

Becoming Her Sissy Fantasy
THE SISSY SLEEPOVER
BECOMING HER SISSY FANTASY
BOOK SIX


TIFFANY CHASTAIN



Copyright © 2026 by Tiffany Chastain

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


Contents


1. The Invitation
2. Meet the Girls
3. Truth or Dare
4. Show and Tell
5. Good Girls Serve
6. The Morning After
Newsletter
About the Author
Also by Tiffany Chastain



Chapter 1
The Invitation


Iknew something was different the moment I walked through the door. There was a soft sweetness in the air, the faintest trace of vanilla and rose, and when I looked across the kitchen counter, my heart stuttered. A pink envelope sat waiting for me, propped upright against the fruit bowl as though it had been carefully staged. It was glossy, girlish, trimmed with a little gold heart sticker that winked in the light.

For a long moment, I just stood there, bag still on my shoulder, shoes half-kicked off, staring at it as if it were a trap. A gift. A warning. Both. My pulse climbed, heat prickling my neck, and still I reached for it, because what else could I do? My fingers trembled slightly as I peeled away the heart sticker and opened the flap.

Inside was a single card, pale pink with looping, playful handwriting across the front.

“Girls’ Night – Tonight – Wine, Games, Lingerie, Giggles [image: two hearts]”

The letters swirled with confidence, a taunt written in ink, and by the time I read it twice my stomach had dropped clear to the floor.

I didn’t need to guess who had written it.

“Welcome home, baby.” Her voice came from behind me, warm and melodic, and I turned to see Lauren leaning against the doorway, arms folded under her chest, eyes glittering with amusement. She wore her casual dominance as easily as a silk robe, her hair down around her shoulders, lips curved in a smile that knew far too much.

“Lauren…” My voice cracked slightly. “What is this?”

She tilted her head, as though the answer were obvious. “Exactly what it says. A girls’ night. I thought it was time.”

My mouth opened, then closed. Time for what? For me to humiliate myself? To be exposed? My chest felt tight, as though the card itself were pressing against my ribs.

“Don’t look so stricken, Jessica.” She said it casually, deliberately, using the name that still burned every time it left her lips. “You’re invited, of course. You’ll be one of the girls.”

My breath hitched. “One of the—Lauren, I can’t⁠—”

“Yes, you can.” She pushed away from the doorway and crossed the kitchen slowly, deliberately, each step measured and calm. Her hand rose to cup my cheek, her thumb stroking the corner of my mouth until I shivered. “I’ve invited a few of my closest friends. They already know everything.”

The words landed like thunder. Already know. My heart skipped, panic flaring hot in my chest. My mind flashed with images—her friends, her real, beautiful, confident friends—sitting in our living room, looking me up and down, laughing at me.

“T-they know?” My voice was paper-thin.

“Of course they do,” Lauren purred. “Do you really think I’d spring this on you without preparing the ground first? They know, and they’re excited. They can’t wait to meet you properly.”

Properly. Not Jesse. Not half-hidden, shame-swallowed glimpses. Properly meant Jessica. Fully.

I shook my head, but it was weak, unconvincing. “I’ll make a fool of myself.”

“No, love.” Her voice softened, curling around me like a blanket. “You’ll make me proud. And you’ll make yourself proud, too. Because tonight, you won’t be hiding. Tonight, you’ll be exactly who you are.”

I wanted to argue, to cling to my excuses, but the way she looked at me made my knees soften. That steady gaze of hers—half-command, half-affection—never failed to unravel me.

Still, my voice was small. “What…what will I wear?”

Lauren’s smile spread, slow and certain, as though I had finally asked the only question that mattered. “I thought you’d never ask.”

She took my hand and led me to the bedroom. Inside, the bed was already prepared. Laid out neatly across the duvet was an outfit that made my breath stutter: soft pink leggings that looked as though they would cling to every curve I didn’t have, an oversized ivory sweater that promised comfort but still whispered femininity, and beside them, a little row of accessories. Pale socks edged with lace. A glossy pink tube of lip balm. A thin gold bracelet.

