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		“I think it would be better coming from you.”

		Those were the last words I ever expected to hear out of Charlene’s mouth. She wanted me to explain “the birds and the bees” to her eighteen-year-old daughter.

		Or, “the birds and the birds,” as Charlene termed it.

		Because Talia is a lesbian.

		Just like me.

		“Like godmother, like goddaughter,” Charlene said over coffee. “I’ll even go out for the evening so you two can have the place to yourselves.”

		“No, no, no,” I said. “You can’t leave me alone with her.”

		“She’s just a little girl,” Charlene said, “not a pack of wolves. You’ll be fine.”

		Charlene had no idea about her so-called “little girl.” No clue. I didn’t tell her Talia had been hitting on me since she hit puberty. I still remember Charlene calling me in the middle of the night a few years ago to say, “Talia just came out to me, Quinn. She’s a lesbian just like you!”

		No kidding. I’d never have guessed. (Can you hear me rolling my eyes?)

		For a while, I’ve been trying not to be alone with my goddaughter. Even now, with her being a legal adult and all… well, I don’t think my friendship with Charlene could handle the strain. She tends to be really dramatic about the tiniest things. Her best friend sleeping with her daughter? That’s kind of a big deal.

		“You can have the talk tonight,” Charlene said.

		“I’m not sure she needs it,” I told my friend. “By eighteen she’ll have learned everything she needs to know.”

		Charlene’s eyes bulged. “Learned it where?”

		“At school,” I said, covering my tracks. “In health class.”

		“But you know what those classes are like,” Charlene said. “It’s all so clinical. Anyway, it’s hetero information. You need to teach her about dental dams and… whatever else you lesbians use.”

		I couldn’t pick a dental dam out of a lineup, but I didn’t tell Charlene that. Maybe I should have. Then she’d have let me off the hook.

		But Charlene had an incredibly forceful personality. You couldn’t say no to her. That’s how I ended up as Talia’s godmother in the first place.

		“Fine,” I said.

		She clapped her hands. “Oh, goodie! I bought you ice cream and pop and potato chips so you can have a relaxed, low-key evening together.”

		Great. Just great.

		When Talia got home from school, her mother said, “Good news! I’m going out tonight and you’ll be spending the evening with your Auntie Quinn.”

		Talia poked her head in the living room and smiled. “That is good news.”

		She couldn’t possibly have had a more salacious expression on her face. I don’t know how my friend didn’t see it. Talia was a little lesbian horndog. Somehow, Charlene was able to look at this leggy girl with those long tanned limbs, wearing jean shorts so tiny the seam must have been digging in between her labia, and see the same little girl who used to frolic through the sprinklers in a butterfly bathing suit.

		The only similarity Talia bore to that child, as far as I was concerned, was the painfully flat chest.

		Even at eighteen, Talia still didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need one. But that meant there was nothing to conceal her hard little tits from the world. Her nipples poked jubilantly through the fabric of her ribbed cotton tank top, making her look like a beach volleyball player—someone totally unconcerned with how revealing her clothes were.

		Actually, I was wrong to say Talia’s flat chest was the only similarity she shared with her five-year-old self. Her features had mostly stayed the same. She still had that same button nose, same impish ears and sparkling blue-green eyes. Her hair had been curly when she was very young, and platinum blonde. Now it was long and straight and sandy brown. She wore it loose and it hung all the way to her waist. She was almost a hippie.

		“What do you want to do with me?” Talia asked, her eyes sparkling like aquamarines.

		There was a devil in that girl, right at the surface, and her mother couldn’t see it.

		“I’ll order you two a pizza,” Charlene said, and took off into the kitchen while Talia dropped her school bag on the living room floor. “Double cheese and black olives okay?”

		“That’s my favourite,” Talia said as she approached the couch, where I was sitting.

		“That’s fine,” I hollered, hoping to blast the girl away with only the sound of my voice.

		It didn’t work, of course. Talia seemed twiggy and frail, but she had strength in those lean muscles. She wasn’t going anywhere.

		“What’s this about?” she whispered, raising one knee seductively onto the couch.

		I was too embarrassed to tell her. Or too afraid she’d pounce.

		What kind of adult was I? Fifteen years her senior, and the girl made me feel like a nervous wreck!

		She tried another tack. “Where is Mom going?”

		“I’m not sure,” I said. “Just out, I guess. Maybe to a movie.”

		Talia traced her fingers seductively around the hem of her tank top, slowly raising it to reveal her belly. “You know what kind of movies I’m into? French ones where there’s lots of girls kissing. I don’t even care if it doesn’t make sense. I just love watching girls putting their lips together and maybe touching each other’s…”

		“I see.”

