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ROOMMATE FROM HELL




CHAPTER 1

I had no doubt in my mind. Gabby was a freak and I hated her.  

Don’t get me wrong—my roommate was pretty. The first thing I’d actually noticed about her wasn’t her blue hair or her spiked leather choker or even the piercing on her nose, but that she was beautiful in a classical sort of way. Smooth, small features, lustrous eyes, and a dainty little chin. But god oh god, I know ‘hate’ is an intense word, but it’s the only word that fits the absolute rage I felt when she was near me. Gabby was loud and messy and didn’t care. Her blue hair shed so much I’m shocked she hadn’t gone bald yet. She was a vegan and fucked up the kitchen every time she used it to make her meals, which legit stunk for days. She had loud sex.

Very loud sex.

On Tuesday night I was holed up in my room trying to go to sleep but instead my eyes were wide open while I listened to the commotion in the bedroom next door.  The walls in our apartment were paper-thin—you couldn’t even let out a whiff of a fart without the other person knowing. 

“You like that?” 

“Mmm. Yes, baby. Can you go harder?”

The girl in Gabby’s room had a croaky voice. Yes, Gabby was a lesbian. A chapstick lesbian to be more precise, and if you don’t know what that means it’s basically a woman who portrays elements of both masculinity and femininity. Not butch, but not all the way girly either. I know this because she ‘educated’ me. 

Anyway, I’d made a game out of trying to figure out which of Gabby’s girlfriends were getting lucky by the sound of their voice (moans). Sometimes I’d get to find out if I was right in the morning. Jessica was the one with the very nasal tone, Tiff had the awful fake porn-star voice, and Mindy had this deep bloodthirsty moan that made the hairs on my arm stand up. And those were just the ones I’d pegged down. There were plenty of Gabby’s partners I hadn’t even seen yet. 

“Turn the lights back on,” Gabby demanded through the wall. “I need to see your face when you cum for me.”

“Yes, Miss. I’m going to cum so fucking hard for you.”

There was a scream. Someone slapped a body part and there was a long moan. There were a few short squeaks as the bed shook and rattled and I tried to imagine the mechanics of the sex they were having. My thoughts were abruptly pierced by the very loud and unmistakable sound of a woman having an orgasm. Definitely not Mia, I decided. Or Tiff or Jess. This had to be someone new. 

I sighed and kicked the covers off my bed. I reached for my phone and opened up my trusty website for titillating lesbian stories. It was almost one in the morning and I couldn’t even go to sleep after being subjected to all that. A part of me wanted to shake their door off its hinges and kick them both out, but the reality was I couldn’t even complain to our landlord. My previous roommate, Bella, had been my landlord’s niece, and when Bella left two months ago to move back home, she offered her room to her good friend Gabby. I had a sneaking suspicion that my landlord would favor Gabby over me in any dispute.

In other words: Gabby was here to stay. 

***

I had a day off from work the next day because my office was closed for an inventory count. It was around ten by the time I woke up. After a quick shower, I headed to the kitchen. I decided on pancakes for breakfast. Twenty minutes later, while I was nursing my coffee and waiting for my blueberry pancakes to cool down, Gabby rolled into the room. Her hair was wild, the short straight ends from the back sticking up like she’d just been electrocuted from her bedpost, and there were black smudges all around her eyes that looked like traces of eyeliner. 

Take the makeup off and wash your damn face, I thought, annoyed. I was itching to see what she’d look like with her messy emo exterior stripped off. 

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“Having breakfast?” I said, ending my answer on a questioning note to make her feel stupid. She was acting like I was intruding on her space. But then I added, “I have a day off today.”

“Lucky you,” she said. She lifted her arms up into the air and yawned. She had the creamiest looking armpits I’d ever seen. The loose black tank she was wearing as a pajama top rode up, exposing her bellybutton piercing and her wide hips.

“Can you make me coffee?”

“I’m not your maid,” I said flatly. 

Gabby narrowed her eyes at me. “Dude. What the hell’s your problem? Why do you always sound like you have a stick up your ass?” 

Before I knew it, I was blushing, and then I blushing in response to the fact, which was probably the worst thing to happen to me at that moment. 

Gabby crossed her arms and looked at me with a smug expression. “Don’t tell me you really do have a stick up your ass. You look like the kind of guy who’d enjoy things like that.”

I sprang up from the table and walked to the counter so she couldn’t see just how much I’d heated up at that. Fuck. This is why I hated her. She had a wonderful talent for making you feel like a complete loser. But there was just something about her…why in the world was she talking about my ass? She probably thought about asses a whole lot, and she was probably loved anal queens. I imagined her fucking the girl she’d invited over the night before in the butt with an enormous dildo. Is that what had made her cum like a sea lion last night? 


CHAPTER 2

Trying to push the vile sex thoughts away, I started up our Lavazza coffee machine. 

Gabby did some stretches while I made her an espresso, spreading one leg behind her and curving her back, extending her arm upward to stretch one tricep. I couldn’t help glancing at her armpit again. I wasn’t even an armpit guy but hers was so smooth and milky and velvety I knew if the opportunity landed on my lap I’d lick the hell out of it. It occured to me I didn’t even what she did for a living. I’d never seen her physically go to work and I’d never seen her…well, working. She was the kind of chick who’d live off an OnlyFans account, though something told me this couldn’t really be the case with Gabby. 

Gabby stretched into a position that looked suspiciously similar to a sex position, with her legs spread off the floor. I knew she was a freak for sex, but I knew I’d do some hellishly freaky things with her body if I was given the chance. Sure, it was never going to happen…she was a lesbian for one, and she’d see me first as a bug before she ever saw me as a potential sexual partner, but that wasn’t going to stop me from imagining what her bathwater tasted like.   

