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More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica
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One

_______________________

I’M GEORGE PICKETT AND I LIVE WITH MY SISTER CASEY at home with our parents. Both of us commute to Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain College, and our social lives revolve around school. We’re fraternal twins and you would think that we would both have the same types of personalities and interests when it comes to dating and socializing, but nothing could be farther from the truth, but that’s just the way it was. It was the fall of our sophomore year, and Casey was dating a guy named Jerry who lived on campus that she met at the end of our freshman year. To tell you the truth, I thought he was just okay, but I didn’t say anything to Casey about how I felt – how I really felt. It’s complicated.

When Jerry’s roommate Dan went home for the weekend Casey stayed in his dorm with him – my parents were cool about it. I didn’t date much at all. I went out here and there, like to dorm parties and such, but I really didn’t have a particular girl in mind. I sort of liked “other things.”

When I was a teenager I developed a fascination for guys who liked to dress as women, and although I never acted on it, I had it in my mind that I was a “transvestite in waiting.” On my laptop I had files of pictures from some online websites that catered to those sorts of things. I loved pictures of “before” and “after” transformations and I became jealous of these guys. I had no idea if they were real or not, but if they were, I admired how they were free to come out and do as they wanted to.

I never considered myself to be gay, but I was dying to experiment slipping on a nice set of cool satin panties and shimmying them up my bare legs and feeling them over my junk, and having the back strap of a G-String go in the crack between my butt cheeks. The “trannies” I thought were the ones who absolutely looked like beautiful women in every aspect except under a microscope and the fact that they just happened to have a cock. The ones that looked like guys with a five o’clock shadow and beastly, hair arms and legs didn’t do it for me.

I was fascinated by makeup and loved to watch videos of effeminate guys putting on eyeshadow, mascara, and lip gloss. I looked at wigs from women’s online catalogs and pictured myself wearing long wigs with hoop earrings and I would make slutty faces of myself in the mirror and talk dirty to myself.

I even went so far as to develop an online persona – as a transgender woman or shemale as I liked to call myself. I gave myself the name “Georgine.” I found an old picture somewhere of a beautiful trans girl in a bikini – with a look on her face and a suggestive bulge under her thong. I put that picture with just the top part of her head missing – as my online profile. It really worked as far as getting inquiries and “love notes” from guys begging me for more pics and a video. For the first time in my life, it gave me a sense of power, even though of course, it was make believe. Now that was my quintessential turn on. But what if . . . it could somehow be made real? Now that’s what I’m talking about.

After a night of looking at my web sites and videos I would get so fucking horny that I would have to jerk myself off to them. My biggest fantasy would be to find a girl who understood me and let me indulge myself. But who was I kidding? What self-respecting girl would want a freak like me? These feelings made me depressed, and when Casey came home after spending the night with Jerry, I was always jealous and acted kind of shitty towards her. But when I got angry, it wasn’t like a guy getting angry, I was more like, I don’t know – sort of a vengeful cunt. I enjoyed it!

I only stood at five feet eight inches tall; not exactly what you’d call a stud or macho man. My skin was soft and my body thin. I knew that if the opportunity ever presented itself that I could pass easily as a woman. I was majoring in chemistry; undeclared, but I was considering premed. So one afternoon I was in the college library with my organic chemistry textbook out working on some problems. I also had my molecular model kit out and had the pieces all out in front of me. It was a pretty tricky chapter we were working on; stereotactic configurations, but I had the stuff down cold. I just had a knack for it. The class was a big lecture hall of three hundred students.

My table was empty except for a long haired, beautiful redhead at the other end. She was stunning. She wore a long sleeved black silk blouse, with the first three buttons opened up to make room for her gigantic tits and generous cleavage. I was taken by her right away. Her face exuded a confidence which I lacked. Her mouth was perfect, and I loved the way she pursed her lips when she was studying. Her brown eyebrows scrunched up in a way that I found cute. It just so happened that I remembered her from my organic chem lecture hall. It was only now when we were in the library together that I really noticed her.

I had a problem though; a social problem. I was a geek when it came to talking to women. I would just freeze. I used to stutter as a kid, and take lots of abuse and teasing for that, but I worked hard to overcome it. My shyness was a different story.

I stopped daydreaming and got back to the problem at hand. I also had my laptop open to the class’s website. Suddenly the chair next to me pulled out, and when I looked up I saw that the girl had moved next to me.

“Excuse me,” she said in a sweet melodic voice. “I see we have the same class - Professor Armistead’s class.” She let out a frustrated type of sigh. “This chapter is a bitch. I feel so stupid. Do, do you think you could help me on problem thirteen, I’m kind of stuck? It’s very tricky or I’m just dumb!” she said shifting around nervously in her seat.

“Sure, no problem. I just finished that one – you’re right,” I said, “tricky.” I wanted to shoot myself, because I felt like I was muttering.