I swallowed hard. “You planned this.”

“Of course I did.” Lauren’s voice was bright, teasing. “Do you think girls’ nights just happen on their own? There’s always planning, baby.”

Her hand brushed the leggings, her fingers smoothing the fabric in a way that made my stomach twist. “These will look so sweet on you. And the sweater—it will fall just right, soft and casual, like you’re not even trying.”

My throat was dry. I wanted to protest, to tell her this was too much, but even as the panic rose, I felt the first spark of something else beneath it. Anticipation.

Lauren’s hand closed around mine. “Go on. Try them.”

I hesitated, but under her gaze, hesitation never lasted long. My fingers fumbled with the buttons of my shirt, tugged at my belt, my jeans. By the time I was standing in my underwear, goosebumps racing across my skin, she had already picked up the leggings and was holding them out for me like an offering.

“Step in.”

The command was soft, but it was a command nonetheless. I stepped in.

The fabric slid up my calves, hugged my thighs, pulled tight across my hips. They were snug, revealing, absurd—and as they stretched over me, Lauren’s eyes gleamed.

“Yes,” she murmured, smoothing her hands down my sides once the waistband settled at my waist. “Perfect.”

Next came the sweater. Soft as a cloud, it draped over me, falling to mid-thigh, sleeves loose enough to tug over my hands. It was cozy, feminine, safe and unsafe at the same time.

Lauren turned me toward the mirror and there she was. Jessica. My reflection looked timid, awkward, flushed with embarrassment—and yet undeniably softer, sweeter, more girlish than I had ever allowed myself to be.

Lauren’s hands rested on my shoulders. “See? You’re one of the girls already.”

My chest tightened, but my lips parted, helpless. “I can’t let them⁠—”

“They will love you.” Lauren’s voice was silk and steel. “They already do. You’ll see. Now sit so I can do your make up.”

She guided me to the vanity stool. My heart beat wildly as she leaned close, opening the lip gloss and tilting my chin up. The balm glided across my lips in a strawberry-sweet sheen. Then came a light brush of blush across my cheeks, a little shimmer at the lids of my eyes. Just enough.

Her fingers threaded through my hair, brushing and smoothing, coaxing it into something softer. Every touch made me smaller, quieter, more pliant. Every glance in the mirror showed me a stranger I was starting to recognize. By the time she finished, I hardly dared breathe.

Then suddenly the doorbell rang.

My stomach dropped, legs trembling as I shot a panicked glance at Lauren. She only smiled, calm as ever, pressing a kiss to my temple.

“Showtime, baby.”

And that was how the night began. With a pink envelope, a pair of leggings, and the sound of the doorbell echoing through the house like the tolling of a bell I could never unhear.


Chapter 2
Meet the Girls


The sound of the doorbell echoed through me like a strike of lightning.

I froze, halfway between rising and sitting, my fingers clutching at the edge of the vanity as though it might anchor me. My reflection stared back at me—pink leggings, oversized sweater, glossed lips trembling slightly—and for a breathless instant I thought I might actually run. Hide in the bedroom, pretend I was sick, anything to avoid what was coming.

Lauren’s hand found my wrist. “Easy, baby.” Her voice was steady, grounding, though her eyes sparkled with wicked delight. She tugged me gently to my feet, smoothing the sweater across my hips as if adjusting a doll. “It’s only the girls. You’ll be fine.”

Only the girls. The phrase swam in my mind, heavy with impossible weight.

The bell rang again, sharper this time, followed by a flurry of giggles through the door. My heart pounded against my ribs.

Lauren pressed a kiss to my cheek. “Smile.” Then she turned and glided toward the door.

I trailed behind her, legs shaky, each step dragging me closer to humiliation—or revelation, I couldn’t tell which. When she swung the door open, light and laughter spilled in all at once.

Two women crowded the entryway, their arms full of wine bottles, overnight bags, and the kind of easy joy that made me feel both invisible and exposed.