		“You probably like that too,” Talia said. “What about naked women? What about when you’re watching a movie and suddenly there are bare boobs on screen?”

		“That always makes me uncomfortable.”

		“Why?” she asked, lifting her top up and pretending to be completely unaware of it. “Don’t tell me you’re not into boobs. I love seeing other girls’ boobs.”

		“Stop saying… that word.”

		“What, boobs?” Talia asked, acting innocent as can be. “I think I like them so much because mine are so small. I like to see big heavy ones like yours.”

		I tried to cover my chest with my arms, but I wasn’t so subtle about it.

		“Mine are probably the tiniest boobs in the world. It’s like I’m twelve. See?”

		She lifted her tank top all the way to her neck and, god help me, I couldn’t look away. She was right, of course. She barely had boobs at all. Just the slightest mounds of tight tanned flesh culminating in peachy little nipples. And no tan lines! That meant she was out in the sun wearing nothing at all. God, this hellion! How could Charlene not see it?

		“What ever happened to thirty minutes or it’s free?”

		When Charlene’s footfalls stamped across the kitchen, Talia brought her top back down. By the time her mother made it to the living room, she was sitting in the chair across the way.

		“It used to be thirty minutes or it’s free,” Charlene said. “Remember that, Quinn? Every place was the same.”

		“Sure.”

		“I don’t remember that,” Talia said. “Must have been before my time.”

		How could it have been before her time? I got the sense that she was trying to make me feel old by emphasizing her youth, and that was just plain mean.

		Talia was a crafty critter, always up to something.

		“Where are you going, Mom?”

		“Just out,” Charlene said. “Nowhere special. I just wanted to give you two a little girl time together.”

		When Charlene left the room, Talia turned to me with her eyebrow arched. “Hear that, Auntie Quinn? A little girl time.”

		“To talk,” I told her.

		“Talk about what?”

		From the front hall, Charlene said, “I’m leaving money on the table here. That’s for pizza. I’ll be back around eleven.”

		“Bye Mom!” Talia cried enthusiastically.

		I wanted to run to the door and scream, “Charlene, don’t leave me with this devil child!” But Talia probably would have headed me off at the pass and felt me up or something.

		When the front door closed, Talia brought both her feet up on the furniture, giving me ample view of her fuchsia panties beyond those supremely short shorts.

		“Well?” she asked. “What’s this all about?”

		No point delaying the inevitable. I told her, “Your mother wants me to tell you about the birds and the bees.”

		Talia cracked up, which I guess I should have expected. “Shouldn’t that be the birds and the birds?”

		“That’s what your mother said.”

		Talia’s expression fell. “Don’t joke.”

		“I’m not joking. Her words precisely. Like mother, like daughter.”

		“Except she’s straight and I’m a big fat queer, so maybe it should be like godmother, like goddaughter?”

		“Your mom said that too.”

		“No she didn’t! Shut up!” Talia took off her shoe and hurled it at me. She missed and it hit the wall. “You’re a dick, Auntie Quinn.”

		“And you’re more like your mother than you’d choose to believe.”

		She threw her other shoe at me and missed again. “Shut up!”

		When she acted like a toddler, I finally felt like I had the upper hand. I was the genuine adult, the one who doesn’t get worked up over being accused of acting like my mother.

		“Are you through with your tantrum?” I asked.

		“Are you through being a dick?” she shot back.

		“Look, I didn’t want to do this. Your mother asked me to have a talk with you, so I’m doing it for her peace of mind. I’m sure there’s nothing I could tell you that you don’t already know. You seem like a very experienced young girl.”

		“Young woman,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest. “And I am very experienced. I’ve probably eaten more pussy than you.”

		I wasn’t going to argue there. “You probably have. I only go to bed with people I love.”

		“That’s because you’re a boring old lady!”

		Old lady? Come on! I was younger than her mom, if only by five years. But instead of arguing age with her, I said, “I didn’t sleep around when I was your age, either.”

		“Bet you wish you did.”

		God, she was right. If I could be eighteen again, I would happily spread the love around. Maybe Talia was right. I was a prude then and I’m a prude now. Who was I to give a lesbian sex talk?

		“I eat pussy all the time,” Talia bragged. “Sometimes I’ll pull a girl out of class in the middle of the day and go down on her in the stairwell. That’s how much I love pussy. Gotta have it.”

		My heart thumped so hard it’s all I could hear for a few seconds. “Who are these girls?” I asked. “Do you love them? Do you have… girlfriends?”

		Talia pursed her lips and refolded her arms across her chest. “You don’t know anything. It’s not about love. It’s just sex. I want it, so I do it. The end.”

		“The other girls… they want it too?”