“Oh I’m sorry, my manners are terrible,” she said. “My name’s Diane, what’s yours?”

I cleared my throat for another try at normalcy. “I’m, uh, I’m George.”

She laughed. “Pleased to meet you George!” and she stuck out her hand and I shook it. Her skin was so soft, silky.

I just had a stupid grin on my face. “Oh yeah, it’s just that you really need the models to work it out.” I looked at her book and laptop but didn’t see a model set.

“Uh, do you have a set?”

“Humm, no. I really should get one though.”

“Yeah, you should. You know Armistead lets you use them on the exam.”

“Really! Wow! Now I have to get one!”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “I’d be happy to share mine with you until you make it over to the bookstore and get one.”

“Would you?? Ahh, that’s so sweet of you George!”

So I found that I had a knack for teaching. Maybe I could even pick up some badly needed money as an organic chem tutor? I sat down with her and constructed the problem from scratch. I saw her face light up when she really understood the answer, and together we solved every problem up to twenty.

After we finished I said, “We just covered everything for the test. When do you have lab?” I asked.

“I have a shit section – it’s late in the afternoon on Friday.”

“Well, my section is Thursday morning, and I know there are several openings. Right now I don’t have a partner. How would you like to partner up?”

“Ooh, I would love that George! I’m gonna go to the registrar tomorrow first thing in the morning and do it! Say, do you live on campus? I’m in Cashtown Hall.”

Now I felt like a total loser. “Uh no, I live at home – I commute. I only live thirty minutes away from school by car and I drive in with my sister – my twin sister – Casey.”

Diane was a very perceptive girl, and she jumped on what I just said – “Hey, there’s nothing wrong with living at home, and the fact you have a twin sister is kinda cool. Why should you be ashamed?”

“Humm, I never looked at it like that.”

“So tell me George. Do you date much?” Wow, she laid it right out in the open. I deflected a bit.

“Well my sister is a regular social butterfly, and she has a steady boyfriend. She stays on campus with him on Saturday nights and sometimes the middle of the week too. Honestly, I don’t really care for the guy that much. He kinda picks on me because I’m sort of a loner.” Right away I thought of my obsession with my alter ego and the websites I spent all my time on watching.

“You sound bitter George. It seems to me you’re a little jealous of your sister and her dating life. Don’t you think it’s about time you had one – a life I mean, of your own?”

There it was – like a punch to the gut. She outed me. I would actually love to go out with her. Maybe she would understand me. That was my fantasy – find a woman who “indulged” my strange proclivities. And then, there it was – like magic.

“Say George, how would like to go out? You could come over to my room later and we could study. I’m tired of the dining hall cuisine, so why don’t we find a place in town to grab dinner?”

As if I was on autopilot I said “Yes, of course.”

❤️❤️❤️


Two

_______________________

WE WENT TO A LOCAL STEAKHOUSE that was within the budgets of the college students, and it was pretty good. Of course we got some wine to loosen things up. I learned that Diane was an only child and didn’t really go home that much. She lived on the West Coast, and it sounded like that was fine with her. I didn’t pursue the matter.

Maybe it was the wine, but conversation became easier. I think she was very happy that she found a “tutor” to help her with her chem work. I was happy because I found a girl that I could relate to – at least in some ways. When it came time to leave and pay the bill – I paid – I was getting “butterflies” about going back to her room. I’d never been with a girl before.

“Well this is me!” she said, her arms sweeping around the room. “My roommate Bethany is out on a date with her boyfriend Mark, and I know she won’t be coming home tonight.”

She placed her bag and laptop on her desk and turned some music on through her school wi-fi setup. She liked classical – Debussy. The girl was cultured. But I knew that she was bright anyway.

“Sit next to me George,” she said. “I promise I won’t bite.” Her green eyes were intense, and they “flashed” at me. Her smile blended everything together in a picture of loveliness I only imagined existed in stories. I wanted her which is something I never thought I would ever say about a girl, yet here I was.

She leaned in close to me and said, holding my hand, “You know I like you George.” She smelled so good, and her red hair glowed in the dim light of the room. Her bed had cushions against the wall, and we were both leaning on them. She looked at me and ran her long fingernails across my cheeks. Then she leaned into me, closed her eyes and parted her lips. The kiss was sweet, and it caused chills to go up and down my back.

My cock was dancing inside my jeans and boxers and she took a hand off my cheek and reached down to touch me through my clothes. She pressed hard against my cock and her tongue was gently exploring inside of my mouth. I was busting because I wanted her to take it out and suck on it and stroke it.

“Oooh, someone’s excited,” she said in a soft voice. “I told you I would help you with your social situation. Why should your sister have all the fun?” she said as she went back to kissing me, but harder this time. Her hand was playing with my zipper and the snap on my jeans, pulling it down slowly and then popping the button through the slit.