With the coffee done, I handed the mug over to Gabby and she took it gratefully. “Thanks, Sexy Lexie.” 

“Please don’t call me that. I’m Lex.”

Her eyebrows shot up. Her eyes suddenly as stormy as the sky in November. “Oh yeah?” she said. “What are you going to do…Sexyyyy Lexieeee?”

She was clearly taunting me and I didn’t want to give in. 

“You don’t want to know,” I muttered and moved past her back to my breakfast. 

“Oh, please.” I could picture Gabby rolling her eyes behind my head. She had a pretty short fuse, and the funny thing was she probably thought the same thing about me. A part of me was glad I’d ticked her off. “I know I can do whatever I want to you and you won’t do a thing.”

Before I could respond, something horrible happened. I felt something rustle inside my shorts. I really thought a bee had flown in through the window and gone straight up my shorts and into my buttcrack, or some type of giant insect with wings.

“What the—” I yelped like a girl and started jumping up and down, swatting at my ass as hard as I could.

To my horror, when I finally had the balls to look down, someone’s hand emerged out from the bottom of my shorts. Gabby crept into my field of vision. Her arm was still outstretched and she had the sleaziest grin on her face.

My whole body turned ice-cold. “Did you just…just…what the hell!” I sputtered. 

“Sorry,” she said, shrugging. “I do shit without thinking.” She gave me a taunting smile, as if she was trying to remind me what she’d just said: ‘I can do whatever I want to you and you won’t do a thing.’ “I was just checking for the stick,” she added and began laughing her head off.

I just stood there, my tongue feeling like a piece of wood inside my mouth, unable to form a single syllable, let alone a snappy remark. Who did she really think I was? Some kind of boy toy she could harass whenever she pleased? Her fingers curled around her mug again and she sipped her coffee nonchalantly, her nose so close to her hand like it hadn’t been so dangerously close to my asshole. 

Unexpectedly, my cock thickened. So close to my asshole. God, I was so turned on and I was so embarrassed, and I somehow knew even Gabby could sense that. I was just about to go sit back down and finish my pancakes, even though I was far from hungry, when I heard the shuffle of bedroom slippers. A girl strolled into the kitchen, rubbing her eyes lazily. She had shoulder-length brown hair with blunt bangs and her face looked like the singer, M.I.A. 

“Coffee sounds good right around now,” she mumbled, throwing a glance at me. 

“Don’t ask him to make it though,” Gabby started. “He might have a stick up his—”

“I don’t!” I said, but I was averting my gaze. I couldn’t look at either of them in the eye. 

“Ass,” Gabby finished. 

I snorted with frustration. I had to leave, but I still wanted to finish my damn pancakes. I shoved a couple of bites in my mouth and chewed. They tasted like cold rubber bands now. 

The new girl hovered next to me at the table and sat down with a groan. I noticed she was limping. 

“I’m Mal,” she said before turning to Gabby and stealing a sip from her mug.

I barely nodded. “Lex.”

“Lex made me coffee,” Gabby said.

Mal smiled and turned to her. “I didn’t know you had a live-in maid,” she said while she took in the decor of our kitchen. 

“He’s the best,” Gabby snickered. “Isn’t he cutest thing you’ve ever seen?”

“Cut it out,” I said. My voice thundered in the small space, coming out louder than I’d expected it to. 

“Oh sorry, darling.” Gabby set her mug down so hard that half the contents splashed all over the table. I could feel her presence right behind me—I knew if I leaned back even a half-inch my hair would be touching her breasts— and it made me very nervous. “I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings.” Her hand was suddenly on my face. My cock jerked in response. Her fingertips brushed against my jawline and then she was pinching my cheeks so hard I felt like I was her stress ball. “God, you’re so pretty, Lexie. Has anyone ever told you that?”

I just froze. It wasn’t even the humiliation of having two pretty girls ganging up on you in your own home, or the total embarrassment I felt at being called ‘pretty’. It was that every muscle in me was clenching up tight with desire because she was touching me. Gabby was wearing a sweet-smelling lotion, something like lavender and vanilla mixed together, and her hair, which was now grazing against my sweat-stricken forehead, was a little dank like she’d gotten it wet by accident and hadn’t had the time to dry it off.

But it wasn’t just those surface smells that was getting to me. I was smelling Gabby underneath all that and it was that womanly scent that could make a man go crazy, and my blood was getting hotter and hotter while the rest of me kept hardening like I was turning to brick. 

“Gosh, you’re such a pretty boy Lexie…maybe too pretty to even be a boy…”

Jesus help me. What the heck was she saying? Did she see me as a girl or something? Maybe a gay guy? It had been well over a year since I’d been touched by someone of the opposite sex. That was about the time Tamara, my ex-girlfriend, dumped me.

“He’s such a tease,” Gabby said. “Sitting there looking all cutesy for us!”

I turned around, then turned back because I could feel my eyes getting wet. 

“Aw man, he’s going to cry,” Mal said sympathetically.

I glared at both of them.

“Don’t fucking come close to me again,” I muttered and stood up, my chair scraping backward with a horrendous squeak. I said that even though the truth was the most embarrassing thing of all: I wanted Gabby to keep touching me. I wanted her soft hands all over me, and I wanted her to never let go.

“Cool it, sweetheart,” Gabby said, showing me her taunting smile. “That look isn’t doing you any favors.” 

She ran a hand through her messy hair, and there it was again. 

Her armpit. 

I could feel a boner coming on, so I just ran out. I ran to my room, grabbed my headphones, and then ran to the garage to get my bike. I sped away from our apartment building, but was almost immediately greeted by a stoplight. I braked, my heart pounding. I could still feel those fingers pinching and exploring my face. I knew when I’d come back home the whole place would smell like sex. 

