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Introduction

I have never made any apologies about being an extremely sexual woman.  I like guys—all kinds of guys, even the kind of guy who secretly wants to be transformed into a girl.  When I started dating a “nice guy” for a change, I had no idea that I would end up helping him on his journey towards becoming a real girl.  But it has been an amazing ride that has helped inform me about my own sexuality, as well.  And—it's really hot to treat a man like your personal sissy doll to dress up and play with. 

I didn't really start dating till I left home for college and I got involved with the culture of parties, hook-ups, and one-night-stands.  And as much as I enjoyed this kind of freedom, especially after a rather repressed upbringing, I found myself craving more.  I wanted a regular boyfriend, someone I could develop a relationship with, even if it wasn't going to end up in marriage.  I soon learned that there are really just two kinds of guys in the world, Alphas and betas.  My first real boyfriend, Clark, was a beta and he ended up being a lot more like a girlfriend to me.  He is one of the increasing number of shy, slightly nerdy, and gentle souls born as men who find themselves drawn to life as a woman.  Society is becoming more accepting of guys like this, too.

Perhaps you are a man who prefers to wear a dress, or secretly wishes he could be a girlfriend rather than having one.  I think a lot of young people are confused about their sexuality and there's nothing wrong with this.  My experience helping Clark turn himself into Claire, his female persona, has taught me a lot about love and sexuality.  I know that it's possible for anyone who really desires it to become a passable and convincing girl.  This books tell the story of how I dated, cuckolded, and feminized my boyfriend and ultimately turned him into a full-time female.  Who knows?  Maybe you could be a real girl one day, too?
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Chapter 1.

I have always been fascinated by cross-dressing men.  I remember as a girl I used to watch talk shows on TV where stunning women would reveal to their lovers, “I'm actually a man!”  I always felt sympathetic for them, I guess because I felt insecure about my own beauty.  But if someone born as a man could use fashion and make-up to turn himself into a diva, maybe there was some hope for me.

I have always had a lot of male friends, too, and not just boyfriends, but genuine friends.  As you can probably guess, as I got older, a lot of the guys I liked to hang out with started to become interested in me as a woman.  I suppose the act of being rejected is kind of emasculating for a young man, so in this respect I have a lot of experience turning males into females.  I know, that whole “friend zone” speech must be difficult to hear.  I always felt bad saying it, too.  I guess that's why I ended up staying in touch with Clark after we broke up—and turning him into a girl. 

But don't let me get ahead of myself.  I have actually always been kind of a tomboy.  I like to stay fit and I play sports.  I guess I wanted to help Clark feel like one of the girls because I always enjoyed being treated like just another one of the guys when I was playing basketball or running track.  I was also aware that I must have appeared kind of masculine in the gym.  So, I enjoyed being a girl and making myself pretty whenever I got the chance. 

My first real exposure to sex occurred at college parties, where it's kind of a tradition for girls to show a lot of skin.  But going to a party wearing next to nothing doesn't necessarily mean you're willing to put out.  A lot of girls got dressed up just because they wanted to look and feel pretty.  I have wondered a lot about why certain outfits are considered particularly slutty while others aren't.  If I'm going to a party where I'll be dancing, I'm probably going to wear a short skirt, understanding that guys might get a peak at my panties.  So, I'll make sure I'm wearing nice panties.  A lot of girls do this.  And when you think about it, you see a lot more if a girl wears a bathing suit.  I never understood why it's okay to wear a sports bra at the gym or a bikini at the beach, but it's considered naughty to wear basically the same kind of outfits as a Halloween costume. 

I went to a medium-sized school in the Northeastern United States that was kind of known as a party school.  If you are looking for hook-ups, it's really no trouble finding them.  I was kind of sexually repressed by my parents, so now that I was all on my own, I wanted to spread my wings—and spread my legs.  My mom had given me the talk about how I should give my virginity to a guy who was going to marry me.  She thought she was being really progressive and cool, suggesting that I didn't have to wait till my wedding night, like she had, as long as the guy would marry me eventually.  I resolved that my first time having sex, and the next few times, would be casual. 

I don't regret any of this, although in my maturity, I can kind of understand what my mom was trying to say.  You can experience a lot more intimacy if you date someone for a long time than if you have a one night stand.  Nevertheless, I didn't want to hold this natural act, which normal people do a few times a week, to some impossible standard.  I had talked to girls who did it and they said there weren't going to be any fireworks.  And if you are waiting for the perfect guy or the perfect moment to lose your virginity, you might end up waiting forever.  Or you might appear crazy.  Honestly, at the time I thought my mom was crazy, or more so, just kind of a loser.  I do remember my first time having sex, but I was pretty drunk, so the details are a little hazy.  I enjoyed the cuddling afterwards more than the penetration, but I mostly felt proud that I had achieved my goal.  I wasn't a virgin—or a loser, anymore. 