I lifted my ass off the bed, and she pulled my jeans and my boxers down to just past my knees. My cock popped out like a jack-o-lantern. “Oh wow! Look at how big you are George!” she said with genuine sincerity and surprise that a scrawny guy like me could have such a big dong. She looked at it, studying it and stroking it gently after wrapping her fingers around it. She looked at me, biting her bottom lip, sliding her hand up and down me and a drop of pre cum came out of the tip. Then she did something which blew me away – she placed the tip of her index finger on the tip of my cock, and then touched it to her mouth, her tongue sticking out and licking the cum off her finger. At the same time I reached up and unbuttoned another button on her black blouse.

Diane reached behind herself and unhooked her bra from the back and pulled it out of her blouse, throwing it to the floor. We stayed kissing, her one hand on my cock, and my face between her cleavage. She hiked a side of her blouse out of the way and a nice, firm tit found its way into my mouth. She moaned as I stuck my tongue out and licked around the base of her nipple.

Her pulling on my cock intensified, and then she got off the bed onto her knees and still rubbing my cock, placed her red glossed lips on top of my meaty head. I moaned as her tongue stuck out and circled around my head like a paint brush. Her mouth was very wet, and she placed as much of me as she could take in her mouth, and sucked and slurped, keeping her lips tightly sealed on me. The gloss on her lips acted as a lube and it only intensified the incredible feeling. “Oh Diane . . .” I moaned out.

She made an “umm” sound through her sucking. Her head went faster and faster up and down my length and the slippery, tight feel was too much for me. This was better than anything I could have done to myself. I hissed – and before I knew what was happening, I shot a huge load of thick, warm cum right onto the back of her throat. She greedily took all of me in her, not letting a single drop run down the side of her mouth, giving me a cheek-hollowing suck. She kept bobbing up and down – my cum making my cock slicker inside her mouth, and she wiped me clean.

Her eyes were misted over, and she placed her hands on my thighs, and I bent down to kiss her, getting a good taste of myself. I enjoyed it. I mean, I really loved tasting my own cum . . . what did this mean I wondered. But I didn’t have long to think about it because we resumed kissing, and our tongues were wrapping around each other with a feverish intensity.

She stood up slowly, looking down at me and smiling. She opened up her jeans and I saw a black, laced top G-String underneath. Her jeans dropped to the floor, and she stepped out of them. Her blouse stayed open all the way, but she kept it on. It turned me on to see her just clothed on top, blouse open with no bra. Both her tits were pointing straight at me, aroused completely.

She looked at me, smiling, moving from side to side, like a little girl. Then she hooked a thumb in her G-String and pulled down slowly on the soft satin. Nothing could have prepared me or pleased me more than what I saw next. A huge cock popped out from her pouch, as she let it slide down to the floor.

My eyes were opened wide, and my mouth was opened in shock. “Diane! YOU HAVE A COCK!”

“Well, whaddya know,” she said very cooly. “Columbus just discovered America.” We both laughed.

“Does it make a difference in how you feel about me George, seeing that I’m a trans woman, or as I prefer to call myself, ‘a shemale?’”

I was hypnotized. These were all my fantasies come true. “No, not at all. Actually I think it’s kind of cool,” I said truthfully.

“Really?” she said smiling.

“Yes Diane. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen!”

“Humm. I guess I am. Even though I happen to have a cock?”

Now I was a bit embarrassed. “Uh, yeah, I mean, sure it’s okay. I want you for who you are.” It took all of my courage to say that to her, and I meant every word.

She smiled and squealed, jumping on my lap facing me, her cock bouncing against my shirt, as hard as a rock, her arms around my shoulders. “Now how would feel about pleasing a lady?” She asked, studying my face and holding it again between her hands and kissing me hard on the lips.

“There’s nothing I would love more,” I said.

She said nothing, but kept the smile on her face and lied me down on the bed on my back. She hopped on the bed and straddled me, moving up my chest, so that her cock was hovering over the top of my mouth. She moved her hips up and down, laughing and bouncing the head of her cock on my lips. I stuck my tongue out to touch it, but she laughed and teased me by pulling away. I felt she was testing me to see how much I really wanted it.

Then, there was no more teasing. She pushed it closer into my mouth and I took it all between my lips, keeping them tightly closed, imitating what she had just done to me. She went in deeper into my mouth and I tensed up because her cock was so wide and big that it was almost making me gag. I was full of saliva and her cock became nice and slippery, going up and down with ease. My tongue wrapped itself around it and I twirled it around making her moan softly. She threw her hair back behind her and tilted her head up, eyes closed, hands pressed against my chest.

She did all the moving and went faster and faster inside my mouth. I was dying to taste her cum and licked my lips and made a tighter seal around her. Her breathing became staggered, and she gripped my long, brown hair with her hands, pulling on both sides of my head. Meantime, my cock, still fresh from her mouth was as hard as a cross beam.