“Finally!” Maya laughed, a tall brunette in a silky blouse. “We thought you’d forgotten us.”

“As if I ever could.” Lauren’s tone was teasing as she ushered them in.

The women swept past her in a flurry of perfume and chatter. I stood stiffly by the edge of the hallway, hands clasped in front of me, praying for invisibility. But it was useless. Their eyes found me instantly.

“Ohhh,” breathed Maya, her gaze sweeping me head to toe. “So this must be Jessica.”

Heat flooded my face.

Amber, a blonde with glossy lips and nails to match, giggled, flashing me a mischievous smile. “She’s adorable! Look at her sweater. So soft.” She reached out before I could flinch, fingers brushing my sleeve. “You didn’t tell us she’d be this pretty.”

I wanted to sink into the floor. Pretty? Adorable? Their words made me flush with both shame and pleasure, caught between wanting to deny and wanting to bask in it.

Lauren’s arm slipped around my waist. “Girls, meet Jessica. She’s ours tonight.”

The words settled over me like a collar. Ours.

The brunette grinned, setting down her wine bottle on the counter. “Well then, Jessica, come sit with us. We’ve got catching up to do.”

The living room filled with warmth quickly. Wine glasses clinked, music played softly in the background, and I sat cross-legged on the rug while the women curled onto the couch and chairs around me. I felt like a centerpiece, the subject of their giggles and curious glances.

It should have been mortifying. And it was—at first. My cheeks burned with every compliment, every question.

“Where’d you get those leggings?”

“Your hair is so soft—do you use leave-in conditioner?”

“Smile for me, baby girl, I want to see that gloss.”

Each word was a spotlight, bright and merciless. My answers came stammering and small. But the longer it went, the more I realized they weren’t laughing at me. They were laughing with me, around me, weaving me into the circle.

One of them—Maya—leaned down suddenly, a compact in her hand. “Hold still,” she said, and before I could protest she was dabbing a fingertip of gloss back onto my lips. “There. Perfect. You have to keep it shiny.”

The others giggled, and I sat frozen, pulse hammering, as though the smallest act of reapplication had bound me tighter into this strange sisterhood.

“You’re blushing,” teased Amber. She reached out, trailing a nail lightly along my cheek. “It’s so cute.”

Cute. Pretty. Adorable. Each word melted into me, breaking down walls I hadn’t even realized were still standing.

The wine helped, too. At first I sipped tentatively, the glass trembling in my hand, but after a second, then a third, the sharp edge of panic dulled into something softer. The room glowed warmer. My laughter came easier.

I leaned against the arm of the couch, sweater sleeves pulled halfway over my hands, and listened as the conversation swirled around me. Work stories, boy drama, gossip about someone’s disastrous Tinder date. I chimed in now and then, timid but earnest, and each time they smiled, nodded, welcomed me in.

One moment in particular branded itself into me: Lauren’s hand sliding across the back of the couch, fingers brushing the nape of my neck, as she told a story about us—about me—without flinching. “Jessica was so nervous at first,” she said, her voice rich with affection. “But I knew she’d be beautiful. Didn’t I tell you?”

The girls nodded, murmuring agreement, their eyes on me. And I… I glowed. Not just embarrassed, but warmed from the inside out, as though her pride were a flame licking at my ribs.

As the night deepened, so did the intimacy. Shoes were kicked off. Hair was let down. Laughter turned to whispers, giggles to conspiratorial smiles. And through it all, I was still there—still Jessica—still being seen.

At one point, Amber slid onto the rug beside me, close enough that her perfume wrapped around me like a cloud. She tucked a strand of my hair behind my ear, casual and intimate at once. “You’re fitting in perfectly, sweetheart,” she murmured, her eyes searching mine. “Doesn’t it feel good?”

I swallowed hard, my voice barely audible. “It does.”

And it did. God help me, it did.

By the time Lauren refilled my glass again, my fear had shifted into something else entirely. A dangerous, exhilarating joy. I had expected humiliation, mockery, shame. What I found instead was acceptance. Desire.