As I have said, it's easy to find hook-ups.  But as my freshman year wore on, as the weather started to get colder, I began to develop a friendship with one of my classmates, Clark.  As much as I enjoyed hooking up with different guys, I also longed for a warm body to just snuggle with.  Clark wasn't the kind of guy who could pick up a girl at a party.  He wanted me to be his girlfriend.  He assured me he wasn't after just sex—he was a nice guy. 

The first night I slept with him that was literally all I did—I slept in his bed next to him.  I was kind of surprised he didn't just get my ankles in the air and just stick it in me, but he was so amazed to fondle my breasts, I had to assume that I was the first girl he had ever touched.  When he told me he loved me, I got a little scared that he was going to be clingy.  He later walked it back, saying, yeah, he loved me, but as boyfriend and girlfriend.  He didn't want to make it weird.  He told me he had dated a girl in high school who refused to have sex with him, and that's why he wanted to wait with me.  I guess, as a virgin, he really didn't know what to do. 

Hey, guys, is it really that difficult to figure out where to stick it?  Is a vagina that scary the first time you see it?  Clark joked with me that he was afraid he'd stick it in the wrong place.  Did he mean my ass?  We both laughed.  The truth was, I would have let him fuck me, even in the ass, which was not even virgin ground for me by this point, either.  This was also the first time I began to wonder whether he was actually gay.  I knew he wasn't totally gay, since he loved kissing me and loved my breasts.  Maybe he was afraid of sex for some reason though?

The second time I began to wonder, seriously, if he was gay, was when he let me take his anal virginity with a strap-on dildo.  But I am getting ahead of myself again.


Chapter 2.

I never planned on cuckolding Clark and I genuinely felt bad about it after the fact.  But that was also part of the reason I had to do it.  Sometimes in life, you meet someone you are just attracted to like an animal.  Maybe it's love at first sight.  Maybe it's pheromones.  Maybe we are soul-mates or something.  But when Jim invited me to his room one night after working out at the gym, I knew I didn't stand a chance.  I don't remember our exact words, but it was something like this:

“I like you and I want to go with you,” I said,  “but I have a boyfriend.”

“Where is he?  He doesn't sound like much of a boyfriend.  Send him a text.”

I knew that I should have sent Clark a text at least, but I knew he was too gentle and sweet for that.  It would kind of destroy him if I broke up with him like that.  But when Jim put his arms around me, I thought, “Fuck it, let's just do it.”  I was kind of missing the feeling a man inside me, too. 

The next morning, Jim asked me out.  And I had to tell him that I hadn't officially broken up with Clark. 

“Damn, you're cold.  Cucking your boyfriend,” he said.  I had never heard the term cuckolding before, at least outside of literature, and I wasn't aware of the modern sexual fetish yet.  I felt bad and I knew I needed to have a serious talk with Clark.  The thing was, I was kind of head-over-heels for Jim.  So I told him, yes, I wanted to be his girlfriend.  I was starting  to understand how smitten Clark must have felt for me.  He had practically proposed to me.  I had only had sex with Jim twice, the night before and again that morning, and I was already thinking about going on birth control for him.  I wanted his seed inside me.  And I wanted to him to feel my pussy from the inside, with no condom separating us. 

When I talked to Clark, he was understandably upset but also puzzled.  Of course, he hadn't done anything wrong.  I had just met someone I liked more as a man and as a sexual partner.  When he asked to see Jim's Facebook, he understood.  Jim was just a jock and Clark was, in his own words, a nice guy.  We both cried a little but promised not to actually break up because we would stay friends.  I told him that he would now have to be like a girl to me—we wouldn't do anything sexual at all.

And for a while we did stay platonic friends, until a coincidence led me back into the bedroom with him, although under very different circumstances.  It all started when I was planning for Jim's birthday.  I never know what to get people, so I usually ask my friends and family what they want rather than trying to surprise them.  We had been having a lot of sex, too, so I couldn't think of any particular sex acts I could give him that we hadn't already tried.  He said he wanted to try a threesome—with two girls.

