her tight hole. She moaned as my fingertips grazed overtop. Using a single finger, I began to rub small circles around her anus, reminding her that I would soon be back there.

Her cock was pointing outwards now. It was long: at least a full foot in length, but still not fully erect. I squeezed it harder and began to pump faster. I watched as her foreskin pulled over and off of her enormous tip. It was starting to feel dry, so I leaned in and spat on her tip. I pulled that spin down the length of her shaft and spread it all around. Then I suddenly had the urge to give her tip a taste. I looked up at her perfect body again. I looked to the side and saw myself, on my knees with that giant cock in my hand. My eyes flashed and my heart stuttered. I looked good. The sight alone was enough to make my own cock rock hard, slipping out from my sister’s panties. I turned back to Aunt Minnie and then I leaned in, opening my mouth, closing my eyes. I felt her warm tip touch the tip of my tongue. I froze for a moment, suddenly overwhelmed with fear. Then I kept leaning in, sliding her womanhood along the length of my tongue. I could feel her veins. I could feel her whole shaft swelling as it became bigger and bigger.

Then I closed my lips around her enormous girth. I began to suck. I opened my eyes and looked in that mirror. It was an amazing sight: a beautiful young girl sucking the cock of a beautiful mature woman. But the young girl was me and the mature woman was Aunt Minnie.

She moaned and slipped her fingers into my hair. She gently pulled and massaged as I bobbed back and forth. “That feels so good,” she said softly. I felt the hole on the tip of her penis using the tip of my tongue. I could taste something sweet: a tinge of pre-cum. I began to quickly bob my head back and forth, sucking with intensity, pressing my lips as tight as I could, to make it feel even better for her. I could feel her shaft becoming more and more dense. I could feel her veins throbbing harder. She was beginning to moan and I knew that she was close, so I took my hand and began to beat off what I couldn’t fit in my mouth.

I leaned back for a breath of air. I looked up at her beautiful body. “Come on my fucking face,” I said, squeezing her tip with my fist while I pumped. I was just about to lean back in to continue sucking, and then she came without warning. I gasped as hot cum splashed against my face. She moaned loudly. I winced away, taking the next few hits on my cheek. Cum oozed down my lips and chin, dripping onto my body. I could feel her cock pulsating in my hand with every shot. After fifteen seconds, I was drenched: dripping and sticky. “Oh my God,” I said, wiping the cum off of my eyelids so I could open my eyes.

She was giggling as if it was funny. I wanted to be mad, but I hadn’t forgotten the promise she made me: that I could now fuck her in the ass. I was still rock hard, still eager to mount her and to pump her with my young shaft.

But for some reason, she leaned down and picked up a pair of panties, slipping them up her legs to cover her slumping cock. “Wait,” I said. “Get on the bed. Now it’s my turn.”

She shrugged her shoulders with a sly smile. “Nah,” she said.

“What do you mean, nah?” I said. My eyes widened and my heart fluttered. “You can’t just say ‘nah’!”

“I can and I just did.”

I gasped. I just sucked Aunt Minnie’s cock for nothing! “You’ve got to be kidding me!” I said.

“It doesn’t feel good, does it? It’s not fun being led on so that someone else can get what they want.”

I paused for a moment, letting her little lesson settle. Then I shook my head. “That’s what this was all about? This was your little lesson?” I scoffed. “Okay, fine. I learned my lesson. Now can you please get on my bed?”

“Sorry, Tyler. You need to let this one sink in. I have to go finish up some chores before your mom gets home. Just call if you need anything!” She picked up her little outfit and walked out of my room, leaving me alone with a head full of confusion.


CHAPTER V

It was five days later when Aunt Minnie stayed the night at our house. My mom was once again on a three-day business trip, so Aunt Minnie moved into the guest room, which was essentially her room, seeing as she was the only guest we ever had stay the night. I was still bitter about being denied sex; I still wanted to press my cock between her firm butt cheeks. I still wanted to fill her tight tush with my warm cum.

During dinner, I kept glancing up at her, trying to let her know that I was interested in fooling around once my sister was in bed and asleep. I wanted her to look back at me, but she would only look at me quickly, not long enough to share a moment. She seemed to have forgotten all about the way I treated Sally; I didn’t want to bring Sally up again, just in case Aunt Minnie was convinced that I’d learned my lesson.

It was near the end of dinnertime when my sister asked, “Aunt Minnie, why don’t you have a husband?”

Aunt Minnie smiled casually. “Because I like women,” she said. The room became quiet.

“Wait. Seriously?” asked my sister.

She nodded with that smile still on her face. “Seriously.”

“So you’re a lesbian?”

“I mean—it’s maybe not quite that simple, but if you want to label me, lesbian works just fine.”

My sister started asking Aunt Minnie questions about growing up as a lesbian during a time when being a lesbian wasn’t widely acceptable. I quickly zoned out as I tried to wrap my brain around this new revelation. Was she serious? Was she really a lesbian? Did she really like girls? If she really was a lesbian, why did she get so hard when I sucked her cock? Why was I able to make her come so quickly? When we were fooling around, did she see me like a real girl? I certainly looked convincing—but was that enough for her?

Now I was trying to figure out how Aunt Minnie’s apparent sexual preference could work in my favour. I still wanted to fuck her. I didn’t want that three-day stay to end without the sight of cum oozing down Aunt Minnie’s thighs.

My sister helped Aunt Minnie with the dishes while I slipped into my sister’s bedroom. I didn’t want to be caught, so I moved quickly, going straight to her closet. I grabbed a few different options, not sure what would work perfectly. I grabbed a dress, two skirts, a tank top, a bodysuit, and a romper that Aunt Minnie bought for my sister the year before, but my sister never wore it because it apparently wasn’t her style. I quickly snagged a couple of makeup supplies and then I snuck the whole haul back to my bedroom. Then I returned to the kitchen to help with the finishing of the dishes. “Where did you go?” Aunt Minnie asked.

“I had to use the bathroom. What’s the big deal?” I said. But I was nervous: shaking as small beads of sweat formed on the back of my neck. I forced a smile and tried to change the subject to school. “I got an A on my last English paper.”

“That’s very good for you, Tyler,” said Aunt Minnie. She looked at me with a curious smile. I felt a cold shiver run down my spine. Did she know what I was doing? Did she somehow catch me while I was in my sister’s room? I did my best to act like nothing was unusual.

