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The Real Girl


Big sigh.

Here’s the thing. Nothing felt right in my life right now. I was losing a lot of confidence in myself because all I ever do these days is play video games all the time and waste time.

I hardly socialized except when I saw my best friend Sara or her boyfriend Robbie, who’s a bit of a dick. We don’t really have much in common. It went without saying that she deserves better.

Like… me.

Ugh, here I go again. Always thinking these selfish thoughts. Sara seems to be happy. Let her be with her roided-up Chad of a boyfriend if that’s what she wants. I’m her best friend. I’m bigger than this. I shouldn’t be pining after her. I mean, I’m not, am I? I’m just saying she deserves better.

So all day long I was playing video games until my eyes got tired, and then I relax for a little bit before restlessness and boredom takes over me again. I get this way a lot.

At least I was good about not eating too much, keeping the slender figure I had always somehow managed. This was good genetics, I guess. And with my hair getting long, I felt like I was in a strange in-between state where I could either get a haircut or just wear it long.

I was so indecisive. Restless, bored, indecisive… I never knew what I wanted to do. In so many ways, I was a passenger in my own life, letting the circumstances of my life take control of me while I defaulted to the same outlets to relieve my boredom.

My number one outlet was porn.

It had been this year for years. I didn’t even treat it like ‘just’ porn, you’d never see me just log into a streaming site and find a scene to watch. I’m a nerd, I loved everything to do with it. I spent hours a day cataloging new scenes, finding new actresses and actors, going through thumbnails, and yes, watching porn.

Lots of it.

I knew practically every actress out there by face or by name. Hell, given all my free time spent on this, I’ve actually started turning my characters in my online games into adaptations of my favorite porn stars. I could visualize how they looked just by closing my eyes. Blonde, brunette, redhead, whatever: I memorized my favorite porn idols.

Bored out of my mind, right?

Well, think of it like this. Work was a mind-numbing chore, and all I ever did was go through spreadsheet after spreadsheet. It pays alright, but it leaves me bored as fuck. I just wanted some meaning in my life.

I felt like this person I was just wasn’t me. Or at least isn’t who I’m supposed to be.

So you could say I was pretty frustrated with the way things are going in my life.

My dry run wasn’t helping, that’s for sure. I don’t think I’ve had sex since I broke up with my girlfriend Nina three years ago, and I realized with a pang of distant pain in my heart that calling her “my girlfriend” was a stretch even back in the day. I was a nice guy who orbited around her and helped her with her feelings when she had to deal with torrid romance after torrid romance with guys who mistreated her. Then one drunk night we hooked up.

Then it just… became a thing. Nobody actively chased it, we just kept sleeping together. And then when her lease expired I just let her move in. It was nice. I kept it under wraps but this was exactly what I was hoping for. To be with someone, to have someone in my life.

But even the best things in life had to end. Nina decided to take a job in Oregon, and I was too chickenshit to leave this city I’ve always lived in, so here I am stuck in a boring medium-sized town in dry, arid Arizona while I watched Nina Instagram gorgeous nature in the Pacific Northwest.

I wasn’t bitter, I promise you. I was just a little… annoyed about everything.

So porn did a great job of keeping me under control, letting me convert annoyance and frustration into personal pleasure.

Speaking of porn, right then I couldn’t help but immediately scroll through the list of new releases and scenes on my favorite sites.

There’s my favorite brunette, one cock in each hand, her mouth stretched comically wide by a huge dick that’s so big I can see the way her throat is bulging… and there was still plenty of length left unsucked.

My hand rushed inside my shorts. I sighed again, because it’s not even eleven in the morning and already this was my second round. I haven’t even gotten rid of the tissues in the bin from earlier.

“Here we go again,” I said, but there was a little smile that lingered as I began to indulge in the fantasy of the video unfolding before me.

Kira Graffite: that’s my favorite porn star. She’s got short brown hair, she’s pale, taller than your usual porn nymphet, with a frame that’s almost boyish — she’s not rocking giant tits or anything, but she’s so beautiful. She’s got lush lips that are always either dark red or purple, her trademark look, and she knows you’re always staring at those lips.

“Porn star” was a label that does her a disservice. You should call her a princess instead. No, goddess.

My dick sprang hard but the first thing I thought about was how even at full erection like this, my whole hand can wrap around my length and girth. I’m painfully average, at best. No, the reality is, I’m pretty short and unimpressive. But I wasn’t insecure about that, I didn’t think that’s necessarily a bad thing. Nina didn’t really mind. Women don’t really care about dick size, right? That was just a guy thing.

Or did she? Sometimes she’d pat me on the back gently and applaud me for trying. Trying to do what? Uh… make her cum, that is. Thinking back, over the year we were together, I maybe helped her reach her climax about a handful of times.