I hate her.

Funnily enough, that day was the most Gabby and I had spoken in the entire two months since she’d moved in. And one thing was for sure: I was never going to speak to her again. 


CHAPTER 3

A month went by and I still hated Gabby.

True to my resolution, I hadn’t spoken to her at all. I basically lived in my room—I never ventured out even to the kitchen if I knew she was home. She got the message, apparently, and left me alone. There was only one incident where I was waiting for my dinner to heat up in the microwave and Gabby waltzed in at the same time and our eyes locked. She tried to make conversation with me. I kept my lips pursed and pretended I didn’t hear her, because I could be a petty guy like that. There was no way I was going to give her the satisfaction of making it up to me after she’d basically emasculated me and made me feel like a giant idiot.

After that day, I could tell she was pissed off with me too. 

Something told me that her anger was something I should stay far, far away from—a guy like me should never be in the bad books of a chick like her, but, well, it was too late for that. If she had a burn book I was definitely in there. 

I never saw Mal again, or even Mindy or Tiffany, but that didn’t stop Gabby swimming in a fresh pool of girls. I had a hunch that the reason she was able to pull in so many girls was because of the fact they were straight. Gabby had the perfect mix of femininity and masculinity and she was clearly very, very dominant and I could see how any girl with eyes would find that hot. She was the best of both worlds, in other words. I noticed that so many of the women she slept with made a show of limping and hobbling if I saw them the next morning, which I was sure was just a weird show-offy act, because there was no way she was fucking them so aggressively to make them really limp like that. Right?

Anyway, my policy of not talking to Gabby worked out perfectly. 

Until the day I discovered something about her.

The first time I noticed something was off was with my food. A whole bunch of my bananas went missing one day. I didn’t think much of it at all, but then a few days after that, I was hunting for my frozen potato wedges, and after carefully going through each item in the freezer I had to come to the conclusion that the whole packet was missing. I knew that Gabby, for a vegan, ate a shitload of potatoes. I had no doubt that my potato wedges were currently in her belly.

I still didn’t speak to her though. I began labeling my food with name stickers. 

After that, my food seemed safe. But then…my Swiss Army knife went missing. It was a gift given to me by Tamara and I always carried it in my pocket whenever I went out, but I had the habit of leaving it on top of the console next to our front door. It was just easier that way, to have my keys, shoes, and Mini Champ all in one place. Tamara had bought it for me on our two-year anniversary and it was really the last act of affection I really had from her before she went out cold.

I knew for a fact that I hadn’t misplaced it, and there’d been only one person consistently in my apartment apart from myself, which left me with only one thought…

Gabby was stealing from me. 

I just couldn’t believe the audacity. Did she really think I’d miss one of my most prized possessions? What was she planning on using it for anyway? Sell it off for some cash? 

Who did she think she was?

I still didn’t say anything though. I just wanted to watch and wait and see if there was a chance I could sneak into Gabby’s room and find the knife for myself. Actually, that was only half the truth. The whole truth was that I was scared of her. In the weeks since I’d been openly passive aggressive towards her, I’d come to realize that her anger had been simmering so much it had turned into something else entirely. Rage.

But things were only about to get worse. 

One weekend, literally out of nowhere it seemed, my headphones went missing. Yes, my beloved $400 XM5 that was the only thing that really worked to drown out the sex noises. I took a shower, came back out, and then went to get my headphones which I’d been charging by my desk…and it just wasn’t there. It was like it had vanished into thin air in the five minutes it had taken me to take a shower. 

Gabby was the only one home, apart from me. 

That did it. I needed my headphones. I couldn’t afford to replace it. 

As I continued toweling myself off, standing naked in my room, I waited for the anger to bubble over. And it definitely did. That bitch. She was a roommate from hell, and I’d descend to hell with her if it meant I was going to get my stuff back.


CHAPTER 4

Once I was dry and wearing a fresh set of clothes, I took a deep breath and crept out of my room. I silently made my way to the room next door. 

Gabby’s door was closed, music blaring through it. I knocked. I was already shivering. 

Get it together, Lex, I scolded myself. Inner Lex scolded me back almost instantly. What do you want me to do? We’re dealing with a criminal here!

Gabby opened the door faster than I’d expected. 

“Hey,” she said. 

I could’ve sworn her lashy green eyes lit up at seeing me. I didn’t detect any hate in her voice. In fact, any unsuspecting person could’ve read it as friendliness. The face of a seductress, I thought. 

“Can I help you?” Gabby prompted.

I glanced down at the long sweatshirt she was wearing. It had cookies with eyeballs all over it. “Yeah, um…have you seen my headphones?”

“Your headphones?”

I nodded, trying my best to ignore how the sound of my beating heart was competing with the music. I literally felt a little woozy in the head. Jesus. What are my balls made out of? Cotton wool? 

Gabby folded her arms and propped her chin at me. “No, I haven’t seen them. Why, are they lost?”

“They’re missing,” I corrected her. I had a pluck of courage come out of nowhere and I held onto it with dear life. “And you know what? My Swiss Army knife’s missing too.”

Gabby smirked. “Swiss Army knife? Is that what you carry around to feel like a man?”

I blushed. She laughed. “It was…special to me,” I said in a low voice.

She shrugged and swiped away a rogue hair strand that had fallen across her eyes. “Sorry, bud, can’t help you. Gosh, I hope they turn up though. For your sake.” She went to shut the door, but I wedged my fingers tight around the knob and pulled so she wouldn’t be able to close it. I was angry now.

“I never misplace my stuff,” I said haughtily. “I take good care of them.”