My heart started racing two hours later, when my sister stood up from the couch and said, “I think I’m going to pack it in. Goodnight, Aunt Minnie. Goodnight, Tyler.” She walked off while my heart pinged around in my chest like a rogue pinball. I looked over at Aunt Minnie, who was still acting like nothing had ever happened between us. She was watching the television with a calm, casual smile on her face. I waited a few minutes and then I got up. “I’ll, uh, be right back,” I said. I went up to my room and closed the door. I pulled my stolen haul out from under the bed. Now was my chance to seduce Aunt Minnie. I needed to look good: the way she made me look a few days before, when she was teaching me my ‘lesson’. So I spent the next hour carefully perfecting my makeup. It wasn’t as easy as she made it look, but with each passing minute I looked better and better.

Once I was finished, that heart-pounding terror returned. I walked up to my bedroom door and froze. I looked over at the mirror, at myself, and then I quietly said, “What the hell are you doing?” Why was I doing this to myself? Why was I allowing myself to sink to this level? Didn’t I have any pride left in my body? Was I really this desperate for sex?

The most embarrassing part was my erection, which kept slipping out from my panties and lifting up my skirt. Maybe I should have gone with a tighter outfit, instead of the short skirt and tank-top combination. But I really wanted to wear the thigh-high stockings I nabbed from my sister’s room, and this was the only outfit that went with the stockings.

I grabbed the door knob. I wanted to hold onto the last of my pride, but I’d already gone this far and I really wanted to get laid. I wanted to lose my virginity inside of my Aunt Minnie’s tight asshole. So I carefully crept down the hallway and I walked into the living room, where Aunt Minnie was still watching television. She had her back to me and I wanted to get her attention, but I was traumatized with fear. I took a deep breath and I tried to push a word out, but instead, only a faint whimper escaped my lips. It wasn’t until I went to clear my throat that she looked back.

The room became strangely silent. Her gaze moved up and down my body while I stood and tried to force a smile. I wanted to seduce her, so I knew I had to be perfect; I had to stand up straight and I had to keep my composure. If I looked nervous and weak, then there would be no way she would be interested in fooling around with me.

“Well?” I said.

“Well what?” she asked with a mean smirk on her face.

I don’t know what I was expecting her to do. In my fantasy, she would lay down on her back and spread her legs before saying, ‘Stuff me with your big cock.’ But now, she was just staring at me, looking like she was about to laugh. Did I not look as hot as I thought? Did I screw up my makeup accidentally without realizing it?

“Don’t you want this?” I asked, trying to keep my composure. I motioned down my body, and then I watched her eyes as her gaze went back down to my toes and back.

“You look very pretty,” she said. “What should I call you?”

I froze for a moment. It was a detail I hadn’t considered.

“How’s about Talia. You strike me as a Talia.”

I nodded my head. “Okay. Then call me Talia,” I said.

“You’re very pretty, Talia,” she said. “I really like the way you did your eyeliner.”

“Thanks,” I said. I was still standing across the room, feeling cold and awkward. This wasn’t going the way I imagined. She wasn’t jumping my bones. We weren’t fucking. I wasn’t getting off. Instead, my erection was coming back, but I didn’t know why. I tried to keep it away by squirming; I couldn’t let it flip out and embarrass me.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Come up to my room,” I said softly, in my best girly voice.

“I would love to, Talia,” she said. “But I’m not sure that’s what you would like.”

“Why not?” I said. “I’ll make it feel good. I promise.” I tried to smile, but now my nerves were pounding. I felt like I was about to throw up. This was so embarrassing. Why was this so damned embarrassing?

“Turn around,” she said. “Show me your other side.”

I paused for a moment before spinning around to show her my back. I could almost feel her smiling.

“See?” she said. “With you looking like that, I would just have to be on top. And I have a feeling that’s not what you want.”

“On top?” I said. I’d never heard the term before, but I could tell by her smile that it really was something I wasn’t going to want.

“You’ve seen how big I am. I would probably hurt, especially if it’s your first time. And to be honest, Talia, I’m not really in a bottom mood tonight. But I’ll tell you what: if you want me to be top, I’ll maybe come up to your room with you. Or maybe I won’t, because I’m still not sure if you’ve learned your lesson properly.”

It took my brain a moment to put together what ‘top’ and ‘bottom’ could mean. My whole body was suddenly cold and tense. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat before forcing a smile. “I—I think I’ll pass,” I said. And then I started backing away, feeling defeated and stupid. I went back down the hall. But before I slipped into my room, I decided to slip into Aunt Minnie’s room. I quietly opened the door and let myself in. If I wasn’t going to be coming inside of her butt, then I had a feeling I was going to be masturbating. And if I was going to masturbate, I was going to need some material.

I went straight to her iPad, which was sitting on her nightstand. I knew her code, so I unlocked it and went into her picture folder, hoping to find a picture of her naked—something she’d sent to some lesbian lover. I wasn’t able to find a picture, but I did end up finding something interesting in her nightstand: a long pink dildo.

My heart raced as I lifted it up. I brought it to my face and sniffed it: an embarrassing thing to do, but I couldn’t resist the urge. It wasn’t a gross smell: a mixture of her perfume and lubricant, and maybe a hint of asshole. I ran my fingers up the ribbed shaft, and then I bit my lip. I could feel my cock getting rock hard. I found what I was looking for, so I snuck the item back to my bedroom and I blocked my bedroom door with a chair.

I didn’t know what I wanted to do with the dildo, so I just held it while I slipped my erection out from my panties. I pressed it against my shaft and then I began to stroke both of them at once. It was a strange feeling, but a nice one. I liked the way the rubbery tip felt against my own tip. I leaned over and spat, landing my spit right between the two heads, then I continued to mash them together. The dildo’s fake ball sack was rubbing against my own ball sack, making my legs tremble. I suddenly found myself drawing the tip down the length of my cock, inching it closer and closer to my asshole. I pulled my panties to the side and jokingly circled that tip around my virgin hole. I laughed nervously, and then I started to wonder how it would actually feel.

Obviously Aunt Minnie thought it felt good—why else would she own a dildo, which she obviously was using somewhat regularly? And if she thought it felt good, it probably did feel good. But would it hurt? It was a big dildo and I was a small person. I sat down and rolled onto my back, pulling my knees up to my chest so that my asshole was properly agape and exposed. Then I began to gently push the tip of the toy into my bum, testing the waters. My heart was pounding. Could I do it? What if I did like it? Was I going down a dark road? Was I going to end up just like Aunt Minnie?