I wished I was one of these buff porn dudes, like Rob Breaker in this scene with Kira right now. Rob. Just like Robbie, Sara’s Robbie. Ugh — not only did they share a name, they kinda even looked alike. Robbie’s a fit ex-athlete now working in finance. Rob the porn actor is a sculpted god with a cock at least twice as long as mine, and don’t even get me started about how much thicker he is.

My mouth was watering as I watched Kira get on her knees and handle Rob’s beast of a cock.

A sudden thought came over me. If I had to choose, would I rather be Rob with his giant dick who fucks away at woman after woman before spraying his load all over her face… or would I rather be Kira, the sexy star of the show?

This thought felt a little forbidden, and my dick began to throb a bit. I’ve had this stray thought invade my mind before, and sometimes it’s the trigger to an incredible session where I pleasure myself to amazing levels, helpless to my arousal.

Oh my God… I should just admit it.

Being Rob would be fun, sure, but being Kira would be even more fun.

After all, the girl was the real star.

She’s the one the camera keeps watching. She’s the one whose moans I start to mimic. I’ve always had a pretty high-pitched voice, and what started as a prank when I was younger became a reflexive habit, moaning like a porn star getting fucked while I stroke myself silly.

If I didn’t stop now I was guaranteed to lose control…

Okay, I decided I could at least admit it to myself. Being Kira would be hot. My mouth wasn’t watering because I wanted to fuck Kira. My mouth was watering because I wanted to be her, taking a monster cock in my mouth… maybe in my pussy too.

Well, if I had one. And there I had that special, extra forbidden twinge of arousal — a feeling of raw horniness that emanated from my prostate. A feeling that made me want to get fucked. It felt a little bold and scary.

My dick twitched again. I was actually close to the edge. I could finish right now if I wanted to, but I wanted to feel the desperate urge to just… indulge in all this pleasure.

I loved this feeling.

I started to moan those words, matching Kira’s pitch perfectly: “I love this feeling. I love sucking cock. I love getting fucked.”

My thighs began to tense up as I realized I might not be able to resist the urge to cum, even though we were barely a few minutes into the video — Kira’s not even got her cute little ass up in the air for Rob to fuck, she’s still on her knees, drooling all over his huge tool.

That was another reason why I would love to be Kira. I wouldn’t be able to last that long, that’s insane. Nobody could hold their orgasm back if they were getting Kira’s luscious lips wrapped around their cock bobbing up and down nonstop.

I’d be lucky if I managed fifteen seconds.

I grinned as I decided I should try my hardest to see if I could last fifteen seconds, closing my eyes and pretending I was getting sucked off by my Kira. If I made it to fifteen without cumming, I could pick any moment in the video to cum to.

Maybe I’d watch her getting split open by his big dick while he’s grabbing her throat. Or maybe I want to watch her ride him reverse cowgirl, facing away from him, holding her own cute little boobs like a good girl.

The clock was ticking. I was rubbing my dick feverishly, clenching my stomach knowing that I didn’t know if I could make myself last that long…

My dick seemed to get harder and harder the closer I hit the deadline. I was ready to cum, I just needed to hold it together before I got to that point. I needed to prove to myself that I was worth something.

It wasn’t quite the same as being a sexy hot girl like Kira, but at least I could sound like her, and I could feel close to her — have this indirect connection. Yes, I wanted us to cum together.

Thirteen… fourteen… fifteen.

I had to immediately clutch my dick with my closed fist because I worried that one stray twitch might cause me to ripple and cum all over myself prematurely. No, I had already chosen how I would get my pleasure, I couldn’t mess it up.

I would be Kira, at least as close to her as I could be. I would browse through the clip until a moment when she was close to cumming, and we’d cum together, right at that same moment.

A wicked thought came to me. Maybe, if I was feeling extra bold, I could even slot a finger inside my butt. Penetrate myself so I can feel an approximation of the pleasure Kira must be feeling. I never did that, but I really, really wanted to now.

But of course Kira was taking a cock as massive as Rob Breaker’s. I was shivering at the thought of how many fingers I’d need to insert in me just to mimic Rob’s giant cock.

No, no… maybe the next time…

To cum with her meant I had to find the right moment, scroll back maybe fifteen seconds, and concentrate on being her. Really put my will into this.

In a way, I could see myself dressing up just like her. She’s about my height, and if I tuck my dick in, I probably had a physique kinda like hers. I didn’t have the boobs, of course, but maybe there was some way I could be creative…

This thought made my dick even harder, and I couldn’t help but mentally note to save this for a later session.

But just as I started watching Rob pull Kira’s legs apart, jackhammering his cock into her perfect little hairless pink pussy, my phone switched screens.

I moaned a little pathetic, plaintive note. I was so close!

It was my best friend calling me. Oh right, we were meant to meet for lunch.

“Hey,” Sara said as soon as I picked up. “Uh… Cameron, are you okay? You sound out of breath.”