		“Well, obviously!” She rolled her eyes like I was asking ridiculous questions. “If someone came up to you at school and went ‘Hey. You’re hot. Let me lick your clit,’ how would you react?”

		Nobody had ever said those words to me. Not even close.

		“So you’re not looking for a relationship?” I asked. “You’re only interested in… S-E-X?”

		Talia rose angrily from the chair. She picked up a throw cushion and slammed it down where she’d been sitting. “What do you care?”

		“Well, I am your godmother after all. I’m supposed to keep an eye out for you.”

		“I’m fine, so leave me alone!”

		I stayed put on the couch when she stormed out of the room. Had I done my duty? Could I leave before the pizza arrived?

		A few seconds later, Talia tore back into the living room, shouting, “I don’t need you worrying about me. I’m a legal adult, you know.”

		“I know, but we all need a little guidance at every stage of life. Age is hardly a factor.”

		I hadn’t noticed before, but her eyes looked a little red, like she’d finished brushing tears away. She dropped down on the other end of the L-shaped couch and growled. “Nobody ever licks me back!”

		How was I supposed to respond to that?

		“I go down on, like, every hot girl at school. I even go down on some of the not-so-hot ones because you’d think they’d be more eager to please, but nothing! Nobody reciprocates. That sucks!”

		“Sucks indeed,” I said. “Maybe if there was one girl you particularly liked, and if the two of you built a relationship…”

		“Stop pushing the love angle, okay?” she howled. “I don’t want a girlfriend. I just want one person—one person!—to lick my snatch. Is that really too much to ask?”

		I had to be honest with her. “Talia, I don’t know what to say. I’ve never been in a situation like yours.”

		“So much for the birds and the birds,” she said, leaning back in the poufy, outdated couch. “My mom should have asked some straight slut to give me the sex talk. Like maybe some woman who goes down on a ton of guys and they let her suck their dicks but none of them ever eats her out.”

		“What do you think she would tell you?”

		“Who?”

		“The woman who goes down on a bunch of guys?”

		Talia thought about it. “I guess she wouldn’t be able to help me because she’d be in the same predicament.”

		“Predicament,” I said, and smiled.

		“The girls at school don’t think they’re lesbians. They don’t even think they’re bi. It’s like… if I go down on them, I’m the lesbian but they’re still straight.”

		“Wow.”

		“I know! And there are a few girls I like the most. Well, two. Well, mainly one. There’s one girl I like the most and I don’t want to beg and sound pathetic, but I’ve asked her so many times to go down on me and she’s like…”

		“Scared?” I asked.

		“Scared, yeah. Scared of my vag, like it’s got teeth or something!”

		I laughed and said, “Vagina Dentata!”

		Talia gave me a weird look. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

		“It’s Latin. It’s a vagina with teeth.”

		“Eww!” She scrunched up her cute button nose. “Is that a real thing?”

		“No, it’s not real. Well, it’s a real expression. It’s a metaphor.”

		“For what?”

		“For being afraid of what a vagina can do to you. It could lop off your hand or your penis, if you had one.”

		“I don’t.”

		“Well… same here.”

		“But sometimes I wish I did,” Talia confessed. “Sometimes I’ve got my face in some chick’s pussy and I just wish I could spread her little lips and whip out a big fat cock and shove it in there. That would feel so good.”

		My throat ran dry and, god help me, my clit started to pulse. Because I knew just what Talia meant. There were times when I wished I could do the same: grow my clit cock-sized and stick it in some beautiful young thing’s pussy. Or fill her mouth with it. Just imagine what a blow job must feel like! Oh, the thought made me weak.

		“There are always strap-ons,” I said. “That’s a dildo attached to a harness. You use it like a penis to…”

		“I know what a strap-on is, Auntie Quinn. What, do you think I’m five? I have seen porn, you know.”

		“But have you used a strap-on?” I challenged her, needing to feel superior to this eighteen-year-old girl.

		“I bought one off the internet,” she admitted, her eyes downcast. “But I’ve never used it. The girls at school… well, especially the one I like the most…”

		“What’s her name?” I asked.

		Talia looked away and sighed. “Nafiqa, if you must know. She lets me go down on her, but she doesn’t want to fuck. She wants to stay a virgin until she’s married—to a guy, of course—but she’ll let me lick her pussy every day of the week. She’s such cock-tease, Auntie Quinn. It’s like sex with me doesn’t count. It’s not real. It would be real if I stuck a dick in her, though.”

		I could feel my goddaughter’s pain. She was so much like her mother—couldn’t conceal her true emotions.

		“Sorry, kiddo. I really am.”

		She moved closer to me on the couch and asked, “Did you ever fall in love with a straight girl when you were my age?”