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, and then I began to push the dildo into my body. I imagined Aunt Minnie standing there, holding my legs apart while she sunk her giant horse cock into my anus. I groaned and squirmed, but it didn’t hurt like I thought it would—even once I started to feel my anus stretching. I bit down on my lip and continued to push the toy in. Suddenly, I felt it sliding in deep. The toy had jolted into me—maybe because I stopped clenching for a brief moment. I gasped and looked to the side at the mirror. Half of the dildo was gone: lost inside of my butt. I could feel the ribbed length stretching out my insides. I bit hard on my tongue. Should I turn back? Was I getting too carried away with my moment of experimentation?

A part of me wanted to see how much I could take. If I could take the whole dildo, maybe I could take all of Aunt Minnie as well. So I kept pulling the toy into my body. My toes curled and my muscles flexed. I let out a loud groan and then I looked back at the mirror. Now the whole toy was inside of me. The fake balls sack was stopping me from putting anything else in. I did it! I took the whole cock!

I gently began to pull out. My body tingled with a warm energy. I paused for a moment before plunging the toy back in. Then I heard myself moan. Was I enjoying this? Did it feel good? Had I truly lost my mind? I pulled out and pushed in again. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I really was enjoying it! I really did like being fucked in the ass. I began to pump the toy in and out, faster with each penetration. My cock was now full erect and throbbing on my abdomen. It felt so good. Even my cock felt good, though I wasn’t touching it. I turned my head and watched myself in the mirror. It was a bit like getting to watch a real woman sodomizing herself, seeing as I looked like a real woman. But I was in complete control of the show. I reached up and grabbed my chest, where my right tit would have been, and I squeezed. I began to rub my nipple. Another whimper escaped my lips. I pumped the toy faster. I bit my lip and smiled at my reflection. Then I giggled. It was fun. It wasn’t painful or uncomfortable. It felt good. I didn’t want it to end! I grabbed the toy with both hands and began to pump hard. I pulled my knees closer to my chest and rocked further back, almost onto my shoulder blades. I couldn’t pump fast enough. I was beginning to moan loudly—almost squealing. I bit down hard on my bottom lip, almost drawing blood. I loved the feeling of that ribbed cock exploring my butthole. I loved the feeling of that bulbous tip stretching all of me out.

Then I looked at the tip of my cock, which was beginning to pulse. I stared at it for a curious moment, and then it suddenly fired. Cum blasted me in the face. Instead of turning away, I opened my mouth and rocked further back; now I was really on my shoulder blades. I managed to get three consecutive shots into my mouth before my cock began to spray my chin, my chest, and my sister’s tank top. I let go of the toy and my anus seemed to automatically reject it, pushing it out onto my bed with a squish noise.

I became limp, unable to move as the euphoria surged through all of my nerves. That was so much better than jerking off to porn. I was already thinking of grabbing the toy and fucking myself again, but I was exhausted—literally glistening all over with sweat. I gathered the energy to roll my head to the side, so I could admire myself in the mirror. I just wanted to stare at myself. I smiled. Maybe being like Aunt Minnie wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe she was onto something.

And now, I was regretting turning her down in the living room. She offered to top me and I rejected her. Thankfully, I still had two nights to be her little sex doll. Though if I was drained from five minutes with a dildo, how was I going to be after a night with my Aunt Minnie and her bovine cock?


CHAPTER VI

The next day, I saw Sally in the hallway after school. She was at her locker, gathering her things. She was taking her time, looking around nervously as the gossip that day was about her. Apparently, a couple of days after she spoke with my Aunt Minnie, she started seeing Ashley Curry, the only lesbian in our school. Sally told some of her friends that I was the one who turned her into a lesbian. “He made me realize that men are horrible,” was the quote that I heard. And so be it.

I didn’t believe that she was actually a lesbian; it was all just her little way of getting back at me, and I couldn’t care less. But I needed her help. Aunt Minnie was still mad at me about the way I treated Sally. But I knew that Aunt Minnie would drop it all if Sally showed up on our doorstep and explained to Aunt Minnie that I was no longer an asshole. I just had to trick Sally into thinking that I was a changed man. So I tapped on her shoulder. She turned around slowly after closing her locker quickly. When she saw that it was me behind her, her expression dropped. “What do you want?” she asked. All day, people had been making fun of her and her ‘lesbian lover’. And it was obvious that she blamed me for the heat she was getting.

“Hi Sally. I just wanted to see how you were doing. I, uh, heard the news.”

“Are you here to make fun of me as well?” she asked.

“No, of course not. I actually, uh, just wanted to apologize for everything. I think I hurt your feelings, and it’s all definitely my fault. So, uh, what do you say? Can we let this all just be water under the bridge?”

“You think that’s it? You humiliated me. I told all of my friends that we were going out, just hours before they found out that you were fooling around with other girls! Do you have any idea how embarrassing that is?”

“Well, to be fair, we were never ‘going out’. That’s something you decided, and that’s not my fault.” I cleared my throat. “But, uh, let’s just forget about that, okay? Let me make it up to you. I’ll buy you a coffee or something. Deal?”

“A coffee?” she said. I didn’t expect so much resistance. She was truly angry at me. She quite possibly wanted me dead! “You think you can smooth all of this over with a coffee? I’m not a virgin anymore because of you! You took that away from me! Now everything in this school thinks I’m a giant slut.” The timing couldn’t have been worse for her. As she said it (violently pointing her finger at me), she dropped her bag. And out from her bag came two textbooks, a notebook, a handful of pens, and a strap-on dildo. We both looked down at the sex toy. She gasped and dropped to her knees, grabbing it before anyone else noticed. She stuffed it into her bag and looked up at me. Her face was dark red. “That’s none of your business, by the way. And don’t you dare tell anyone about it!”

I shook my head, trying not to let a giggle slip. “I won’t tell anyone, Sally. I really just want to be friends. I don’t want you to hate me.”

She paused. “You promise you won’t tell anyone? That’s just between my and Ashley. It’s none of your business—and it’s none of anyone’s business.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” I said. And then I found myself imagining Sally naked, with that dildo tied around her waist. The mental image made my mind spin. I suddenly felt nervous and warm; my fingertips were trembling. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs. “So are you really a lesbian? Or is this just a phase?” I dropped down to help her pick up the rest of her things. She looked into my eyes.

“Why do you care?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I’m just curious.”

“Well I don’t know either. I don’t want to be in a relationship with a guy. Girls are nicer. And they don’t cheat!”

I nodded my head slowly. “I mean—I’m sure girls cheat too.”

“Maybe,” she said. “But Ashley hasn’t cheated on me yet.”

“You’ve only been together for two days.”

“Three days,” she snapped, correcting me as if it made a difference. Once again, I tried not to giggle—but this time I wasn’t so successful. A giggle slipped out, and then to my surprise, she giggled as well. “Okay, so it hasn’t been long. But you went for another girl the day after we were together.”