I began to blush as I realized that I must have been breathing heavily like a fucking pervert. My dick was so sensitive right now. I really wanted to cum, maybe I could keep playing with myself with Sara spoke to me?

Gross. No, that would be wrong. I inhaled sharply instead. “I just, uh, came back from a run.”

“Oh, that’s amazing!” she said. “I’ve been hoping to hear you’re starting to do something new. You’ve always been so frustrated. Anyway, I have Robbie’s car earlier than I expected because I had to drop him off somewhere else before work. Wanna meet now? I can pick you up.”

I paused. “Uh, are you close by?”

“Yeah, I guess you can hear that I’m inside the car, huh? I’m about five minutes away.”

We had a longstanding friend date every Friday afternoon. If she was that near, I had to get ready ASAP.

Silly me was sitting naked in my living room, jerking away, so now I rushed to the bathroom, washed the lube off of my dick, and picked up the first clothes I could find.

When Sara arrived, honking from her boyfriend’s car, I rushed out of the house, looking flustered. I usually took a backpack with me, but I didn’t this time.

“Hey!” I called out to her as I entered the passenger seat.

“Wow… you’re dressed… interestingly,” Sara said, raising her eyebrows.

I had picked a yellow t-shirt and a some light blue shorts way too small for me. Glancing down, I winced. “I look really… weird, I know.”

“Not weird. Just… gay?”

Now it was my turn to give a double take. “What does that mean?”

“Sorry, let’s just focus on getting some takeout, okay?” Sara apologized. “Anyway, it’s a cute look. Just not very you. I like it, though. Maybe you should have me help dress you sometime.”

My dick was still sensitive and hard from all the playing earlier, so even something as harmless as Sara’s offer to style me made me think of obscene fantasies.

I imagined Sara helping me transform into Kira, dressing me like a girl — the way only another girl could.

I had to bite my lip.

Sara was looking at me funny. “Cam… are you…?”

“What?” I quickly responded. “I’m not gay! I’m straight, I promise.”

“That wasn’t what I was trying to say.”

“Oh?”

“I wanted to ask you if you’ve got a boner. Because… uh, just look down.”

There was an unfortunate tent in my already too small pants. Bad enough I was hard, but in my rush to get dressed I forgot to put underwear on, meaning my dick was perfectly outlined… and my best friend could see!

The best friend I was not-so-secretly in love with, too.

Big sigh.

“It’s cute,” Sara giggled. I felt a twinge of humiliation from the way she laughed. This wasn’t exactly new to me — I felt like I always got into situations where I would be embarrassed and exposed to girls I really, really wanted to be together with.

Well, that was over. Not only was I friendzoned, but today Sara thought I looked like some gay boy, and she could see that I was packing a small dick.

Why was I getting even harder now? I should be mortified.

I was stuttering to explain myself, but Sara stopped me. “You don’t have to apologize. I’ve seen a penis before, you know.”

“I mean, we’re friends…”

Sara giggled again. “Dressed like that and pulling the stunt you’re doing right now, I’m going to say that if that happened to other girls, you’re guaranteed to stay friends.”

Ouch.

Things got a little better from that moment on, after I allowed myself to just laugh at myself for a change.

We got some takeout Chinese food from our favorite place — some kung pow chicken, some fried rice, a few dumplings each, and some dandan noodles, my favorite. Sara paid, because I paid last week.

When we got back to her place and placed all the food on her dining table, I finally let out a sigh. “Thanks for not making things awkward.”

“You’re welcome,” Sara grinned. “Teeny boy.”

“I’m not that small!” I protested. “I mean, I’m perfectly average, right?”

I wished I could just drop my pants and have her inspect me, prove to me that I was perfectly adequate. I mean I couldn’t compare to Rob Breaker the porn star, or…

“Well, you’re right,” Sara generously offered. “The thing is, I’m spoiled. I don’t know how I’m so lucky, but I’ve literally never even been with anyone ‘average’. I only get really big dudes.”

“Big like..?”

“Big cocks, Cam. All the guys I’ve been with have really big cocks, they’re really packing heat,” she said, a dreamy look descending over her. “Even Robbie’s got a monster in his pants. Sorry. Is that weird for you to hear? Anyway, oh my God, I’m in a lot of trouble. But I’ll hold back until after you tell me what the hell’s going on with you.”

I had to confess to her. I was frazzled because she caught me while I was going through a weird moment, pleasuring myself to porn while I had a mini-breakthrough about myself.

I told her everything. Rambled, honestly, but how else could I explain that I had a fantasy about being my favorite porn star?

Sara grinned. I knew that grin. That was the grin of someone who was plotting something.

“Uh oh…” I said.

“Uh oh is right,” she smiled. “You wanna be a real girl?”