Then she stiffened and went up and down faster and faster until I felt a warm explosion in my mouth as she shot out several loads of thick cum. It hit the back of my throat and coated the inside of my mouth. She dug her nails into my chest. Just as she did with me, I didn’t let a drop go to waste. I took all of her and then licked her clean. Her thrusting slowed and she let out a long hiss, like a radiator expelling its contents. She was very satisfied indeed.

We were now both sitting together on the bed and kissing deeply, stroking each other’s cocks. She moved her tongue around inside my mouth, devouring all her cum. It made me think of one of my favorite online videos, and kept me hard.

Now that I had sucked my first “girl cock,” I was consumed with a desire to be dressed as a very hot shemale and give myself to Diane that way. I didn’t say anything to Diane about it. There was still something holding me back from letting her know just how alike we were. It was after all, still a new discovery for me. She pulled away from me, stroking my hair through her fingers and looking at me with those gorgeous, misty green eyes.

“You know something George,” she said softly. “I think I like having you in my life very much.”

“Yeah, me too. I never thought I would ever get this close to a girl. I thought things like this only happened to other people.”

“Well, you’re an amazing guy, and” she said while kissing me all over my face, “I think I’m falling in love with you George.”

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________________

LATER THAT DAY I WAS BACK IN MY ROOM AT HOME, and I found myself in front of my computer, late at night after studying for the O chem test. I was on one of my favorite transgender female sites, and watching a beautiful shemale couple, both dressed in vinyl, having oral sex with each other, and even a “back” penetration. I was harder than I usually get because I imagined myself and Diane doing the same thing. I was giddy with excitement because now I had a trans girlfriend. The way they got into it with crying out, clawing at each other and making desperate sounds with each other soon had me touching myself.

But the question was what was I to do? I needed someone to help me out with the clothing and “stuff;” but who? I wanted to surprise Diane. Now I didn’t only want to dress; I knew I could only really be comfortable by transitioning – myself . . .

I decided the only way that I could do this, and surprise Diane was to have my sister Casey help me with this. But how would I bring up the subject and what would she think? Would she tell my parents? Only one way to find out. I would have to ask her.

The next day, I had my first chem lab with Diane. Of course, we had to do the work, but with my guidance we did fine as chem partners. All around, I was perfect having Diane in my life. Now I wanted this “other part of me” more than ever.

So after dinner I approached Casey. She was in her room, of course talking to Jerry, “Mr. Wonderful,” who was a real shit to me by the way.

I knocked on her door after she finished her call. “Hey Case, can we talk a bit.”

“Sure George let’s sit on the bed – here,” she said patting the space next to her. I sat down with my hands folded in my lap. “I just finished my accounting. What’s up?”

“It’s kind of personal – very personal.”

“Uh oh. Should I be worried?”

“No, not really. I just . . .” I hesitated.

“Come on George; out with it! Really, what’s on your mind?”

“Well, you know my dating life sucks, right?”

“Wait a second. You told me the other day you met this girl in the library from your chem class that you were crazy about, right?”

“Yeah, but that’s not the whole story.”

“You want my advice on how to ask her out?”

“No, actually we did have a date.”

“Really!? Now you have my full attention, go ahead.”

“She lives on campus with a roommate in Cashtown Hall, and after we studied together in the library we out to Marrano’s Steak House and then we kind of went back to her room.”

“Ooooh! ‘Kind of went back to her room?’”

Now I was starting to sweat a little.

“Yeah . . .”

“AND??” She interrupted, excited for me.

“Uh, we uh, we did it.”

“You mean, ‘it’ meaning the ‘nasty?’”

“Not quite, just oral.”

“Oh wow – your first time!”

“Yeah, but that’s not all.”

“Well look, relationships take time. You can get ‘lucky’ the next time. It sounds like she’s really into you.”

“She is, and I’m into her too. It’s just that . . .”

“Just what?”

I took a deep breath.

“Casey, she has a COCK!” Casey’s hand went up to her mouth.

“Oh – I didn’t see that coming. So how do you feel about that?”

“I liked it,” I blurted out.

“I see. So where do you want this to go?” she asked, her tone sympathetic, placing her hand on my shoulder.

“Uhh, let’s see. I uh . . . I” I cleared my throat. Then I blurted it out FAST:

“I sucked hers and I enjoyed it. I enjoyed it a lot, and I think I want to surprise her and transition myself. See, I watch these online transgender porn videos, and I see myself in the role of a transgender girl myself. Like, a SHEMALE.”

Casey was quiet for a few minutes. “I see, so, so you want me to help you dress? Is that it?”

“Yeah I do,” I said, my head hanging down, expecting a real blasting. Then I added, “Look Casey, I would do anything to be with Diane, and I think she would love it too. She’s everything to me.” There was a moment of silence, like maybe I had gone too far. But then I was shocked beyond anything I expected.