I had never really thought of myself as a lesbian, but the idea intrigued me.  I know that most guys have a fantasy of fucking two girls at once, and I didn't consider it cheating if I would be in the room with him.  I can't deny that I felt a little jealous.  Wasn't I enough for him?  He assured me that it was just a common fantasy that he wanted to scratch off his bucket list and he wouldn't fall in love with another girl.  And I didn't have to do anything with the other girl if I didn't want to.  It was his birthday, after all, and it was supposed to be about him.   

I told him that if he found another girl to join us, I would like to meet her and chat, and if we all got along well, we could spend the night together.  Jim and I also started watching lesbian porn together, and I had to admit that it was a little hot.  Maybe it was something I could try, I thought.

Of course, Jim was pretty good at picking up girls.  So, on the Friday night when we celebrated his birthday, we met a truly stunning girl named May.  Jim actually met her online and I chatted with her a little before our big date.  She seemed like a cool girl and, most of all, she didn't seem interested in stealing my boyfriend from me.  She was bisexual and also genuinely interested in me, too.  Like I said, I had never really been sexually attracted to women before, probably because I was used to being chased.  I could definitely appreciate female beauty and I had made out with girls before at parties a few times.  “What the hell?” I thought.  College is a time for education.  Maybe I would discover something about myself?

One thing I learned about myself was, if I ever end up in prison, I would probably be happy having a girlfriend.  May really made me feel beautiful and I had a great time with her.  It wasn't a full lesbian experience, since we didn't have strap-on dildos—Jim wanted his penis to be the only one in the bedroom.  But we did kiss our pussy lips together, which was really silly.  It was kind of like getting fingered though, and I know that if I ever did date a girl, one of us would have to strap-on a phallus.  As open-minded as I am, I need to get penetrated to really get off.  I will say that I understand why guys like pussy so much.  Pussy sauce tastes and smells amazing, and making out with a peach-fuzzed slit practically put me in a trance.

Mostly, as I said, the night was about Jim.  The two of us girls fought to please him.  We both sucked his dick at the same time, kissing each other, getting everything wet and slippery with our mouths and his pre-cum.  We both got down on our hands and knees and presented our asses to him, wiggling them seductively.  Since May was the guest, she got to go first.  I had been fucked by Jim many times, but it was eye-opening to witness him fucking someone else.  May was louder than I am, moaning, begging him not to stop, to fuck her harder.  In retrospect, I guess at this point, I was a cuckold.  I didn't feel jealous.  I mostly felt eager for my turn.  He made me lick all of May's pussy juice off his dick and balls before he would stick it in me though. 

May and I had both agreed on a little surprise for Jim, too.  We had all cum pretty hard, but it was his birthday and I wanted this threesome to be special.  So, I asked him, “Daddy, can you help us answer a question?  We want you to see which of us has a tighter asshole.  Can you help us figure it out?” 

Of course, he was more than willing to solve our little quarrel.  And in the end he told us we were both good girls and equally tight.  May got the honor of his cum up her ass, but while she was in the toilet taking a shit—which was mostly cum and lube—I got to lick his penis clean.              

“I love you, Daddy,” I said. 

“I love you too, butt-slut.” 


Chapter 3.

After having so much fun with May, I had one lingering question in the back of my mind.  Could I have a threesome with two guys?  Of course, I hadn't forgotten about Clark and even if he minded his manners around me, it was clear that he was still interested in me.  Clark knew all about my sex life, too, since I was often hungover on the weekend and I told him I had been partying all night—which really meant I had been getting drilled.  I kind of wanted to throw the poor guy a bone.  Jim wasn't particularly interested in bringing another man into his bed, but he knew about Clark and didn't find him threatening at all.  In fact, he thought that Clark might be gay and I was his fag-hag.  If Clark wanted to see how a real man fucks a woman, he said he would be willing to let him watch.

I had already told Clark that I would be treating him like a girl.  But I had been trying my best not to tantalize him or tease him too much.  The more I thought about it, the more curious I got about having a cuckolding threesome.  For one thing, Clark would probably enjoy it.  Who doesn't like watching porn, right?  Well, it's even hotter if you can actually be in the room with the porn stars.  I also thought that Clark might genuinely be a little gay and this would ease him into accepting his orientation.  One day I asked him, casually, if he wanted to see a dick pic Jim had sent me.  I could see the excitement in his eyes. 

I soon discovered that Clark was a natural cuckold.  When I showed him Jim's erect penis, we both chuckled.  It was bigger than his and he said I had good taste in men.  Of course, he was still interested in me, but he couldn't compete with a guy like Jim.  I ended up telling him everything—about our threesome and Jim's invitation to watch.  He said that he would gladly watch.  He wanted to support me, for one thing, and cheer me on while I got reamed.  But he also said it would be an educational experience for a virgin like himself. 