“Yeah,” I shrugged. “Real being the operative word. I won’t be able to, will I? I’m a guy. A boring, generic guy. Skinny and gangly and not very good at anything.”

“I have an idea,” Sara slowly said. “What if I helped you… try out being a girl? First of all, you’ll be very grateful, not just because I’m helping you express your true self but because you’d be out of your ridiculous clothes.”

“Okay…” I said, kinda confused, not super sure what she was meaning here.

Sara exhaled. “I’m so glad we’re such good friends. Because if we weren’t, I wouldn’t be able to say what I’m about to tell you to do.”

“What is it?” I asked. My heart was racing. Sara was really persuasive. Whatever she wanted me to do, I knew I would willingly commit to it without question. She would make me want it, especially if she wanted it too.

“Cam, honey, I want you to get naked for me. I want to see how much work we need to do for you to be a real girl.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me. I want to see what I’m working with here. If you’re going to try out being a real girl, I want to inspect you first.”

The thought of the girl of my dreams checking every inch of my body so she could transform me into some cute angel of a girl was too arousing for me. I lost control of my dick again, getting hard in those little blue shorts.

Of course Sara giggled.

“Oh my God, you’re not supposed to enjoy this,” she said. She started to bite her lips, and her big brown eyes looked at me pleadingly, as if she needed me to tell her all this was okay. “I’m not supposed to enjoy this either… I have a boyfriend.”

I had to find a good excuse here. “It’s not the same if it’s a girl who does this with you, right? So if I become a real girl, you’d… you’d be okay, right?”

Sara smiled, stepping closer to me and kissing me on the cheek. My heart sang. “Cameron, honey, you’re so sweet. And you’re absolutely right. When you’re a girl, it’s different…”

She was looking at me like I was worth something for the first time in my life, and it made me feel so fucking special. I didn’t mean to have my fantasy get taken so seriously, but now I was ready to do anything to make Sara happy.

“So what am I supposed to do?” I asked.

“You heard me, silly. First you have to take all your clothes off. You need to get naked for me, so I can figure out how to dress you.”

My dick was getting in the way. I really, really wanted to touch it, but then this would turn a nice, friendly act between two people who cared for each other into some twisted and perverse thing. I didn’t want that.

“Can I excuse myself for a few minutes?” I asked, my voice sounding higher than usual. I couldn’t tell if it was the horny desperation from not cumming earlier, or if I was subconsciously already becoming more girly…

“Why?” Sara asked, her eyes narrowing. She looked suspicious, and I instantly lost heart. My job was to make her happy, not paranoid that I was up to no good!

“I don’t know if I should say,” I confessed.

Sara reached over again and kissed my other cheek. “You can tell me anything, Cam, honey.”

My dick was now leaving an unwelcome stain of precum, so I immediately closed my legs. This was going to be one of the last few moments before I had to bare myself naked to Sara, after all. I deserved at least some shyness.

With a deep breath to inspire some courage into me, I decided to tell her why I wanted to leave. “I’m really horny and I was, uh, playing with myself earlier. I didn’t cum… so I’m kinda needy, and I don’t want to make things weird, so maybe if you let me rub one out quickly in the bathroom I can come back refreshed and less frazzled?”

Sara’s eyes widened. She giggled again, and my dick twitched so hard I was worried I might prematurely ejaculate from embarrassment.

“Cameron… that’s so sweet. But I’m worried that if you make yourself cum you’ll get second thoughts. And besides, I think what you’re going through right now is helpful. This way you’re even girlier than I expected. You’re so playful and cute when you’re needy. I love it.”

She loved it. I instantly began to smile. I just wanted to make her happy with me. I could endure a little inconvenience like my dick desperately wanting to erupt. “Okay…”

“Tell you what,” Sara suggested. “If you get naked, maybe I’ll see if I can do something about making you less… sensitive.”

“I don’t know…” I paused, thinking about it. “I think being naked in front of you would make me even more shy. Plus… you’ve always known I’ve liked you, Sara. Being naked in front of you is going to be a serious turn-on for me.”

Her voice suddenly took on a more assertive tone than usual. “Do you need me to tie your hands behind your back just to make you disciplined enough not to jerk off to your best friend who’s just trying to help you?”

I immediately fell into line. “No, miss.”

Sara giggled. “Miss?”

“I mean, no, Sara.”

“I like miss. Nobody ever calls me that. God knows Robbie never treats me that way,” she said, and when she brought her boyfriend up I was worried the magic of the moment would fade away. “Now get fucking naked right now.”

I didn’t want to hesitate or waste any time, not when Sara was starting to get stern. I knew that if she felt I was yanking her chain here, she’d leave me high and dry.

And as weird as getting naked for your best friend for the purpose of being transformed into a real girl was, it was still a step closer to my dream of being with her.

I’d do anything for that.