Casey turned me around to face her and hugged me tight. “Oh George! I’m so happy for you! I KNEW THIS WOULD HAPPEN ONE DAY!”

“Wow, you did??? Why?”

“Come on George. I see the way you look at guys sometimes, and how you’ve never really dated. I don’t know. I just ‘sensed’ something different about you and I knew it went deeper than only dating.”

“Can you elaborate?” I said, truly interested in my twin’s observations.”

“Aside from what I just said? I don’t know, you just “seem” like a sister to me.” That, I didn’t expect at all, and I didn’t delve farther into her observations.

“So you’ll help me?” I asked excitedly.

“Of course I will! And if you really go through with a transition, it will be so much fun to hang out with you and go out. You know I always wanted a twin sister,” she said with a sense of longing, genuinely happy for and supportive of me.

“Okay, so what do we do now?”

“Well of course my clothes will fit you, but don’t you want your own wardrobe? I mean, mom and dad don’t have to know anything – yet . . . and in the meantime you can keep your stuff in my closet. I have room. Oh one other thing.”

“What’s that?”

“I assume you want to keep your cock, right?”

“OF COURSE!” I raised my voice but needed to lower it to avoid being overheard by my parents, as I was not prepared to discuss this matter with them yet. “I would chemically transition with HRT the way Diane did.”

“Yeah, I get it. Oooh! I’m so excited! Let’s go shopping this weekend. When are you seeing Diane again?”

“The week after next. Her aunt, her mom’s sister is visiting from the UK this weekend and she wants to see her. I’ll surprise her when she gets back!”

“Great idea. I think she’ll love what I can do with you,” Casey said, looking me over from top to bottom, a grin spreading across her face.

So that Saturday we went to the local mall. I really got into it, and I wanted to look my hottest. I’m talking a hot, skin tight sleeveless red dress, lots of slutty makeup and everything. I mean if I was going to do this I might as well do it right.

That night our parents went out, and Casey and I were all set up with the clothes and the makeup. I was supposed to be out for the evening with some of the guys who would pick me up.

The sleeveless red dress we picked out fit really nice around my hips which were wide anyway. My makeup was lots of mascara and thick false eyelashes. Casey was having more fun than I was I think. She doted over me like an artist with a pet project. She got me a long, dazzling auburn wig and hoop earrings too, as a gift. The rest I paid for. I mean, I was perfect.

Casey stepped back to admire me. “Wow George, you are so convincing,” she said, a hand under her chin, looking me over. “You know, most of the time you can tell when a man is crossdressing, but you, you are simply the real deal bro’! I mean you could fool anybody!” That assumption was about to be put to the test.

I looked in the mirror for the first time and I was hooked. Hell, I even wanted to fuck myself. That’s how great she made me.

“Okay now, one thing’s missing. We need a girl’s name for you. Let’s keep it simple. How about Georgine?” Like it?”

I repeated it to myself a couple of time out loud while admiring myself in the mirror.

“Yeah, Georgine is fantastic!” I didn’t tell Casey about my online adventures and that I went by the same name.

Just then, we heard the garage door opening. “OH FUCK!!! THEY’RE HOME!!” we both yelled out at the same time. Twins – what can I say?

“What are we gonna do now?” I said as I heard my folks coming in through the front door. They went out with their best friends, and we didn’t expect them until much later.

Casey was unusually calm after freaking out just a second ago. “Do? Why nothing. I mean you look so good that if I met you on the street you could fool me. This will be the real test. We’ll play along, I really doubt they’ll even know it’s you. That’s how good you look. Trust me George, I mean Georgine, they’ll never see through this.” I trusted her.

Sure enough my mom came upstairs. “George, Casey? You guys home?”

Casey called out. “Hi mom. George is out with some friends from school and my new friend Georgine from school came over. I mean, I drove her over from campus. We were studying.”

Our mom opened the bedroom door, and I was looking out the back window when she came into the room, planning an escape, but there wasn’t time. I turned around slowly, my head slightly down.

“Mom, this is Georgine Sickles. Georgine, my mom Kate.”

“Oh hi Georgine. Casey never mentioned you before.”

Casey answered for me. “Oh yeah, well Georgine is a transfer student from Union Deposit State, and we’re in the same accounting class.”

“Oh that’s nice. Where are you from Georgine.”

Casey started to say something, and my mom cut her off. “Casey! Where are your manners? Georgine can answer for herself I’m sure.”

“Oh sorry, yeah, where did my manners go.”

“I’m from Sharpsburg, Maryland Mrs. Pickett,” I said in my most feminine, smooth voice. I had been practicing that voice talking to the shemales in the videos I had been watching. It seemed to work.

“Oh, Sharpsburg. That’s not too far away. Nice. You live on campus?”

“Yes, in Cashtown Hall.”