“And I regret doing that,” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Do you really regret it, or are you just saying that?”

“I really regret it,” I said—but really, I was just saying it to make her calm down.

She let a small smile slip. Maybe there still was some hope that she would talk to Aunt Minnie, so that Aunt Minnie could reward me the way that I wanted to be rewarded.

“So, uh, are you a top or a bottom?” I asked.

I half-expected her to lash out at me for asking, so I was surprised when she giggled and said, “I’ve tried both, but I kind of like being the top. It’s a good way to get some aggression out.”

I laughed nervously. “I bet you think of me whenever you’re on top.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip.

Now I was biting my bottom lip, trying to remain calm. I was no longer thinking about how to smooth things over with Aunt Minnie; now, I was trying to think of a way to convince her to strap that dildo on so she could fuck me in a spare room. I looked around before leaning in close. “I want to make it up to you. I know you think I’m being two-faced or whatever, but tell me how I can make it up.”

“You can’t,” she said. “It’s going to take some time.”

“Well you said that I embarrassed you—so what if I let you embarrass me?” I said.

“How?” she asked.

I looked down at her bag. I tried to think of a way to say it, but instead I became frozen with terror and dread. Maybe I was going too far. Maybe I was stepping over a line that wasn’t meant to be crossed.

She saw me looking down at her bag. She looked at her bag and then back up at me. Then her eyes lit up. “Oh my God,” she said. “Do you want me to fuck you with my strap-on?”

Now I could feel my face turning red. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. She covered her mouth and started giggling.

“Oh my God, Tyler. Are you serious? That’s what you’re into?”

“I didn’t say that,” I said. “I—I just thought it would be a good way to smooth things over. You can take out some of your aggression and then we can let bygones be bygones. You know?”

She smiled and shook her head. “This is too perfect. Oh my God. Okay—sure. Come with me. I know where we can go.” She sprung to her feet and then she grabbed my hand, pulling me to my feet. I was hardly able to move. My heart was pounding with regret. I took a series of deep breaths. Was she going to tell her friends about this? Was she going to leave me utterly humiliated once this was all said and done? We went upstairs and down the long school hallway. Finally, we ended up at a windowless door. She pulled a key out from her pocket and unlocked the door. “Why do you have that?” I asked.

“This is where we have chess club on Wednesdays,” she said. “I’m the captain of the chess team, so they gave me a key.” We went into the room. Sally closed and locked the door. Then she put her bag up on a table and opened it up.

“So, you’re not going to, like, tell anyone about this, are you?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe I will. Maybe I won’t. But if you back out now, I’ll definitely tell everyone about the big boner you got when you suggested it.”

I looked down, and sure enough there was an erect bulge in my pants. I reached down and quickly tucked it to the side so it wasn’t as visible, but she was already giggling. She dug deep into her bag and pulled out her little gym outfit. She tossed the tight t-shirt and tiny pair of shorts at me. “I think I have a spare pair of panties in here too,” she said, already digging down. And that’s when I remembered that I was already wearing a pair of panties underneath my jeans: panties I stole from my sister’s bedroom that morning. I don’t know why I did it—maybe for a quick thrill or maybe because I was losing my mind. And now, I knew that if we were going to continue with this little romp, she was going to see that I was already wearing women’s panties. So I awkwardly pulled my pants down and said, “Don’t worry about that.”

She looked at me and her face lit up. She started to laugh. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m not laughing at you. It’s just—you didn’t strike me as the type. Are you trans?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. I’m straight—okay? I like girls. You should know after the other day.”

“Trans girls can like girls,” she said.

“I told you—I’m not trans,” I said.

“So why are you wearing panties?” she asked with a big smile.

The lump in my throat grew larger. My fingers turned cold and beads of sweat began to form on the back of my neck. Was I insane? Why was I freely giving her all of this ammunition? She hated my guts; if there was one person in the world who wanted to see my reputation completely ruined, it was her.

Sally giggled, then she grabbed the base of her shirt and pulled it up over her head, revealing her small braless tits. She reached down and unbuttoned her skirt so that she could shimmy it down to her ankles. I grabbed her little gym outfit and turned around to put it on. I felt so embarrassed, yet I was still going: still dressing myself up, still on course to utterly humiliate myself. The shorts were tight, but cute, and so was the top. Once I had the shirt on, I was instantly tempted to tie it up in the front, to show off my smooth stomach. I tied the bottom of the shirt into a tight knot, the same way the popular girls tied their gym shirts. Then I pulled up Sally’s gym socks, past my knees. I turned back to her and my gaze instantly went down to her wobbling plastic cock. It looked much bigger attached to her small frame. It bounced slowly up and down, and that plastic tip was glistening: already slicked with spit.

“Suck it,” she said with big, wide eyes. She looked down at the bobbing shaft and then back at me. I took three steps forward and then I dropped down to my knees. I looked up at her young, tight body. Her nipples were perky and perfect, almost pointing upwards on her small tits. The straps of her strap-on didn’t cover her plump pussy, so I took a moment to admire that as well. And then I suddenly felt a wave of relief: I couldn’t have been gay. I liked her tits and her pussy far too much to be gay. But then why was I on my knees with a pounding heart, excited to start sucking a large plastic dildo? I closed my eyes and leaned forward. The dildo slipped onto my tongue. I closed my lips around it and began to suck.

“You’ve done this before, haven’t you?” she said.

I could feel my skin turning red. Was it obvious? Why was it obvious? Was she going to tell her friends? I looked up at her with my eyes, not taking my mouth off of that toy cock. I looked away quickly, worried she would see into my eyes and know that I was thrilled to be on my knees before her; or maybe she would see in my eyes that I wished the cock in my mouth was real, so I could feel throbbing veins and so I could taste sweet pre-cum.

I tried to deep-throat the toy cock, and then I ended up gagging. I had to pull back to catch my breath.

“Okay, cutie. Why don’t you bend over for me?” she said. “Right there is just fine. Just on that desk.”

I stood up slowly. My legs were trembling. I still had no idea if she was planning to tell all of her friends about this. Even if she just told Ashley, my reputation would end up being ruined—it would be long before the news got around. Could I expect Sally to keep her mouth shut? I bent over the desk.

She came up behind me and put her hands on my sides. She gently stroked up and down before squeezing both of my butt cheeks with her hands. “Nice and firm,” she said. “You’ll have to tell me your workout routine.” Then she giggled. I felt the wet tip of her warm dildo pressing up between my cheeks. She slid that tip up slowly, taunting and teasing me. She gently rubbed it in circles around my butthole. Then she used the tip of her manicured finger to press into my hole, just to tease me even more.