So I removed my t-shirt and stared at the ground as Sara came closer and pinched my nipples and giggled at my lack of chest hair.

“You’re so smooth, Cam! This is really cute. And I like that you’re so skinny, even though all you ever do is play video games and eat trashy fast food. Maybe when you’ve become a girl you’ll learn to cook. Get some useful skills for a change.”

Sara was always getting in my face about my lazy habits, but now the promise of changing myself into a girl made me strangely hopeful that I could also get rid of my worst traits and be less dissatisfied with my life.

This I felt like Girl Cameron was my real self, and that my frustration over everything was because I couldn’t actually be the person I truly was. How was it so simple? Just thinking about it made me feel like a burden was lifted from my shoulders.

“I’m ready to be a girl,” I said, pulling my shorts down.

But my dick seemed like it was still resisting this transformation. It was awkwardly hard, and having Sara get down on her knees made my dick twitch a lot.

Part of me wished so bad this was a porn movie and she’d start sucking my dick.

I was so sensitive and turned on that I wouldn’t last more than a few licks, but I’d cherish this moment forever, if she did…

Sara looked up to me, cutting through my thoughts. “You’re such a little perv, you know that, Cameron.”

“What?” I said, trying not to betray my thoughts.

“I can see how horny you are. But those are Boy Cameron thoughts. It’s time you started getting horny for things that girls get horny for. Like a real girl.”

“Uh oh…” I tensed up. “So what do I have to do?”

“I want you to play with your swollen little clit,” Sara grinned. “But clear your head, make it empty for me. I’m going to tell you what to think about.”

I was frozen. I knew that we had crossed into new territory here. It was one thing for my best friend to acknowledge that I got hard, or even for her to see my dick. But for her to be the one whispering fantasies in my ear… this was an irrevocable step towards our friendship transforming forever.

“You’re going to be a slut for girl things,” Sara whispered in my ear. “You’re so lucky you have me as your mentor.”

“I know,” I whined, my voice getting higher and higher. I was starting to sound like Kira Graffite. I was just like my dream porn goddess.

“Your clit’s throbbing right now because you want to dress up like a girl. Like a girl? No, that’s wrong,” Sara said, correcting herself. “You’re dressing up because you are a girl, and honey, I’m going to make you the prettiest, sexiest babe there is. You’ll look so cute and perky and beautiful all the guys will ogle you and wish they could fuck you.”

“Mmmff…” I moaned.

“You’ve been missing that, haven’t you? You’ve been so frustrated and horny. You’ve been stroking your dick to porn, when actually you should’ve been rubbing your clit like the girl you truly are. Remember? You want to be the girl in the porn videos you love so much. Tell me what the girls do that you really want to emulate.”

“I want to be handled by a big, strong, alpha male,” I confessed, whispering. I couldn’t tell if I was speaking as Girl Cameron or Boy Cameron — this was just me, the real Cameron, and I was speaking my realest fantasies. “I want to be tossed to a bed and grabbed by my waist and made to suck a huge dick. Ugh, I want a dick in my mouth so so so bad.”

“Mmmm, you want that don’t you?” Sara said, rubbing her hands all over me. “You’ll look so cute dressed up in a lacy set of lingerie, dressed like a little slut for the guy who’ll be lucky enough to fuck you. You’re going to be such a good girl. A real girl.”

“Please…” I moaned.

Sara lowered her hands until her fingertips traced my cock, which was practically swinging up and down from the way I needily moved my body, hoping for pleasure, any pleasure at all.

Her touch made me feel hyper-concentrated, unable to think about anything other than my slutty girl dreams.

“Let’s get you dressed up like the real girl you are, okay?” Sara breathed in my ear.

I shuddered so fucking much. My heart was racing, I was trembling all over, not just my dick, my whole body. I wanted to wear whatever she’d dress me in. I wanted to be this girl.

“Cameron’s such a great name for a girl,” Sara whispered. “Come with me. I’m going to make you look sexy as fuck.”

I had my mouth shut but I kept thinking about a big cock stretching it open. I pressed my legs close together so when I walked I made little dainty steps forward. I perfected my posture so I wasn’t slouching anymore.

All these things came naturally to me. Girl Cameron knew exactly how to be beautiful.

When I got to Sara’s bedroom, she told me to sit down on her bed — and then she gave me special permission to touch my girl clit.

“But you can’t do it like you used to,” she warned me. “Girls don’t stroke it with their fists, they rub with one or two fingers. Some call it schlicking, I bet you’ve seen enough porn to know how it’s done, right?”

“Of course,” I moaned, closing my legs together. I started teasing the head of my little dick — no, my clit, my girl clit – with two fingers, feeling somehow even more aroused that when I gripped my shaft like I was used to.

