

I Was My Girlfriend’s Girlfriend

By DeeDee Cupps

“I don’t understand,” I said, probably for the tenth time. Because what my girlfriend Kayla was asking made no sense.

Kayla sighed, putting her face into her hands. Her long dark hair slid off her shoulders to hide her face. Her shoulders slumped, a sure sign she was getting fed up. I wasn’t doing it on purpose, I swear, I genuinely didn’t understand why she needed me to dress like a girl.

“Okay look,” she said, raising her head. “I’m doing an article for that online news site I told you about. The story is about how certain groups of radical feminists are actually both misogynistic and transphobic. There is a group here in town that I want to get in and see if that’s all true.”

“So, undercover?” I asked, sitting down next to her. 

“For me to get into the group they have to believe I’m lesbian,” Kayla continued. “It’s not even enough that I’m bisexual.”

“That seems extreme.”

“Exactly. So I need to have a girlfriend.”

And that’s where she lost me. “So why don’t you ask one of your girl friends?”

“To pretend to be my girlfriend?” she laughed. “You know I don’t have a lot of girl friends. And the ones I do have wouldn’t be able to keep a straight face. Can you picture Monica? Or Stef? Trying to pretend to be my girlfriend?”

I thought about her two closest girl friends. Monica would be cracking up the whole time, and Stef couldn’t lie if she had a gun pointed at her. “No, I guess not.”

“And besides,” Kayla said, putting her hands on my chest. “I can’t pretend to be in love with someone else. I love you, Jesse.”

Looking into those deep dark eyes, seeing the love shining there, how could I say no? “Okay, fine.”

“Really?”

“Yes, fine, okay, yes,” I said, and she wrapped me in a tight hug and planted a kiss right on me. When she came up for air, I asked, “What do I have to do?”

“Shave off your beard, first of all.”

“I immediately regret this decision.”

Kayla stood up, and began pacing around the room. “Your hair is pretty long, so that’s good, and we’re about the same size so you can wear my clothes… We’ll need makeup, though.”

“Oh man, the things I do for love.”

So I shaved off my beard while she went to get some makeup for me. I looked about five years younger, so about nineteen or twenty. It was weird seeing a face I hadn’t seen in years staring at me in the mirror. I got in the shower and shaved my armpits, legs, even the bit of hair I had on my forearms. Luckily I’d never been too hairy on my chest or belly. By the time I was done, Kayla was back.

“Oh my god, babe, I never would have recognized you,” she said, coming to me and stroking my smooth face. Her eyes sparkled with excitement. Any other time I might have thought she was getting turned on but… nah. She reached into the shopping bag and pulled out two handfuls of makeup stuff. 

Kayla grinned. “Time for your makeover!”

She dragged me back into the bathroom and started smearing stuff on my face, then on my eyelids, cheekbones, chin, blah blah blah. Eyeliner. Mascara. Finally, lipstick. The whole time, she wouldn’t let me look in the mirror. She stepped back and looked at her work. 

“Yep,” she said, then turned back to the bag of stuff she’d bought. “Hey, take out your ear studs?”

“Why?” I asked, but did it anyway.

She held out a pair of new gold hoop earrings in the package. “These are better for your undercover persona.”

“Undercover persona… geez,” I said, taking the earrings out of the package and slipping them into the holes in my earlobes. They dangled against my jaw and neck, unfamiliar but not uncomfortable.

“Can I look now?” I asked.

“Not yet,” she said, going into our bedroom and coming back with one of her tops.

And a bra. One of the padded pushup ones she wore when she wanted to really get my motor running.

“You want me to… Now? Why now?”

“We’ve got to get you trained if you’re going to pass for a woman for these lesbian feminists,” she said, slipping the bra over my arms and onto my chest. The band bit into my ribs.

“That’s tight,” I said.

“We’ll get you fitted properly tomorrow,” she answered, fixing the pads on my pecs. “Now put this on.”