“Very nice. Why don’t you come here for dinner some night. We’d love to have you over, and I’m sure you miss home cooking, right?” my mom said with a nice smile. So far, so good.

“Say,” my mom said, looking me over really good. “Did you girls go out tonight? You look very pretty and dressed too nicely Georgine for a study session.”

“Oh yes, Mrs. Pickett -”

“Please, call me Kate! Mrs. Pickett is my mother in law,” my mom said, rolling her eyes.

“We, I mean, I, I had a date, but it ended early.”

“Oh, you mean the guy wasn’t your type?”

“Yeah, not really. It was our second and I think our last date.”

“Well, that happens. Someone as pretty as you should have no trouble getting dates. I wish Casey would find someone better than___“

“Mom! Enough, ok!”

“Oh, I’m sorry Casey. Whatever you want.”

“Thanks mom. We have to finish up for our test on Monday.”

“Okay I get the message,” mom said laughing. “I’ll leave you girls to it then. Let me know if you want anything. We have some leftover meatloaf. I made it yesterday and it’s really good.”

“Thanks mom, bye,” Casey said, and my mom left.

“Well, it was nice meeting you Georgine. We’ll see you another time.”

“It was nice meeting you too Kate,” I said, glad to be rid of her. I really dodged a bullet on that. I couldn’t believe we pulled it off.

“See? What did I tell you Georgine . . . Now that was a performance worthy of an Oscar, I gotta admit. You got talent SIS,” Casey said with a grin.

“Yeah, really,” I said, relieved, taking a deep breath. Then I remembered a “small” detail. “So how does ‘Georgine’ leave tonight, and how does ‘George’ come home?”

Casey thought a bit, and she had a plan which I modified.

“Okay so now we have to get you out of here in about an hour. We’ll wait for mom and dad to watch TV, and you just sneak out the door in your male clothes and come back in like your friends just dropped you off.”

“Good thinking” I said. “Wait, I have a better idea. ‘Georgine’ will have to say goodnight to mom and dad, right? I mean it’s polite. So I’ll leave in ‘Georgine’s’ clothes. You come outside with me carrying an old knapsack with my clothes in them. You’re driving me ‘home’. In the car you remove my makeup. But before we get in the car, I’ll change my clothes out back.”

“Okay. You know George, maybe you should consider a career in espionage!”

“Ha ha, very funny Casey.”

So after an hour and a half, our parents went to the family room to watch TV, and Casey and I came downstairs with me dressed as Georgine.

“Bye mom. I’m driving Georgine back to campus. I’ll be back later.”

“Okay Casey,” mom called out. I briefly made an appearance at the front of the family room.

“Good night Mr. and Mrs. Pickett.”

“Oh goodnight Georgine. Are you sure you’re not hungry?”

“I’m sure, but thanks – some other time.”

“Okay dear, goodnight. It was a pleasure meeting you!” My dad was asleep on the couch. Then Casey and I left to go out back and I quickly changed into my clothes from the knapsack. We got into Casey’s car and drove to a deserted mall parking lot, and she began to remove my makeup.

“Okay, so I’ll drop you off at the house, but then what am I supposed to do for an hour?” Casey asked, a little annoyed that she had to stay by herself.

“Why don’t we go for pizza?” I suggested.

“Great thinking – Then I’ll drop you off and come back about fifteen minutes later.”

“See how great things work out?” I said.

❤️❤️❤️


Four

_______________________

I COULDN’T WAIT TILL SATURDAY NIGHT TO SURPRISE DIANE. After classes were done on Tuesday, Diane buttonholed me in the hallway and leaned in close to me, placing her arms around my shoulder and kissed me deeply. “George, I can’t wait till Saturday – I want you to FUCK ME NOW!”

“Whoa, okay, sure honey.” Diane was full of pleasant surprises. Wait until she saw me on Saturday I thought.

“C’mon, my roomie’s got a late class. I told her I was bringing company over. She owes me for all the times I’ve done it for her.”

She couldn’t wait to get me in her room and for a while we messed around on her bed and kissed deeply, our tongues winding around each other as she fumbled with my belt and my zipper. Soon my pants were off entirely. She quickly got out of her jeans and red satin thong and her huge cock was pointing up at the ceiling. She walked close to the bed where I was sitting and said, “Get me wet a little first.”

Then the familiar and my most favorite she cock was pressing up against my lips. In no time I was sucking on it and licking it around and around with my tongue. I tasted pre cum and just then she said, “I don’t wanna cum in your mouth. That’s not how we’re doing this baby,” she said with a smirk on her face.

She squealed and jumped on the bed, her ass sticking up in the air. She spit on her hand and wet her boy pussy or “bussy” as I was to later learn the terminology. By now I was hard as a rock and Diane was holding her cock with one hand while her other elbow was on the bed.