“I’m picking clothes out for you now,” Sara said. My body was tense and aroused beyond all imagination as I watched her rummage through her wardrobe, looking for the right outfit to get me. I saw her pull out a lacy black bra and matching panties, a crop top, even some gel things to fill the bra with.

But it wasn’t until I saw her go through her makeup box that I really started rubbing my girl clit like I was going crazy.

My porn idol Kira always wore dark, sexy, queen-hot shades of lipstick. I blurted out my request. “I want something dark and purple, please, miss.”

Sara smiled. “Only because you remembered your manners and called me miss. I have the perfect shade in mind…”

I had been mimicking Kira’s voice when I spoke in my girliest tone, but I realized that I wasn’t actually copying her as I was using my true inner voice — in a way, this was actually what I thought I sounded like when I was thinking to myself, when I was alone.

It wasn’t just when I was horny. This was my true self.

I was a real girl.

Sara brought everything over and told me to lift my legs so she could slide the panties on me. It felt extra embarrassing to have her dress me when I was perfectly capable of doing it myself. I had to lift my ass from the bed so I could put the panties on, and realizing that the pair she had chosen for me was actually a thong, I felt the string straddle my ass, just as my dick strained against the lacy front.

“Mmmf,” I moaned.

“You look so cute in panties, honey,” Sara beamed. “Now let’s complete the look. Put the bra on. I’ve padded it so you can fill it out since you don’t have boobs yet, but I think at some point we should really consider getting you some.”

I hadn’t thought about that, about making this transition permanent… becoming a girl by having my body really change the way I wanted to be. I felt free just thinking about all the possible modifications.

That way I wouldn’t have to deal with a pesky boy dick in my panties. I could look cute just the way I needed to be.

“You look perfect,” Sara said, in awe of her own choice once I put the bra on. The only thing missing was that I only had a little cleavage, because my own flat chest couldn’t muster up a sexier look, even with the gel padding.

Sara continued. “Now the only thing left is to doll you up with makeup. Pout those lips for me, Cam.”

I kept playing with my girl clit while Sara dolled me up, applying the lipstick I had requested. I felt extra special when I recognized the designer brand of the lipstick, the gold logo unmistakeable.

“Mmm,” I moaned. “Yes please.”

“Oh, you’re such a smart girl,” Sara nodded as she applied the last touches of purple on my lips. “With your pale skin tone, you look gorgeous in purple. You look va-va-voom, honey. Absolutely stunning. Ugh, I just want to see you suck a cock right now. It’s a kiss-proof lipstick, I guess you can test if it’s cock-proof too, can’t you?”

My heart skipped a beat. “I really wanna suck a cock,” I moaned. “It’s such a scary thought, I don’t know if I can. I don’t even know how to do it.”

“Oh, you’ll know,” Sara grinned. “You act like you’ve never thought about it before, but girls are naturals at sucking cock… and you’re a real girl, remember?”

She reached for a mirror and brought it to my gaze. “Look, you are a real girl. Your hair even already looks perfect. I just need to brush it a little.”

I was so impressed by the transformation. I couldn’t believe my eyes. How did Sara do this? She had transformed a tired, unmotivated guy into this… feminine beauty. I looked like an alt model with my pale skin and contrasting dark lips. With my flat chest, it looked like I had high, perky boobs, and I loved it…

But not as much as I loved the way I stood with my panties on, the lace caressing my crotch.

“How’s your girl clit doing?” Sara checked in with me.

“Needy,” I confessed.

“Okay, how about this? If you promise you’ll do the last thing you need to do to be a true, real girl, I’ll make sure you get permission to cum.”

I immediately began trembling, obsessed with the idea of getting the release I had been wanting so bad. At this rate, I was beyond ready. I would do anything to cum.

“What is it?” I said, a little nervous, because I had a sneaking suspicion it would be a real leap to become a real girl.

“Well, since your lips look so lush and pretty, and since you’ve been begging for a real man’s cock… I want you to suck my boyfriend off. When Robbie comes home, I’m going to make you get him hard with your talented little mouth, and then please him real nice and good.”

“Mmm…” I moaned, trying to address the nervousness I had about revealing myself as Girl Cameron to someone like Robbie. “What if he doesn’t like me?”

“He’s a red-blooded real man, honey,” Sara said. “We’ve always been talking about me bringing a friend home, and, honestly? There’s nobody I trust more than you. I’ve been really racking my head here, wondering how I’d be able to bring a girl into our bedroom without worrying that Robbie might run away with her. But I trust you, Cameron. You want me. And I promise you you’ll have me, if you just do this for me.”

I couldn’t believe that what I wanted more than anything in the world was finally within my grasp.

Sara was telling me that I could be with her, if only I did this one small favor.

It wasn’t even a favor — it was going to be lots of fun.

I had been so horny and unfulfilled for so long, so why not?