Being seen didn’t feel like punishment anymore. It felt like release. Like the first breath after being held underwater.

I curled deeper into the rug, my cheeks warm, my lips shining, my heart wide open, and thought: Maybe this is who I am. Maybe this is what I’ve always wanted.


Chapter 3
Truth or Dare


It was Amber’s idea. Of course it was.

By then the wine had loosened everything—tongues, laughter, the edges of inhibition. We were sprawled across the living room in various stages of girlish disarray: socks kicked off, hair mussed, makeup smudging at the corners. My legs were tucked beneath me on the rug, sweater slipping off one shoulder, glass half-empty and warm in my hand.

I had started the night trembling, but now there was a lazy glow in my chest, the hum of belonging I never thought I’d feel. That was when Amber, tipsy grin flashing, leaned forward with her glass and said the words that made my stomach turn.

“Let’s play a game.”

Maya groaned playfully. “Oh god. Not drinking games. We’re too old for flip cup.”

“No, no,” Amber countered, eyes gleaming. “Truth or dare.”

The words hit like a jolt. The girls laughed, protested half-heartedly, but I felt my pulse spike. Truth or dare—childhood sleepover nonsense, except I knew instinctively this wouldn’t be innocent. Not with the way Amber’s gaze slid toward me, predatory and amused.

Lauren sipped her wine, smiling over the rim. “That sounds perfect.”

Of course she’d approve. Of course she’d already decided where this was going.

The circle formed loosely around me, pillows dragged onto the floor, candles casting soft shadows. I tried to look casual, but my stomach was in knots.

Amber started with Maya: “Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” Maya said, sipping her wine, smug.

Amber’s question was tame, something about crushes at work. Laughter followed, light, easy. But the tension grew as the circle shifted.

When it landed on me for the first time, all eyes turned.

“Jessica,” Amber purred. “Truth or dare?”

I froze. My instinct screamed truth—safe, small, manageable. But even that seemed like a trap.

Lauren’s voice slid through the silence, calm but firm. “Be brave, baby.”

My lips parted. “Dare.” The word felt like diving into cold water.

Amber clapped her hands, delighted. “Perfect! Stand up. Show us your best runway walk.”

Laughter rippled, but it wasn’t cruel. Encouraging. Playful.

I hesitated, then rose to my feet, legs trembling in the pink leggings. The sweater clung lightly as I tried to mimic what I’d seen on TV—hips swaying, chin tilted, arms loose. It felt ridiculous, but the girls whooped and clapped, cheering me on.

“Work it, girl!” Maya giggled.

My face burned, but beneath the shame was a giddy flutter. They weren’t mocking me. They were celebrating me.

The game escalated quickly after that. Maya dared Amber to send a flirty text to an ex. Laughter erupted. Then Amber turned to me again.

“Truth or dare?”

I swallowed. “Dare.”

She grinned wickedly. “Try on this.” She pulled a lacy bra from her overnight bag and tossed it toward me.

Heat surged up my neck. The bra was black, delicate, utterly transparent. My hands shook as I held it.

Lauren’s voice was low, steady. “Go ahead, baby. Over your sweater.”

I obeyed, slipping the straps up my arms, fumbling with the clasp until Amber helped. The bra stretched awkwardly across the sweater, the cups empty, absurd. But the laughter that followed was warm, playful.

“You’re killing me,” Maya giggled, snapping a picture on her phone before Lauren shot her a warning look.

My cheeks flamed, but the humiliation was alive, electric, sinking straight to my core.

It was Maya who took it further. When the turn circled back to her, she smirked at me. “Jessica, truth or dare?”

I hesitated, heart pounding, but I was too far in now. “Dare.”

Her eyes gleamed. “Twerk for us.”

The laughter was instant, loud. My knees went weak.

Lauren arched a brow, sipping her wine. “You heard her.”

My body felt alien as I rose to my knees on the rug, turning slightly. I bent forward, sweater slipping, and tried to mimic the movements I’d seen online—hips jerking, ass bouncing, awkward and desperate.