A humiliating whimper slipped out from my lips.

“You like that?” she asked, pushing her finger in up to her knuckle.

I nodded my head. She pulled out and pressed in again, twisting her finger around as she explored my butthole. “This is fun,” she said. I nodded my head again, too afraid to respond properly. “I bet you want the real thing, huh? I bet you wish I had a big, thick erection. I bet you wish I could fill you with real cum. Is that what you want?”

I nodded my head again; it was exactly what I wanted and I couldn’t hide it.

She touched the tip of her dildo to my butthole, and then she pressed into me suddenly, making me gasp. I clenched the edge of the desk with both of my hands, and I curled my toes against the tiled school floor. She held me firmly with both of her hands. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “Take the whole thing.”  She pushed it in further, slowly, until her pelvis was pressed against my body. Then she began to pump. It wasn’t long before my legs were shaking and almost buckling. It wasn’t long before I was moaning and pressing my butt back into her lap. The dildo was just long enough to reach my sweet spot, and just thick enough to make my whole body surge with warm elation. “Don’t stop,” I moaned.

She spanked me on the ass. “You’re such a slut,” she said. She began to pump faster. I could hear her pelvis slapping my bum as her toy explored the inside of my body. “Take it, slut.”

Her fingernails dug into me and she pumped even faster, slamming down hard. I groaned. My erect penis began to leak cum. Somehow, she noticed that I was leaking. She reached around and grabbed my cock firmly. She let out her own whimper as her fingers curled around it. She pulled up until her fingertips were on my tip, catching my leaking juice. Then she pulled back, gently tugging my foreskin, forcing another whimper out from her cute mouth. She was no lesbian; she wanted my cock more than anything. She squeezed it tighter and tighter. I could feel the sweat on her shaking palms.

“Come into my hand,” she said.

I took a deep breath. Now she was jerking me off—still pumping me with her strap-on—desperate to milk the cum out from my tip. She jerked hard and fast. It hurt a bit, but it also felt amazing. My whole body became tense. I began to moan loudly. “I’m coming,” I said.

She suddenly pulled her hand to my tip, cupping it so that she could catch my whole load. And a second later, that’s exactly what she got: shot after shot of hot jizz. I groaned loudly as she squeezed every last drop out of me. She took her hand and brought it to her lips so she could suck my cum back. Once she’d swallowed, she brought her hand back down to wipe the last drop from my oozing tip, and she made sure that drop ended up in her mouth as well before stumbling back, letting her long dildo slide out from my now-stretched hole.

I wasn’t able to move, exhausted from the harsh pounding. My body was still swirling with euphoria. She started getting dressed, stuffing that dildo back into her bag. Then I looked back at her and her eyes met mine. “What?” she said. “Why are you smirking like that?”

“No reason,” I said.

“It’s not cheating,” she said. “It was just… revenge.” Her cheeks were dark red.

“Whatever you want to call it,” I said.

“Shut up,” she said. “And don’t tell anyone about this, or I’ll tell your Auntie that you’re wearing your sister’s panties.” She giggled and winked and then she left me alone in that room.


CHAPTER VII

Aunt Minnie smiled at me when I came home. “You’re later than usual,” she said.

“I got tied up,” I said as my heart fluttered. It was almost an hour since my fling with Sally and my body was still tingling with warm euphoria. “What did you get up to today?” I pulled up my pants, worried they were beginning to ride dow, on the verge of exposing my panties.

“I did some cleaning, got dinner ready, answered a few work e-mails—not a whole lot. Dinner will be ready in a couple of hours.”

“Okay,” I said.

I went to the kitchen and I put my bag up on the counter. Then I looked back at Aunt Minnie. She was dressed in an adorable pair of short-short overalls, over a white tank top. Her amazing legs were on full display, and she had her hair down and curled over her shoulders. She was looking hotter than ever, or maybe I was just hornier than ever. She was working her way through the living room, dusting off counters and windowsills. Whenever she bent over, her overalls would ride up her firm ass, exposing just a hint of her soft, round butt cheeks. I wanted to sneak up behind her, pin her down, and stick my cock into her tight, mature body. When she stood up on the couch to reach the ceiling fan, I swear I could see the bulge of her long snake, curled tightly in her panties, desperate to fall out where I could suck it.

My heart was racing. Why was I so aroused? Was my quick fling with Sally not enough? Was this newfound sexual energy too much for my young body to handle? Was I falling further down this trans rabbit hole?

“Is my sister home yet?” I asked.

“She came home for a minute, and then she went out to the movies with some friends,” Aunt Minnie said without turning to face me. Now I was really tempted to make a move. I had her all to myself. She was dressed like a slut, so surely she wanted me to make a move; surely she was waiting for me to come up behind her. One of her overall straps was intentionally undone, so I would just have to unclip the other one, let the whole outfit fall to the ground, and then pull aside her panties. I sauntered into the living room and watched as she moved to the mantle with her duster.

She picked up a picture frame and dusted underneath it. Then I stepped up close. I reached around and grabbed that clip. I unclipped it and gave her outfit a tug. As it slumped down, clinging to her hips, I used both of my hands to squeeze her breasts. “Tyler, what are you doing?” she asked, freezing with the duster in her hand.

“Just relax,” I said. “You’ll like it.”

“You can’t just grab me like this. It’s very inappropriate.”

“No one else is here. It’s just you and me,” I said, squeezing her breasts harder, feeling her perky nipples against the palms of my hands. Then I reached one of my hands down, pushing it under her overalls, onto her massive bulge. I could feel everything: every vein and the whole contour of her bulbous tip. I squeezed it as a groan escaped my mouth.

“Tyler, that’s enough,” she said, pushing my hand away. She stepped out from my hold. “You can’t just touch a woman like that. It’s not appropriate at all.”

“But I like you,” I said.

“I told you yesterday, I don’t think you’ve learned your lesson.”

I stared into her eyes, trying hard to read between her words. I knew that there was a secret code in there somewhere. She was looking for a specific string of words; I just had to figure out what those words were so I could exonerate myself before there was no time left. I wanted to get into Aunt Minnie’s panties. I wanted to have a real fling with her, like what I had with Sally—except with Aunt Minnie’s very real and very massive penis.

That’s when I remembered her deal from the night before, when she offered to be on top. Now, that’s exactly what I wanted, but I knew she wouldn’t want me as long as I was dressed up like a man. She was a lesbian and she wanted a pretty girl to fuck in the ass—so I needed to become that girl.