		I couldn’t help laughing. “I fell in love with all the straight girls when I was your age.”

		“It sucks,” she said.

		“I know it does, Tal.”

		She came closer and wrapped her arms around me. Her twiggy body buckled against mine, and when she looked into my face, her eyes were full of tears. She said, “It’s real to me, Auntie Quinn. When I lick her pussy, it’s like I’m in heaven. I just want her to do it back.”

		“I know, baby.”

		I leaned down to kiss her forehead, but she chose that moment to bend her head back. Before I could stop it, her lips were on mine. She wrapped her hands around my neck so I couldn’t pull away. Her kiss grew more forceful by the second and I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t stop her tongue from entering my mouth.

		Christ, she tasted like pussy!

		My goddaughter was not exaggerating. She really did go down on other girls at school. I couldn’t help wondering if it was only this girl Nafiqa, or if she really did lick every clit in class. The way her tongue moved in my mouth, I could tell she was experienced, not to mention forceful.

		My mind knew I shouldn’t let her do this, but my body was weak. I hadn’t been to bed with anyone in over a year. My flesh was on fire when her hand rode down my neck, finding my breast and squeezing.

		“God, your tits are big,” she moaned, pausing our kiss to bite my lip. “I want to suck them, Auntie Quinn. Let me suck…”

		Ding-dong! Saved by the bell.

		“That must be our pizza,” I said, pushing her out of my lap and striding across the room so fast I knocked my shin against the coffee table. “Damn it! Oh God!”

		I hopped to the front door and grabbed the twenty off the table. I must have looked like a wreck as I grabbed the pizza box and handed the guy the cash. He must have known just by looking at me that I’d been kissing my goddaughter.

		Holy Jesus, I’d been kissing my goddaughter!

		After slamming the door in the poor guy’s face, I took the pizza to the kitchen and set it on the table. I opened the box and grabbed a slice and hoped it would burn the roof of my mouth as punishment.

		But it didn’t.

		The cheese was the perfect temperature. The pizza was delicious. I gorged myself to help forget.

		Appearing behind me, Talia said, “If you’re so damn hungry I’ll give you something to eat.”

		My skin prickled. Every inch of it, head to toe. I felt like I’d fallen in a thorn bush. I’d never felt so guilty.

		“Your mom said there’s ice cream for dessert.”

		Talia approached me like a cat, then swiped a slice. “Mmm… olives! My favourite.”

		I glanced in her direction, and that’s when I realized—Lord Almighty!—she was naked as a jaybird.

		And no tan lines below the belt, either. Just a perfect bush of blonde hair, begging to be explored by fingers and faces.

		I shook my head and turned away. “Talia, what are you doing? Put some clothes on.”

		“Clothes are the worst. I like being naked.”

		“Well, you’re making me uncomfortable. I want you to get dressed.”

		She dropped her pizza slice back in the box and stormed off. When I heard her footfalls on the stairs, it was actually a relief. I should have been able to handle her. I was the adult.

		But she was an adult too, now. Her strong will combined with legal age to produce this monster of seduction. Not that I found her seductive. Seductive was the wrong word. She had that same quality her mother had, where you wanted to say no but you just couldn’t. That wasn’t the same as seduction. It was more like willpower or force.

		I sat at the table and ate more pizza, staring out the window while Talia toppled things over upstairs. Let her take out her anger on her bedroom. Fine by me. She’s sleep well tonight.

		After it had been quiet for a while, I decided to try again with the girl. Charlene had bought chocolate fudge ice cream for us, and I found two spoons so Talia and I could share. Except I started without her. Actually, I ended up shovelling ice cream into my mouth with the carton still sitting on the kitchen counter.

		God, I needed sex.

		I brought the delectable ice cream upstairs and knocked on Talia’s door. “Tal? Can I come in?”

		Her voice sounded odd when she said, “Sure, Auntie Quinn.”

		I had the wherewithal to ask, “Are you decent, Talia?”

		“What do you think?”

		I should have followed my gut and gone home.

		Instead, I opened the door to find my goddaughter sprawled out on her bed wearing nothing but a strap-on

		“Can I fuck you, Auntie Quinn?”

		Why didn’t I leave? Why didn’t I run?

		She got up off the bed and said, “I paid so much money for this thing and I never get to use it. Can I fuck you just for fun?”

		“For fun?” I asked. “Talia, I’m your godmother. We can’t have sex for fun. We can’t have sex at all!”

		“Can I have some ice cream?” she asked.

		I handed her the carton and watched her peachy nipples tighten as she sucked chocolate fudge from the spoon.

		I should have run. I’m an idiot.

		I just stood there in the open door, staring at her big fat dildo and the black straps of her harness. It looked pretty cheap to me. If she paid “so much money” for it, she was obviously gouged.