Gabby kept walking into her room and tapped at her laptop, leaving me staring at her hair for a good while. The music stopped. When she turned around, I could see the cogs turning in her head. “Okay, Einstein. You’ll have to make it clearer for dumb ol’ me. What exactly are you accusing me of?”

I was suddenly afraid of her, like really afraid of her. If looks could kill I would’ve been a dead man right about now. Had I made a mistake? It had to be Gabby who stole from me, there was no other person who could’ve done it, but what if…?

“I was just—” I straightened out my legs, forcing them to not wobble. “You know what you did.”

Man. She looked like a vampire right then, with those pretty little canines and the leather choker and the way her eyes shone bright with her anger. I was positive she was about to let out a bloodcurdling shriek and descend on me, then tear away the flesh of my neck to feast on my blood. 

Gabby lunged forward and I just about peed my pants. But all she did was grab the door and give me a defensive glare. She flung the door wide open.

“Go on then,” she said. “Search my room.”

I crept into her dark room, feeling uneasy as I made my way through the shadows. Would a thief invite me to her room? Yes, if she was going to trap me here…or worse. There were candles burning on top of her dresser, and when she flipped on the bright white ceiling light the room seemed even messier. There were clothes and magazines everywhere. A cup teetering on the edge of the nightstand smelled strongly of spearmint. Next to the bed was a small white IKEA table, and attached to it by clamps were two…heads. Dummies. One head had flaming red hair, the other a muted purple tinged with lilac highlights. The floor was covered with strips of wax paper, and a pair of scissors was just laying there, its blades stuck onto tendrils of colored hair. It suddenly dawned on me what Gabby did, and it made perfect sense. Hairdressing.

“I’ll give you five minutes, but only because I’m busy,” Gabby said, nodding at the dummies. “I have my finals tomorrow.”

“Finals?”

“For my program in haircutting and styling. You’re not the only one who can do hair.”

I bristled, feeling self-conscious. I’d always kept my hair a little on the long side, and genetically I knew I was really blessed. Tamara had always said she wished we could swap hair.

Gabby began working on one of the dummies while I conducted my unofficial search in her room. It was hard to do it with her in the room—it wasn’t like I could snoop under her bed or inside her drawers. But then I thought, what the heck. I needed my headphones. I needed my Mini Champ. So I did. I opened up her drawers, looking through each of the contents one by one, being careful not to touch things unless I really had to. I gave the room a once-over, but my things were gone. 

This is bullshit, I thought, and started sweating. She must’ve hidden them knowing I’d come to look for it. Or maybe she’d been desperate for cash and had sold them already.

“Found what you were looking for?” Gabby asked. Her teeth were out again as she smirked.

“No,” I muttered. 

“Oh, would you look at that,” she said. Her fake expressions of surprise sent chills through me. “I guess I didn’t steal from you after all.”

You sold them, you freak. You know you did. “Um, yeah. Sorry.”

Two hands landed hard over my shoulder, squeezing my blades tight. I gasped as soft fingers squeezed the tendons near my neck. “You’re not sorry,” she hissed. “Listen here, you little turd, because I won’t be saying this again. Don’t you fucking dare accuse me of stealing your shit again.” Her eyes blazed like the flames of a blowtorch. “If only you weren’t a man, you’d have no idea what I’d do to you.” 

That did it. What a gaslighting queen. She was playing me, and I wasn’t about to give up.

“What would you do to me?” I asked. My voice was trembling but I stood still. “Seriously, Gabby. I’d love to know. What would you do to me?”

Her hands loosened their grip on me and she stepped back in disgust like I’d just started to stink. And I was going to stink, if I was going to continue sweating like this…

“What did you say?” she muttered.

“You’re always saying things like that,” I said. “I never know what you mean.” I started walking backwards, back toward the door so I could get the hell out of there. “That’s why I asked. Anyway, I really wish I had my stuff back. I’m broke and I can’t afford to replace those headphones. And the Swiss Army knife? It was a gift from my ex-girlfriend. A gift that meant a lot to me. So yeah.”

It was a useless tactic, but I’d tried. Gabby’s face remained as hard as stone, almost like she was frozen in time, not a trace of guilt or shock or apology across her cold, cold eyes. I was by the door now. “If they happen to turn up, you’ll tell me?” I asked, though I didn’t know why I was even trying. Gabby was a psychopath and it was clear she didn’t care about me. 

Two strides was all it took. Two strides and she was by my side again and this time she slammed the door shut, trapping me inside. My heart almost jumped out of my ribcage.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she asked quietly.

She leaned back casually, barricading the door and my only escape. She lifted up her sweatshirt and shrugged it off her head, letting it rest on the floor on top of a towering heap of old clothes. Underneath she was wearing a red lace bralette and a flimsy cotton skirt. The skirt seemed a little crooked at the bottom, like it was something she’d sewn herself. 

“Let me go,” I said, but my heart was thudding even louder now because I was responding to her in a way I shouldn’t be responding. Something big and intense and scary was burning through me at the speed of light and I couldn’t stop it. I need her. I need her so bad. Her body was right there and oh god, it was perfect. Hypnotic. I wanted it to twist and turn into the most heinous yoga poses known to man. Stretch those flexible legs for me, open up her sweet nether lips so I could seduce her with my tongue. 

She surveyed me silently. Then she said, “I’ll let you go if you take those shorts off for me.”

My poor heart sped up even more. “Is that what you were going to do to me?” I blurted out. “Strip me naked like I’m an inmate or something?”

She gave me the look of a woman who really wanted to…cut my hair or worse. “No,” she said. “I’d make you my girl, Lex. Then I’d fuck the everloving shit out of you.”