I went up to my sister’s room and searched for the perfect outfit. I ended up finding a piece of skimpy lingerie in the back of her closet: a red lacy one-piece with flowery embellishments. It was tight, highlighting all of the curves on my petite body. I went to the bathroom to give myself a fresh shave, and then I spread warm moisturising all over my skin, to give myself a bit of a soft shine. Then I went to my room, armed with my sister’s makeup kit. I turned on some loud music so that Aunt Minnie wouldn’t start to think I was up to something. I must have spent nearly two hours in front of that mirror. I had to make myself irresistible. I couldn’t let Aunt Minnie say no.

I shot my sister a text message, asking her when she would be home. “Not until late,” she replied. “We’re going out to this house party. Want to come?”

“No thanks,” I replied. And then I put my phone away, happy to know that I had Aunt Minnie to myself for the night.

I did a few poses in front of the mirror. I turned around and perked up my bum, making myself blush. I was so hot. It almost seemed like I was meant to be a woman. And maybe I was meant to be a woman. Aunt Minnie was certainly meant to be a woman, and now she was thriving—everyone loved her and she was always so happy and confident. And for the first time I felt the same way. Maybe the real lesson here was in the mirror; maybe my real self was the cutie in the red lingerie.

Now I was bouncing with excitement. I knew Aunt Minnie wouldn’t be able to turn me down. So I opened my door and I skipped down the hallway. “Aunt Minnie!” I called out in my girly voice. “I have a surprise for you!”

I came around the corner and then my heart suddenly stopped. Standing in the living room was another woman: not my Aunt Minnie at all. She stared into my eyes for a moment before looking down at my lingerie-clad body. It would have been a good time to turn around and run back to my room, but I was frozen with terror. “W—Who are you?” I asked softly, keeping to my girly voice, hoping that the woman would think I was a real woman and not the young man who lived in that house.

I heard a giggling to my right. Aunt Minnie was covering her mouth. “This is my friend, Rosie,” she said. “She came over for dinner. We were just about to sit down. Are you hungry?”

“Not really,” I said, covering my chest with my arms.

“Nonsense. Your mom would kill me if you skipped dinner. Now sit down and let’s eat.” Aunt Minnie pulled out a chair. And still, for some reason, I didn’t run back to my room with my tail between my legs. Instead, I walked over to that chair and I took a seat. Rosie sat across from me and Aunt Minnie sat to my right.

Rosie was about the same age as Aunt Minnie. She had dark brown hair and big eyes. She looked down at my body again with a curious smile. “Young people are wearing the strangest outfits these days,” she said, making Aunt Minnie giggle.

“She likes to wear what she likes to wear,” she said. She reached over and plopped some food onto my plate. I stared at it for a moment without the slightest hint of an appetite. Then I looked back up at her friend. She was pretty, but I couldn’t help but notice a little clue that I wouldn’t have noticed just a week before: she had a slight bulge on her throat. Her shoulders were slightly more broad than you would expect on a thin body like hers. And when she spoke, there was a slight boyish twang. Was she biologically male, just like Aunt Minnie? She looked over at me and I looked away quickly.

I forced myself to eat a few bites of food. Aunt Minnie was a good cook and she’d made a good meal, but the food wasn’t sitting well. I felt so stupid, sitting next to a stranger while clad in lingerie.

“Don’t be rude, Talia,” said Aunt Minnie.

“Rude?” I said.

“You’re not making our guest feel very welcome, staring down at your plate like that, are you?” she said.

I cleared my throat. “I’m sorry,” I said. But I couldn’t think of what to say to the stranger. I couldn’t stop thinking about whether or not she was a tranny like my Aunt Minnie—it was the only thing on my mind. “So—uh—how do you know my Aunt Minnie?” I asked.

Rosie nodded her head slowly with a small smile. “We used to work together, back in the day.”

I nodded my head. “Cool,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say, so I turned my gaze back to my plate of food.

“Talia...” Aunt Minnie said, as if she was warning me. But I had enough on my mind. It wasn’t my job to entertain her friend. I was stuck at a dinner table, in my sister’s lingerie, trying to stop the humiliation from completely eating me up inside.

But I didn’t want to ruin my chances with Aunt Minnie. I had to make her proud of me, so that she would reward me as soon as her friend was gone. I cleared my throat again. “So where did you work together?” I asked.

Rosie giggled, looking over at Aunt Minnie. Then she turned back to me. “We worked for the same agency,” she said.

“Like a temp agency?” I asked, forking some food into my mouth.

“Escort agency, Talia,” said Aunt Minnie. And then I nearly spat my food out.

I turned slowly to face Aunt Minnie, waiting for her to start laughing at her own joke. But she wasn’t laughing; it was no joke. “Escort agency?” I said softly.

She nodded her head. “I used to be an escort. Rosie and me used to do jobs together for special clients. What’s the matter? It’s an honest living. You don’t have a problem with sex work, do you, Talia?”

I shook my head quickly. “Uh, no, I don’t care. I mean—good for you. Good for both of you.” And now I was really starting to wonder if Rosie was hung just like her friend. Maybe I was sitting between two gigantic horse cocks.

The room became silent. I tried to eat another piece of food, but now there was a thick lump in my throat preventing any food from going down. I tried clearing my throat, then I took a deep breath, hoping it would make my face turn less red. I looked up and both girls were looking at me. “Isn’t there anything you want to know, Talia?” Rosie said with a soft smile. “Have you ever met a sex worker before?”

I stared into her eyes. I could smell her perfume. “Um,” I said. “Are you still one now?”

She giggled. “No, I’m too old for that now. But maybe Aunt Minnie will end up pulling me out of retirement.”

I turned to Aunt Minnie. “Wait. Are you an escort?” I asked.

She grinned. “No,” she said. “But I’ve thought of going back. It’s better work than what I’m doing now: fewer hours, more fun, better pay.”

I was shocked into silence now, looking from one girl to the next. Then I looked at Rosie. I just had to know—I didn’t care if it was rude to ask. “Are you like my Aunt Minnie? Do you—you know—have a penis?”

She giggled. “That’s forward of you!” she said. “Well, yes, it so happens that I do have a penis.”

I bit hard on my tongue. “Don’t get me wrong. You’re very pretty,” I said. “I just—I wouldn’t have known had I not known about Aunt Minnie.”

“It’s so cute that you call her Aunt Minnie,” Rosie said, looking over at Aunt Minnie with a warm smile. And then I caught her winking. Were they up to something? Were they messing with me? Was this all a big joke to embarrass me? She looked back at me. “And what about you, Talia? Are you starting to transition now?”