And as much as I thought Robbie was a jerk, I knew it was mostly insecurity and jealousy that made me feel that way. He was athletic, hot, taller than me, tougher than me, bigger than me. He also had a beast of a cock, if Sara was telling the truth.

My mouth was watering.

Oh God, I can’t be serious…

I wanted it. I wanted to suck Robbie off so bad, especially if it meant Sara would be guiding me the whole time.

My girl clit felt red-hot, like I was ready to cum already.

I clenched my legs together, knowing that I had to behave. Good girls always behave. Sara taught me well. I was a real girl now, and dressed up in her bra and panties, I was going to be able to give the performance of a lifetime.

“Will you teach me how to do it?” I asked nervously.

“Give me your hand,” Sara said, without skipping a beat.

I stopped playing with my girl clit, and stretched my hand out to her. She took it and lifted it to her mouth, then closed my fingers against my palm until I just had my middle finger pointed out.

Then I started shivering from pure arousal as she began to wrap her lips around my finger and suck.

Distantly, I could sense her free hand slip inside my panties. She wasn’t even playing with my needy girl clit, she was just reassuring me, resting her warm palm against the full length of my dick.

The combination felt so good.

“Watch me,” she whispered when she pulled back from my finger, only to dive right back in when I started watching her intently.

She was teaching me how to suck a cock the way a girl would, flicking her tongue, using her lips, varying the suction inside her mouth, grinding the flat of her tongue against the underside of my finger…

Without even using any words, she was giving me a masterclass in sucking cock.

I was so happy. I felt sure that I was going to absolutely master sucking cock from the first time I did this. Not every girl had the fortune to be this naturally talented — I thought back about all the times I got lackluster blowjobs from girls who I had to coax into sucking me.

Now that it was my turn, I was going to go right into it with gusto.

I thought back to how Kira Graffite sucked cock, too. Sara was good, but I was also going to learn from all the porn scenes I had watched. My mouth began to water uncontrollably as I drooled thinking about the big cock that was going to fill my mouth.

Sara’s boyfriend’s alpha cock.

“Good girl,” she whispered as she finally pulled herself off from my finger. “I can see it in your eyes you’re ready for this.”

She decided she was going to perfect my look before Robbie got home, so that meant shaving me until I was smooth all over. I didn’t have that much body hair, but I did have some all over my legs, so Sara immediately began making me smooth.

“You’re going to be a perfect girl.”

We sat in her bathtub, letting myself get groomed so I could be the perfect little real girl, a total sexpot of a doll, for her boyfriend.

“Robbie’s in for such a nice surprise,” I said, biting my lip in excitement.

“Oh, he is. I haven’t sucked his cock in a while, actually. He’s been asking for it, but every time we start getting all handsy in bed, we always fuck immediately, we can’t get enough of each other. I know I can’t get enough of his big dick…”

My body twinged. I really wanted that, I wanted it so bad. I was so ready for Robbie.

We heard Robbie come home and Sara immediately jumped to attention, telling me to wait here until I was called.

I waited. My heart was pounding in my chest. Maybe all this was a dream, and I’d get yanked out from the fantasy the moment I saw Robbie look at me with bewilderment. He’d break the illusion, curse me for not being the sort of girl he wanted. Maybe I wasn’t a real girl after all.

“Honey, come out,” I heard Sara’s singsong voice call. “We’re ready for you…”

I exhaled and poised myself. This was the moment I was waiting for. All I had to do was give Robbie the best blowjob of his life, and Sara was mine — she didn’t even have to tell me that, but I knew that if she felt pride for the way I did my best, our relationship would be cemented for good. There was no denying it.

The big reveal came as I opened the bathroom door and smiled at Robbie, composing myself for his reaction.

His eyes flashed lust.

The six-foot-tall hunk of a man towered over me and pulled me in for a kiss before I could even muster the courage to say hello.

“Cameron, huh?” he said, saying my name — but it didn’t feel like it was my name, not the way it was for the twenty something years that I had been known by it. This felt new.

“That’s me,” I whispered in my perfect girly voice.

“I used to know a Cameron,” Robbie shrugged, caressing my cheek. “He was a bit of a loser. But you’re beautiful. You’re sexy as fuck. You know what? You’re making my cock real hard.”

I gulped. Oh my God, this was really happening.

Sara gave me a look, prompting me. “Why don’t you show Robbie how good you handle a big cock, honey?”

My shy smile became a big, lustful grin. “May I, please?”

“Come on, baby,” Robbie growled. “I’ve been wanting my cock sucked for a long time now… and to tell you the truth, I’m surprised Sara’s managed to arrange this.”

“I’m a little shy,” I confessed, as my hands reached inside his pants, my eyes widening as I realized Sara was not joking about her boyfriend’s size. “I’m… I’m… I’m a… blowjob virgin.”

