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MY PARENTS DIED IN a car crash right after I and my twin sister graduated from high school. After that, our mom’s best friend Karen moved in for a while to help keep an eye on us and make sure we didn’t waste all our inheritance or burn the house down. She said it was what our mom would have wanted and no one argued with her. Mom loved Karen. They’d been besties since grade school.

“Auntie Karen” didn’t do any of the motherly stuff like bake cookies or casseroles. She didn't tuck us in at bedtime and read us stories. We were too old for all of that. Too sad to try any of the old routines. But Karen was cool. She didn't give us a hard time about anything either. She didn't try to force us to go to church or talk to a shrink or rush us into making any big life decisions we'd regret.

Mostly she drank in the living room and watched television and told us inappropriate stories about our parents, but occasionally she’d go out and get drunk at a bar and bring home a guy and let him fuck her brains out. And Karen was a good-looking woman with no shortage of suitors eager to satisfy her. 

I had been planning on going to college like the rest of my friends but after the inheritance came in, there didn’t seem to be any point. My parents had a little tucked away for us, college fund included, but they weren’t rich. But they had heavy life insurance policies with my sister, and I listed as the only beneficiaries. Neither of us would ever have to work again a day in our lives unless we wanted to.

Time seemed to slow down. Everything seemed dull and empty. I lost my appetite and dropped a few clothing sizes. Soon all that fit me were my slim sister's black yoga pants and a few of her old dresses. I tried them on, and they fit so well and felt so natural I decided to just wear them around. 

No one complained because it made me happy. All they wanted was for me to be happy again after what I'd been through. At first, I only wore them inside the house but then as time went by I began venturing out into the yard, then to the mailbox, and back. Over time I would wear my dresses to get food with Janet. First just in the drive-through window. Then later, inside a fast-food restaurant. Then at the food court at the mall.

I honestly don’t know if anyone reacted to me. I was in a daze back then. Processing losing my folks. For all I know they thought I was a girl. My hair had grown long, and I had transformed after my sudden weight loss.

It came to me one day while I was wearing one of my sister's soft dresses that panties would feel nice as well. I borrowed a pair from Janet and slipped them delicately on, pulling the silky fabric up over my ass and cock and balls. 

A tingle of pleasure rippled through me, and I let out a gasp.

I felt butterflies in my stomach.

I felt the nerves in my neck.

My heart raced and I grew slightly dizzy, but a wave of soft bliss arose from deep inside the fabric and radiated through me. 

A light came on inside of me as I felt something awaken.

I wriggled in delight, feeling the silky material cup my small cheeks, my pink balls, and my soft, flaccid penis. My hands wandered over my body. I felt a heat grow in my groin and rise through me, warming my cheeks in shock.

My hands found their way to my crotch, and I felt my limp member stir in my hand. I hadn’t expected it and was shocked and oddly a little guilty at first. Then a gush of fluid erupted from me, causing a wave of tingling pleasure to vibrate from the tip of my dick outward. I soiled the panties in surprise, crying out like a girl as I did.

It felt wonderful!

Looking up, I saw that Karen was watching me with a wicked smile on her face.

“Does that feel good, honey?” she asked.

There was a naughty glint in her eyes, but the honeyed tone of her voice stripped away my defense, as did being caught in such an intimate, pleasurable moment.

“Yes,” I cried. “Oh God yes. It feels amazing.”

I bounced my half-erect penis in the pearly wad of sperm I'd left in my panties, loving the warm feeling of it slipping around.

“It looked like it felt good,” Karen purred, her eyes still locked on me.

It feels like she can see into my soul, I thought, but I am not afraid of her. This is the first time I haven't felt scared in a long time. Karen is the first person I feel I can truly be myself around.

Karen walked towards me and my heart raced with excitement. 

What is she doing? I wondered.

Karen reached me and slid behind me, her warm body and large breasts pressing into me, her lips near my neck. She wrapped her hands around me, then took my hands in hers. Guiding my right hand into my panties, she massaged my semi-erect penis in the silky slick seminal fluid of my ejaculation. Shivers of bliss shot through me, and I gasped and moaned in delight.

“That’s a big load for a sweet little sissy like you,” Karen purred, sounding like a proud mom. 

For no reason, I suddenly felt both aroused and proud. I could smell her perfume, and it made my head spin. My nipples were hard.

“It feels so nice and warm and slick,” she purred into my ear, making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. 

I let out a low moan of pleasure.

“I bet it tastes even better than it feels,” she said in a sexy voice that left me floating and tingling. “Let’s find out, sissy slut.”

She forced my fingers up from my soiled panties along with hers to my mouth. I could see as they came up closer to my lips that they were well-coated in my milky sperm emission, glossy like candy. I'd never tasted my sex juices before. I was surprised to find myself curious about what I would taste like and glad for the chance to find out without judgment shame or guilt.

“Open wide, baby,” she purred, and I did as she said, letting my lips part and pushing my tongue out.

I can't believe this is happening right now, I thought. It's like a strange sexy dream. 

“That’s it,” Karen whispered as my fingers touched my tongue. 