My chest tensed up. I bit harder on my tongue. “Transition? You mean become a transgender? No—I’m straight. I mean—I’m not like that. I like girls.”

“So do we,” she said with a cute giggle. Then I caught her looking down my body again. Did she want to fuck me? Did Aunt Minnie bring her over as a surprise for me? My head was spinning. Was I having an amazing dream or a horrible nightmare?

I tried to eat another piece of food, but now I couldn’t help but notice both of the girls looking at me. I looked up at Rosie and then I looked over at my Aunt Minnie. “What is it?” I asked.

“Did you do your makeup on your own?” Aunt Minnie asked.

“Yeah,” I said, blushing.

“It looks nice. You’ve gotten really good in just a few days.”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“And that little outfit—I wouldn’t wear it out of the house, but it sure is cute,” she said.

I felt my face turning an even darker shade of red. I looked back down at my plate. My heart was pounding so hard that I was worried the women would hear it. I took a deep breath. The next ten minutes seemed to go by like molasses. I watched them as they chatted and finished their meals. I never mustered up the appetite to finish my own food. Then Rosie stood up, showing off her long, smooth legs. She was wearing a little dress with a pleated skirt, but there was one particular bulge between her pleats: was it a cock? Or was it just a kink in the fabric? I couldn’t look away. I knew that there was a cock down there somewhere. Was it big and intimidating like Aunt Minnie’s cock? Was it small and cute?

I looked up and saw that she was staring at me with a smirk. “Are you looking at something?” she asked. And then that embarrassment returned. I looked around for Aunt Minnie, but she was now gone, in the kitchen and starting on the dishes.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just—I zoned out.”

She nodded her head slowly. Then I caved to a strong urge to ask a question. “When did you realize you wanted to be a woman—like, full-time?” I asked it quietly enough that Aunt Minnie wouldn’t hear from the other room.

“After I sucked my first cock,” she said with a surprising bluntness. Then she giggled.

“Seriously?” I said.

“Well, maybe it was my second,” she said with a grin, as if she knew that I’d sucked my Aunt Minnie’s cock already. Did Aunt Minnie tell her?

I became frozen, tingling all over with terror. Was she telling me the truth? I liked sucking Aunt Minnie’s cock—did that mean that I was supposed to be a woman? But I still liked girls. I still wanted to squeeze tits and eat out pussies. And wasn’t Aunt Minnie a lesbian? Was she even into sucking cocks? I had no idea how to piece all of this together in my head. All of this gender and sexuality stuff was so complicated! No wonder people had to get degrees just to figure it all out.

“Would you like to suck my cock, Talia? Just to see what you think?” she asked with that same carelessness that Aunt Minnie always had.

My heart stumbled and stuttered. I opened my mouth to reply, but only a whimper came out.

“It’s here if you want it,” she said, motioning between her legs.

I looked back towards the kitchen. I could hear the sink running. I knew Aunt Minnie would be a while. So I looked back at Rosie. I couldn’t let this opportunity slip through my fingers. I took a step forward, taking a deep breath of air into my lungs. She was still smiling, still staring at me calmly. My heart rate must have been five times hers. I reached down and grabbed the bottom of her dress, lifting it up slowly, looking back into her eyes to make sure she was still okay with her own offer. I slowly revealed her thighs and then her panties: and there was the bulge. Another whimper pressed through my lips. It was a big bulge, curled like a sleeping snake in her white undies.

I gently grabbed the lacy band at the top of her panties and pulled down. She had a bit of pubic hair, neatly trimmed. It was soft, as if she kept her little pubes conditioned. My hand grazed her cock as I pulled those panties down. My heart leapt and I looked into her eyes again, to make sure one last time that I still had the green light. She giggled, apparently fine with what I was doing—and maybe she couldn’t help herself. If she was a trans lesbian just like my Aunt Minnie, then how could she not be attracted to me? I was young and hot and tight, and I was standing in front of her in tight lacy lingerie.

I pulled her panties down to her ankles, then I lowered myself down to my knees so I could be face-to-face with her long shaft. It was perfect: a beautiful specimen, curving slightly to the right as it throbbed. I gasped. It wasn’t as big as Aunt Minnie’s cock, but it was still perfect. I had to touch it. I had to have it in my mouth. My heart swelled with excitement as I reached out and curled my fingers around it, pulling back her foreskin, lifting her up, placing her in my mouth. I sucked, and then I moaned.

It was settled: I liked cocks—at least when they were on girls. Would I like a cock on a boy? Would I be able to suck a guy off the way I was currently sucking off my Aunt Minnie’s old escort friend? I bobbed my head quickly, feeling her shaft growing and thickening. I loved the way her foreskin stretched back as her cock extended out towards my throat. I couldn’t stop sucking. I had to have her in my mouth; I had to taste her amazing cum.

“Having fun?” Aunt Minnie asked from behind me. I paused. My heart stopped for a moment. I couldn’t bring myself to look back; I couldn’t even bring myself to spit that semi-erect cock out.

“I think she likes it, Minnie,” said Rosie.

“It looks like it,” Aunt Minnie said with a giggle.

“Get on your hands and knees, Talia.”

I paused, but only for a moment. Then I propped myself up on my hands and knees. Rosie dropped down to her knees, grabbed her cock, and put it back in my mouth. Then Aunt Minnie got on the floor behind me. I felt her soft fingertips reaching into my butt crack to fish out my lingerie. She pulled the little strip of lace to the side and then she gently caressed my asshole. Her fingers were wet, possibly slicked with saliva. She gently fingered my hole, making me groan. She laughed, and so did her friend. “Keep sucking, beautiful,” Rosie said. I followed the command: I kept sucking and bobbing my head while my heart pounded with a mixture of terror and excitement. It was exactly what I wanted: beyond my wildest fantasy—but it still seemed so wrong. I was still sandwiched between two biological males, about to have two cocks inside of my body: one on each end. Did it make me gay? Was this confirmation that I wished to be a trans woman? What would my friends at school think?

I found myself trying to think of the worst possible scenario. But I only had a few months of school left before college. What was the worst that could happen in a few months? A bit of bullying? Mean names? Would they even be able to make fun of me if I showed up looking as good as I looked now, all dolled up and pretty? I was only going to get better at doing my makeup. If I started taking hormones, then my voice would only get better and my figure would only look better. I could grow my hair out, invest in a few outfits—I would probably see more support than opposition.