I noticed that she’d picked one of her girliest tops, a pale peach short sleeved shirt with a pink flower pattern. “Really?”

“Please?” she said, biting her lower lip cutely. She knew I was a sucker for the lower lip bite. “Tell you what, if you do this tonight I’ll make it up to you later.”

“Yeah? How?”

“You know those things I told you I’d never do in the bedroom?”

“Yeah…”

“I might be willing to do a couple of them,” she said with a naughty smirk. “I was just saving them for a special occasion.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really.”

“Give me the top.”

Fitting my arms through the sleeves was a bit more challenging than I thought, due to how the top had been designed. And it was a helluva lot tighter than anything I usually wore. And the sleeves didn’t even reach my biceps!

“You look so cute!” Kayla squealed. Then her eyes drifted downwards. “Except for the boxer shorts.”

“What? They’re my underwear!”

“Not anymore,” she said, pulling a pair of black panties out of her back pocket.

“Oh come on!”

Kayla dropped to her knees in front of me. “C’mon, baby, don’t you want to look right for me?”

“Well, I do love how you look down there…”

She raised an eyebrow mischievously, grinning, then reached up and yanked my boxers to my ankles. Any other time I would have been immediately turned on.

I stepped into her panties and she tugged them up into place. “It’s a good thing you’re a grower, not a show-er,” she giggled. “We can pad your front and tuck you properly tomorrow. I just want to see what we have to work with.”

The panties weren’t tight but they rode up weird and the lace chafed against my cock and balls.

“I dunno, Kayla,” I said, wriggling and trying to get the panties to sit right.

“You have really nice legs, babe,” she said, ignoring my obvious discomfort. “Hang on.”

She went back to our bedroom. I grabbed some toilet paper off the roll and folded it up, slipping it between me and the panties. The relief was immediate.

Kayla came back with a skirt and a pair of heels.

“Whaaaaaat…”

“Just for a minute. Just to see.”

I slipped on the skirt, which hung weird because I didn’t have Kayla’s hips, but wasn’t too weird since most of my shorts I wore in the summer were about the same length. The shoes, though, that was another story. They were a bit too small, for one thing, and a lot tighter than any shoes I’d worn. The heel wasn’t too high, maybe three inches, but it threw my balance off. I had to throw my shoulders back to keep from falling forward. 

“Oh my god, babe,” Kayla said. “You look so fucking hot.”

“Oh come on,” I complained.

“No, seriously, come look in the mirror.”

I basically had to tip-toe into the bedroom to the full-length mirror we had in there. But what I saw in the mirror left me stunned.

The girl staring at me in the mirror could have been my sister, or a hot cousin or something. 

“Holy shit,” I said. I turned my head to look at my face. With all the makeup on, I definitely looked girlish. I’d hit on me in a bar after a couple of drinks, for sure. “This is so weird.”

“We can get you some better clothes,” Kayla said, tugging my skirt into place a little better, sorting out my sleeves so I showed more of my shoulders. The bra strap peaked out and I felt suddenly self-conscious. I tugged my sleeves a bit back onto my shoulder to cover the strap.

Kayla stepped behind me and shoved my hips to one side. I nearly toppled over. “C’mon babe, stand like a girl.” 

I put one hand on my hip and twirled a finger in my hair with the other hand. “Like this?”

“Say it higher.”

“Like this?” I repeated, pitching my voice higher.

“Yeah,” she said, staring at me in the mirror. “Yeah, like that.”

She leaned in, brushing my hair to the side, and kissed my neck from behind, the way I usually did to her. “You’re so hot, Jesse.”

“You think?” I said, still pitching my voice higher. “Mmm I like that…”

Her arms wrapped around my waist. “Yeah?” She kissed my shoulder. “You like that, girlfriend?” Kissed my neck. “My hot girlfriend?” Her hands moved up my belly and over the padded bra. In the mirror, it looked exactly like she was grabbing my breasts. And it was super hot. 