The room exploded with laughter and cheers. Hands clapped. Someone wolf-whistled.

I wanted the floor to swallow me whole—and yet my cock strained painfully against its cage, pulsing with every humiliating shake.

The final dare came from Amber, of course. Her smile was sharp as she leaned back against the couch, stretching her legs out. “Okay, Jessica. One more dare.”

I nodded weakly, already flushed, trembling.

She held up a can of whipped cream, smirking. “Lick this off.”

The nozzle hissed, and a thick dollop landed on the smooth plastic shaft of a dildo she had pulled from her bag, set upright against Lauren’s thigh. My stomach dropped, the room spinning.

The women gasped, laughed, clapped, their voices a blur.

Lauren’s eyes locked on mine. Her hand stroked my hair gently. “Go ahead. Show them how good you are, baby.”

My lips trembled. My body burned. But I sank forward on trembling hands and knees, mouth open, tongue sliding across the whipped cream.

The laughter softened, shifted—no longer just amusement, but a murmur of arousal, of awe. Fingers brushed my back, my arm, stroking encouragement.

The taste of cream, the slick silicone beneath, the weight of every gaze—it all blurred together until I was dizzy with it, lost in it. Humiliated. Exposed. Exhilarated.

When I pulled back, lips sticky, chest heaving, the room erupted in cheers. And through the haze, I realized something terrifying and beautiful.

I wasn’t just surviving this.

I was loving it.


Chapter 4
Show and Tell


The air had shifted. It wasn’t just the wine or the candles or the tangle of pillows across the rug. Something heavier had settled over the room—anticipation, thick and electric, prickling over my skin. The laughter was still there, high and girlish, but beneath it lay something sharper. I could feel it every time their eyes slid toward me.

Lauren knew it too. She lounged on the couch with one leg tucked under her, wine glass dangling loosely from her fingers, gaze locked on me with the calm patience of a predator waiting for the right moment to pounce. When she finally set her glass aside and leaned forward, the shift in the room was palpable.

“Girls,” she said, her voice low and smooth, “I think it’s time for a little show and tell.”

My heart lurched.

Amber gasped, hugging her pillow to her chest. “Ohhh, yes. Please.”

Maya arched a brow, smirking. “Show and tell? What are you hiding from us, Lauren?”

Lauren didn’t look at them. She only looked at me. “Not hiding. Demonstrating.”

She rose slowly, deliberately, and crossed to the side table where her bag sat waiting. My stomach twisted as she crouched, her hand dipping inside, and then my breath caught when she pulled it out: the black harness, straps gleaming in the low light, a thick pale dildo jutting proudly from the front.

The room erupted.

Amber squealed, covering her mouth.

Maya leaned forward, eyes wide. “No way. You actually⁠—”

“Oh, she does,” Lauren cut in smoothly, her voice amused as she turned the strap-on in her hands like a prize. Her eyes found mine. “She’s been practicing, haven’t you, baby?”

Heat flared across my face. My lips parted but no words came. I could only nod faintly, trembling under their hungry gazes.

“Practicing?” Maya teased, leaning closer. “With what?”

Lauren smirked, already stepping into the straps, sliding them up her thighs with unhurried grace. “With this.” She buckled the harness tight around her waist, the dildo bouncing lightly with the motion. Then she patted her lap, her voice soft but commanding. “Come here, Jessica.”

The laughter died into hushed murmurs. My pulse roared in my ears.

I crawled forward on my hands and knees, sweater slipping off one shoulder, leggings pulling snug over my trembling thighs. Every inch across the rug felt like a lifetime, their eyes on me, their whispers curling hot against my flushed skin. When I reached her, Lauren smoothed her fingers into my hair and tilted my face up.

“Show them,” she murmured. Her voice was velvet and steel, irresistible. “Show them how well you’ve been learning.”

My mouth went dry. I knew what she wanted, what they wanted, and my whole body buzzed with humiliation. But there was no choice. Not really.

Lauren guided me down between her spread thighs, the dildo jutting from her hips like an extension of her dominance. I stared at it, pale and obscene, then lifted my eyes to hers.