I sucked the slick, gooey, sweet fluid off my fingers and played with it, loving the light, salty taste and the way it lubricated my lips and mouth. I sucked my fingers and Karen’s as well, eager to get it all. 

“Looks like some little girl really likes eating cum,” Karen said. “Don’t worry. I won’t tell. I like it a lot too!”

She reached into my panties and softly stroked my semen-slathered shaft and balls while I moaned and arched my back. She brought her fingers with a scoop full of my sperm to her lips and licked them clean, then pulled me into a sensual kiss.

My heart beat a million miles an hour and I got hard all over again. Her slick tongue and mine danced over one another coated in my silky seed. She ran her hands through my hair, pinched my nipples, and spanked my ass as we passionately made out for what felt like a small eternity.

What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I say no? And why does this all turn me on so much?

It was no use. The taboo feeling of wearing panties and licking sperm off my hand fueled an erotic bliss like nothing I’d ever known.

Karen shoved me onto my back and climbed on top of me. She used her hand to stroke my stiff cock. I let her do what she wanted, throwing my arms over my head submissively and lifting my legs. I whined and moaned like a perfect sissy, and it seemed to turn her on even more.

Soon she was fingering herself. I could hear the sucking noise as she fed several fingers deep into herself with an increasing urgency. Then she rubbed her wet cunt over my erection and worked it into herself. I’d never had sex before of any kind and the feeling was almost overwhelming. 

“Don’t worry, baby,” Karen said, seeing the look on my face. “I’ll do all the work this time.”

Arching her back, she drove her gushing warm wetness onto my quivering cock then bucked her hips to ride it up and down. The feeling was so strange and new. It didn’t last long. Karen soon brought herself to a screaming orgasm, her face turning bright red and her whole body convulsing as she reached climax. Her insides felt like they were milking me. 

“I’m going to cum again,” I warned her.

Karen climbed off and sucked my cock as my load fired out. She gulped and Kendricked me off and I writhed in bliss on the floor and cried. 

Afterward, we panted on the ground next to each other. I didn’t know what to say or do next. I was in brand new territory. But I wasn’t upset. I was excited. It was the first time I’d felt alive since my parents died and it all began with me putting on panties!

“That was very sexy my little angel,” Karen said at last, rubbing her hand over my tummy. “You taste wonderful. So light and clean, like a girl.”

I should have been upset but the way she said it made me feel proud instead. Happy to be compared to a girl.

“Thank you,” I said, trying not to blush. 

Karen got up and put her clothes back on. I sat and watched her, feeling no need to cover up or clean up. I felt seen accepted and loved.

“You better give me those panties to clean before Janet gets home,” she said, sounding like a mother again, or a caring lover.

I slipped them off and threw them to her. She brought them to her face and inhaled, savoring the smell, then licked at the semen stain. I felt a jolt of excitement run from the tip of my cock to the top of my head at her dirty gesture, the way she stuck her tongue way out then made a grand gesture of lapping up my ejaculate.

“You know, your sister is leaving for school next week,” Karen said, the wicked glint returning to her eyes once more. 

“I know,” I said.

Karen leaned over and kissed me, sharing the taste of my sperm with me once more. After a moment she broke away and stared into my eyes.

“That means we’ll have a lot of time together to explore our new relationship,” Karen said.

“What relationship?” I asked.

She smiled and shook her head.

“Why Mistress and sissy sex slave, of course,” Karen said. “I hope you’re looking forward to it as much as I am!”

I hadn't seen her that happy since our parents had passed. She walked away, taking my sister's soiled panties with her and I got the feeling they were going to live in her room with her for a while and not get washed right away after all. 

As I showered and cleaned up, I felt my spirits lift. Mistress Karen was right. This was going to be fun, and I was looking forward to it!  
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WHEN THE DAY FINALLY came and my sister left, I felt sad to see her go, but excited for both of our new lives to start. I gave her a big hug and demanded that she call and write often then watched her walk onto the plane with a broken heart. Karen hugged me and held me tight until I felt better.

“Come on, sweetheart,” she purred in my ear. “Let’s get you home. You’ll feel better in no time.”

She turned and walked me back to the airport exit. With each step, I did feel better, like a cloud was being lifted off of my head. I felt a spring in my step as well. At one point we stopped in front of a duty-free store, and I stood in front of a tropical beach print dress, the reflection showing me perfectly what I'd look like wearing it. Karen noticed me staring and smiled.

“That’s pretty,” she said. “You’d look good in that.”

My heart lifted as I thought about how soon I’d be wearing things like that all the time. I had on stretchy pants and a Taylor Swift t-shirt. A businessman passed me in a hurry, a newspaper tucked under his arm, pulling a carry-on suitcase and laptop case. He bumped into me as he went and I felt his hand grab my ass. 

“Hey,” I cried, turning around. “Watch where you’re going!”

He quickly apologized.

“Sorry, Miss,” he said, looking embarrassed. 

With his head hanging low, the groper scurried off.

“He was staring at your ass the whole time you were staring at yourself in the window’s reflection,” Karen whispered into my ear.
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