“Oh, fuck.” I hadn’t expected that at all. “I thought you were busy?” I added stubbornly. 

“I am. Stressed and busy. But I also need to let off some steam.” She smiled a criminally seductive smile. “I’m sorry but you don’t deserve to be a man. You’re way too girly for that. I’d make you into the sissy bitch girl I know you are.”

“I’d like to see you try,” I said. 

I wasn’t sure why I was even challenging her. It was a losing battle. A frustrating battle. She was a thief. I knew that. But I was still so hopelessly attracted to her. 

“Take those pants off,” she said again. She sounded stern now. Sharp. “I’m not all that convinced you even have a dick.”

Challenge accepted, bitch. I pulled down my shorts. I held myself together but inside I was trembling. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath my shorts. The only thing that separated my modesty from Gabby was my hand.

“See? I do have one,” I said. My cock tip pulsed as I glared at her.

“I don’t see it, sweetheart.”

Recklessly, I let my hand go. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. 

Gabby stared. “It’s nice. It’s a girly dick. You like shaving?”

I nodded. I was so embarrassed. 

My dick was stiffening right in front of her.

“Do you like this, Sexy Lexie?” Gabby asked, smirking. “You like being humiliated by women?”

“No,” I choked out, because I couldn’t face the truth.

“Of course not,” she sneered. “Get rid of that T-shirt. I want you completely naked.”

Did she see this coming? Did I see this coming? Maybe somewhere underneath all anger and resentment I did. Maybe I was just confused. I still hated her. She was a horrible roommate. Period. But I still couldn’t believe she wanted me. Wasn’t she a lesbian?

Gabby hissed out a sigh and picked up her hair-cutting scissors off the wax-papered floor. “Chop chop, Lexie. Get that T-shirt off or I’ll be forced to use this on you.”

I stayed silent. 

Snip, snip, snip. Before I knew it she’d chopped up my T-shirt and the tatters flew to the floor. 

And then I was completely naked in front of her. 


CHAPTER 5

I felt so cold. My nipples became little erect nubs and my fingers felt like swollen sausages. Pins and needles snaked up my right leg. 

I was naked and alone in front of my spiteful, thieving roommate. 

“I’ve seen you looking at my pits,” Gabby accused me. She was still speaking very casually like she was completely in her element. Like this was just another day. “You’re a horny girl, aren’t you, Lexie?”

She shoved her left armpit in my face. “Wanna smell it?” she asked. “I bet you do. I haven’t showered all day.”

I smelled her. I was so fucking aroused by that smell that my dick flexed. I could definitely tell she hadn’t showered that day, but I liked it. I could see little sticks of hair from a day or two of not shaving. 

My dick began to throb. 

“I know you liked me touching your ass,” she whispered. “Admit it, Sexy Lexie. You’re such a girl you love people’s fingers in your ass.”

“I won’t admit it,” I said loudly, wrenching myself away from her.

That was when I noticed the cuffs right beside the door. Nailed right to the wall. Grinning widely at me, Gabby grabbed my arms and strapped me in. My wrists stung as I tried to let go.

“Admit it,” she repeated.

“No,” I said. “Fuck you.”

I was winding her up and I loved it. We were both giant messes. 

Gabby was holding up a small pink-and-white tool that reminded me of a hair trimmer. But then I realized it wasn’t a hair trimmer at all. It was an epilator. I knew that because Tamara had one before she ditched it for waxing. 

Yes, apparently epilators hurt more than waxing. 

I held my breath as Gabby plugged the tool in and it started buzzing. She wouldn’t…would she? I could see its torture wheel turning, preparing to rip out anything it treaded over. She came closer and inspected my own armpits. “Unbelievable,” she muttered. “You don’t have much hair at all on your body. Do you shave everywhere?”

I didn’t shave. I just had fine hair everywhere else apart from my head. But Gabby didn’t deserve to know this.

“Admit it, Lexie.” 

“No.” 

The pain hit me like a hundred whips. On my arm.

“Ow! Fuck! Okay, okay, I admit it.”

She stopped. I almost fainted with relief as the pain lifted.

“What are you admitting?” she asked sternly.

My arm burned where the hair had been ripped off its roots. “I liked you feeling around in my ass,” I said. “And yes, I guess I like being humiliated. It helps that you’re hot and…well, dominating.”

“Such a sissy,” she whispered. “I’ve never heard you fuck anyone. Ever. Are you a virgin?”

“No,” I said.

“What kind of a woman would fuck you?”

Don’t think about Tamara. Not now, damnit.  “A psycho like you, apparently,” I finally said. 

She spat on me twice. Once on my mouth and once on my left eye. The spit started to drip at a snail’s pace. I couldn’t even wipe it off me..

“Who are you calling me a psycho, you broke, depressed, weirdo simpy sissy boy?” she hissed.

“I’m not a sissy,” I said calmly.

“Yes you are. I’ll prove it to you.”

The hum of the epilator started again. The underarms hurt the most. Followed by my shins. The only thing that distracted me was how good she smelled and how she kept touching me —surprisingly gently—while she navigated the torture machine up and down my body. When she was done and put it away, I said a silent thank you prayer. 

“Much better,” she complimented. “Your body’s so skinny. You’ll look better with good clothes on.” She quickly uncuffed me. “You know, I didn’t plan to take it this far. But something about calling me a thief really did me in.”

“I won’t do it again,” I muttered, massaging my wrists.

“I’m glad,” Gabby said. “But sadly your punishment isn’t over yet.”

She snuck her hands up her cotton skirt and pulled out a thong. She sniffed it, wrinkled her dainty nose, and laughed. “I’ve been wearing this since last night and you can totally tell. But I know you won’t mind because I know you’re the kind of sissy who hoards women’s used panties.” 