Her smile was patient, knowing. “Kiss it.”

My lips trembled as I leaned forward. The first brush of my mouth against the silicone made the girls squeal and giggle, their voices a chorus of delight.

“Oh my god, she’s actually⁠—”

“She looks so cute down there!”

Lauren shot them a look sharp enough to silence, then threaded her fingers into my hair and pressed me closer. “Open up, baby. Let them see.”

I parted my lips and slid over the head, sucking softly. My face burned, my cage throbbed, but the sound that slipped from Lauren’s throat made me shiver. A soft moan, low and approving.

“That’s it,” she said, voice husky. “Good girl. Show them how much you love it.”

The girls leaned forward, mesmerized.

“Look at her take it,” Amber giggled, fanning herself.

“She’s so obedient,” Maya added, her grin wicked.

Their voices swirled around me, fueling the heat rising in my chest. My tongue worked the shaft, my lips sliding deeper, cheeks hollowing as I tried to prove myself—prove that I belonged here, that I could be what Lauren said I was.

Lauren’s hand tightened in my hair. “Deeper, baby. Don’t be shy. Show them that sweet little throat.”

I whimpered but obeyed, sliding further until the silicone bumped the back of my mouth. My eyes watered, my throat fluttered, but the sound of their gasps and giggles, their murmured praise, carried me through.

“Look at her gag,” Maya whispered, half-shocked, half-thrilled.

Amber’s voice came soft near my ear as she leaned down, her perfume washing over me. “Such a pretty little cocksucker.”

The words seared me. My hips shifted helplessly, cage straining, body aching with denied arousal.

Lauren rocked her hips forward slightly, guiding the rhythm. “That’s it. Just like we practiced. God, you’re perfect.”

I moaned around the dildo, humiliated and elated, every sound vibrating through the silicone and into her body. She stroked my cheek tenderly, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Smile for them, baby,” she whispered. “Let them see how much you love pleasing me.”

Tears streaked my cheeks as I pulled back slightly, lips glossy, tongue flicking the tip. The girls clapped and squealed, their laughter ringing like bells.

“She really loves it.”

“She’s incredible.”

The praise hit me harder than anything else, flooding me with desperate pride.

Finally, Lauren cupped my chin and lifted my face to hers. My lips were swollen, my cheeks damp, my body trembling with need.

“Good girl,” she said softly, loud enough for them all to hear. “My perfect little girlfriend.”

The words broke me open. I sagged against her thigh, breathless, dizzy, overwhelmed by the sheer weight of being seen, of being claimed.

Amber leaned closer, eyes glittering. “Maybe I’ll be next.”

The girls erupted into laughter and teasing whispers, their voices blending into a haze around me. But I only heard Lauren. Only felt her thumb brushing across my lips as she smiled down at me, calm and absolute.

“Oh, no. She belongs to me,” she said simply. “But I don’t mind letting her put on a show.”

And that was what I was now. Not just a secret. Not just a submissive. A show. A display.

And for the first time in my life, the thought of being looked at—being seen—didn’t terrify me.

It thrilled me.


Chapter 5
Good Girls Serve


The air was thick enough to drink. Perfume, wine, and candle smoke wrapped around me, making my head swim. I was still trembling from the pillow demonstration, my skin buzzing with humiliation and pride, my cage aching with that merciless throb that never seemed to relent.

Lauren sat like a queen in her throne, strap-on still buckled, hair spilling around her shoulders, eyes glinting as though she could see every secret thought in my mind. The other girls sprawled around us, wine glasses in hand, their cheeks flushed with laughter—but beneath it all I sensed the shift. Something unspoken, a current pulling us toward the inevitable.

“You’ve been such a good girl tonight,” Lauren said at last, her voice slicing through the chatter. She leaned back, crossing her arms, smiling at me with the kind of calm that terrified me. “Braver than I could have hoped. And prettier, too.”

I flushed under the praise, my lips parting, a shaky thank-you dying in my throat.