This was the time I realized that my relationship with Clark really was something special.  He wasn't just a boyfriend, or an ex-boyfriend.  I could see something soft and gentle inside him that I wanted to encourage and nurture.  I had to admit that this was all a little crazy.  A lot of girls who normally considered themselves straight experimented with lesbian sex in college.  But, inviting a cuckolding in my bedroom—this was really different.  And I found it absolutely irresistible.

I wanted to do it right.  I wanted to give Clark the full cuckolding experience.  I had to admit I was a little scared.  I was afraid it might be awkward.  He might be overwhelmed.  Maybe Jim would take it the wrong way.  But in the end, I had faith in the fetish.  A lot of couples do this, after all.  Just browse the internet and you'll see how many seemingly normal guys love to dress like pretty little girls and how many loyal wives and girlfriends love to show off their sexual prowess for an audience.

Clark had always been curious about my clothes, especially my underwear.  I got permission from Jim to show my panties to another guy—but only because I would be giving Clark a make-over as a girl.  If he wanted the privilege of watching me getting fucked, we had to remove all doubt that Jim was the only man in the room.  I was going to do my best to turn Clark into a sissy. 

Don't get me wrong: I love my boyfriend.  I bend over for him.  I swallow his loads with a smile.  I give him my ass when he asks for it.  I love being treated like a girl.  But there is a special intimacy between a woman and a man who has secretly been longing his whole life to be a cross-dresser.  He almost felt like the sister I never had.  He was just so amazed and delighted by things that were so mundane and normal for me, like putting on lipstick or painting his nails. 

One of the things I agreed on with Jim was that I would be allowed to see Clark naked, but he wouldn't get to see my pussy—at least until it had another man's dick inside it.  When it was time for Clark's make-over, we went into the shower and I stripped down to my panties.  I made him close his eyes while I put on a pair of bikini bottoms.  I ordered him to get undressed and put on my dirty panties. 

I know what you are thinking.  Yes, this was a little cruel of me.  The guy was still in love with me, or at least infatuated with me, and here I was teasing him mercilessly.  But that's also one of the big appeals of cuckolding.  I love to be admired like that, to have a guy stare at my breasts, at my ass, and never to be quite able to take me.  Also, now that Clark was in panties, he was officially a girl.  I started calling him Claire.  And we got to work shaving his legs. 

His ass actually looked really good in panties.  And when he tucked his penis between his legs, he looked like a real girl in front, too.  I noticed an immediate change in his personality.  He got giggly and effeminate.  I put him in one of my old bras and taught him how to put on a pair of tights, too.  Of course, I put him in a sporty summer dress before applying his make-up. 

When I finally let him look in the mirror, he was amazed how pretty he was.  He looked a little silly because he still had short hair, so I tied his hair into little pigtails.  Now he really looked like a little girl.  I was still in just my bikini bottoms, so I let him go into my dresser and pick out an outfit for me.  We were just like two schoolgirls playing dress-up.  He rummaged through my things, trying to pick out the sluttiest outfit I had.  But he also got jealous of a lot of my stuff and wanted to try it on himself. 

There was only one solution, of course.  The two of us would have to go shopping.  I gave him a big hug and a little kiss on the cheek.  I told him I would be happy to take him shopping. I was going to help him be the best cross-dresser he could be. 


Chapter 4.

Claire never got the chance to be a little girl, to play dress up in her mom's clothes, to try on make-up with her girlfriends, to gossip about which boys she had a crush on.  I wanted to make this up to her as best I could.  As a consolation, I wanted her first cuckolding experience to be amazing.  Naturally, I thought she should be dressed in a classic schoolgirl outfit—short plaid skirt, white blouse, black tights, pigtails.  When Jim came over to my room for the big event, he thought Claire was a real girl at first.  I lifted her skirt and pulled down her tights, slightly to reveal the boy's micropenis, caged in a hot pink chastity device. 

No, Claire wasn't a real girl. But she was something even better.  She was a sissy—and a cuck.

I gave her one last playful kiss on the lips, and thanked her for joining us.  She moaned in agony and delight as the chastity cage bit at her testicles.  Poor thing, I thought.  Watching this was going to be real torture for her.