She dangled the thong in front of me and instructed me to wear it. I didn’t want to be naked in front of her any longer so I wore the thong. As it wedged uncomfortably in between my butt cheeks I couldn’t have been more mortified. 

Gabby whistled. “I know just the thing that’ll match that.”

The ‘thing’ turned out to be a bra. Except it wasn’t really a bra. It was in a shape of a bra but it was only made of red string. There were cut-outs where the nipples were supposed to be. 

She wanted me to wear that? 

“Fine, maybe I do look like a girl,” I admitted. “You won, Gabby. Do I really need to do all—”

“Ha. You’re the one who doubted me, you pathetic pansy,” Gabby interrupted. “Are you afraid of what you wished for?” She tossed the string bra at me. “I’m having too much fun to stop now. You’re going to be my sissy slave and that’s that.” 

I wore the bra, silently cursing inside. I was such a wimp. I’d never felt more like a scaredy cat. The worst part was I didn’t feel like a girl. I felt like a whore. A sex object. 

“Feel like a sissy yet?” Gabby reached inside a handbag that was lying by her desk. She brought out a set of nipple clamps and secured them inside her bra. Her eyes rolled upwards and she moaned. “That feels so good. Sissy, I bet you want to know what nipple clamps feel like.”

She took out a fresh pair and clipped them down on my exposed nipples. The clamps pinched down hard, producing a burst of pain. 

“You like that?”

I nodded, very, very slowly. I had no idea I was this much of a masochist. But hell, wearing those nipple clamps was the best feeling in the world. 

“You can sit down now,” Gabby said. “On the ground, I mean.”

She smiled as I got down on my knees. She loved bossing me around. Controlling me like I was a toy she owned. A second later she’d taken out a makeup palette. Some of the pots were broken in half and as she flipped it open, pigments flew everywhere. She blew the powders away enthusiastically before surveying the bold colors in the palette. “Let’s see. Pink or blue for the eyes?”

“Blue,” I said instantly.

“Pink. Great choice!” She booped me on the nose and I blushed. 

She took her time with the eyeshadow, dusting, dabbing, and swiping before blending the colors in. With a brown pencil, she drew over my eyebrows, and with a pink pencil she lined my lips, filling it in with a pastel pink lipstick that no girl in their right mind would’ve worn. She tossed the palette onto the floor once she was done and walked over to her two dummies, who just sat there with their chillingly frozen expressions. With one snap she’d stripped off the hair of the head with lilac highlights. 

“I colored it myself,” she said proudly.

“I feel so special,” I said.

I almost thought she was too excited to register my sarcasm but then she whipped around and slapped me, hard. “Shut the fuck up,” she spat. “Don’t speak to me unless I ask you a question.”

God, she looked amazing when she was pissed off. How had I never noticed it before? The way there were little twin veins pulsing on her forehead, her cheeks rouging like she was on the verge of blushing, her lips almost trembling as she pinched them together.

I bowed my head as she placed and secured the wig on me. She took me to a mirror then and ordered me to look at myself. I stared at my reflection, blinking in shock. Lex was gone. Lex had disappeared into nothingness and was never going to come back. I lowered my gaze. I didn’t have the confidence to look like that. 

Gabby placed her arm over my shoulder like we were old friends. “You might have a dick, Lexie baby, but you’re a girl through and through.”

My cheeks burned. She really saw me as a girl. I was so pathetic.

“Say ‘thank you Miss Gabby’,” she instructed. “For the makeover.”

“Thank you, Miss Gabby, for the makeover,” I said, completely mortified.

I was so naive, though. So stupid. I really thought she’d let me leave then. I really thought wearing the thong and the bra and nipple clamps was punishment enough—not to mention the free epilating session. But nope. Because the next thing I knew, Gabby had thrown me onto the bed, making me tumble backwards and almost rip my wig off. 

Then she said something I never could’ve predicted. Not in a million years. 

“Ready for some lesbian sex?” 


CHAPTER 6

My roommate had turned me into a sissy girl and now she wanted to have sex with me. Super steamy, super erotic lesbian sex. My mind instantly flitted to the hundreds of thousands of lesbian stories I’d enjoyed over the years. Who could’ve thought I’d one day get to experience it…with the girl I despised the most?

Gabby hopped onto the bed and straddled me, letting her fingers touch me and explore my body. She was a siren, with that glinting nose piercing of hers and twisty lips and her cerulean blue hair. Her hand ran down my breasts, tugging on my nipple clamps before continuing down my stomach. 

“Lean down against the mattress,” she said. “And push your ass up for me.”

I knew I had to obey her. I lifted myself up, swiveled around, and dropped the weight of my arms onto her bed. The only thing separating my private portal from Gabby was a pathetic strip of fabric, and knowing her, she’d be snipping it up soon too with her scissors. But willingly, and in spite of the shame and fear I felt, I thrust my butt up for her. 

“I love your big bubble butt,” she purred. “Mmm. Your butt makes me wet, Lexie.”

I whimpered like a kitten. She was rubbing her hands up and down my cheeks, and then I was positive she was rubbing her breasts over my cheeks too because I could feel her rock-hard nipples bumping up and down my flesh. Every motion was making my crotch dance and throb and grow. 

“Let’s see how much your butt can take, shall we?” she said.

She spanked me on my left cheek. The sound of the slap echoed in the room and I groaned in pain. She spanked me again. Harder. Again. Again. I was left raw and red, my ass stinging each time my muscles tightened and clenched when her cruel hand struck me. 

“Say Miss Gabby is not a thief…” Gabby said. She delivered another particularly painful slap. “...and I’m an idiot for calling her that.”