Amber giggled, whispering something to Maya. Maya just smirked at me over the rim of her glass, eyes gleaming.

Lauren uncrossed her legs slowly. “But I think it’s time they see what you’re really good at.”

The room hushed. My stomach dropped.

Her fingers slid down, hooked her leggings, peeled them off with unhurried grace. Pale thighs gleamed in the candlelight. My mouth went dry as she spread herself, unabashed, a glistening invitation.

Amber leaned forward, eyes wide. “Oh my god, are you serious?”

Maya covered her mouth with her hand, giggling. “She’s actually going to⁠—”

“Yes,” Lauren said simply, her gaze locked on mine. She tugged her leggings down to mid-thigh, revealing the smooth expanse of her skin, the glisten between her thighs. Her voice softened, turned intimate even as it filled the room. “Come, Jessica. Kneel.”

The world tilted.

My body moved before my mind could catch up, sinking onto my knees on the rug, the sweater slipping further off my shoulder. The candlelight glowed on her bare skin, her scent thick and familiar, flooding me with memories of every private moment, every whispered command.

But this wasn’t private anymore. This was open, public, witnessed.

I trembled. “Mistress…”

Her hand slid into my hair, fingers tightening just enough to hold me in place. “Show them,” she said, low and tender. “Show them how good you are for me.”

The laughter quieted. The air grew heavy, charged. I leaned forward, lips parting, and the first taste of her made me moan softly against her thigh.

The girls murmured.

“Oh my god…”

“She’s actually⁠—”

Their voices swirled around me, but all I could focus on was Lauren’s scent, her taste, the way her fingers gripped my hair and guided me. My tongue traced slow circles, my lips pressed soft kisses, my mouth opening wider, hungrier.

Lauren’s breath caught, her body arching slightly. “Yes, baby. Just like that.”

Her approval lit me up from the inside, every word an anchor, every moan a reward.

I could feel the girls’ presence behind me—fingers brushing my arm, stroking my back, a kiss pressed to my flushed cheek. Maya’s voice murmured in my ear, “Such a good little girlfriend.”

The praise, the touches, the laughter—it was overwhelming. I was the center of their world, the toy, the spectacle, and yet more than that: the beloved.

Lauren’s thighs tightened around my face. Her breath grew ragged, her grip harsher.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Don’t you dare stop until I say.”

The command rooted me. My tongue worked faster, lips sucking, cheeks hollowing as I lost myself in the rhythm of her body, the music of her moans. My cage throbbed painfully, my own arousal suffocating and unsatisfied, but it didn’t matter. This was about her. Always her.

The girls murmured softly, reverent now instead of teasing.

“She’s really good.”

“Look at how she makes her moan.”

“She’s glowing.”

And I was. My face was wet with her, my lips slick, my whole body trembling with pride and desperation.

When Lauren finally cried out, shuddering against me, her thighs clamped tight, I thought my heart might break from the intensity.

She collapsed back against the cushions, breathless, hair mussed, a goddess undone. And then, with the faintest smile curving her lips, she pulled my face up to hers, kissed me hard, and whispered the words that shattered me completely.

“My perfect little girlfriend.”

The room exhaled as one, laughter bubbling again, softer now, tinted with awe. Hands stroked my arms, my back, my hair, murmurs of praise wrapping around me like silk.

I knelt there on the rug, head bowed against Lauren’s thigh, and for the first time in my life, I felt not just seen but claimed.

Not just a game. Not just a secret.

A girlfriend.

And everyone knew it.


Chapter 6
The Morning After


The first thing I felt was softness. Not the scratch of the rug beneath my knees, not the heat of the room, not the dizzy ache of arousal—but satin. Smooth, cool against my skin, gliding over me as I stirred. I shifted slowly, groggy, my body heavy, my head fogged. Somewhere in the distance I could still hear echoes of laughter, phantom sounds clinging to the edges of memory.

I opened my eyes.