Robbie’s reaction was to growl even more, his cock immediately pulsing in my hands. Sara gave a helping hand, unbuttoning his pants and pulling the zipper down, so his pants fell down to his knees, freeing his monster cock for my hands to grip.

“Cam, honey,” Sara gently reminded me, “you’re not giving Robbie a handjob. You’re sucking his cock. You’re not going to hold it all night, are you? Give it a kiss.”

I was ready now.

I felt completely taken over by my true self, the truth that I was a slutty girl — sluttier than Sara.

I bent down and closed my eyes as I pouted my lips to plant a nice long kiss to the thick head of Robbie’s huge cock.

Salty precum immediately greeted me, as Robbie began to hold me by my neck and moan, guiding me downwards as his cock filled my mouth.

Holy fuck, he was huge. I had to open my mouth as wide as I could, just to accommodate his cock. Somehow, the urge I had to suck cock was getting fulfilled and it meant I began to produce so much drool to give him a sloppy blowjob, immediately surrendering to my need to suck his cock.

I heard Sara giggle as she ran her fingers in my hair, kissing my cheek and telling me how proud she was of me, while I stuck my tongue out and really let Robbie’s cock fill my mouth and my throat.

Robbie groaned in pleasure and began pumping his cock into my mouth.

I wasn’t prepared for this! We had never practiced my gag reflex, and I was worried I might disappoint… but somehow, all it took was to position my mouth at the right angle so it never felt awkward, even with a cock as huge as his.

He had to be at least nine inches. What was that, twice mine, back when I had a dick instead of a girl clit?

I hadn’t even thought about my girl clit. I was busy sucking his cock.

Robbie was enjoying the way my mouth was anxious to please him, because he was moaning all sorts of filthy things to me.

Each one made my body tingle. Each one got me closer to my goal of giving him the best blowjob of his life.

I was panting. “Mmmf,” I moaned as I took his cock down my throat, discovering to my delight that Sara had in fact trained me so well.

The veins of his cock were really protruding against my tongue, so I made sure to suck even harder, amping the suction so I could hoover his cock up.

Sara hadn’t told me how I was going to let him finish. Could I, a first-time cocksucker, even be trusted to do it right? Was I going to swallow, or was I going to let him cum all over my face? Or would he pull out and spurt his seed all over my chest instead?

The possibilities were endless… but I realized that as a girl, I had to submit to an alpha male like Robbie.

It wasn’t my choice. It was his.

He told me exactly what he wanted.

“Fuck, I’m gonna bust my nut inside that sexy little mouth of yours, you little slut,” he growled. “You’re going to swallow it all, feel what a real man’s load is like.”

Sara was nodding. “You can do this for me, can’t you, honey?”

“Mmmf,” I nodded, still taking his cock all the way down. I played with Robbie’s big, hefty balls with my hands while I expertly bobbed up and down his cock, and with the way I was sucking so tight, with ropes of my drool spilling out, I could tell right down to the second how close he was to cumming.

How close he was to filling my mouth with his hot, manly load of cum.

I never thought I’d end up a slutty little cocksucker, but this felt exactly like what I needed in my life.

Bracing myself, I knew he was close because of the way he stopped even moaning any words, just sounds of raw pleasure.

Sara stuck her hand down my panties again, grinding her palm to my needy girl clit.

“Fuck yes,” Robbie growled. “I’m gonna cum in that mouth now…”

His cock erupted and as soon as I tasted the salty load that flooded my mouth I was in absolute heaven.

Fuck, I was cumming too.

Sara rubbed her palm all over my clit and I started wiggling my ass as my body lost control, and I started to squirt cum all over her hand, while my mouth watered even more swallowing Robbie’s load.

My whole body was in rapture. I closed my eyes and moaned and drained Robbie full. My hands still massaged his balls, and I could feel just how strong his balls jerked to fuel my mouth with the load he had been waiting to give me.

All that while I was making my panties real sticky, but at least my needy little girl clit was getting nice and soft, and the red-hot horniness that had been overwhelming me was starting to dim down.

“Oh, yes,” I said, licking my lips, pulling away. “Oh my God, that was amazing. Did I suck your cock good?”

Robbie grinned without responding, not with words at least, but he showed me just how pleased he was with me by rubbing his cock all over my face.

“Look, your lipstick’s still perfect,” Sara whispered, finally pulling her hand out of my panties. “Didn’t I say it was kiss-proof?”

I giggled now, embracing that I was a slutty girl. My body felt perfect: I was now completely satisfied with the person I was.

“Hehehe, I guess you were right — it’s blowjob-proof too,” I giggled again.

Robbie stretched his arms out. “Fuck that was good. Sara… I think we should keep our new friend here, don’t you think?”

“Oh yes,” Sara nodded enthusiastically. “I’ve always wanted to be with a girl. You had your fun. Now it’s my turn… and now I’ve got a perfect real girl to please me.”

THE END
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