I groaned and heaved as I repeated the words. I was being dragged into a maelstrom of unrestrained desires and taboo fantasies, and I wasn’t sure if I could make it. 

“Say Miss Gabby owns my fat ass and she will do whatever she wants to it.”

My balls tightened as I said it. It was possibly the sexiest thing someone had ever said about me. She disciplined my ass again and again. When she finally stopped, I collapsed and moaned in relief, but she pulled me back upright on my arms. I steadied myself and adjusted my sore behind. 

“Say thank you, Miss Gabby for spanking me.”

“Thank you, Miss Gabby!” I cried out. “For spanking me!”

“You’re welcome,” she said. “But we’ve still got a long way to go.” She was rubbing me all over again and then she pulled down on my thong to reveal my crack. I heard a couple of squirts and then she was drenching me in lube. I could feel the wetness inside me which made me shiver with pleasure. There was no time to brace myself, no time even to think— 

Oh god, she just put a finger inside my ass. She just put her fucking finger inside my ass.

She pulled it out and massaged my asshole before thrusting her finger inside again. I moaned happily at the sensation. She took her finger out again and snuck her hands between my legs, cupping my shaved scrotum and flicking off the very sensitive tip of my cock. My balls were pounding, ready to pump out milk at a moment’s notice. I understood now why Gabby’s partners always screamed like sea lions in the night. Gabby was good. Gabby was too good. 

As my sphincter began to relax, she put a second finger in, and then she was fucking me with three whole fingers. 

“I think you’re ready for something bigger,” Gabby said, sounding satisfied with her work so far, but also way too nonchalant, like she had no idea she was literally changing my life. 

She crossed past me, looked underneath the bed and grabbed a box. A box I’d failed to search earlier. I shook my head. Later. I’ll think about it later. Out of the box came a little pink butt plug. Except it wasn’t so little, of course. My ass was going to find it enormous. 

She had trouble putting it in at first. I was tight, and I literally felt it was five times its size as it squeezed into me. But she told me to be a good girl and relax for her so I did just that. I loved the feeling of having a woman determined to pop that plug inside my tight virgin ass. And I loved the feeling of being a good little girl for her. Later, I’d come to believe that if a girl liked you she’d sleep with you. If she really liked you she’d screw you in the ass. 

Finally, I feel the plug slide in and settle inside my passage. I felt weak but also more alive than ever. 

“Great. It’s my turn now, sissy,” Gabby said. She slid across the bed on her knees and leaned back against the headboard. She stretched. 

Then she began to undress herself. 


CHAPTER 7

I’d been waiting so long for this moment. The moment I’d get to see my roommate naked. I’d expected something wacky to be going on in between Gabby’s legs, a bejeweled pussy or a ponytail or something, so imagine my surprise when I saw that she was sporting a full seventies-style bush. After a split-second I decided I loved it. Her pubic hair was at least two inches long, a dark brown, and twisty-curly. I was happy I such an intimate part of her. 

“Kiss my pussy first,” Gabby ordered in a heated whisper. She sounded so horny my stomach was doing little somersaults. 

I began inching toward her. Something about my pretty lilac-tinted hair brushing around my waistline and my silk-smooth arms wading through her bed made me feel so sultry. Like a mermaid. I loved the way Gabby was looking at me. I ran my fingertips up her leg slowly, the way I’d seen people do in those romantic porn websites made specifically for women. We were both women now. 

There was a tattoo of a cat face across one of her thighs. It had a wide, cheeky smile like that of a Cheshire cat. I kissed her there and then kissed her pussy. Her pouch unfolded itself like a rose blooming in springtime. She smelled so sweet.  

Gabby rubbed her nipples and moaned as I ate her out. It was one thing I was good at—when I was with Tamara I made a point of eating her out every single time we fucked because I knew it would make her feel special and loved and desired. My tongue settled on her clit and I fondled and sucked it hungrily. I reached my arms out and flicked Gabby’s nipples as I kept sucking on her hot bump. Gabby sighed happily. 

When she started gyrating frantically underneath me I knew it was happening. I held onto her legs, holding them open while my tongue sucked and fucked, and then Gabby started to cry out. To hear the same sounds I’d been hearing almost every night through my bedroom walls was so surreal. 

“Can I lick your armpits, Miss Gabby?” I whispered sheepishly once she’d settled down a bit. My tongue was still hungry for more. “I’ve been wanting to do that for a long time.”

Gabby looked at me and snorted. “No fucking way, sissy.” I felt a rush of disappointment. “The only way I’d let you do that is if you’re a good, obedient girl.”

“Haven’t I been good, Miss Gabby?” Jesus, didn’t I just make you cum your lungs out?

“You still haven’t let me fuck you,” she said flatly. “I need to see my dick inside your beautiful ass.” 

My heart skipped a beat. I clenched my ass and could feel my hole contracting around the plug and I almost moaned. 

She drew closer. Her eyebrows were also tinted blue, and it was weird how I’d never noticed that before. I’d never been this close to her face before. We both stared at each other. 

“Admit it, my sissy bitch,” she whispered. “You’d love a big, hot, juicy dick up your ass. You’d love to get fucked like the big cunt you are.”

“I’m horny for your dick, Miss Gabby,” I breathed. 

Gabby wasn’t going to bite. “I just know you were bullied in high school for being girly,” she said. “What did they call you?”

“Lex the Ladyboy,” I muttered.

Gabby laughed. “I wonder what they’d think now, knowing you turned out to be a sissy whore with an armpit fetish.”

“I’d be so humiliated, Miss Gabby.” I shivered. “I don’t think my brain even wants to go there.”

Gabby stretched. “Okay. I’d like you to shut up and get your ass ready for me.”