		“Take this off,” I said, reaching for the clip.

		“No!” she said, hugging the tub of ice cream. “Why should I?”

		“Because.” I closed her bedroom door with my foot, simultaneously leaning forward to loosen the harness straps.

		“What are you doing to me?”

		I slid the harness down her legs, holding the dildo by its shaft. It didn’t match her skin tone—too light—but aside from that it looked fairly realistic. Veins along the shaft, folds beneath the head, a nice rounded tip.

		“Have you ever touched a real one, Auntie Quinn?”

		“Have you?” I asked her.

		She lifted one foot off the floor and then the other, so I could take off the harness. She didn’t answer my question, and I didn’t answer hers.

		Please don’t judge me on what I did next. I was out of my mind with pizza and ice cream and sheer, unfulfilled horniness.

		That’s why I placed the strap-on on my goddaughter’s dresser and instructed her to lie back on the bed.

		There was fear in her eyes when she asked, “Why?”

		She suddenly seemed so small. So young.

		I shouldn’t be doing this. It was so wrong. Charlene would slaughter me.

		“You said no one would lick you. Well…”

		Her eyes widened and shone. “You want to lick me, Auntie Quinn?”

		Years she’d been putting herself out there, trying to draw me in. Finally I get caught up in her net and she acts like it was all my idea?

		I shook my head and said, “Forget it.”

		“NO!” She grabbed my wrist. Her hand was freezing from holding the ice cream.

		She led me around to the far side of her bed and I let her. I didn’t struggle. I made no effort to run.

		Setting the ice cream on her night table, she sat herself down on the bed, spreading her long legs, opening her body to mine.

		“You should take your clothes off too,” she said. Her voice was smaller now, not quite so commanding. “Auntie Quinn? Did you hear what I said?”

		“Take my clothes off?” My brain had quit already. Sex was driving the action. “Right. Okay.”

		I pulled my top over my head.

		Wouldn’t she think I was fat? Anyone would seem fat next to Talia, but she seemed impressed with my curves.

		I pushed down my pants and stood before her in a black bra and panties—not quite matching, but close enough to give the impression.

		“Can I look at your boobs?” she asked.

		I took off my bra and her eyes grew even wider.

		“Can I touch them, Auntie Quinn?”

		I moved in closer and she set her fingertips on my skin. The way she touched me wasn’t rough, as it had been earlier. Now she caressed my skin, lifting both breasts onto her palms and looking up at me through that veil of long sandy hair.

		She wrapped her perfect pink lips around my nipple.

		“Oh Talia,” I said, brushing hair from her eyes. “Oh baby, we shouldn’t.”

		She didn’t argue. She simply suckled my breast so sweetly she seemed like a totally different person. Her face looked so lovely, so relaxed. As my nipple glided in and out from between her lips, a gush of slick heat filled the gusset of my panties. I hadn’t realized how truly turned on I was until my clit started pulsing. It felt about the size of a cherry and she hadn’t even touched it yet.

		But it wasn’t long before my goddaughter slipped her fingers between my thighs and mashed her palm against my clit. She continued to suck while she stroked my mound, and I could feel my nectar gliding between her palm and my swollen lips. For someone so young, she was truly amazing at evoking a reaction.

		Or maybe she was so good at it because she was young. Maybe her youth gave her the advantage. When I was eighteen, I was sex-crazed too. I didn’t act on my impulses, but I certainly remember feeling like I was going to explode if I didn’t get some.

		The truth of the matter was that I wanted to feel her mouth wrapped around my pussy. I wanted her little pink kitten tongue lapping my clit.

		But I was the godmother and Talia had been left in my care.

		I had to take care of her.

		I had to take care of her…

		“Baby, let go,” I said moving down her body.

		She clamped down on my nipple, locking it between her teeth.

		“Let go,” I told her. “Trust me. Let go.”

		She did and my breasts fell heavily from her mouth, one bouncing against the other, the two swaying beautifully. I could see her staring as I kneeled on the floor beside her bed. After all the eagerness on her part, she now seemed bewildered. I don’t think she ever expected this to happen.

		Neither did I. Her mother would kill me for what I was about to do.

		Bowing between her thighs, I inhaled slowly, letting my nose get tickled by her sweet golden pubic hair. I loved her little curls. It reminded me of a doll… if dolls had pubes.

		“Oh please,” she begged, setting her hands gently on my head. “Please, Auntie Quinn. I need it so bad.”

		“I know, baby.”

		Just breathing against her mound made her sigh, and I loved that she was still so young these things affected her that way.

		I opened her up with both my thumbs, and the flesh inside was pretty and pink. She was every bit as wet as I was. I couldn’t resist touching her swollen little lips with the tip of my nose.