Kayla called me a grower, not a show-er, and the way my panties were getting tight, I was definitely growing.

“Babe…” I breathed. “We better get undressed.”

She turned me around, slamming her body against mine, reaching around to grab my ass. “Not yet. I’m not done with you yet.”

Normally Kayla is as sex-positive as anyone could want, but she’d never been so aggressive before. I had to admit, it was a turn on. 

She mashed her lips against mine, kissing me rough, tongue penetrating my mouth hard and fast. Hot and wet and rough, dizzying in how hard and how fast she’d gotten turned on, she shoved me onto the bed and shucked off her shorts and panties as fast as she could, pulling off her top and bra as she straddled me on the bed.

“I need you inside me,” she panted, hiking up my shirt and releasing my cock from the lace panties. She grunted as she climbed onto me, sliding my rock-hard dick into her hot wet pussy.

“You’re so fucking hot,” she moaned, riding me, slamming herself onto my cock. She rode me hard, harder than she had in ages. “Oh god babe, that fucked up lipstick smeared all over your face, you dirty slut, you fucking dirty little slut…”

Kayla kept riding me, slamming onto me so hard and fast that later we realized she’d moved the entire bed an entire foot across the floor. I was dizzy and panting as she rode me, so I never noticed at the time. I was too busy getting the fucking of a lifetime.

Her orgasm came much faster and louder than ever before, and she kept going, coming again and again, hungry for it. When I finally came she slowed down, but she didn’t stop, keeping me hard, riding me for one last orgasm. When she came she was kissing me, and her groaning into my mouth was so hot my cock twitched, trying to come again. 

We lay there, her on top of me, panting, sweaty, and spent. She kissed my shoulder, my neck, my cheeks, my lips. I think I passed out, because at one point I realized we were spooning, but for the first time, I was the little spoon. I looked down and saw Kayla’s hand cupping my fake breast.

This went on for a couple of weeks. I worked from home, so none of my coworkers noticed my missing beard. When Kayla would get home, we’d get me made up and dressed up. She’d give me some lessons on how to be more convincingly feminine, and then at some point she’d get too horny to continue and would fuck my brains out.

Finally one day, I decided to surprise her. I clocked out early, and got the makeup on myself. As I went from my normal Jesse face to my girl Jesse face, I found myself getting very turned on. I took my hard cock in my hand and jerked off to myself in the mirror, washed the come out of the sink, then got dressed in the tank top and short shorts that Kayla loved. I was ready and waiting for Kayla when she got home.

“Hey babe,” I said, hurrying up to her as she came in. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and kissed her hard. “Ready?”

Kayla’s eyes widened in surprise. “Ready for what?”

“We’re going out, silly,” I said, voice high and as feminine as I could manage. “You’re taking your girlfriend out to dinner.”

Kayla grinned, but looked doubtful. “You sure?”

“I’m sure,” I said, smiling.

She took my hand, eyes shining. “Oh babe, you’re amazing.”

“Anything for you,” I answered.

Kayla changed out of her office clothes and into a t-shirt and short shorts, and we headed out. It was the first time I’d been outside as a girl, and honestly, I was a little nervous. But Kayla’s hand in mine and that grin on her face gave me all the courage I needed.

We left our apartment and headed to a part of town we didn’t usually go, a fancier part of town with little craft bars and boutiques. Totally not my scene, but… I guess Girl Jesse could be into it? So we went to a couple of little boutiques, just window shopping, and a few guys tried to stop us, talk to us, whatever, but we ignored them. Eventually we stopped at a craft beer joint and had a beer each. Guys tried to talk to us all night, of course, and Kayla let them know they didn’t have any chance with either of us. I felt almost embarrassed for how ridiculous these guys sounded, knowing that a couple of years ago I would have been the guy getting shot down.