As I scooched back, my heart thumping, Gabby rummaged inside her closet and brought out a big black cock that was accompanied by a harness. The cock was at least eight inches long and it made me very nervous. Once she strapped it on her hips, Gabby leapt up to the bed and coerced the thick black head through my mouth. I sucked obediently. I spread my cheeks and pressed my plug deep inside me, almost fainting at the pleasure I was experiencing. I definitely needed something bigger now. 

“I had a black boyfriend in college. His name was Jared,” Gabby said as she slammed into my mouth. “That was before I figured out I liked girls, of course. Jared would only ever stick it in my ass. We never had conventional sex. I hated it at first but before I knew it I was hooked. I just think women are conditioned to dislike anal and it’s so sad. There’s something just so dirty about surrendering your rectum to someone to do as they please. Anyway, I’m a lesbian but I’m an ass girl through and through.” She smiled and buried her cock even deeper into my mouth.

I wanted to say I had a feeling she was definitely into anal but I could only look at her, starry-eyed, and moan in response. Gabby released the dildo and ordered me to turn around for her. My butthole puckered excitedly as I spread my cheeks wide open. She rubbed the dildo over my opening a few times and then it plunged right in. I gasped, surprised at how easily my asshole had given in. 

It was completely different to what I’d expected. It felt like I had to go. Thankfully, the feeling dissipated quickly enough, because what could have been a worse mood killer than asking Gabby if I could go to the toilet?

“Is your hot little anus stretching?” Gabby moaned, spanking me once. “God I can see it stretching. Mmmm. Be a slut for me, Lexie. Bounce that ass while I fuck you.”

I wriggled my ass back and forth as the big black clock explored the treasures in my abyss. The pleasure I was feeling was beginning to overtake all my fears. My behind felt hot, scorching hot, and my balls were drawing up into me. I never could’ve imagined how intensely sensual and intimate it was to have a girl fuck you, and how sexy it made me feel. Especially if the girl who was fucking you was once the roommate you hated. 

“Spread those legs open, sissy. I know you can do it.” Gabby started to slap my ass hard again, and I roared in pain. “Moan like a whore. I know this is what you want, Lexie. I know this is what you need. So moan for me like a slutty schoolgirl.”

I was being taken with such force that my body was bending forward like a tree in a hurricane. My pain grew, but so did my pleasure. My nipples thrummed. My back hole ached and throbbed to the same rhythm of my now swollen balls. 

“Fuck, can I come, Miss Gabby?” I whimpered. 

“Don’t you dare, sissy.”

“I need to cum, Miss Gabby.”

She spanked me hard, stunning me into silence. “Listen to me. If you cum right now I’ll fucking destroy you.”

I stopped breathing. My balls twinged. I knew it was coming. 

“I really need to cum!” I wailed.

The dildo slid out. I gasped at the sudden emptiness in my back. “You can cum now,” she told me with a smirk, unclipping my nipple clamps. “You stupid impatient sissy.”

Then she wrapped her mouth around my cock.

I erupted then. The rush of sensations and feelings was overwhelming. I was drowning in pleasure and I could have died happy. 

“Thank you, Miss Gabby!” I moaned as I came. “Thank you for drinking my cum!”

Gabby took in my milk and crawled behind me. I heard her spit. Suddenly, something warm, loose yet creamy swam up inside my still-gaping asshole. 

Did she just…?

“Darling, I never swallow,” Gabby said smugly. “I’m a vegan, remember?”

Wild. 

“Please, Miss Gabby, I’ve been a good girl,” I breathed. “Can I lick your armpits?”  

She laughed. “You can. I guess you’ve earned a reward.”

With my own cum leaking out of me, I licked both her pits. The experience was amazing, and I got horny all over again. Maybe I was an armpit guy after all.  

Once we’d cleaned up, I asked sheepishly, “So are you going to give me back my stuff now?” 

Gabby rolled her eyes. “Are you serious? I never stole your stuff.”

“Well, someone is,” I insisted. “Things don’t just disappear into thin air…”

For a second, it actually looked like Gabby was listening to what I had to say. But she didn’t say anything. So I left it at that.

***

After that lust-filled incident, I still kept thinking Gabby was going to return my stuff to me. Three days went by where we barely had any interaction and I was more than a little disappointed. For some reason I couldn’t see her as a thief anymore, and I tried to tell myself it was because we’d been intimate. She’d seen parts of me that I’d hardly ever seen myself and I’d sucked her off until she’d screamed in my ear. The good sex was distorting my feelings, but the facts were there. My things were still missing and someone had taken them.

A week after we had sex, Gabby met me in the kitchen. She had a backpack with her. She opened up the backpack and out tumbled my Swiss Army knife! And my headphones! 

“Oh my god!” I yelped and grabbed the items from her. I wanted to kiss them both. I’d missed them so much.

Gabby cleared her throat. “So I asked around and it turned out one of my friends felt a little too comfortable at our place. She has a history of shoplifting and honestly I think she needs therapy.” She sighed. “I honestly thought you were making stuff up just because you wanted to talk to me.”

“No way,” I said. “I would’ve swallowed my own foot before I’d willingly talk to you.”

We both laughed and hugged.

“Can I know who it was?” I asked. “The friend who stole from me?”

“Mal,” Gabby said. “You didn’t know this, but she had boyfriend trouble and was living in my room for a while. She was hiding from her ex, essentially, and was lying low. And no, she’s not welcome here anymore, so don’t worry. No sex is worth my roommate getting robbed in broad daylight. Besides, I have someone else to make it up to me.” 

She winked and I felt myself melt to the floor. It was safe to say that even though my roommate was a freak, I didn’t hate her anymore…


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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