I parted her cheeks apart and stuck my cock at her opening. Not waiting for me, as soon as I made contact, she went back on me, causing just my head to enter her first. She moaned with exquisite pleasure. I was dizzy that this was even happening. It made me think of what was yet to come, and thanks to the videos I saw – I knew, and was very excited. But that would have to wait for the weekend.

She went faster and faster on me, bucking her ass back and forth. I got into sync with her and entered her quickly, her silky insides feeling so good wrapped around my cock. I was slow at first, savoring every moment with her. I leaked a bit of pre cum which only made me go faster and deeper.

She was stroking her cock quickly and she stiffened and shot a huge load onto the sheets. I came right after, and it was the most intense orgasm of my life – all the videos playing out in my mind. Thoughts of next Saturday filled my head and wouldn’t leave. I felt a wet warmth envelop my cock and it made me go faster and faster as my cum leaked out of her bussy.

I slowed down and she pulled me out of her and quickly spun around and kissed me and held onto me for dear life. “Oh my God George, I can’t live without you,” she said as she buried her head in my bare shoulder, her silky hair flowing down my front.

“I can’t live without you either Diane,” I said as I softly kissed her face over and over again.

“Now lick me clean,” she said as she placed her cock next to my lips. I gladly did so.

***

On Saturday evening my parents went out with my dad’s boss and his wife. Their house was about an hour’s drive away from ours, so Casey and I had plenty of time to dress me. I wanted to be the sluttiest bimbo I could be, and I wanted Diane to fall over when she opened her door. I wore the same tight red dress, and I kept admiring my hips in the mirror. Casey’s makeup job was even better than I expected, with heavy mascara on my own eyelashes and plenty of facial makeup. It was so good that I doubted for a second if Diane would even know it was me.

“You make the most gorgeous woman George, if I do say so myself.”

“Well I owe it all to you sis.”

“Thanks. I was just thinking how we’re going to break this to mom and dad?”

“Do we have to worry about that tonight?” I asked.

She laughed. “No, I guess you’re right.”

Casey and I left our house each with our own knapsack. She would be spending the night in Jerry’s dorm, and I would be with Diane in hers. We planned to get Chinese takeout to bring to Diane and Jerry respectively.

Casey thought it would be fun to let me drive in high heels the first time. I gotta tell you, it was so weird driving to Diane’s dorm dressed in a hot red dress, and wearing three-inch heels which I had practiced in for only a week, wearing make-up designed to kill. Casey sat in the car when I got the Chinese, and when I walked into the place, EVERYONE turned to look at me, and three guys at the bar were staring at me with pure lust in their eyes. Maybe next time fellas I was thinking. I winked at them on my way out and wiggled my hips on my slow walk from the counter to the doorway. Next door was a florist, and I picked up a bouquet of assorted roses. Who said romance was dead? I could feel their horny, beady eyes boring into my back.

“Oh Georgine, you’re a hopeless romantic. I wish Jerry was just like you -.” She stopped herself and turned red when she realized what she had just said. I laughed.

❤️❤️❤️


Five

_______________________

WE PULLED INTO THE CAMPUS PARKING LOT in front of Cashtown Hall and brought my knapsack in one hand, the flowers in the other which must have seemed odd indeed. Casey wished me luck and drove off to Mr. Wonderful. Once in the lobby there was a bunch of guys standing there, a few who I recognized. They were all staring at me, and one guy got an elbow in the ribs from his girlfriend for glancing my way. Diane lived on the second floor, and that’s one thing I didn’t practice enough – walking on stairs with high heels. Thank God for the banister!

I took a deep breath as I made my way to Diane’s room. My heart was beating fast, and all kinds of shit was running through my brain – would she kick me out? Or worse? All I wanted to do was to please her and show her how much I loved her and wanted to be with her. This might sound stupid, but I wished Casey could be here to see this through.

I knocked on the door – three knocks in rapid succession. “Coming love,” came that sweet voice I had come to savor. My cock was as hard as a flagpole on the Fourth of July, but the boner was hidden and tucked behind a gaff.

She opened the door and had a puzzled look on her face as she glanced at the flowers. She squinted at my face, and it took a couple of seconds, but then recognition dawned on her.

“George??? . . . OH MY GOD!! GEORGE!!” Her mouth was wide open as recognition slowly dawned on her. She grabbed the flowers and threw them on her bed. I dropped my knapsack just inside the doorway.

“George! What are you doing? I mean . . . I never expected . . . to see you like this!”

I twirled around for Diane. “This is who I was meant to be all along Diane. I realized that now. It’s a long story.” There was a pause, and she said nothing, eyeing me from top to bottom.

“Well, I’m shocked – but in a good way,” she quickly added. “You’re making me very horny George,” she said smiling. “And the flowers were a beautiful touch.”

“You can call me ‘Georgine’ if you like.”

“Wow, you thought of everything.