 We had already agreed on a few terms.  Claire would sit next to the bed and observe but she would in no way interfere with Jim and me.  Because of the chastity device, she couldn't masturbate, but she was allowed to rub her nipples if she wanted.  To tell you the truth, once Jim started laying into me, I got caught up in the moment and I kind of forgot all about our audience.  Jim was probably a little rougher than normal, and more verbal. 

“You like that, bitch?  You need a real man?”  he would ask me.  I cooed and moaned in agreement.  He tossed me around the bed like a doll, putting me in different positions.  He let me suck my own pussy juice off his dick before he guided me into each new position.  Before he came, he grabbed some lube from the nightstand and invaded my ass.  I almost screamed, he entered me so forcefully.  But once he was in I got totally relaxed and he started pumping, thrusting against my hips.  Then he blasted his load deep inside me.  What a perfect fuck. 

Love is about giving and taking, and I have always considered myself a generous person.  This was a special night for Claire too, perhaps a pivotal moment that would help her understand her future sexuality.  I didn't want to hold anything back. She had always dreamed of getting in my pussy.  The only problem was that it belonged to Jim now. . . As a compromise, we decided she could clean my just-fucked asshole.  It was perfect, because she could get a taste of Jim's semen, while also servicing me.  After all, a sissy needs to learn to be on her knees. 

This was also my first time getting rimmed.  It tickled, and my ass was still kind of sore, but if anyone's lips were going to be on my anus, I wanted it to be Claire's.  After I evacuated what felt like all of Jim's load, I sat up and gave Claire a tongue-kiss, sperm still all over her face.  And I told her to bend over.  We still had one surprise left.

I think the willingness to be penetrated is really what defines a girl.  I means you want to please a man more than yourself—and that's what gets you off.  It takes a great deal of trust to let someone inside you.  It makes you feel small and vulnerable, but also desired, cute, and loved.  As I started to finger Claire's ass with lube, I felt so grateful that I was the one who got to take her anal V-card.  I gave her little hole a kiss, too, burying my face in her cheeks.  She giggled in delight.  And by the time Jim had helped me get into the harness of my strap-on dildo, Claire was already on her hands and knees on the bed, wiggling her ass, spanking her cheeks as if to tease me.  Yup, she was a girl all right. 

I think the experience has made me a better lover, too.  Wearing that big black strap-on made me feel powerful, especially as I gazed down at Claire's little asshole, twitching in anticipation.  I understood how guys must feel when a girl spreads her legs for them.  It's an affirmation of trust, of love, and of total devotion.  “Yes, you can come inside me.  Top me.  Dominate me.  Make me yours.” 

And that's exactly what I did to poor little Claire.  As I slid that dildo into her anus, she broke down and cried, not in pain, but in a moment of epiphany.  As her ex-girlfriend, I was telling her: It's okay to be a girl.  And Jim, as the Daddy in the room, approved as well, complimenting her ass, and even patting her on the head as she crouched down on the bed, her face low on the mattress, her butt high in the air.  It was a pose of total submission, a truly female stance.  I had to laugh.  We've all been in that place, all us ladies.  It kind of comes naturally to us.  As sure as the sun will rise tomorrow, and as much as we trust spring to follow winter, any real girl will be willing to bow down and bend over in the presence of a dick she loves. 


Epilogue

Of course, Clark transitioned to a girl and we became kind of best girldfriends.  At first she was very nervous about changing herself.  She wasn't always as pretty as she is today, and I have had a great time emasculating and feminizing her.  Her real coming out party was at Halloween, where it's traditional to dress slutty for all the parties.  We went dancing together in matching costumes, the classic playboy bunny outfit, with  leotards, fishnet pantyhose, colorful wigs, and even bunny ears.  All of her friends were surprised by Claire's amazing dance moves—they couldn't believe that this stunning girl used to be that boring, shy, and nerdy boy, Clark.  A lot of guys started to hit on her, too. 

I was so proud of her, dancing for the boys in her fishnets, shaking her ass, even kissing a few boys at the party.  It had all really started on that first night when I cuckolded my ex-boyfriend with Jim.  I think that cuckolding leads you down a natural and inevitable path towards feminization.  So, if you are a guy and you happen to be interested in cuckolding, I should warn you that you might end up as a girl one day, too.  Don't worry though—Claire loves her new life. 

She is really popular on campus, too, and she even declared her major in Women's Studies and she is becoming and expert in all the philosophy and science of transexuality.  She plans to fully transition into a woman after she finds a stable boyfriend to support her through the process.  She will get real breasts and she will lose her chastity cage as soon as she gets the surgery to remove her penis and turn it into a vagina.  For the moment though, both of us are having fun as slutty college girls.
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