		No, that wasn’t enough.

		I swayed my head side to side, pressing my face against her teen pussy. My cheeks got wet with her glossy nectar, and I loved feeling her arousal all over my skin. She gasped as she watched me, but I knew what she wanted more than anything.

		I knew she wanted my mouth.

		Talia had waited too long for another girl to go down on her. I probably wasn’t her first choice, but I could make up for that with enthusiasm and experience.

		When I gave her pussy that very first lick, her body locked like she’d been zapped with a live wire. Then she shuddered and slammed my face against her crotch and cried, “More!”

		What could I do? I gave her what she wanted.

		Wrapping my arms around her tiny ass, I hugged her tight. I licked her pussy like an ice cream cone. That made me think of the ice cream on Talia’s night table, which made me glance in that direction. She noticed and followed my gaze, and when she spotted the tub of chocolate fudge she picked it up and savoured it while I did the same to her. I wasn’t even jealous that she was tasting chocolate. I’d take the taste of my goddaughter’s pussy over chocolate any day. She was slick and tight and honey-sweet, with a dewy, somewhat musky aftertaste.

		I would never forget the aroma she left on the roof of my mouth.

		While she licked her spoon, I licked her clit. She bounced on the bed and I had to hug her ass tighter to keep her pussy on my mouth. Wasn’t working. Talia was too excited about finally getting what she’d always wanted.

		So I slammed my face against her eighteen-year-old mound and started to suck.

		Talia howled. It was a sound like nothing I’ve ever heard: a cry of pure pleasure. I really don’t think she expected it to feel as good as it did. It’s the sort of sensation you really can’t explain, isn’t it? And it the sort of act that can be done fifty kinds of wrong.

		I’ve talked to straight women who think oral is no big thing. It’s because they’ve never been licked by the right person. Now, I’m not saying a man can’t give great head, and I’m not saying all women are great at it. Anyone can be good and anyone can suck.

		As it turns out, I’m fairly talented in this department. If you needed proof, you could listen to the sound of my goddaughter’s voice as I pulled her pussy lips into my mouth. She couldn’t take it. She fell back on the bed and groaned as I built the suction. Oh, her pussy tasted good. I swallowed so much juice. Probably got my eight glasses from her body alone.

		When she started kicking and screaming, I knew I’d done my job. She shrieked and bounced and rubbed her slit all over my face. I just kept at her until she pulled away.

		Talia scuttled up her bed like a crab and covered her snatch with both hands. “No more, Auntie Quinn. I’m dying, here!”

		With every breath, her tiny breasts rose and fell. It was the prettiest sight I’d ever seen. Her cheeks glowed red. Her sandy hair tumbled across her shoulders, bouncing against her sweet nipples as she panted with exertion. I’d never seen such long, lovely limbs.

		Oh, what a beautiful girl. I didn’t deserve this.

		When I got up, she cried, “Please! Don’t leave!”

		I had no intention of leaving.

		Her strap-on was still on the dresser. I picked it up and put it on, tightening the harness straps. My goddaughter’s virgin dildo stuck out in front of me, matching my skin tone much better than hers. In fact, her fake dick suited me well.

		“What are you doing, Auntie Quinn?”

		“You know exactly what I’m doing.”

		I climbed up her bed like a predator.

		She cowered against the headboard like prey.

		“I don’t know if I’m ready, Auntie Quinn.”

		“You said yourself you’re eighteen years old. You’re an adult now. And you’re still not ready to get fucked?”

		Her eyes bulged. She obviously wasn’t expecting Auntie Quinn the prude to say the word “fucked.”

		“Is it going to hurt?” she asked, cupping her long, lovely fingers around her pretty little pussy.

		“Did it hurt the first time you put it in?” I asked, assuming the first thing she’d done when the dildo was delivered was cram it up her snatch. That’s certainly what I would have done.

		But Talia said. “I’ve tried. More than once. But it… it’s too big for me.”

		I wrapped my hand around the penis sticking out in front of me. “It’s big. It’s not huge.”

		“But for me,” Talia said. “It wouldn’t fit.”

		“Do you want it to fit?”

		“How can it?” she asked. “It’s too big.”

		Maybe my goddaughter did need some training in birds and bees territory.

		“You do know your pussy expands,” I said. “When you’re turned on it grows just like a dick, but on the inside.”

		She didn’t say anything. Probably didn’t want to admit what she didn’t know.

		“If you can’t get a dildo in there, I bet your hymen’s still intact.”

		Talia sat a little straighter, sticking out her tiny tits. “I can get a finger in. I can get two.”

		“So partially intact, then.”

		Her fingers were so slim, beyond beautiful.