But even if some kids decided to rough me up and call me names—who cares? It’s not like they were going to break my bones or kill me. I could survive a little roughing up. I was roughed up in elementary school because a kid wanted my Pokemon cards—should I have never brought my Pokemon cards to school? You can’t just not do something because you’re afraid of how other people might react. It’s not like I was going to hurt anyone. It’s not like it was anyone’s business but my own.

I felt Aunt Minnie’s bulbous tip. I gasped and perked up. She used both of her hands to pry my ass cheeks apart, exposing my asshole. Then I felt her warm, wet tip: the tip I’d been dreaming about for days. I moaned and it wasn’t even inside of me yet.

Rosie grabbed my head and pulled my face into her crotch, nestling my nose in her soft pubic hair. Her cock was down my throat, making me gag, but I didn’t mind. Now I could feel my back door stretching out. I could feel that amazing horse cock pushing into my body. I did my best to remain relaxed and unclenched. I didn’t want to stop the enormous cock from entering. I took a deep breath, exhaled, and then she suddenly penetrated me.

“Oh, you’re so tight,” she said behind me. I could feel my entire hole stretching. It was a bit painful, but I knew it was worth it. I wanted to be her little slut. I wanted her to fuck me like a glorified sex doll. Though I nearly bit down on Rosie’s cock. “Just like old times, huh Rosie?” Aunt Minnie said, and then they both laughed.

Rosie held my head firmly with both of her hands before starting to thrust in and out from my mouth, sliding her veiny cock along the flat of my tongue. Meanwhile, Aunt Minnie was pushing deep into my rectum. I could feel her thick snake slithering deeper and deeper, stretching every inch of my insides as she went along. I curled my fingers and toes against the cool ground. I knew how big Aunt Minnie was, but I wanted all of her inside of me, so I somehow managed not to clench her back.

“I don’t know if this is her first time,” Aunt Minnie said with another little giggle.

“She sure knows what she’s doing,” Rosie replied.

Now Aunt Minnie’s hands were on my hips. She was gently caressing me as she pushed in deeper. She no longer needed her hands to stabilize her erection while she penetrated me; she had enough of her length in my body. And I swear I could feel her up into my lungs, pushing towards my throat. Did I have to worry about permanent damage? Was she going to tear through some vital organs once she started thrusting? Would it hurt or would it feel amazing? My legs began to shake with that same combination of excitement and terror.

“Wow! She’s really taking it,” Rosie said. I wanted to look back to see, but I didn’t want to stop sucking. I knew that I was getting closer to making Rosie come. Her cock was harder than ever, throbbing powerfully, and pre-cum was starting to ooze from her tip. She was even starting to let the occasional moan slip out from her mouth. So I began bobbing my head harder and faster.

Then suddenly, I felt Aunt Minnie’s pelvis press against my ass. I’d never felt more full and stuffed in my lifetime. It was a weird feeling, but an amazing one. I groaned and squirmed and then I began to tremble all over. Aunt Minnie gently dug her fingernails into my skin, and then she began to pump. Elation quickly began to surge through my body. I started moaning, hardly able to suck anymore—but I couldn’t stop sucking, I couldn’t miss out on making Rosie come in my mouth. The sound of Aunt Minnie’s pelvis slapping my ass was music to my ears: the perfect metronome to accompany Rosie’s moaning.

I began to lose control of myself. Luckily, Rosie was happy to take over the hard work. She grabbed my head, held it firmly in place, and began to thrust in and out of my throat. Minnie slipped both of her hands underneath my waist to hold me up. Had the girls not been supporting me, I probably would have fallen to the ground as a convulsing, euphoric mess.

Rosie came first. She grabbed her cock and pressed it against the inside of my cheek before unloading a massive pool of cum into my mouth. I didn’t swallow right away; instead, I moved it around, feeling the warm, sticky substance on my tongue before slowly swallowing. Aunt Minnie came a minute later: one long, perfect minute of hard pounding, using the entire length of her penis to explore the inside of my body. She pushed in hard and then she came deep. I felt each blast, and then, after she slowly pulled out, I felt her giant load gushing down my digestive tract.

The girls let me fall to the ground while I revelled in the amazing euphoria. It was two full minutes before Aunt Minnie offered me a hand and pulled me up to my feet. I wobbled slightly as the head rush passed. “Are you okay?” she asked gently.

I nodded my head, and then I looked down and saw a big wet stain on my crotch. At some point during the fucking, I came. I had the urge to cover myself up, but I resisted. “What does this mean?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes and laughed. “What do you mean, what does this mean?” she asked.

“I had fun,” I said. “I like messing around with you, and Rosie—and I like dressing up. But I also like girls. I mean—I actually do kind of like that Sally girl at school.”

“Maybe you’re like me,” she said with that gentle smile.

“Like you?” I said. “A trans lesbian?”

She laughed. “It’s not that simple,” she said. “I’m with the occasional guy as well.”

“So does that make you bi?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Lesbian, bi, trans—these are all just labels: attempts to simplify something that’s not so simple. Look, Talia, you don’t need to understand everything. You don’t need to be able to label everything to make sense of it. If you want some advice, just do whatever you want and try not to think too much into it. People are going to label you. Some people might call you gay, some might call you trans, some might call you a lesbian. Just be you. That’s the only way to be happy.”

My heart fluttered and then it swelled. Maybe Aunt Minnie was right. Maybe I was too obsessed with making sense of everything. Maybe I needed more time to figure everything out. I was just eighteen, after all. I had a whole life ahead of me: lots of time to put things together, and lots of time to enjoy the journey.

I smiled at Aunt Minnie. “Do you want to go shopping with me tomorrow?” she asked.

I paused for a moment. “I think so,” I said. “But I don’t know if I want to go like this to school.”

She laughed. “You don’t have to. You can do whatever you want. If you want to go to school like that one day and not the next, then so be it. Just live in the moment, Talia. How do you like that name, by the way?”

“I like it,” I said. And it was true: I liked it more and more every time I heard it. It suited me. It suited who I wanted to be.

I went shopping with Aunt Minnie the next day. She bought me a few outfits, some shoes, and a simple makeup kit of my own. I didn’t go as Talia to school that week, or the next, but I did plan to reveal Talia to my fellow students before the year was up. First, I wanted to make sure everything was perfect. I wanted to have some time to grow my hair a bit, practise my voice, and work on my makeup.

The big day finally came in April. I was nervous as hell walking through the doors at the start of the day, but by the time the day was over, I didn’t want to leave. Sure, there were a few scoffs and mean comments, but the support was overwhelming. Even my sister came up to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

I had more to look forward to than I ever thought possible, and it was all thanks to Aunt Minnie, my mom’s best friend.

THE END
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