“Let’s eat. I’m starving, and you can tell me all about it.”

“I honestly don’t know where to start,” I began. “I’ve always been attracted to watching crossdressers and trans women., er, I mean shemales. I thought I would live my life doomed to a fantasy world until I met you . . . and fell in love with you, Diane. I know now that I wanted this for myself for a long time.”

I told her all about my doubts and struggles with identity as a teenager and the videos I watched. At that, she raised an eyebrow and wanted to watch some with me. Later on, we did just that and it made her crazy horny. She was very caring and sympathetic, and she opened up to me about her own obstacles and feelings. We talked for like forty five minutes and I felt better about my decision and especially having her in my life.

She kissed me deeply on the lips. “The food can wait. ‘Georgine,’ I like it, it has a nice ring to it. She then asked me softly, holding me at arm’s length. “Who helped you with all this stuff?”

“Oh! My twin sister Casey.”

“Well, her I definitely want to meet! I need to thank her. Now I need to FUCK YOU . . . desperately,” she said. She practically threw me down on her bed and went to a dresser drawer where she pulled out a tube of lube jelly, smiling at me and waving it. “I assume you know what to do now.”

We kissed more and my cock was busting inside the gaff, and holding me close I could feel her cock as well. My heart was beating so fast, and my mind was on those delicious online videos I watched so much.

I got on the bed on all fours and stuck my butt high in the air. Diane gently pulled the strap of my G-String to the side of my butt cheeks. She opened the jelly and placed a large glob and rubbed it all the way down my taint and then placed some on her cock. “Oh my Georgine, you’re making me leak!” She said breathlessly.

She stuck her lubed index finger right inside me, making me gasp and rubbed it around the inside of my hole, going in a circle, dilating me, after an initial reflexive tightening.

Then, spreading my butt cheeks apart, she stuck the tip of her cock on top of my bussy and just played, touching it and backing off. It was killing me – I just wanted her inside me. I didn’t have to wait long. I felt her enter me, just the head. I gasped with an initial pain and tightening. “Easy Georgine, take it easy. I’ll be gentle with you, but you’ll still feel some discomfort. I promise you’ll never want anyone or anything else inside you.”

I trusted her and clenched my fists on her bed sheets, gritting my teeth. She slowly went in all the way and moaned, lost in paradise. My ass grabbed her cock and held on as it slid up and down inside me. I never felt anything so delightful.

Pain mixed with pleasure and soon all the pain was gone. I was lost in all my fantasies combining with the here and now. I backed up upon her and we got entwined in a blissful and lustful rhythm.

She was sighing in and out and soon I felt her stiffen and a wet warmth entered me. I could feel her cum leaking out of my ass, and could just imagine how it looked – like all of the videos I loved watching. Then, without touching myself, I felt a ball of pleasure well up inside of me and I lost it – shooting several large loads onto her sheets without even touching myself. I cried out in ecstasy from her thrusting in and out of me. We continued for more and then she came again. I yelled out “DON’T . . . STOP!!!” and she giggled and kept going.

Then I came again, but this time I shot less than before. She pulled out of me and turned me around to face her. Diane was on her knees and her cock was touching my lips, gently bumping them. It was full of my cum and I sucked on it greedily, quickly taking the entire thing in my mouth. I licked her clean and she hissed. More cum flowed into my mouth.

Then she pulled out of my mouth, embraced me, and we stayed facing each other, kissing and I took my mouth off hers and placed her tits in my mouth, going from one to the other. She threw her head back, her gorgeous, thick, red hair flying over her shoulders.

After we were done – for now, we embraced on her bed, bodies entwined, and she was looking at me with pure desire and love.

“I’m glad I was your first one, Georgine,” she said softly calling me by my new name.

“I’ll always be yours Diane – I’m well past the point of no return,” I said softly, kissing her over and over again.

❤️❤️❤️


Epilogue

_______________________

I NEVER IMAGINED THAT I COULD FIND such blissful happiness with a woman, albeit a trans woman who really loved me and accepted me for who I really was. If it wasn’t for Diane’s love I doubt I would ever have found the courage to do what I did. After the rest of the year of being George, and only dressing when I saw Diane in her room, I decided to go on HRT the next year.

My parents oddly enough were very supportive of me and my new self. They loved Diane and saw in her a partner for me that they could only have wished for. As for Casey, she was overjoyed that finally she had a “sister” to go out with. Diane loved Casey too, and the three of us always went out. She eventually broke up with Jerry, much to my delight.

Of course, Diane knew that being a slut was part of my deal, and she accepted it as long as I “shared” guys with her. Remember the guys from the bar at the Chinese place? That’s a story for another time! But I knew my real place was with her. When my transition was complete, we ended up living together off campus in senior year. Eventually we both went to the same med school out of state, and I was never happier in my life. I had found the perfect partner.
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