		“Show me,” I said. “Put your fingers in your pussy so I can see.”

		Fawning before me, she opened her legs and spread her lips. Her swollen labia shimmered with juice as she pressed her middle finger inside. She winced when her index finger joined it.

		“Okay,” I said. “This might hurt, but I think you should let me. Then the next time, when you do it with a girl you really like, you’ll be able to enjoy the sheer pleasure of it.”

		Her eyes seemed so huge and her lips so small. She looked like a cartoon character, not a real person at all.

		Pulling her fingers from her pussy, she said, “Okay, Auntie Quinn. Try it.”

		If only she knew how my clit was throbbing. If only she knew how badly I wanted to tear off my panties and plant my pussy in her face.

		But I was the godmother. It was my duty to teach the girl the ways of the birds and the bees.

		So instead of forcing my goddaughter to eat me, I got between her limber legs, letting my breasts tease her lips. I pulled one of her pillows under her butt to prop her up a bit. As she adjusted her position, my dildo smacked her cunt. She whimpered like a puppy and I took the opportunity to slide one of my nipples into her mouth.

		Her eyes closed as she latched on to my breast.

		She suckled sweetly while her hands cupped the flesh she loved so much. Her tiny body made mine feel bountiful, abundant, motherly. And while she was distracted by my breast, I guided my dildo to the slick gate of her cunt.

		Her body immediately locked.

		“Shhh, shhh, shhh!” I pressed more of my breast into my goddaughter’s mouth while I eased the bulbous cockhead between her lower lips.

		She pulled away from my breast and cried, “No! No, it hurts!”

		Her hair was so glossy when I cupped her head that my hand slid from under it. But she didn’t need me to guide her back to my breast. She went there on her own, generating a pulsing ball of heat deep inside me.

		“That’s right,” I said, putting pressure on the strap-on. “Good girl. It won’t hurt for long.”

		When I forced the dick deeper, she wrapped her arms around my back and hugged me tightly while she sucked. This position we were in wasn’t your typical missionary. Her body formed a curved V shape and so did mine. We made it work because, I can only assume, it’s what we both wanted.

		I don’t think Talia wanted to feel like a virgin anymore. She’d let the other girls get to her. It didn’t matter how many pussies she licked—she would always feel virginal until someone licked her back and then stuck some kind of dick in her.

		That someone might as well be me. At least I was a safe, caring partner—someone she’d known all her life. Someone she trusted.

		Still, she tensed when I pushed the plastic penis between her legs.

		“Relax,” I said. “Relax, baby. The pain will pass.”

		“It hurts so much!” she said.

		I could hear the tension in her voice, and I wished I could make it go away.

		She started kicking her legs, saying, “Take it out! Auntie Quinn, take it out!”

		I fed her my breast, but she slapped it away with an open palm.

		“Take it out! It kills!”

		She tried to push my body off hers, but I was bigger. She was so lithe. Sometimes it paid to be heavy—or at least heavier than a twiggy teen like Talia.

		“Auntie Quinn!” she shrieked. “Take it out or I’m telling my mom!”

		Suddenly, my brain was buzzing. The pain was like ice inside my skull. I said, “You wouldn’t.”

		“I will!”

		“Talia, no!”

		She struggled beneath me. I had to pin her wrists down. She left me no other choice.

		“Get off! Get out!”

		“No.”

		I didn’t exactly intent to push the dildo deeper inside her. It happened in the midst of our struggle. I buried the fake cock deep in her tiny teen cunt.

		But it wasn’t enough simply to bury it while holding her down on the bed. My hips started moving of their own volition. As I fucked her virgin vagina, she whimpered and whined, but she didn’t tell me to stop. She didn’t instruct me to pull out.

		So I just kept going, kept hammering away at her, knowing full well she had no idea the practice it took to get this right. No one was born being able to control a strap-on with perfect precision. You started out messy and awkward. The dildo points down when you want it pointing up. It slips out on every buck back, and you need your hands to shove it back in. Your movements are robotic and stilted, not smooth like mine.

		I knew what I was doing. I had experience. She wouldn’t fully appreciate that fact until she tried it on with another girl. Then she’d realize how hard it could be to control a strap-on. It didn’t come naturally.

		“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I asked when I noticed her eyes fluttering.

		She made a noise, a kittenish mewl. It was truly adorable.

		“Doesn’t hurt anymore, does it?”

		She shook her head without opening her eyes.

		“Told you so.”

		I pressed my nipple between her lips and she suckled. But she wasn’t quiet about it. The harder I fucked her, the more she squealed around my breast. I smooshed her down on the pillows. We flattened out substantially, or she did. I managed to keep my breast planted in her mouth while I moved between her legs.