The living room was quiet now. Candles burned low, their wax puddled in messy circles. Empty wine glasses stood scattered on the coffee table, lipstick smudges glowing faintly in the morning light seeping through the curtains. Pillows lay strewn across the floor like casualties of a storm.

And me—wrapped in satin pajamas, my body curled against the couch, my head pillowed not on fabric but on Lauren’s lap.

Her fingers stroked slowly through my hair, over and over, a rhythm so tender it made my throat ache.

“You’re awake,” she murmured.

Her voice was low, roughened by sleep, but still threaded with that command I could never escape.

I shifted, groaned softly. My cage pressed uncomfortably between my thighs, swollen and sore from hours of denial. My lips were tender, my face flushed, every part of me humming with the memory of what I had done—what I had been made to do.

The humiliation struck first. The memory of kneeling before her, mouth slick with her, while her friends watched. The laughter. The whispers. The way Amber’s fingers had stroked my cheek as I licked, the way Maya had pressed a kiss to my temple when Lauren came undone against my tongue. My cheeks burned at the thought.

But then, slowly, the shame dissolved into something else. Pride.

I had done it. I had served her, loved her, in front of them all. And they hadn’t mocked me, not really. They had praised me. Encouraged me. Accepted me.

I blinked up at Lauren, throat tight. “They’re gone?”

Her lips curved faintly. “Hours ago. You slept through it all. My poor baby wore herself out.”

Her fingers brushed along my jaw, tracing the edge of my lips. “You were beautiful last night.”

I swallowed hard, the words piercing me deeper than any taunt. “I… I was so embarrassed.”

“I know,” she said softly. “I wanted you to be. But I also wanted you to feel how it is to be seen. To be known. And you did. Didn’t you?”

I hesitated. Then nodded, slowly. “Yes.”

Her eyes softened, her thumb stroking across my cheek. “That wasn’t a test, Jessica.” She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “That was your debut.”

The word settled into me, heavy and final. Debut. Not practice, not play, not some secret experiment. A beginning. A presentation to the world—or at least to her world.

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. “And they… they didn’t hate me.”

Lauren’s laugh was quiet, affectionate. “Hate you? They adored you. Couldn’t stop talking about how sweet you were, how brave. You should’ve heard them after you fell asleep. They wanted to know everything—how long, how far, what you’ve done, what you’ve learned. I had to shoo them out like a flock of curious birds.”

The image made me flush again, but beneath it all was warmth, a bloom in my chest I couldn’t contain. They had wanted to know more. They had wanted to see me.

Her fingers threaded through my hair again, slow and soothing. “I’m proud of you, baby. You gave them everything I knew you could. And you gave me everything I wanted.”

I closed my eyes, breath trembling. “You called me your girlfriend.”

“I did,” she said simply.

The silence that followed was thick, weighted with more than just words. I felt the truth of it pressing into me, undeniable, irrevocable. I wasn’t just her sissy. I wasn’t just her plaything.

I was hers. Her girlfriend. The word wrapped around me like a chain and a kiss all at once.

The morning stretched quiet around us. My head rested on her lap, her fingers stroking my hair, her eyes watching me with that blend of tenderness and ownership I craved and feared.

When she finally spoke again, her voice was soft. “From now on, it won’t just be me who knows you. It won’t just be our little secret. You’ve stepped into the light, Jessica. And once you do that…” She tilted my chin up until I met her gaze. “There’s no going back.”

A shiver ran through me. Part fear. Part desire. Mostly surrender.

I swallowed, nodded, my voice breaking as I whispered the only words I could manage. “I don’t want to go back.”

Her smile deepened, warm and dangerous. “Good girl.”

Later, when she finally let me rise, when she helped me change out of the satin pajamas and back into my soft sweater and leggings, I caught my reflection in the mirror.

My hair was tousled, my lips still faintly glossy, my cheeks flushed. I looked tired, wrecked, but there was something else, too. A softness in my eyes. A glow.

I touched the glass lightly, whispered the word to myself. “Debut.”

And for the first time, I didn’t feel like an imposter trying on a costume. I felt like Jessica.

Like me.
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