When we got back to our place, Kayla absolutely fucked my brains out. I have never been ridden so hard. I must have come three times. I lost count of Kayla’s orgasms.

A week later, she told me she thought I was ready to meet her ‘friends’ in the lesbian group.

“Really?” I said. “But…”

“But what, babe?”

I crossed my arms across my chest. “I… I just wish my tits were bigger.”

Kayla laughed. “Oh sweetie, you should have said! We can get you some fakes.”

“Oh. Okay…”

“But…?”

“I kinda wish they were really real,” I admitted quietly. “Nice big real titties. So I can wear those low cut dresses and show off my cleavage for you.”

Kayla stared at me for a long time, then said, “Really?”

“Yeah, really.”

“Because that would be a… pretty permanent solution.”

“I know,” I said. “But… I really like this. Being a girl. Not just for you, for this story. And not just for the crazy sex.” She laughed. Man, I loved her laugh. “It’s all of it. The clothes and the makeup and the feeling pretty. And being with you as Girl Jesse is so different than when I was Boy Jesse. We talk, we connect, in a way that’s totally different than when I was a guy.”

“‘Was’ a guy?” Kayla said, her eyes wide, questioning.

I looked down at the frilly flower top I was wearing, necklaces dangling in my lack-of-cleavage, bracelets on my wrists, rings on my fingers, fingernails painted hot pink. “Hard to apply anything male to me right now,” I giggled.

“Just one thing, really,” Kayla smirked, staring at my crotch. “If we start looking at more permanent ways to make you a woman, would you want to get rid of that?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know? Not right away, at least. I might, one day, but for right now, I’m okay with tucking it away and only bringing it out to play.”

She took my hand and kissed my knuckles, then leaned forward and kissed me, softly, gently. “I love you so much,” she whispered, her breath hot against my lips. “I want you so much. I’m so proud of you.”

I nearly burst into tears of joy as she kissed me again and again and again. Then she took my hand and led me to the bedroom. We sat on the edge of the bed and undressed each other, slow and almost cautious about it. I was trembling with desire, my cock rock hard in my panties. When we were naked, I lay back, ready to be ridden.  Kayla shook her head. “Not this time. This time I want you to fuck me as a woman.”

I didn’t get it at first, but I got the picture pretty quick when she lay back and opened her legs, then put her fingers in a V at her open, wet mouth, flicking her tongue between them.

So I started by kissing her legs, starting at her knees and changing sides, left leg, right leg, kissing and licking slowly lower and lower along her sensitive, twitching inner thighs. By the time I got to her hot pussy, she was panting faster and faster, moans trapped behind lips pressed shut. She groaned when my tongue tasted her pussy, tentatively, gently, knowing how super sensitive she would be.

I leaned in, wrapping my arms under her legs so my fingers could still reach her pussy, and hauled her into my face, thrusting my tongue deep into pussy, mouth wide, tasting her salty sweetness. She gasped and yelled “Fuck YES!” Her hands grabbed my head, pulling my hair, pulling me into her pussy harder. I slid one finger from each hand into her, teasing her clit. She groaned louder. I worked her pussy with my tongue and lips and fingers, teasing and pulling, licking and sucking, getting her juices all over my face and hands, my cock hard and begging to be released from my panties. But when I reached down to let it out, I shuddered and came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

“Did you come, baby?” Kayla panted. Still shivering, I nodded against her pussy, still licking her, panting myself. “Oh my good girl oh baby oh fuck yes baby fuck yes!” she yelled, her hips twitching and bucking against my face.

We lay there, panting, shivering, so sensitive every delicate touch brought more pleasure, more agonizing shuddering joy. Eventually I recovered enough to crawl up alongside her, kissing her belly, her breasts, her shoulders as I went. We lay there, kissing slowly, and that’s how I fell asleep, wrapped in the arms of the woman I loved. I was my girlfriend’s girlfriend.
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