		“My girl. My baby. You grew up so fast.”

		Talia threw her head back and hollered. I wished I could feel what she was feeling. Had I hammered her clit? I couldn’t tell, but I went at her harder and faster.

		She growled as she writhed beneath me.

		“Yes, baby. Come for Auntie Quinn.”

		My breasts waved above her head, smacking her chin with every pass. I couldn’t get over how good it felt when my nipples grazed her lips.

		She opened her mouth, trying to catch them.

		Catching one tit between her teeth.

		Biting.

		That did it for me, set me off. I planted my fake dick deep inside the girl while she gnawed on my nipple. I don’t think I’d ever felt a pleasure so huge.

		“I want to eat you, Auntie Quinn!”

		Without slipping the dildo out of my goddaughter’s snatch, I undid the hardness, loosened the straps, and slipped out of it. I had to get out of bed to take off my panties, and I worried that, in the time it took to straddle her face, she would change her mind.

		But I didn’t need to worry. I planted my knees on her pillows and set my swollen clit on her mouth, facing down so I could grab hold of the dildo and smash it in her cunt.

		She grabbed my butt cheeks and growled as she went at my incredibly aroused clit. I should have controlled myself better, but I couldn’t. I rode her face, slamming my pussy down on her tongue. She worked me like a pro, and I fucked her all the while, my tits swinging, missing her mouth.

		Planting her feet on the bed, Talia lifted her hips and bucked back at every thrust. I slid on her hot tongue, wondering how she got so good at such an early age. This girl could go up against any seasoned dyke and come out on top.

		In a matter of moments, she had me screaming—and she kept me screaming until I rolled off her face, utterly undone and exhausted.

		“My God,” I panted as she plunged her long fingers into my cunt. “Where did you learn to eat pussy like that?”

		“I’m self-taught,” she bragged. “Pretty good, huh?”

		I pulled the dildo from her snatch and fed it to her. She sucked her own juices from the fake cock, moaning with genuine appreciation. Then she stuck her fingers in my mouth so I could taste myself too. Our legs entwined and we felt each other up like teenagers.

		Well… Talia had the advantage of actually being a teenager, so that helped.

		When we kissed, the taste of our two pussies combined. It was savoury and sweet like nothing else, and we made out endlessly in her little bed.

		A car pulled into the driveway, and panic seized my heart. “Your mom’s home early!”

		But Charlene wasn’t early. We’d spent hours in bed, touching each other’s bodies.

		I jumped into my clothes and turned on the lights while Talia put on a pair of pyjamas.

		“Why aren’t you wearing clothes?” I asked.

		“It’s my bed-time!” she hissed. “It’s a school night, you know.”

		From downstairs, Charlene called out: “Honey, I’m home!”

		“We’re up here, Mom!” Talia cried.

		Her voice was high and strained. She sounded guilty.

		I checked my hair in the mirror while my goddaughter opened her bedroom door.

		“You didn’t eat much pizza,” Charlene said. “Take some home with you, Quinn.”

		“No, no,” I said. I sounded nervous too. “You paid for it. It’s yours.”

		I sped down the stairs, trying to remember where the strap-on had ended up. On the floor? Under the covers?

		“Did you have the talk?” Charlene asked quietly as I grabbed my purse off the bench in the front hall.

		“Yup.”

		“How did it go?”

		“Good.”

		I couldn’t look her in the face, not after fucking her daughter—my goddaughter!

		“I’ll call you tomorrow,” I said as I ducked out the door, closing it quickly behind me.

		I didn’t even give Charlene a chance to say goodbye. She must have been so confused.

		Would she know what I’d done? Would Talia tell her?

		My car was parked on the street, and when I got to the curb I turned around to give their house one last look.

		Talia was standing at the window, backlit by the ballerina lamp she’d had all her life. Her grandmother had bought it when Charlene was decorating Talia’s room, back when we were calling it “the nursery.”

		I’d known that girl from birth. I wasn’t in the delivery room, but I waited up all night at the hospital. She was minutes old when I met her.

		Now, standing at her window in those polka-dot pyjamas, with her long hair hanging across her flat chest, she looked the same way she did as a child.

		I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. I’d done something terrible and I couldn’t take it back. Charlene had trusted me and I’d defiled her darling daughter.

		How could I have done that?

		For a moment’s pleasure?

		A few hours of delight?

		To feel young again?

		To feel… what?

		When she waved at me, I waved back. And when she took the dildo I’d deflowered her with and stuck it in that tub of melted ice cream, then sucked it with absolute abandon, she wasn’t that little girl anymore.

		She was all grown up and ready to take the world by storm.

		With the mouth she had on her, she’d go a long way.
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